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Mr.WILLIAM 

SHAKESPEARES 

COMEDIES, 
HISTORIES, & 
TRAGEDIES. 


To the Reader. 

This Figure, that thou here feeft put, . f 
It was for gentle Shakefpeare cut,- if. 

Wherein the Grauer had a ftrife t 
with Nature, to out-doo the life : 

O,could he but haue drawne his wit 
As well in brafle, as he hath hit f [ 

Hisface ; the Print would then furpaffc 
All, that was euer writ in braffe. 

But, fince he cannot, Reader, looke 
Noton his Pi&ure, but his Book e. 

B. 1. 






Publifhed according to the True Originall Copies, 
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TO THE MOST NOBLE 

And 

PARABLE F 

N. 

W 1L L I A 

Earle of Pembroke, 5cc. Lord 

Kjfigs mofl Excellent (fTVfaiefly. 


Bed-Chamber. Both Knightsof the mod Noble Order 
of the Garter, and our Angular good 

L 


Right Honourable, 


Hilflwefludte to be thankful in ourparticular,for 
the many fauors we haue receiuedfromyour L.L 
we are falne-j vpon the til fortune, to mingle^ 
two the mojl diuerfe things that can bee,feare, 
andraflonejfe • rajhnejfe in the enterprise, and 
jeare of the fucceffe. For, when we valew the places your H.H. 
fuflaine^wexannot but know their dignity greater,then to defend to 
the reading oftthefe trifles land,wh’tle we name them trifles,we haue 
depriudourjelues of the defence of our ' Dedication. Lutfinceyonr 
L.L . haue beenepleasd tothinke thefe trifles fomenthing, heereto^ 
fore• and baneprofequuted both them, and their ajuthour lining, 
withfo mnchfauour: We hope,that(they out fining him,and he not 
haning the fate, common with Lome, to be exequutor to his owne wri 
tings^yon willvfe the like indulgence toward them^,you haue done 

<*A % vnto 
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The Epiille Dedicatone. 

vnto their parent . 7 here is a great difference,whether any F> 
choofehisFatrones,or finde therdu :7 his hath done both . For, | 
Jo much were^your L L. likings of the^ feuerall parts, when : 
they were.aCled, as before they werepublifhed, the Vdam e as Iff! to ; 
be yours, JVe haue but colleBed them—^and done an of ice.to the I 
dead, to procure his Orphanes, Cjuardians • without ambition eu 
ther offelfe'proft, orfameionely to kpepe the memory of foworthy 
a Friend,& Fellow altue,as was our Shakespeare,^ hum- \ 
ble offer of his playes, toy our mojl nobler patronage. IVherein, as [ 
we haue iuflly obferued, no man to come ne ere your L.L, but with 
a kffid of religious addreffL^ft hath bin the height oftour care, who 
are the Frefenters,to make theprefent worthy of your H. H. by the 
perfection.Fut,there we muff alfo craue our abilities to be conffderd, 
my Lords. fVt e cannot go beyond our ownepowers. Country hands 
reach foorth milky?, creame, fruites, or what they haue : and many i 
J2 Cfationsfwe haue heard ) that had notgummes & incenfe,obtain ; 

ned their requeffs with a leauened Cake. It was no fault to approch 
their CJods, by what meanes they could: <tAndthe moff, though | 
meaneff, of things are made more precious,when they are dedicated [ 
toTemples . In that name therefore, we moff humbly confecratc-j to [ 
your H.H. thefe^ remaims of yourJeruant Shakeipeare^ that \ 
what delight is in tbem~>, may be eueryour L.L. the~> reputation 
bis,& thefaults ours,if any be committed,by a payre^fo care fullto 1 
Jhew their gratitude both to the liuwg,and the dead, as is 


Your Lordftiippes moft bounden, 

IohN H E MINOR® 
He nr y Conpeu. 


SkS 

To the great Variety of Headers. 

Rom the moft able,to him that can but fpell: There 
you are number’d,We had rather you were weighd. 
Especially, when the fate of all Bookes depends vp- 
on your capacities : and not of your heads alone, 
butofyourpurfes. Well !Itisnowpublique,&you 
wilftand for your priuiledges wee know: to read, 
and cenfure. Do fo,but buy it firft. That doth beft 
commend a Booke, the Stationer faies. Then^how oddefoeueryour 
braines be, or your wifedomes, make your licence the fame,and(pare 
not. Iudge your fixe-pen orth, your (hillings worth, your Hue fhii- 
linas worth at a time, or higher, fo you rife to the iuft rates, and wel¬ 
come. But, what euer you do, Buy. Cenfure will not driue a Trade, 
or make thelacke go. And though you be a Magiftrate of wit, and fit 
ontheStageat Black-Friers, orthe Qchpit,t oarraignePlayes dailie, 
know, thefe Playes haue had their triall alreadie, and ftood out all Ap- 
peales • and do now come forth quitted rather by a Decree of Court, 
then any purchas'd Lettersof commendation. 

It had bene a thing, we confefle, worthie to haue bene wi(hed,that 
the Author hirrfelfe had liu d to haue fet forth, and ouerfeen his owne 
writings • But fince it hath bin ordain'd otherwife,and he by death de. 
parted from that right,we pray you do not envie his Friends,the office 
of their care, and paine, to haue colle&ed & publifh'd them^ andfo to 
haue publiflh'd them, as where (before), you were abus'd with diuerfe 
ftolne, and furreptitious copies, maimed,and deformed by the frauds 
and ftealthes of iniurious impoftors, that expos'd them: euen thofc, 
are now offer'd to your view cur'd, and perfect of their limbes,- and all 
the reft, abfolute in their numbers, as he concerned the.Who,as he was 
a happie imitator of Nature, was a moft gentle exprefler of it.His mind 
and hand went together: And what he thought, he vttered with that 
eafineffe, that wee hauefcarfe receiued from him a blot in his papers. 
But it is not our prouince,who onely gather his works, and giue them 
you, to praife him. It is yours that reade him. And there wehopc,to 
your diuers capacities, you will finde enough, both to draw, and hold 
you: for his wit can no more lie hid, then it could be loft. Reade him, 
therefore 5 and againe, and againe: And if then you doe not like him, 
furely you are in fome manifeft danger, not to vnderftand him. And fo 
weleaueyou to other of his Friends, whom if you need,can bee your 
guides: if you neede them not, you can leade your Ielues,and others. 
And fuch Readers we \yitbhim. 

4 3 Iobn Hemivgt* 

Henrie Cendell. 
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To the memory of my beloued. 

The AVTHOR 

5 Mr. VVilt/iaIi Shakespeare; 

And 

what he hath left vs. 

5 0 draw no fWf fShakefpeare) cn nm6t 

j> Am I thus ample to thy Bcoke, and Fame ; , 

__ \lVbile / eonfeftfe tby writings tobefuch, 

As neither Man, nor Muk^can praife too muck 
Ti* true , and all mens fuffrage. But thefe wayes 
Were not the paths 1 meant vnto thypraife : 

For feelieft Ignorance on thefe may light } 

Which , when itfounds at be ft ftut eccho’s right • 

Or blinde Affetlion , which doth ne're aduance 
The truths butgropes , and vrgeth all by chance • 

Or crafty Malice, mightpretendsthispraife. 

And thinke to mine, where it feemdto raife . 

Thefe are, asfome infamous Baud, or whore ■ 
should praife a Matron. W hat could hurt her more f 
But thou art proofe againft them, and indeed 
Aboue th'iHfortune of them, or the need . 

4 therefore will begin. Soule of the Age / 

The applaufe / delight J the wonder of our Stage » 

Shakefpcarc, rife-, 1 will not lodge thee by 
Chaucer, or Spenftr, or bid Beaumont he 
A little further, t o make thee a roome ; 

Thou art a Moniment, withoura somhe^ 

And art aliue ft ill, while thy Booke doth line. 

And we haue wits to read, and praife togiue 
That I not mine thee fi, my braine excufes 5 
/ tneane with great, but disproportion d M lifts: 

Ttyftf I thought my iudgement were of y ceres, 

IJnculd commit thee furely with thy peeres, 

A indtelL how fane thou didjifteur LiJy out fine 
0 HP°rting Kid, or MarJowes mighty line. * 

And though thou hadftfmall Latine, and letfe Greeke 
From thence to honour thee ., I would notfeeke 3 

T°r names- but call firth thundering ^fthilus, 

Euripides, and Sophocles to vs, 

Paccuuius, Accius, him ofCordoua dead, 

T ° l *f e *g<*ine, to heare thy Buskin tread , 

And (hake a Stage :Or, when thy Socket were on. 

Loauc thee alone, for the comparifon 
























Ofthat infolent Greece, or haughtie Rome 
fentforth) or fince didfrom their afhes come . 

Triumph^ my Britaine, thou haft one toJhme., 

To whom all Scenes (/Europe homage owe. 

He was not of an age, hut for all time ! 

And all the Mufes ft ill were in theirprime , 
when like Apollo he cameforth to war me 
Our eares, or like a Mercury to charme « 

Stature herfelfe was proud of his defignes, 

And ioy’d to weare the drefsing of his lines ! 
which wereJo richly/pan, andwouenfo fit, 

As fince, (he will vouchfafe no other Wit . 

The merry Greeke, tart Ariftophanes, 

Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now notpleafe ; 

Hut antiquated, anddeferted lye 
As they were not of Natures family. 
yet muft Inotgiue Nature all: Thy Art, 

My gentle Shakefpearc, muft enioy a part. 

Tor though the Poets matter. Nature he. 

His Art dothgiue the fajhion . And, that he, 

Who cafts to write a lining line, muftjweat, 

(fuch as thine are) and(trike the fecond heat 
Vpon the Mufes anutleturne the fame, 

{And h 'mfelfe with it) that he thinkes toframe j 
Or for the lawrell, he may gaine a ficorne. 

For a good Poet’s made, as well as borne . 

And fuch wert thou. Locke how the fathers face 
Liues in his ijfue, euenfo, the race 
O/'Shakefpeares minde , and manners brightly (f ines 
In his well towed, and true filed lines; 

In each of which, hefeemes to (hake a Lance , 

As hrandifh't at the eyes of Ignorance. 

Sweet Swan of. Auon! what a fight it were 
Tofee thee in our waters yet appeare. 

And make thofeflights vpon the bankes of Thames, 
Thatfo did take Eliza, and our lames ! 

Hut (lay, I fee thee in the Hemifphere 

Aduancd, and made a Conflcllation there * 

Shineforth,thou Star re of Poets, and with rage. 

Or influence,chide ^or cheere the drooping Stage ; 
Which, fince thyflightfro hence fiat h mourn'd like night , 
And defpaires day, but fir thy Volumes light • . ‘ 




Vpon the Lines and Life of the Famous 

Scenicke Poet, Matter VV illiam 

SHAKESPEARE. 

Hofc hands, which you foclapr,gonow, and wring 
You Hritaines brauej for done are Shakefteares dayes: 
His dayes are done, that made the dainty Playes, 

Which made the Globe ofheau’n and earth to ring. 

Dry’dc isthatvcine,dry’d is the Thejpian Spring, 

Turn'd all to teares,and Phcebtss clouds his rayes: 

That corp’s, that coffin now beftickc thofe bayes, 

Which crown’d him Poet firft, then Poets King. 

If Tragedies might any Prologue hauc, 

All thole he made, would Icarfe make one to this: 

Where Tame , now that he gone is to the graue 
^Deaths pu ! dique tyring-houle^ the Nuncius is. 

For though bis line of life went foone about. 

The life yet of his lines fhall neucr out. 


HVG11 HOLLAND. 
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A CATALOGVE 

of the feuerall Comedies, Hiftories, and Tra- 

gedies contained in this Volume. 


COMEDIES. 

Tempeft. 

Folio 1 . 

Wi&MThe tH?o Gentlemen of Verona. 20 

The Merry Wiues of Wind for. 

38 

Meafurefor Meafure. 

61 

The Comedy of Errours. 

/ 

85 

Much adoo about Nothing. 

101 

Loues Labour lost. 

112 

MidJ'ommer Nights Dreame. 

*45 

The Merchant of Venice. 


As you Like it. 

1S5 

The Taming of the Shrew. 

20S 

Ait is well , that Ends well. 

230 

Twefe*Night 3 or what you will. 

2 55 

The Winters Tale. 

504 

histories. 


The Life and Death ofKfng John. Fol. i. 
d^he Life death of chard the fecond . 2 5 


The Firftpart of d\jng Henry the fourth. 46 
The Second part of If. Henry the fourth. 74 
The Life of.Kjng Henry the Fift. 69 

1 he Firft par t of King Henry the Sixt. 96 
The Second part of Kjng Hen. the Sixt. 120 
The Thtrdpart of I\jng Henry the Sixt. 147 
The Life Zsr Death officiat'd the Third. 175 


The Life of.Kjng Henry the Eight. 

205 

TRAGEDIES. 

Tire Tragedy of (foriolanus. 

Fol. 1. 

Titus Andronicus. 

3 l 

T\omeo and Juliet. 

S 3 

Timon of Athens. 

So 

The Life and death of Julius fyfar. 

109 

The Tragedy of Macbeth. 

151 

The Tragedy of Hamlet. 

152 

Kjng Lear. 

2% 

0 the Hoy he "Moore ofV enice., 

510 

Anthony and Qeopater. 

346 

(jmbeline King of tBritaine . 

3 6 9 , 
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of the deceafed Authour Maifter 


VV.S HAKES PEAR E. 


Hake-fpeare, at length thy piousjellowes glue 
The world thy Workes: thy Workes,by which,out Aim 
Thy Tombe, thy name niujl * when thatftone is rent, 
And Time diffolnes thy Stratford Monime.nt , 

Here "tee aline ('hall anew theefill. This Boo'ke, 

When Brafft and Marble fade,[hall make thee looke 
fref? to all Ages: when Tofleritie 
Shall loath what s ne"to ,thinke all isprodegie 
That is not Shake-fpeares; eury Line,each V erf 
Here [hall reuiue,redeeme thee from thy Herfe , 

TSlor Fire,nor cankjring Age,as Nafo faid, 

Of his, thy Tbit fraught Booke Jhall once inuade. 

TSLor Jhalllere beleeue, or tbinke thee dead 
(Though m 'tjl)ajntill our bankrout Stage be fped 
( Jmpofsible ) withfome ne'to ftraine Tout-do 
Bafsions oflu\iQt,and her Romeo ; 

Or till J heare a Scene more nobly take. 

Then "token thy half Sword parly mg Romans fpake . 

Till thefe, till any of thy Volumes reft 
Shall with more fire,more feeling be exprejt, 

Be fure,our Shak&fpeare, thou canft neuer dye , 

But cro'tond with La"torell,liue eternally. 

L.Digg es. 


T o the memorie of M. IV.SbaJ^efpeare* 

\T\f B E wondred (Shake-fpeare) that thou went*ftfofoone 
From the Worlds=Stage,tothe Graues-Tyring~roonie. 
Wee thought thee dead, but this thy printed "toorth, 

Tcls thy Spectators,that thou'toentft but forth 
Tj enter "toith applaufe. An Attors Art, 
fan dye,and Hue,to able a fecondpart . 

That s but an Exit of Mortalitie } 

This, a %e-entrance to a Tlaiidite. 

I. Me 
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The Workes of William Shakdpeare, 

containing all his Comedies, Hiftories, and 

Tragedies .‘Truelyfet forth, accordingto their firft 
5 O^JGJNJLL. 

The Names of the Principal! A£tors 

in all thefe Playes. 



Wiliam Shakcjpeare. 

1 1 "Richard \Burbadge. 
fohn Hemmings. 

<*jlugufiine R hi Hips, 

William Kempt, 

Thomas Roope. 

(jeorgeBryan, 

Henry Condell, 

Wdliam S/ye, 

"Richard Qowly* 
fohn Lomne. 

Samuel/ Crojfie, 
lexander (oofa 


Samuel (jilhurne, 
Robert <*Armin, 
William 0filer, 
Jfiathan Field, 
fohn 'Underwood. 
EhQcholas Tooley. 
William Ecclejlone . 
fofeph Taylor, 
Robert Benfield. 
Robert Cjoughe. 
Richard Robin/on, 
John Shanchp. 

John Rice. 













































THE 


E S T. 


E 1 


4 ciu ■ primus, Scena prima 


JtermfluoMe of Thunder and Lightnmg heard : En¬ 
ter a Ship -maper, and a Botefwaine. 

Mafier. 

Otc-fwairx. 

Betef. HccreM after: What clicerc ? 

Mafi. Good i Speake to th’Marincrs: fall 
Wt, yarcly, or we run our felucs a ground, 

beft)rre,beftirrc. Ex,t ' 

Enter 'J\{«rtr?ers. 

Betef. Heigh my hearts, chcercly, chccrcly my harts: 
yare, yare :Takeln thetoppe-falc: Tend to th’Mattcrs 
vvhirtlc: Blow till thou burtt thywinde, if roome c- 
nough. 

Enter Alonfe, SebaftUn, Anthomo y Ferdinando, 
Gonz,&lo find other r* 

Mon. Good Botefvvaine haue cate: where’s the Ma¬ 
tter ? Play the men. 

Botef I pray now keepe below. 

Anth . Whtre is the Matter, Bofon ? 

Botef Do you not hcare him ? you man e our labour, 
Kcepc your Cabincs : you do afsitt the ttormc. 

Gokzj. Nay, good be patient. 

Botef When the Sea is: hence, what cares thefe roa- 1 
rers for the name of King ? to Cabinc; iilence : trouble t 
vs not. I 

Gon x Good, yet remember whom thou hatt aboord. > 

Botef Non? that I more lone then my ielfe. ^ ou are j- 
a Counfellor,i,fyou can command thefe Elements to fi- ' 
lcnce,and worfce the peace of chcprcfent, wee will not 
hand a rope mere, vfe your authoritic: Ifyou cannot, 
giuc thankesyou haueliu’d fo long, and make your 
fclfe rcadie in your Cabine for the milchauce o{ the 
hourc, if it fohap, Cheerely good hearts : out of our 
vvaylfav. ^ Exit, 

Got*. I nauc great comfort from this fellowrmcthinks 
he hath no drowning marke vpon him/his complexion 
isperfeft GallOwes : ftandfaft good Fate to his han¬ 
ging, make the rope of his deftiny our cable, for our ♦ 
owne doth little aduantage: If he be not borne to bee 
hang’d, our cafe is miferable; Exit . 

Enter Botefiv&ine. 

BotefDownzvmh the top'*-Maft: ynre,lowcr,lower, 

bring her to Try vyith Mainc-courfc. A plague--• 

Aery within* Enter Scbafitnn, Anthonio & (yo7iz,do. 


vpon this howling: they arc lowder then the weather, 
or our offices yet againe? What doyouheercc*Shal we 
giue ore and drowne,haue you amindc to finke ? 

Sebdf A poxc o’your throat,you bawling, blafphe- 
mous incharitable Dog. 

* Botef Workc you then. 

•Anth. Hang cur,hang,you whorefon infolcin Noyfe- 
maker,we are Idle afraid to be drownde,then thou arc. 

gonzj. l’lc warrant him for drowning, though the 
Ship were no flronger then a Nutt-fhcU, and as leaky as 
an vnftanched wench. 

Botef Lay her a hold,a hold , fet her two courfcs off 
to Sea againe,hay her off. 

Enter Mariners wet. 

Mm. All lottjto prayers,ro prayers,all loft. 

Botef What mutt our mouths be cold ? 

G’^^.The King,and Prince,at prayersjlcfs atttft them., 
for our cafe is as theirs. 

Stbaf Tam out ofpatjencc. 

An. W c arc mecrly cheated of our liucs by drunkards. 
This wide-cHopt-rafcall 5 would thou mightft lye drow¬ 
ning the waflaing often Tides. 

Gonz*. Flee’l be bang’d yet, 

Though cucry drop of water fwcare again/} it, 

And gape at widft to glut him. A conftfedntyfi within. 
Mercy on vs. 

We fplir^ve fplit, Farewell my wife, and children, 
Farewell brother: we fplit,we fplitywc fplit. 

Anth . Let’s all finke with’ King 
Seb . Let’s take leauc of him; Exit . 

Gonza. Now would I giue a thoufand furlongs of Sea, 
for an Acre of barren ground .* Long heath, Browne 
firrs, any thing: the wills aboue be done, but I would 
faine dye a dry death. Exit , 

Scena Second a. 

Enter 'Prejpero and Miranda. 

Mira. If by your Art (my dccreft father^ you haue 
put the wild waters in this Rore;alay them: 

The skye it feemes would powre down (linking pitch, 
But that the Sea,mounting to th’ welkins cheeke, 
Daflies the fire out. Oh! I haue fuffered 
With thofc that I law fuffer: A brauc veflell 
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The Tempejl* 


(Whohad no doubt fome noble creature in her) 
Dafh’d all to<peeces : O the cry did knocke 
Againft my very heart: poore foules,they perifh’d. 
Had I byn any God ofpower,I would 
Hauc funcke the Sea within the Earth, or ere 
It fhould the good Ship fo hauc fwallow’djand 
The fraughting Soules within her. 

Prof. Be collected. 

No more amazcmenc: Tellyourpitteousheart 
there’s no harme done. 

Mira. O woe,the day. 

Prof. No harme: 

I hauc done nothing,but in care of thee 
(Of thee my deere one; thee my daughter) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art. naught knowing 
Ot whence I am: nor thac I am more better 
Then Projpero, Mailer ot a full poore cell. 

And thy no greater Father. 

tJMira. More to know 
Didneuer medic with my thoughts. 

Prof ’Tis time 

I fhould informe thee farther: Lend thy hand 
Andpluckc my Magickgarment from me: So, 

Lve there my A rt: wipe thou thine cycs,hauc comfort. 
The direfull (pectaclc of the wracke which touch’d 
The very vertue of companion in thee: 

I haue with liich prouiiion in mine Art 
So fafely ordered,that there is no foule 
No not fo much perdition as an hayre 
Betid to any creature in the vcfleil 
Which thou heardft cry , which thou faw’ftfinke: Sit 
For thon mud now know farther. [ dovvne, 

Tthra. You haue often 
Begun to tell me what I am, but flopt 
And left me to a bootelclle Inquifition, 

Concluding,flay.* not yet. 

Prof The howr’s now come 
The very minute byds thee ope thine care. 

Obey,and be attentiue. Canlt thou remember 
A time before wc came vnto this Cell ? 

I doe not thinke thou canft,for then thou was’t not 
Out three yceres old. 

LMira. Ccrtaincly Sir, I can. 

Prof. By what ? by any other houfe,or perfon ? 

Ofany thing the Imagc,tcll me,that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

t-Mira, ’Tis farreoff: 

And rather like a dreamc,then an afliirance 
That my remembrance warrants .• Had I not 
Fo wre,or fiiic women once,that tended me ? 

' Prof. Thou hadft; and more Miranda : But how is it 
1 hat this liues in thy minde ? What feeft thou els 
In the dark-backward and AbifmeofTime? 

Yf thou remcmbrefl ought ere thou cam’ft here. 

How thou cam’ll here thou maift. 

Aftra. But that I doe not. 

Prof. Twclucyerc fince(vl//?vw<£*)twclue ycrc lincc, 
Thy father was the Duke of Millaine and 
A Prince of power.- 
A fir a. Sir, arc not you my Father? 

Prof. Thy Mother was a peece of vertue, and 
Shefaid thou Wall rtay daughter; and thy father 
Was Duke of Mt/lame, and his onely heire. 

And Princcffc; no worfc Iffucd. 

Afira. Othcheauens, 

What fowlc play had we,that wc came from thence? 


Or bleflcd was’t we did ? 

Prof. Both,both myGirle, 

By fowle-play (as thou faift) were wc heau’d thence 
But blefledly holpe hither. ‘ ‘ 

Mira. O my heart bleedes 
To thinke oth’ tcene that I haue turn’d you to, 
Which is from my remembrance,pleafe you,farther- 

Prof. My brother and thy vncle,call’d Anthonio : 5 
I pray thee marke me, that a brother fhould 
Be fo perfidious: he, whom next thy felfe 
Of all the world I lou’d,and to him put 
The mannage of my ftatc, as at that time 
Through all the fignories it was the firft. 

And Projpero ,the prime Duke, being fo reputed 
In dignity *, and for the liberall Artcs, 

Without a paralell; thofe being all my ftudie. 

The Goucrnment I caft vpon my brother. 

And to my State grew ftranger.being tranfported 
And rapt in fecret ftudies,thy falfe vncle 
(Do’ft thou attend me ?) 

CATtra. Sir,moft hccdefully. 

Prof. Being once perfc£led how to graunt fuites, 
how to deny them : who t’aduance,and who 
To trafh for ouer-topping; new created 
The creatures that were mine,1 fay,or chang’d ’em, 
Or els new form’d ’em ; hauing both the key, 
OfOfficer,and office,fet all hearts i’th (late 
To what tune pleas’d his care,that now he was 
The Iuy which had hid my princely Trunck. 

And fuckt my verdure out on’t: Thou attend’ftnot? 

Afira. OgoodSir, I doe. 

Prof. I pray thee marke me: 

I thus neglecting worldly ends,all dedicated 
To clofcnes,and the bettering of my mind 
with that.whichbutby being fo retir’d 
Ore-priz’d all popular rateiin my falfe brother 
Awak’d an euill iiature.and my truft 
Like a good parent,did beget of him 
A falfchood in it’s contrarie,as great 
As my truft was,which had indeedeno limit, 

A confidence fans bound. He being thus Lorded, 
Not onely with what my reuenew yeelded, 

But what my power might els exact. Like one 
Who luuing mco truth,by telling of it. 

Made fuch a fynnerof hismcmoric 
To crcdite his owne lie,he did belecue 
He was indeed the Duke,out o’th’ Subflitution 
And executing th’outward face of Roialtie 
With all prerogatiue: hence his Ambition growing: 
Do’ff thou hearc ? 

Mr a. Your tale,Sir, would cure deafenefTe. 

Prof. To haue no Sebftene between this part he plaid, 
And him he plaid it for,he needes will be 
Abfolute Millaine, Me (poore man) my Librarie 
Was Dukcdome large enough : oftemporall roaltics 
He thinks me now incapable. G&nfcdcrates 
(fo drie he was for Sway) with King of Napier 
Togiuehim Annuall tribute,doe him homage 
Subiedl hi* Coronet,to his Crowne and bend 
The Dukedom yet vnbow’d (alas poore TAiUaine) 

To mod ignoble {looping. 

TAira. Oh the hcauens: 

Prof. Marke his condition,and th’euent,then tell me 
If this might be a brother. 

Mira. 1 fhould finne 

To thinke but Noblic of my Grand-mother, 

Good 


The Tempefl. 


Good wombes hauc borne bad fo’nnes. ' ' 
pro. Now the Condition. 

This King of Naples being an Enemy _ 

To me inucterate, hearkens my Brothers fuit. 

Which was, That he in lieu o’ch premifcs. 

Of homage, and I know not ho w much Tribute, 
Should prefently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dukedome, and confer faire AftHatne 
With all the Honors, on my brother: Whereon 
A treacherous Armic leuied,one mid-night 
p 3t ed to th’purpofe,did Anthonio open 
The gates of Millaine, and ith’ dead ofdarkcnefTe 
Theminiftersfor th’ purpole hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying felfe. 

tJMtr. Alack, for pitty : 

I not remembring how I cride out then 
Will cry itoreagaine : it is a hint 
That wrings mine eyes too’t. 

Pro. Heare a little further. 

And then I’le bring thee to the prefent bufinefle 
Which now’s vpon’s: without the which,this Story 
W’cre mod impertinent. 

t Mir. Wherefore did they not 
That hovvredeftroy vs ? 

Pro. Well demanded, wench .- 
My Tale prouokes that queftion : Deare,they durfl not. 
So de 3 re the loue my people bore me : nor fet 
A marke fo bloudy on the bufineffc; but 
With colours fairer, painted their foule ends. 

In few, they hurried vs a-boord a Barke, 

Bore vs fome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carkafle of a Butt, not rigg’d, 

Nor tackle, fay!e,nor maft, the very rats 
Inftin&iuely haue quit it: There they hoyfl vs 
To cry to th’Sca, that rcard to vs; to figh 
T o th’ windes, whofe pitty fighing backe ag’ainc 
Did vs but louing wrong. 

Mir. Alack, what trouble 
Was I then to you ? 

Pro. O, aCherubin 

Thou was’t that did preferue me; Thou didfl fmile, 
Infufed with a fortitude from heauenfj 
When I haue deck’d the lea with drops full fait, 
Vndermy burthen groan’d, which raif’d in me 
An vndergoing flomacke, to bcare vp 
Againft what Should enfue. 

Mir, How came we a fhore ? 

Pro. By prouidencc diuine, , 

Some food, we had,and fome frefh water, that 
A noble Neapolitan Gonz,a/o 
Out of his Charity, (who being then appointed 
Mafter of this defigne) did giuc vs, with 
Rich garments, linnens, flute, and necefiaries 
Which fince haue fteeded much, fo of his gentlenefle 
Knowing I lou’d my bookCs, he furnilhd me 
From mine oWne Library, with volumes, that 
I prize aboue my Dukcdome. 

Mir. Would I might 
But euer fee that man. 

Pro. Nowlarife, 

Sit ftill, and heare the lafl ofour fea-fbrrow : 

Hcere in this Hand wc arriu’d, and heere 
Haue I, thy Schoolemafter, made thee more profit 
en other Princeffe can, thathaue more; time 
or vainer howres; and Tutors, not fo carefull. 

Mir. Hcuens thank you for’t. And now I pray you Sir* 


;n I 


aril 



j For ftill ’tis beating in my minde; your reafon 
For rayfing this Sea-ftorme ? 

Pro. Know thus far forth, 

By accident moft ftrange, bountifull Fortune 
(Now my deere Lady) hath mine enemies 
Brought to this fhore : And by my prefcience 
I finde my Zenith doth depend vpon 
A moft aufpitious ftarre, whofe influence 
If now I court not, but omit; my fortunes 
Will euer after droope: Heare ceafe more qHeftions, 
Thou art inclinde to fleepe: ’tis a good dulncfle, 

And giue it way : I know thou canfl not chufe: 

Come away, Seruant, come; I am ready now. 
Approach my Ariel. Come. Enter Ariel. 

Art. All haile, great Matter}graue Sir, hailc:I conic 
To anlwerthybeft pleafurc; be’ttofly. 

To fwim, todiue into the fire: to ride 
j On the curld clowds: to thy ftrong bidding, taskc 
esiriel, and all his Qualitie. 

Pro. Haft thou. Spirit, 

Performd to point, the Tempefl that I bad thee. 

oAr. To cilery Article. 

Iboorded the King* fhipnow on theBeake, 

Now in the Wafte, the Dccke, in euery Cabyn, 

I flam’d amazement, fometime I’ld diuide 
And burne in many places; on thcTop-maft, 

The Yards and Bore-fpritt, would I flame diftin£lly. 
Then mccte,and ioyne. hues Lightning,the precurfers 
O’ch dreadfull Thunder-daps more momenta! ic 
And fight out running were not; the fire,and cracks 
Of fulphurous roaring, the moft mighty Neptune 
Seemeto befiege,and make his bold waue* tremble. 
Yea, his dread Trident fliake. 

Fro. My braue Spirit, 

Who was lo firme, fo conftant, that thi* coyle 
Would not infefl his reafon? 
tt. fr. Not a foule 

Bu felt a Feauer of the madde, and plaid 
S me tricks of defperation; all but Mariners 
lung’d in the foaming bryne, and quit the veflell; 

Then all afire with me the Kings fome Ferdinand 
With haire vp-ftaring (then like reeds, not haire) 

Was the firft man thac leapt; cride hell is empty. 

And all the Diuels are heere. 

Pro. Why that’s my lpirit: 

But was not this nye fhore? 

Ar. Clofe by, my Mafter. 

Pro. But are they {ytrielt) fafe ? 

Ar. Not a haire perifhd: 

On their fuftaining garments not a blemifh,' 

But frefher then before: and as thou badft me. 

In troops I hauc difperfd them ’bout the Ific; 

The Kings fonne haue I landed by himfelfe. 

Whom 1 left cooling of the Ayrewithfighcs, 

In an odde Angle of the Ifle, and fitting 
His armes in this fad knot. 

Pro. Of the Kings fhip,i 
TheMarriners,fay how thou haft difpofd^ 

And all the reft o’th’ Fleete ? 

Ar. Safely in harbour . . ;■ 

Is the Kings fhippe, in the deepe Nooke,where once 
Thou calldft me vp at midnight to fetch dewe ~ 

Fro m the ftill-vext ‘Bermeothes, there file’s hid ; . 

The Marrincrs all vnder hatches flowed. 

Who, with a Charme ioynd to their fuffred labour 
I haue left afleep: and for the reft o’th* Elect 

A a Which { 








































































TbeTemptftt 


1 (Which I difpers’d) they all hane met againe. 

And are vpon the 2 )1editerranian Floce 
Bound iadly home for Naples, 

Suppofing that they faw the Kings (hip wrack*. 

And his great petfon perifh. 

Pro. Ariely thy charge 

Exactly is perform’d; but there’s more workc t 
What is the time oth’day ? 

Ar, Paft the mid feafon. 

Pro. At leaft twoGlaflcsithe time’ewixt fix & now 
Muft by vs both be fpent mod precioufly. 

Ar. Is there more toylc ? Since y' doll giuc me pains. 
Let me remember thee what thou haft promis’d. 

Which is not yet perform’d me. 

Pro. How now ? moodic ? 

What is’t thou canft demand ? 

Ar. My Libertic. 

Pro. Before the time be out ? no more: 

Ar. Iprcthee, 

Remember I hatie done thee worthy feruice, 

Told thee no lyes, made thee no miftakings, ferv’d 
Without or grudge, or grumblings} thou did promife 
To bate me a full yeere. 

Pro. Do’ft thou forget 

From what atorment I did free thee? Ar. No. 

Fro. Thou do’ft: & thmkft it much to tread y 1 Ooze 
Ofthefaltdcepc; 

To run vpon the fharpe winde of the North, 

Todoe mebufineffein the vcincs o’tli’ earth 
When it is bak’d with froft. 

Ar. 1 doc not Sir. 

Pro. Thou lieft, .malignant Thin,g: haft thou forgot 
The fovvle Wiich Sycorax, who with Age and Enuy 
Was growne intoahoopc? haft thou forgot her ? 

Ar. -No -Stf. 

Pro. Thou haft: where was (he bom? fpeak: tell me: 
Ar. Sir, in Argier. 

Pro. Oh, was;(he fo: I muft 
Once in a moneth recount what thou haft bin, 

Which tbonforgetft. This damn'd Witch Sycorax 
For mifehiefes manifold, and forcerics terrible 
To enter humane hearing, from Argier 
Thou know’ft was baniftVd: tor one thing fhc did 
They wold not take her life: Is not this true ? Ar. I, Sir. 
Pro. This blew ey’dhag, was hither brought with 
' And here was left by th’ Saylors; thou my flaue, (child, 

: As thou reportft thy felfe,was then her feruant. 

And for thou waft aSpirit too delicate 
To a&her earthy, and abhord commands, 

Refufing her grand hefts,lhc did confine thee 
By helpcother.morc potent Miniftcrs, 

And in hcnmdftvnmittigable rage. 

Into a clouen Pyne, within which rift 
Impriton’d, thou didftpainefully remaine 
A dozen yeercs : within which fpacc (he di’d. 

And left thee there: where tbpu didft vent thy groanes 
As faft as Mill-whccles ftrike: Then was this lfland 
(Saue for the Son, that he did littour hecre, ^ 

A frckelld whclpe, hag-borne) not honour a with 
A humane (liape. 

Ar. Yes: herfonne. 

Pro. Dull thing, I fay fo : he, that Caliban 
Whom now I keepe in fcruicc, thou beft know’ft 
What torment I didfinde thee in; thy groncs 
Did makewolues howle, and penetrate the breads 
Ofeucr-angiy-Beares; it was a torment 


To lay vpon the damn’d, which Sycorax 
Could not againe vndoe: it was mine Art, 

When I arriu’d, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne,and let thee out, 

Ar. I thanke thee M after. 

Pro. If thou more murmur’d, I will rend an Oake 
And peg-thee in his knotty cntrailes,till 
Thou had howl’d away twelue winters, 

Ar. Pardon, Mader, 

I will be corrcfpondent to command 
And doe my fpryting, gently. 

Pro. Doe fo; and after two daies 
I will difeharge thee. 

Ar. That’s my noble Mader: 

What (hall I doe ? fay what ? what fhall I doc ? 

Pro, Coe make thy felfc like a Nymph o’th’.Sea, 

Be fubiedt to no fight but thine,and mine: inuifible 
To euery eye-ball elfe: goe take this Chape 
And hither come in’t: goe: hence 
With diligence. Exit. 

Pro. Awake, deere hart awake, thou had flept well, 
Awake. 

Mir. The ftrangencs of your dory, put 
Heauinefiein me. 

Pro. Shake it off: Come on, 

Wce’U vifit Caliban, my flaue, who neucr 
Yeelds vs kinde anlwere. 

Mir. ’Tis a villaine Sir, I doenotlouetolookeon, 

Pro. Butas’tis 

We cannot mifle him: he do’s make our fire , 

Fetch in our wood, and ferues in Offices 
That profit vs : What hoa: flaue : Caliban : 

Thou Earth, thou: fpeakc. 

Cal. within. There’s wood enough within. 

Pro. Come forth I fay, there’s other bufines for thee: 
Come thou Toitoys, when? Enter Ariel like a water- 

Fine appafifion: my queint Ariel , Nymph. 

Hesrkc in thine care, 

j Ar. My Lord, it (hall be done. Exit. 

T; ro. Thou poyfonous flaue, got by f diuell himfclfe 
: Vpon thy wicked Dam; come forth. Enter Caliban. 

Cal. As wicked dewc, as ere my mother brufli’d 
With Rauens feather from vnwholciome Fen 
Drop on you both: A Southweft blow on yce, 

And blifler you all ore. 

Pro .For this be fure, to night thou (halt haue cramps, 
Side-ditches, that fhall pen thy breath vp, Vrchins 
Shall for that vaft of night,that they may workc 
All excrcife on thee: thou (halt be pinch’d 
As thicke as hony-combe, each pinch more dinging 
Then Bees that made’em. 

Cal. I mud eat my dinner: 

This Ifland’s mine by Sycorax my mother. 

Which thou tak’ftfrom me: when thou earn’d firft 
Thou droakd me,8c made much of me; wouldft giue roe 
Water with berries in’t: and teach me how 
To namethe bigger Light, and how the lefle 
That burneby day,and night: and then 1 lou’d thee 
And (hew’d thee all the qualities o'ch’ Ifle ,, 

The frefh Springs,Brine*pits; barren place and fcrtill, 
Curs’d be I that did fo: All the Charmes 
Of Sycorax : Toades, Beetles, Batts light on you: 

For I am all theSubie&s that you haue, 

Which fird was min owne King,: and here you fty-roe 
In this hard Rocke,whilcs you doc keepe from me 
The red o’th’lfland. 


Pro. Thou 
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Pro. Thou mod lying-flaue. 

Whom ftripes may moue,not kindnes:I haue vs’d thee 
/Filth asthmiart^with humane care,and lodg’d thee 

In mine owneCell,-till thou didft feeke to violate 

The honor of my childc. 

Cah' Oh-ho, oh ho, would t had bene done: • 

Thou didft preuent me, I had pcopcl d clie, ■ 

This Iflc with Calibans. • ' 

Mir a. Abhorred Slauc, 

Which any print of goodnefie wilt not take; 

Being capable of all ill: I pittied thee, ( 

Took pains to nuke thee (peak, taught thee each noure 
One thing or other: when thou didft not (Sauagc) 
Know thine owne meaning; but wouldft gabble, like 

A thing mo ft brutifh, I endow’d thy purpoics 

With words that made them knowne:But thy vild race 
/Tho thou didft learn)had that in’t,which good natures 
Could not abideto be with; therefore waft thou 
Dcferuedly confin’d into this Rocke, who hadft 

Deferu?dmorethena prilon. 

fol. You taught me Language,and my profit on’c 

Is,I know how to curfc : the red-plague rid you 

For learning me your language. 

Prof. Hag-feed,hence: 

Fetch vs in Fewell, and be quickc thou’rt beft 

Toanfwer other bufinefle : fhrug’ft thou (Malice) 

If thou negleclft, or doft vnwillingly 

What I command, lie rackc thee with old Cr ampes, 

Fill all thy bones with Aches, make thee rorc, 

Thatbeafts (hall tremble at thy dyn. 

Cal t No,’pray thee. 

I muft obey, his Artis of fuehlpow’r. 

It would concroll my Dams god Setebos , 

And make a vaffaile ofhim. 

Pro. So flaue,hence. Exit Cal. 

Enter Ferdinand & Ariel, inuifible playing C 7 fnging. 
Artel Song. Come vnto tbefe yellow finds , 
and then take hands : 

Curtfed when you haae^and fjl 
the wilde wanes whifi : 

Foote it feat ly hecre , and there , andJweetc Sprights beare 

the burthen. Burthen dilperlcdly. 

FParke,harkeJbowgh wawgh : the watch-Dogges bar kg, 
btwgh-wawgh. 

Ar. Herk) barb, I heare,the (Irair.e of fir ut ting (fhant icier o 
cry cockadidle-dorve. y 

Fer. Where (hold this Mufick be? I’th airc,or th’carth? 

It founds no more: and fure it way tes vpon 

Some God ’oth’Iland, fitting on a bahke, 

Weeping againe the King mv Fathers wrackc. 

This Muficke crept by me vpon the waters, 

Allaying both their fury, and my paffion 

With it’s fweet ayre: thence I haue follow’d it 
(Or it hath drawncmc rather) but ’tis gone. 

No, it begins againe. 

ArieB S ong. VuH fadomfue thy Father lies, ; 

Of hi* bones are (forrall made : 

Thofe arepearles that were hk eict, 

Nothing ofhim that dothfade , 

But dothfifffer a Sea-change 

Intofomething rich,tfrfirange: 

Sea - Nimphs hourly ring his knell. 

Burthen: ding dong. 
Harke now / heart them , ding-dong bed. 

* tr \ Ditty do’s remember my drown’d father, 

I his is nombrtall bufines, nor no found 

That the earth owes: I hearC it now aboue me. 

Pro. The fringed Curtaines of thine eye aduancc, 
And fay what thou fee’ftyond. 

Mira. What is’c a Spirit? 

Lord, how it lookes about: Belccue me fir. 

It carries a braue forme. But’cisafpirit. 

Pro. No wench,it cats,and fleeps, & hath fuch fenfes 
As we haue: fuch. This Gallant which thou feeft 

Was in the wrackc: and but hec’s fomething ftain’d 
With greefe (that’s beauties canker)^ might’ft call him 
A goodly perfon: he hath loft his fcllowes. 

And flraycs about tofinde’em. 

Mir. I might call him 

A thing diuinc, for nothingnaturall 

I cuertaw fo Noble. 

Pro. It goes on I fee 

As my fouleprompts it; Spirit,fine fpirit,llc free ihcc 
Within two dayes for this. 

Fer. MoIWiirc the Goddefle 

On whom thefe ayres attend: Vouchfafc my pray’r 

May know if you remaine vpon this lfland. 

And that you will lomc good inftru<ftion giue 

How I may beare me heerc: my prime requeft 
(Which I do laft pronounce) is (O yoitvvonder) 
Jf'youbeMayd.or no ? 

Mir. No wonder Sir, 

But certainly a Mayd. 

Fer. My Language ?Heaucns : 

I am the beft of them that fpeakc this lpedch. 

Were I but where ’tis fpoken. 

Pro. How? the beft? 

What wer’t thou if the King of Naples heard thee ? 

Fer, A Angle thing, as I am now,that wonders 

To hearc thee lpcakc of Naples: he do’s heare me, 

• And that he do’s, I weepe : my fclfe am Naples , 

Who, with mine eyes (ncuer fincc at ebbe) beheld 

The King my Father wrack’t, 

CMir. Alacke, for mercy. 

Fer. Yes faith,8r all his Lords,the Duke of Mitlaine 
And his braue fonne, being twainc. 

Pro. The Duke of Mtllamc 

And his more brauer daughter, could concroll thee 

If now ’twere fit to do’t: At the firft fight 

They haue chang’d eyes: Delicate Ariel, 

He fet thee free for this. A word good Sir, 

I fcarc you haue done your fclfe lome wrong : A word. 

Mir. Why fpcakes my father fo vngently ? This 

Is the third man that ere 1 faw: the firft 

That ere I figh’d for: pitty moue my father 

To be enclin’d my way, 

Fer. O, if a Virgin, 

And your affc&ion not gone forth, lie make you 

The Queenc of Naples. 

Pro. Soft fir, one word more. 

They are both in eytherspow’rs ; But this fwift bufines 

I muft vneafie make, leaft too light winning 

Make the prize light. One word more: I charge thee 

That thou attend me : Thou do’ft heerc vfurpe 

The name thou o w’ft not, and haft put thy fclfe 

Vpori this lfland, as a fpy, to win it 

From me, the Lord on’t. 

Fer. No, as I am a man, 

Mir. Thet’s nothing ill, can dwell in fuch a Temple, 
Ifthc ill-fpicit hauefofayre a houfc. 

Good things will ftrjuc to dwell with’c. 

Pro. Follow me* 

Aj Pro. { 







































































The Ternpefh 


' Prof. Speake not you for him: hee’s a Traitortcome, 
lie manacle thy neckc and feete togc ther: 

Sea water (halt 'Hou drinke: thy food (hall be 
The frc(h-brooke Muffels, wither’d roots, and huskcs 
Wherein the Acorne cradled. Follow. 

Fer. No, 

I will refift fuch entertainment, till 
Mine enemy ha’s morepow’r. 

He drawer, and is charmed fommouing. 
Mira. O deere Father, 

Make not too rafh a triall of him, for 
Hcc’s gentle,and not fearfull. 
rrof What I fay. 

My foote my Tutor? Put thy fword vp Traitor, 

Who mak’ft a lhew,but dar’ft not flrike:thy confcience 
Is fo pofleft with guilt: Come,from thy ward. 

For I can heere difarme thee with this fticke, 

And make thy weapon drop. 

< JVhra . Bcfecch you Father. 

Prof. Hence: hang not on my garments. 

Mira. Sir haue pity, 
lie be his furety. 

Prof. Silence: One word more 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee : What, 
Anaduocateforan Impoftor? Hu(h : 

Thou think’ft there is no more fuch fliapes as lie, 
(Hauing feene but him and Caliban:} Foolifh wench, 

To th’moft ofimen, this is a Caliban, 

And they to him are Angels. 

LMira. My affc&ions 
Are then mod humble: I haue no ambition 
Tofeeagoodlierman. 

Prof. Come on, obey : 

Thy Ncrues are in their infancy againe. 

And haue no vigour in them. 

Fer. So they are: 

My fpirits, as in a dreame, are all bound ep : 

My Fathers Ioffe, the weaknefle which 1 fecle. 

The wrackc of all my friends, nor this mans threats. 

To whom I am fubdudc.arebut light to me. 

Might I but through my prifon once a day 
Behold this Mayd : all corners clfc o’th’Earth 
Let liberty make vfe of: fpace enough 
Haue I in fuch a prifon. 

Prof. It workes: Come on. 

Thou haft done well, fine Ariell : follow me, 

Harke what thou clfc (halt do mee. 

Mira. Be of comfort. 

My Fathers ofabetter nature (Sir) \ 

Then he appearcs by fpecch : this is vnwonted 
Which now came from him. 

Prof. Thou (halt be as free 
As mountaine windes; but then exactly do 
All points of my command. 
tsfriell. To th’Tyliable. 

Prof Come follow: (pcake not for him. Exeunt. 


JBus Secundus. Sccena Trima. 


Enter Alonfo,Seba/lian, Anthonie, Gonz,alo> Adrian , 
Francifco , and others, 

Gonxf. Befccch you Sir, be merry; you haue caufe, 
(So haue we all) of joy j for our cfcape 


I* much beyond our lofle j our hint of woe 
Is common, euery day, fome Saylors wife. 

The Matters of fome Merchant, and the Merchant 
Haue iuft our Theame of woe: But for the miracle, 

(I meane our preferuation) few in millions 
Can fpcake like vs: then wifely (goodSir)weigh 
Our forrow, with our comfort. 

Alonf. Prethee peace. 

Seb. He rcceiucs comfort like cold porredge. 

Ant . The Vifitor will not giue him orefo. 

Seb. Looke, hee’s winding vp the watch of his wit, 
By and by it will ftrike. 

Cjon. Sir. 

Seb. One:Tell. 

Gon. When cuery greefe is entertaind. 

That’s offer’d comes to th’cntertainer. 

Seb. Adollor. 

Gon. Dolour comes to him indeed,you haue fpokei 

truer then you purpos’d. 

Seb. You haue taken it wifelier then I meant voi 
(liould. 

Con. Therefore my Lord. 

Ant. Fie, vvhat a fpend-ihrift is he of his tongue, 
Alon. I pre-thee (pare. 

Gon. Well, I haue done: But yet 
Seb. He will be talking. 

Ant. Which, ofhc,or Adrian, for a good wager, 
Firft begins to crow ? 

Seb. The old Cocke. 

Ant. The Cockrell. 

Seb. Done: The wager? 

Ant. A Laughter. 

Seb. A match. 

A dr. Though this Ifland fcerac to be defert. 

Seb. Ha s ha,1ia. 

Ant. So : you’r paid; 

Adr. Vninhabitable, and almoft inacccflible. 

Seb. Yet 
Adr. Yet 

Ant. He could not mifle’t. 

Adr. It rauft needs be offubtle, tender, and delicate 
temperance. 

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. 

Seb. I,arid a fubtle, as he moft learnedly deliuer’d. 
Adr. The ayre breathes vpon vs here moft (weedy. 
Seb. ^ if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. 
cAnt. Or, as’twere perfum’d by a Fen. 

Gon. Heere is cuery thing aduantageous to life. 
eAnt. True, fauc meancs toliue, 

Seb. Of that there’s none, or little. 

Gon. How lu(h and lufty the graflclookes? 

How greene ? 

Ant. The ground indeed is tawny, 

Seb. Withaneyeofgreenein’t. 
iAnt, He mifTes not much. 

Seb. No: he doth but miftake the truth totally. 

Gon. But the rarietyofit is, which is indeed almoft 
beyond credit. 

Seb. As many voucht rarieties are. 

(jev.That our Garments being(as they were)drencht 
in the Sea, hold notwithftanding their frelhnefle and 
gloffes, being rather newdy’de then ftain’d with falte 
water. 

Ant. If but one ofhis pockets could fpeake, would 
it not fay he lyes ? 

Seb I, or very Wfely pocket vp his report. 
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Gon. Me thinkes our garments are now as Frefh as 
when we put them on firft in Affricke, at the marriage 
of the kings fairedaughter Claribel to the king df Tunis. 
Seb. ’Twas a fweet marriage,and we prolper well in 

surreturne. . , r . _ 

Mri. Tunis was neucr grac d before with luch a Pa¬ 
ragon to their Queene. 

Gon. Notfincc widdowDftw/ time. 

Ant. Widow? A pox o’that: how came that Wid- 
dow in ? Widdow Dido ! 

Seb. What if he had laid Widdower o£neas too ? 
Good Lord, how you take it ? 

Adri. Widdow Dido fipdyou ? You make me ftudy 
of that: She was of Carthage, hot of Tunis. 

Gon. This Tunis Sir was Carthage. 

Adri. Carthage ? Con. I allure you Carthage. 

Ant. His word is more then the miraculous Harpc. 
Seb. He hath rais’d the wall.and houfes too. 

Ant. What impofsibie matter wil he make cafy next? 
Seb. I thinke hee will carry this Ifland home in his 
pockct,and giue it his fonne for an Apple. 

Ant. And (owing the kernels ofit in the Sea, bring 
forth more Iflands. 

Gon. I. Ant. Why in good time. 

Gon. Sir,we were talking, that cur garments feeme 
now as frefh as when we were ar Tunis at the marriage 
of your daughter, w ho is now Queene. 

Ant. And the rareft that ere came there. 

Seb, Bate (I bei’cech you) widdow “Dido . 

Ant. O Widdow Dido ? 1, Widdow Dido. 

Gon. Is not Sir my doublet as frefh as the firft day I 
wore it i I meane in a fort. 

Ant. Thatfort was well fifh’d for. 

Gon. When I wore it at your daughters marriage. 
Alon. You cram thefe words into rinne eares,ag3inft 
the ftomackc of my fenfe : would J had neucr 
Married my daughter there: For comming thence 
My fonne is loll, and (in my rate) flic too. 

Who is fo farre from Italy remoued, 

I ne’re againe fhall lee her: O thou mine beire 
Of Naples and of rJ7M<?/w,what ftrange.fi (h 
Hath made his meale on thee ? 

Fran. Sir he may Hue, 

I faw him bcate the furges vnder him. 

And ride vpon their backes; lie trod the water 
Whofe enmity he flung afide: and brefted 
The furge moft fwolne that met him: his bold head 
’Boue the contentious w'aues he kept, and oared 
Himfelfe with his goodarmes in lufty fttoke 
To th’fhorc j.that ore his wnue-worne bafis bowed 
As (looping to relceue him : I not doubt 
Hecamealiue to Land. 

Alon. No, no, hee’s gone. 

Seb. Sir you may thank your felfe for this great lofle, 
That would not blclle our Europe with your daughter. 
But rather loofe her to an Atfrican, 

Where (he at lead, is banifti’d from your eye. 

Who hath caufe to wet the greefe on’e. 

Alon. Prc-thec peace. 

Seb. You wcrckneel’d too, & importun’d otherwife 
By all of vs: and the faire foule her felfe 
Waigh’d berwccncloathnefle, and obedience,at 
Which end o’th’beamc (hould bow: we haue loft your 
I feare for cuer :Millaine and Naples haiue (fon, 

Mo widdowes in them of this bufinefle making, 

Then we bring men to comfort them: 


The faults yourowue. 

Alon. So is the doer’ft oth’lofle. 

Con. My Lord Sebafttan, 

The truth you fpeake doth lacke fome gentlenefle. 

And time to fpeake it in: you rub the fore. 

When you (hould bring the plaifter. 

Seb. Very well. Ant. And moft Chirurgconly. 

Gon. It is foule weather in vs all.good Sir, ° 

When you are cloudy. 

Seb. Fowle weather? Ant. Very foule.’ 

Gon. Had I plantation of this Ifle my Lord. 

Ant. Hee’dlow’t with Nettle-feed. 

Seb. Or dockes, or Mallowes. 

Gon. And were the King on’t,what would I do ? 

Seb. Scape being drunke, for want of Wine. 

Gon. l’ch’Commonwealth I would (by contraries) 
Execute all things : For no kinde of Trafficke 
Would I admit: No nameofMagiftrate: 

Letters (liould not be knowne: Riches,pouerty, 

A nd vfe of feruice, none: Contract, Succcfsion, 

Borne, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none: 

No vfe of Mettall, Corne, or Wine, or Oyle: 

No occupational] men idle, all : 

And Women too, but innocent and pure: 

No Soucraignty. 

Seb. Yet he would be King on’t. 

A»t. The latter end ofhis Common-wealth forgets 
the beginning. 

Gon. All things in common Nature (liould produce 
Without fweat or endeuour: Treafon, fellony. 

Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun. or needc of any Engine 
Would I not haue: but Nature (hould bring forth 
Ofit ownc kinde, all foyzon,aU abundance 
To feed my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying’mong his fubie&s ? 

Ant. None (man) all idle ; Wholes andknaues, 

Cjon. I would with fuch perfedfion eouerne Sir: 
T’Excell the Golden Age. 

Seb. ’SauehisMaiefty. ^»f.Longliue Gcnialo. 

Gon. Anddoyoumarkeme.Sit? (me. 

Alon. Prc-thce no more: thou doft talke nothing to 

Gon. Ido well belccue your Highneffe, and did it 
tominifter occafion to thefe Gentlemen, who are of 
fuch fcnfiblc and nimble Lungs, that they alwayes vfe 
to laugh at nothing. 

Ant. ’Twas you we laugh’d at. 

Gon. Who, in this kind of merry fooling am nothing 
to you: foyou may continue,and laugh ac nothing ttilk 

Ant. What a blow was there giuen? 

Seb. And it had not falne flat-long. 

Gon. You are Gentlemen of braue mectal: you would 
lilt the Moone out ofhet (phcarc, if (ho would continue 
in it fiue weekes without changing. 

Enter Ariellplayingfolemne Mafic he. 

Seb. We would fo,an J then go a Bat-fowling. 

Ant. Nay good my Lord.be not angry. 

Gon. No I warrant you, I will not aduenture my 
diferetion fo weakly: Will you laugh me afleepe, for I 
am very heauy. 

Ant. Go fleepe, and heare vs. 

Alon. What, all fo foone'afleepe?I wi(h mine eyes 
Would(with themfelucs) (hut vp my thoughts, 

1 finde they are inclin’d to do fo. 

Seb. Plcafe you Sir, 

Do not omit the bcauy offer ofit: , 

It fildome vilits forrow,when it doth,it is a Comforter, i 

__ Ant. | 
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1 Ant . WetwomyLord,willguardyourperfon, 

While you take your reft,and watch your fafety. 
j4/e«.Thankcyou: Wondrous heauy. 

Seb. What a grange drowfines poffcflcs them f 
Ant. It is the quality o’th’Clymace. 

Seb. Why 

Doth it not then our cyc-lids finkc ? I fio.de 
Not my lelfe aifpos’d to fleep. 

Ant. Nor I, my fpirits are nimble : 

They fell together all, as by confent 
They dropc, as by a Thunder-ftrokc: what might 
; Worthy Sebastian? O, what might ? no more : 

And yet, me thinkes I lee it in thy face. 

What thou fhopld’ft be: th’occalion I'peaks thee, and 
, My ftrong imagination fee’s a Crownc 
Dropping vpon thy head. 

Seb, What; art thou waking ? 

Ant. Do you not hcarc meupeake ? 

Seb. I do, and furcly 
It is a fleepy Language; and thou fpeak’ft 
Out of thy flccpc: What is it thou didffc fay? 

This is a ftrangerepofc, to be afleepc 
• With eyes wide open: ftanding, fpcaking, mouing: 
And yet io fall afleepe. 

Ant. Nobl cSebaflian, 

Thou lct’ft thy fortune flcepe: die rather: wink’ll 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb. Thou do’ll fnore diftin&ly. 

There’s meaning in thy fnorcs. 

Ant. I am more ferious then my cuflomc: you 
Mud be fo too, ifheed me: which to do, 

Trebblcs thcco’rc. 

Seb. Well: I am Aanding water. 

Ant, lie teach you how to flow. 

Seb. Do fo: to ebbe 
Hereditary Sloth inftrudts me. 

Ant. O! 

If you but knew how you the purpofe cherifli 
Whiles thus you mocke it: how in dripping it 
You more inueft it: ebbing men, indeed 
(Mod often) do fo nccrc the bottomc run 
By their owne fearc, or doth. 

Seb. ’Prc-thcc fay on, 

The fetting of thine eye, and checkeproclaime 
A matter from thee; and a birth, indeed,! 

Which throwes thee much to yccld. 

Ant. Thus Sir: 

Although this Lord of weake remembrance; this 
Who fhall be of as little memory 
When he is earth’d, hath here almodperfwaded 
(For lice’s a Spirit ofpcrlwafion, onely 
Profeffcs to perfwadc) the King his fonne’s aliue, 

’Tis as impofsible that bee’s vndrown’d. 

As he that fleepcs hcere,fwims. 

Seb. I.haue no hope 
That hcc’s vndrown’d. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope. 

What great hope haue you? No hope that way, Is . 
Another way fo high a hope, tha t euen 
Ambition cannot pierce a winke beyond 
But doubt difeouery there. Will you grant with me 
That Ferdinand is drown’d. 

Seb. He’s gone. 

Ant. Then tell mc,who*s the next beirc of Naples ? 
Seb. ClanbeH. 

Ant- She that is Qucenc of Tunis: Are that dwels 


Ten leagues beyond mans life: fhe that from Naples 
Can haue noj note, vnleflc the Sun were poft: | 

The Man i‘th Moone*s too flow,till new-borne chinn 
Be rough,and Razor-able: Shethatfrom w,hom 
Wc all were fea-fwallow’d, though fome caft againe 
(And by that deftiny) to performe an aid 
Whereof, what’s pad is Prologue; what to come 
In yours, and my difeharge. 

Seb. What duffe is this ? How fay you ? 

’Tis true my brothers daughter’s Quecnc of Tttnu , 
So is flic heyre of Naples, ’twixt which Regions 
There is fome fpace. 

Ant. A fpace, whofeeu’ry cubit 
Secmcs to cry out, how fhall that ClaribeU 
Mcafure vs backe to Naples ?keepe in Tunis , 

And let Sebafiian wake. Say, this were death 
That now hath feiz’d them, why they were no worfe 
Then now they are: There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that fleepes: Lords, that can prate 
As amply, and vnncceflarily 
As this GonzAlio: I my l'elfc could make 
A Chough of as deepe chat: O, that you bore 
Tbemindcthatl do; what afleepc were this 
For your aduanccment ? Do you vnderftand me ? 

Seb. Me thinkes I do. 

Ant. And how do’s your content 
Tender your owne good fortune? 

Seb. I remember 

You did fupplant your Brothct frofpero. 

Ant. True: 

And looke how well my Garments fit vpon me. 

Much fearer then before: My Brothers feruants 
Were then my fellowcj, now they arc my men, 

Seb. But for your confcicncc. 

Ant. I Sir: where lies that ? If’twere a kybe 
’Twould put me to my flipper: But I fede not 
This Deity in my bofome: ’Twcntie confcienccs 
That fiand ’twixt me, and 'JlUllaine, candied be they, 
And me|t ere they moiled : Heere lies your Brother, 
No better then the earth he lies vpon, 

If he were that which now hee’s like (that’s dead); 

| Whom I with this obedient dcclc (three inches ofit) 
Can lay co bed for euer: whiles you doing thus, 

To the perpctuall winke for aye might put 
This ancient morfcll: this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not vpbraid our courfe: for all the reft 
They’l take fuggedion, as a Cat laps milke, 

Thcy’l tell the clocke, to any bufinefle that 
Wc fayjbefits the hourc. 

Seb. Thy cafe, decre Friend 
Shall be my prefident: As thou got’d Millaine , 

Tie come by Naples.- Draw thy fword, one ftrokc 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou paieft. 
And I the King fhall loue thee. 

Ant. Draw together: 

And when I rearc my hand, do you the like 
To fall it on Gonz.alo. 

Seb. O, but one word. 

Enter Ariell with tJMufcke and Song. 

Ariel. My Madcr through his Art forciees the danger 
That you (his friend)are in, and fends me forth 
(For elfe his proie& dies) to keepe them liuing. 

Sings m Gtnzatloes earc. 
While j oh here do flooring lie , 

Open-ey’d Conf trade 
His time doth take ; 



The Tempefl • 



JfofEifeyoH keepe a care , 

Shake off umber and beware, 

Awake, awake. 

int. Then let vs both be fodaine. 

Whyhovwnow hoa; a wake?yvhy are you drawn? 
Wherefore this ghaftly looking ? 

17' Wh’ki«c Shoe r«orio ? yontrepofo 
CEucn’now) V,. beard a 

Like Buis, or rather Lyons, did not wake you.. 

It firooke mine care mod terribly. 

Ale. I heard nothing. 

Ant. O, ’twas a din to fright a Menders care $ 

To make an earthquake : fure it was the roare 

Ofa whole heard of Lyons. 

Jlo. Heard yout-this Gon~alo ? 

Con. Vpon misfc honour,Sir, I heard a humming, 
/And that a ftrange one toq) which did awake me: 

I fluk’d you Sir,and cride: as mine eyes opend, 

I faw their weapons drawnc; there was a noy lc. 

That’s verily : ’’tis bed wc dand vpon our guard; 

Or that we quit this place: let’s draw our weapons. 

Ale. Lead offthis ground & let’s make further lcarch 

For my poorc fonne. 

Gen. Heauens keepe him from tbefe Bead*. 

For he is fure l’th Ifland. 

Alo. Lead away. e * 

Ariell. Proffero my Lord, fhall know what I haue 
So (King)goc fafely on tofeeke thy Son. Exeunt. 


Scoena Secunrfa. 


Enter Caliban, with a burthen of Wood (a neyfe of 
Thunder beard.) 

Cal. All the infe£ions that the Sunnc fuckcs vp 
From Bogs,Fens, Flits, on Profper fall,and make him 
By ynch-mcale adilealc: his Spirits heare me, 

And yet I nccdcs mud curfe.But thcy’l! nor pinch. 

Fright me with Vrchyn-fliewcs.pitch me i’ch mire. 

Nor lead me like a fire-brand, in the darkc 
Out of my way, vnleflc he bid’cm; but 
For euery trifle, are they fee vpon me, 

Sometime like Apes.that moc and chatter at me, 

And after bite me: then like Hedg-hogs, which 
Lye tumbling in my bare-foote way, and mount 
Their pricks at my foot-fall: fomecime am I 
All wound with Addcrs,who with clouen tongues 
Doe hifle me into rnadnefle : I.o,now Lo, Enter 

Here comes a Spirit of bis,and to torment me Irmculo. 
For bringing wood in flowly: Tic fall flat, 

Perchance he will not minde me. 

Tri. Here’s neither bufli, nor fhrub to be3re off any 
weather at all: and another Stormc brewing, I heare it 
fingIth* winde; yondfamobiaeke cloud, yond huge 
one, lookes like a foulc bumbard that would fhed his 
licquor; ifitfhould thunder, as it did before, I know 
not where to hide my head: yond fame cloud cannot 
cboofe but fall by paile-fuls. What haue vve here,a man, 
or a fifl, ? dead or aliue ? afiflr, bee fmcls like a fifh: a 
very ancient and fifh-likefmclh a kinde of, not of the 


neweft poore-Iolm: a tlrange fifh: were I in England 
now (as once I was) and had but this fifh painted; not 
a holiday-foolc there but would giuea pecceof filucr/ 
there, would this Monfter, make a man: any ftrange 
bcaft there, makes a man: when they will not giue a 
doit eo rclieue a lame Begger,they will lay out ten to fee 
a dead Indian : Leg’d like a man; and his Finnes like 
Armes: warme o’ my troth : I doe now let loofe my o- 
pinion; hold it no longer; this is no fifh, but anlflan- 
dcr, that hath lately fuffered by a Thunderbolt: Alas, 
the ftorme is come againe: my beft way is to crcepe vn- 
dcr his Gaberdine : there is no other (belter herea¬ 
bout : Mifcry acquaints a man with ftrange bedfel- 
lowcs: I will here fhrowd till the dregges of the ftorme 
bepaft. 

Enter Stephano fngingl 

Ste. Ifhall no more to fea t to fea, here {hall 1 dye afhore . 
This is a very feuruy cune to ling at a mans 
Funcrall : well, here’s my coirforr. TDrinkes. 

Sings. The Mafleryhe Swabber } the Boate-fwaine & I; 
The Gunner,and his tJMate 
Lou'd Mall,Meg,andUMarrian y and Cfrfargerie. 

But none of vs car’d for Kate. 

Forfie had a tongue with a tang , 

Would cry to a Sailor goe hang : 

She lou'd not the ftuour of Tar nor of Pitch, 

let a T ailor might fcratch her where ere jhg did itch. 

7 hen to Sea Boyes , and let her goe hang. 

This is a feuruy tune :oo; 

But here’s my comfort. eirinh. 

Cal. Doe not torment me; oh. 

Ste. What’s the matter ? 

Hauewc diuelshere? 

Doe you put trickes vpon’s with Saloages, and Men of 
Ihdc^ ha? I haue not fcap’d drowning, to be afeard 
now ofyourfourelegges; for it hath bin faid; as pro¬ 
per a man as eucr went on fourc legs, cannot make him 
giue ground .• and it fhall be faid fo againe, while Ste- 
phano breathes at’noftrils. 

(fal. The Spirit torments me •• oh. 

Ste. This is fome Monfter of the lfle,with foure legs; 
who hath got (as I take it) an Ague: where the diuell 
fhould he lcarne our language ? I will giue him fome rc- 
liefc if it be but for that: if I can recouer him, and keepe 
him tame , and get to Naples with him, he’s a Pre- 
fent for any Emperour that euer trod on Neates-lea- 
thcr. 

Cal. Doe not torment me prcthec .* Tie bring my 
wood home faftcr. 

Ste. He’s in his fit now; and doe’s not talke after the 
wileft; hce fhall tafte of my Bottle: if hee haue neucr 
drunkewincaforc.it will goeneereto icmoue his Fit: 
if I can recouer him,and keepe him tame, I will not take 
too much for him; hee fhall pay for him that hath him, 
andtbat foundly. 

Cal. Thou do’ft me yet hut little hurt; thou wilt a- 
non, I know it by thy trembling: Now Profper workes 
vpon thee. . .. , 

. . Ste. Come on your wayes : open your mouth .• here 
is that which will giue language to you Cat; open your 
mouth; this will-fhake your fhaking, I can tell you.and 
that foundly .* yoacannot tell who’s your friend; open 
your chaps againe. . 

tri. I fhould know that voyce 
It fhould be. 

But 


i 
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The Tempefl* 


But hcc is dround; and thcfc arc diucls; O de¬ 
fend me. 

Ste. Foure legges and two voyces; a moft delicate 
Monfter: his forward voyce now is to fpeakfe well of 
his friendjhis backward voice,is to vtcer foule fpccches, 
and to detract : if all the wine in my bottle will recoucr 
him», I will helpe his Ague: Come : Amen, 1 will 
poure fome in thy other mouth. 

Tri. Stephana. 

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me ? Mercy,mercy: 
This is a diuell, and no Monfter: I will leauc him, I 
haue no long Spoone. 

Tri. Stephana : if thou beeft Stephana ^touc\\ me, and 
fpcake to me: for l ztn Trinculo ^ be not afeard, thy 
good friend Trinculo. 

Ste. If thou bee’ll Trinculo : come foorth: Tie pull 
thee by the letter legges: if any be Trincttlos legges, 
thefe are they: Thou art very Trinculo indeede : how 
cam’ft thou to be the fiege of this Moonc-calfc ? Can 
he vent Trinculo's ? 

Tri. I tooke him to be kil’d with a thunder-ftrokjbut 
art thou not dround Stipbano: I hope now thou art 
not dround: IstheScormeouer-blowne? I hid mee 
vnder the dead Moone-Calfes Gaberdine, forfeare of 
the Storme : And art thou luiingStcphavo ? O Stephana, 
two Neapolitans fcap’d ? 

Ste. Trethce doe not turne me about, myftomacke 
is not conftant. 

Cal. Thefe be fine things,and if they be not fprights: 
that’s a braue God, and bcares Celeftiall liquor: I will 
kneele to him. 

Ste. How did’ft thou fcape? 

How cam’ft thou hither ? 

Sweare by this Bottle how thou cam’ft hither: I efcap’d 
vpon a But of Sacke, which the Saylors heaued o’re- 
boord, by this Bottle which I made of the bifke of 
a Tree, with mine owne hands, fince I was call a’- J 
/hore. 

Cal. Tie fweare vpon that Bottle, to be thy true fub- 
ie&, for the liquor is not earthly. t 

St. Hecre: fweare then how thou efcap’d ft. 

Tri. Sworn afnore (man) like aDucke: 1 canfwim 
like a Ducke i’le be fworne. 

Ste, He$e, kifle the Broke. 

Though thou canftfwim like a Ducke, thou art made 
like a Goofe. 

Tri. O Stephano , ha’fl any more of this ? 

Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar is in a rocke 
by th’fea-fide, where my Wine is hid : 

How now Moone-Calfe, how do’s thine Ague ? 

Cal. Ha’ft thou not dropt from heauen ? 

Ste. Out o’th Moonc I doc allure thee. I was the 
Man ith’ Moone.when time was. 

Cal. Ihaueleencthce in her: and I doe adore thee: 
My Miftris Ihew’d me thee,and thy Dog.and thy Bufh. 

Ste. Come, fweare to that: kitte the Booke: I will 
furnifh it anon with new Contents ; Sweare. 

Tri. By this good light, this is a very fhallow Mon¬ 
fter : I afeard of him ? a very weake Monfter: 

The Man ith’Moone ? 

A moft poore creadulous Monfter: 

Well drawne Monfter, in good footh. 

Cal. lie fihew thee euery fertill ynch ’oth Ifland: and 
I will kifle thy foote; I prethcebc my god. 

Tri. By this light, a moft perfidious, and drunken 
Monfter, when’s god’s a fleepe he’ll rob his Bottle. 


Cal. lie kifle thy foot.lle fweare my felfe thy Subie$ 

Ste. Come on then : downeand fweare. 

Tri. I lhall laugh my felfe to death at this puppi-hea. 
ded Monfter; amoftfeuruie Monfter : I could findeir 
my heart to beate him. 

Ste. Come, kifle. 

Tri. But that the poore Monfter’s indrinke: 

An abhominable Monfter. 

Cal. Tlefhcw thee the beft Springs: Tie pluckethee 
Berries: Tie filh for thee; and get thee wood enough, 
A plague vpon the Tyrant that I ferue; 
l’le bcare him no more Stickes, but follow thee, thou 
wondrous man. 

Tri. A moft rediculous Monfter.to make a wonder of 
a poore drunkard. 

Cal. I ’prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow 
and I with my long nayles will digge thee pig-nuts- 
fhow thee a Iayes neft, and inftruft chee how to fnare 
the nimble Marmazet: l’le bring thee to cluftring 
Philbirts, and fometimes Tie get thee young Scameh 
from the Rocke: Wilt thou goe with me / 

Ste. lprc’thcenow lead the way'without any mote 
talking. Trinculo, the King, and all our company clfe 
being dround, wee will inherit here: Here; bearc my 
Bottle ; Fellow Trinculo ; we’ll fill him by and by a- 
gaine. 

Caliban Sings irunhenlj'. 

Farewell Matter; farewell, farewell. 

Tri. A howling Monfter; a drunken Monfter. 

Cal. No more dams I'le make for fi{h, 

Nor fetch in firing, at requiring , 

Nor [crape trenchering , nor wa[h di(h, 

Tars ban C aCll l\ban 

Hat a new Mafter, get a new Man. 

Frcedome,high-day jhigh-dayfrcedomejfrcedome high- 
day, frecdome. 

Ste, O braue Monfter; lead the way, Exeunt, 


Atlas T ertius. Sctena Trim a. 


Enter Ferdinand (bearing a Logt) 

Ter. There be fome Sports are painfull;& their labor 
Delight in them letoff.-Some kindes ofbafenettc 
Are nobly vndergon ; and moft poore matters 
Point to rich ends; this my meaneTaske 
Would be as heauy to me, as odious, but 
The Miftris which I ferue, quickens what’s dead. 

And makes my labours,pleafures: O She is 
Tcn times more gentle, then her Father s crabbed; 
And he’s compos’d of harftineffe. I muft remoue 
Some thoufands of thefe Logs, and pile them vp, 

Vpon a fore iniunftion; my fweet Miftris 
Wecpes when fhe fees me worke, & faics,fuch bafenes 
Had neuer like Executor; I forget; 

But thefe fweet thoughts,doe euen refrefts my labours, 
Moft bufie left, when I doc it. Enter Miranda 

(JMir, Alas, now pray you and Proftero, 

Worke not fo hard: I would the lightning had 
Burnt vp thofe Logs that you arc enioynd to pile; 

Pray fet it dovvnc, and reftyou: when this burnes 
T will weepe for hauing wearied you: my Father 
Is hard at ftudy; pray now reft your felfe, 


The Tempejl. 
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Hce’s fafe focthefe three boures. 

per. O moft deere Miftris, 

The Sun will fet before I lhall difeharge 
What I muft ftriue to do. 

Mir. Ifyau’lfit downc 

lie bcare your Logges the whfle: pray giue m« that, 
lie carry it to the pile. 

Ter. No precious Creature, 

I had rather crackc my finewes, breakemy backe, 

Then you fliould fuch dilhonor vndergoe. 

While I fit lazy by. 

Mm. It would become me 
A* well as it do’s you; and I ihould doit 
With much more eafe : for my good will is to it, 
Andyoursitisagainft. 

Tro. Poore wormc thou art infected. 

This vifitation Ihcwes it. 

tMir. You lookc wearily. 

Ter. No,noble Miftris, ’tisfrefh morning with me 
When you arc by at night: I do befeech y on 
Cheefely, that I might let it in my prayers, 

What is your name? 

Mir. Miranda , O my Father, 

I haue broke your heft to lay lo. 

Ter. Admir’d Miranda, 

Indeede the top of Admiration, worth 
What’s dccreft to the world: full many a Lady 
I haue ey’d with beft regard, and many a time 
Th’harmony of their tongues, hath into bondage 
Brought my tco diligent eate: for fcuerall vertuc* 

Haue I lik’d feuerall women, neuer any 
With fo full foule, but fome dcfeift in her 
Did quarrell with the nobleft grace fhe ow d, 
Andputittothefoilc. But you, O you. 

So perfect, and fo peedeffe, arc created 
Ofeuerie Creatures beft. 

I do not know 

One ofmy fexe; no womans face reme mbe*. 

Saue from my glatte, mine owne; Nor haue I feene 
More that I may call men, then you good friend. 

And my deere Father; how features arc abroad 
I am skillefie of; but by my modettie 
(The iewcll in my dower) I would not wiili 
Any Companion in the world butyou : 

Nor can imagination forme 3 fhape 
Befides your felfe, to likeof: but I prattle 
Something too wildely, and my Fathers precepts 
I therein do forget. 

Ter, I am, in my condition 
A Prince (Miranda ) I do thinkc a King 
(I would not fo) and would no more endure 
This wodden flatierie, then to fuftcr 
Theflefh-flie blow my mouth :hcarc my foule fpcake. 
The veric inftant that I favv you, did 
My heart flic to your fcruicc, there refides. 
Tomakemeflauetoit,and for your fake 
Am I this patient Loggc-man. 

tjliir. Doyouloueme?^ 

Ter. O heauen; O eartb,beare witnes to this found, 
And crownc what I profeffc with kinde euent 
If I fpeakc true: if hollowly, inuert 
VVhatbeftisboadedmc, tomifehiefis : I, 

Beyond all limit of what elfc i’th world 
Do loue, prize, honor you. 

Mir. lamafoole 
Towecpeatwhatlamgladof. 


Pro. Faire encounter 

Of two moft rare attentions: heauens raine grace 
On that which breeds betweene’em. 

Far. Wherefore weepe you ? 
tJO-ir. At mine vnworthinefle, that darenot offer 
What I defire to giuc; and much lefle take 
What I fliall die to want: But this is trifling. 

And all the more it feekes to hide it felfe. 

The bigger bnlke it fhewes.Hence baftifull cunning. 
And prompt me plaine and holy innocence. 

I am your wife,ifyou willmarrieme; 

If not, lie die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may denie me, but lie be your feruanc 
Whether you will orno. 

Ter. My Miftris (deereft) 

And I thus humble eucr. 

Mir. My husband then ? 

Ter. I, with a heart as willing 
As bondage ere of frecdome: heere’s my hand. 

Mir. And mine, with my heart in’tjand now farewel 
Till halfe an houre hence. 

Ter. A thoufand, thoufand. Exeunt. 

Pro. So glad of this as they I cannot be, 

V Vho arc furpriz’d with all; but my reioycing 
At nothing can be more: lie to my booke. 

For yet ere fupper time, muft J pcrforroc 

Much bufinclTe appertaining. Exit, 


Scoena Secunda* 


Enter Caliban , Stephano, and Trinculo . 

Ste. Tell not me, when the But is out we will drinke 
water, not a drop before; therefore bearc vp, & boord 
cm’ Scruant Monfter, drinke to me. 

7r/«. Seruant Monfter? the folly of this Hand, they 
% there’s but fiue vpon this Ifle; we are three of them, 
ir th other two be brain'd like vs, the State totters, 

Ste. Drinke feruant Monfter when Ibid thec f thy 
eics are almoft fet in thy head, * 

Where fhould they bee fet clfe ? hee were a 
braue Monfter indeede if they were fet in his taile. 

Ste. My man-Monfter hath drown'd his tongue in 
facke; for my part the Sea cannot drowne mee, 1 fvvam 
ere I could recouer the fhore,fiuc and thirtic Leagues 
off and on, by this light thou flialt bee my Lieutenant 
Monfter, or my Standard. 

Trin. Your Lieutenant ifyou lifl,hec’$ no ftandard. 

Ste. V Vcel not run Monneur Monfter. 

Trin. Nor go neither: but you*] lie like dogs, and yet 
fay nothing neither. 

Ste. Moone-calfe/peak once in thy Jife, if thou beeft 
a good Mocne-calfe. 

How does thy honour ? Let me licke thy fhooe: 
He not ferue him, he is not valiant# 

Trin. Thou lieft moft ignorant Monfter, I am in cafe 
toiuftlcaConftablc: why, thou debo(h c d Fifti thou, 
was there cuer man a Coward, that hath drunk fo much 
Sacke as I to day ? wilt thou tell a monftrous lie, being 
but halfe a Fifh,and halfe a Monfter ? 

Col* Loc, how he mockes me, wilt thou let him my 
Lord? 
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The Temptjl. 


Trin . Lord, quoth he S* that 2 Monftcr fhould be fuch 
aNat^rall? 

Cal, Loe, loe againe: bite him to death I prethee. 

Ste. Trincttlo , keepe a good tongue in your head: If 
you proue a nai^inecre, the next Tree; the poore Mon- 
ftcr’s my iubieft, and he Pmll not fuffer indignity. 

CaL I thanke my noble Lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd 
to hearken once againe to the fuitc I made to thee ? 

Ste. Marry will I: kncele, and repeatc it J 
I will ftand, and fo fhall Trinculo. 

Enter Ariell. imifible. 

Cal. As I told th£c before, 1 am fubiedl to a Tirant, 
A Sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me 
Of the Ifland. 

Ariell. Thou lycft. 

Cal. Thou lycft, thou iefting Monkey thou : 

I would my valiant Matter would deftroy thee. 

I do net lye. 

Ste . Trinctitiy ify ou trouble him any more in’s talc, 
By this haad,I will fupplant fomc ofyour teeth. 

Trin. Why, I laid nothi ng. 

Ste . Mum then,and no morq : proceed. 

Cal . i lay by Sorcery he got this lile 
From me, he got it. If thy Grcatneflc will 
Reuenge it on him, (for I know thou daiTt) 

But thisThing dare not. 

Ste. That’s moft certainc. 

CaL Thou (haltbe Lord ofit,and 11c icrue thee. 

Ste. How now (hall this be conipalU 
Can It thou bring me to the party ? 

Cel. Yea, yea my Lord, Ilcyceld him thee afleepe, 
Whcrezhou maift knocke a naile into his head. 

ArielL Thou lieft, thou canft not. 

Cal. What a py’de Ninnie’s this? Thou feuruy patch: 

I do beleech thy Greatncfle giue him blowes, 

And take his bottle from him: When that's gone, 

He (hall drinke nought but brine, for lie not (hew him 
Where the quickc Frcfhes are. 

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger: 

Interrupt the Monfter one word further; and by this 
hand, lleturnemy mcrcieout o’doores, and make a 
Scockfifhofthcci 

Trin. Why, what did I ? I did nothing: 
lie go farther off, 

. Stv. Didftthounotftyhelyed? 

ylrieU . Thoitlieft< 

* ' St‘e. Do I fo ? Take thou that, 

As you like this, giue me the lye another time.’’ 

Trin. I did not gfucthefrc: Out o’your w r ittes,and 
hearing too? 

Apox o'ybiit bottle, this can Sackc and drinking doo: 
A murren on ydur Monftcr, and the diucll take your 
fingers. ^ " 

CaL Ha,ha,ha. 

Ste. Now forward with your Talc: prcihce ftand 
further off. 

Cut* Eeate him enough : after a little time 
Ue bcate him too. 

Ste* Start'd farther : Comeproceede. 

Cal. Why, asl toldthce,Yi$acuftomcwith him 
Tth afcern66ne tofleepe: there thou maift braine him, 
Hauing firft feiz’d his bookes: Or with a logge 
Batter bis skull, or j5fcunchhim with a flake, 

Orcuthis wezand with thy knife. Remember 
fkft to p offcfic his Bookes; for without them 


v i, 


Hec’s but a Sot, as I am; nor hath not 
One Spirit to command: they all do hate him 
As rootcdly as I. Burne but his Bookes, 

He ha's braue Vtenfils (for fo he callcs them) 

Which when he ha's a houfe, hcc*I deckc withalL 
And that moft deeply to confider, is 
The beautic ofhis daughter; he himfclfc 
Cals her a non-parcill : I ncuer faw a woman 
Butoncly*Syc 0 r^myDam,and (he; 

But file as farre furpafleth Sycorax, 

As grcat’ft do’s leaft. 

Ste. Is it fobraueaLafic? 

Cal. I Lord, (lie will become thy bed,I warrant, 
And bring thee forth braue brood. 

Ste . Monfter, I will kill this man: his daughter and 
I will be King and Qucene, fauc our Graces: and Trin* 
cttlo and thy fclfe (hall be Vicc-royes : 

Doft thou like theplot Trinculo ? 

Trin. Excellent. 

Ste. Giue me thy hand, I am forry I beatc thee: 

But while thou liu’ftkeepea good ronguc in thy head. 
Cal. Within this halfe hourc will he be afleepe. 
Wilt thou deftroy him then ? 

Ste . I on mine honour. # 

ArielL This will I tell my Maftcr. 

C^L Thou mak’ft me merry: I am full of plcafure, 
Let vs be iocond. Will you troulc the Catch 
You caught me but whileare ? 

Ste . At thy requeft Monfter, I will do reafon, 

Any realon; Come on Trinculo , let vs fing. 

Sings . 

Flout 'em, and cout 'em: And skowt ’em, and flout ’em, 
Thought is free. 

Cal That’s not the tune. 

ArteIIplates the tune on a Tabor and Pipe* 
Ste. What is this fame i 

Trin. This U the tunc of our Catch, plaid by thcpic- 
ture of No-body. 

SteM thou bceft a man,fihew thy fclfe in thy likenes: 
If thou beeft a diuell, take’e as thou lift. 

Trin . O forgiue me my iinnes. 

Ste . He that dies payes all debts; I defie thee; 

Mercy vpon ys. 

CaL Art thou affcard ? 

Ste. No Monfter, not I. 

Cal. Be not affcard, the Iffe is full ofnoyfes, 
Sounds,andfweet aires,that giue delight and hurt not: 
Sometimes a theufand twangling Inftrumcnts 
Will hum about mine cares; and fometime voices, 
That if I then had wak’d after iongfleepe. 

Will make me fleepe againe, and then in dreaming, 

The clouds methought would operand (hew riches 
Ready to drop vpon me, that when I wak’d 
I cri’de to dreame againe# 

Ste. This will proue abrauekingdometomc, 

Where I fhall haue my Muficke for nothing. 

Cal. When Vrofpcro is deftroy’d. 

Stu That (hall be by and by 1 
I remember the ftoric. 

Trin. The found is going away# 

Lets follow it, and after do our worke# 

Ste. Leade Monftcr, 

Wee’l follow: I would I could fee this Taborer, 
Hclayes it on. 

Trin. Wilt come? 

lie follow Stephano. Exeunt- 

Sew* 
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Scena T ertia. 
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Enter AlonfoM4 iaH > Anthonie fionzutllo, 

Adrian ,Franctfco,&c. 

Con. By r lakin,I can goe no further,Sir, 

M v old bones akes: here's a maze trod mdeede 
Through fourth' rights, & Meanders: by your patience, 

Incedesmuftrcftmc. 

jil old Lord, I cannot blame thee, 

Who! am my fclfe attach’d with wcarinefle 
To th’dulling ofmy fpirits: Sit downe,and reft : 

Eucn here I will put oft my hope,and keepe it 
No longer for my Flatterer: he is droun’d 
Whom thus we ftray to findc,and the Sea mocks 
Our fruflratefearch on land : well,let him goe. 

Ant. I am right glad,that he’s fo out of hope : 

Doe not for one repulfe forgoc the purpoic 
That you refolu’d t’effetft. 

Seb. The next aduantage will we take throughly. 
Ant. lecitberonighr, 

For now they are oppreiVd with trauaile,they 
VVill not,nor cannot vie fuch vigilance 
As when they are frefti. 

SoUmne andft range Muficke : and Trofper on the top (inui- 
jtble :) Enter fiver allftrangefoapes,bringing m a Banket ; 
and dance about it with gentle attions of falutations , and 
inviting the King,to cate, they depart. 

. Seb. I fay to night ; no more. 

Al. What harmony is this ? my good friends,harke. 
(Jon. Maruellous fwcct Muficke. 

Alo. Giue vs kind keepers,heaucs: what were thefe? 
Seb . A liuing Drolerie: now I will beleeuc 
That there are Vnicornes: that in c Arabia 
There is one Tree,the Phoenix throve,one Phoenix 
At this hourc reigning there. 

Ant. lie belceue both : 

And what do’s elfc want credit,come to me 
And lie befwornc ’tis true: Trauellers nere did lye, 
Though fooles at home condcmnc em. 

Gon. Kin Naples 

I fhould report this now, would they beleeuc me ? 
Iflfliould fay I law fuch Iflands; 

(For certcs,thefe are people of the Ifland) * 

Who though they arc ofmonftrous fliape,ycc note 
Their manners are more gentle, kindc.thcn of 
Our humaine generation you (ball finde 
Many, nay almoft any. 

Pro . Honeft Lord, 

Thou haft laid well: for fome of you there prefent 
Arc worfc then diuels. 

Al. I cannot too much mufe 
Such fhapcs,fuch gefture,andfuch.found exprefiing 
(Although they want the vfe of tongue) a kinde 
Of excellent dumbe difeourfe. 

Tro. Praife in departing. : ; 

Fr. They vanifh’d ftrangely. 

Seb . No matter, fince (macks. 

They haue lefetheir Viands behinde; for wee haue fto- 
Wik plcafc ybu taftc of what is here:* ^ H 

Altftiovli'l (Boyes 

Gon. Faith Sir,you needenot fearc.* when wee were 
Who would belecue that there were MounUyneercs, 
Dew-lapt,like BuIs,whofe throats had hanging at’em 
Wallets of flefti ? or that there were fuch men 


Whofe heads flood in their brefts ? which now we finde 
Each putter out of fioe for one, will bring vs 
Good warrant of. 

Al. I will ftand to, and feede. 

Although my laft,no matter, fince I fcelc 
The beft is paft: brother: my Lord,the Duke, 

Stand coo, and doe as we. 

Thunder and Lightning. Enter Ariell (Jike a Harpey) claps 
his wtngs vpon the Table , and with a quient deuice the 
Banquet vanifhes. 

tAr. You arc three men of finne, whom deftiny 
That hath to inftrument this lower world. 

And what is in’t: the neuer furfeked Sea, 

Hath caus'd to belch vp you; and on this Ifland, 

Where man doth not inhabit, you ’mongft men. 

Being moft vnfic to line: I haue made you mad; 

And eucn with fuch like vaIour,men hang,and drowne 
Their proper felues ryoufoolcsjandrpy fellow cs 
Arc minifters of Fate, the Elements 
Of whom your fwords are temper’d,may as well 
Wound the loud windes,or with bemockc-at-Stabs 
Kill the ftill ciofing waters, as diminifh 
One dowlc that’s in myplumbe: My fellow minifters 
Are likc-invulnerablc: if you could hurt. 

Your fwords arc now too tnaffie for your ftrengths, 

And will not be vplifted : But remember 
( For that’s my bufinefle to you) that you three 
From C JMillawe did fupplant good Profpero , 

Expos’d vino the Sea (which hath requit it) 

Him, and his innocent childe for which foule deed, 

The Powres,delaying (not forgetting) haue 
Incens’d the Seas,and Shores; yea^H the Ci eatures 
Againft your peace; Thee of thy Sonne, Alonfo 
They haue bereft; and doe pronounce by me 
Lingring perdition (worfe then any death 
Can be at once) fhall ftep,by ftep attend 
You,and your wayes, whofe wraths to guard you from, 
Which here,in this moft defolate Ifle,clle fals 
Vpon your heads,is nothing but hearts-forrovv. 

And a clcc*e life chfuing. 

Fie vanifhes in T bunder : then (to fife Mtifckef) Enter the 
foapss Againe , and daunce (with mockes and mowes) and 
carrying out the Table. 

Pro. Brauely the figurcofthis Harpie, haft thou 
Per form'd (my Ariell )a grace it had dcuouring: 

Of my Inftruiftion, haft chon nothing bated 
In what thou had’ft to fay: fo with good life, 

And obferuation ftrange, my meaner minifters 
Their feuerall kindes haue done: my high charmcs work, 
And thefe (mine enemies) are all knit vp 
In their diftra&ions / they now are in my powre; 

And in thefe fits,I leaue them, while 1 vifit 
Yong Fordinand(whoiTi they fappok is droun’d) 

And his,and mine loll’d darling. 

Con. 1th name of fomething holy,Sir,why ftand you 


In this ftrange flare f 

*Al. O,itis monftrous:monftrous: 

Me thought the billovves fpoke,and told me ofit, 

The windes did fing it to me; and the Thunder 
(That deepc and dreadfull Organ-Pipe) pronounc’d 
The name of Profper: it did bale my Tre(pa{Te, 
Therefore my Sonne i’th Ooze is bedded; and 
Tie feeke him deeper.thcn ere plummet founded. 

And with him there lye mudded. Exit. 

Seb. Butonefcendatatime, 
lie fight their Legions ore. 

B Ant. 
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T beTempe/l . 


Ant. lie be thy Second. Exeunt. 

Gon. All three of them are defperate: their great guilt 
(Like poyfon giuen to worke a great time after) 

Now gins to bite the fpirits; I doe bcfeech you 
(That arc offuppler ioynts) follow them fwiftly. 

And hinder them from what this extafie 
May now prouoke them to. 

Ad. Follow,! pray you. Exeunt wines. 


AHus Quart us. Seen a Erma. 

Enter Vrofpero^ Ferdinand^and Miranda. 

Pro . Iflhauetoo auftcrclypunifh’d vou, 

Your compenlation makes amends, for I 
Hauc giuen you here,a third of mine owne life, 

Or that for which 1 liac: who,once againe 
I tender to thy hand: All thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy loue, and thou 
Haft ftrangely flood the teft : here,afore heauen 
I ratifie this my rich guift: O Ferdinand, 

Doe not fmile at me, that I boaft her of, 

For thou {halt findc (he will out-ftrip all praife 
And make it halt,behinde her. 

Per. Idoebclccue it 
Againft an Oracle. 

Pro. Then,as my gueft,and thine owne acquifition 
Worthily purchas’d,take my daughter .• Hut 
If thou do’ft breake her Virgin-knot, before 
All fanftimonious ceremonies may 
Wirh full and holy right, be miniftred, 

No fweet afperfion fliall the heauens let fall 
To make this contrail grow; butbarrainc hate, 
Sower-ey’d difdainc, and difeord (hallbeftrew 
The vnion of your bed, with weedes fo loathly 
That you fhall hate it both: Therefore take heede. 

As Hymens Lamps fhall light you. 

Per. As I hope 

For quiet daycs,faire I {The, and long life, 

With fuch loue,as*cis now the murkieft den. 

The moft opportune place,the ftrongft fuggeflion, 

Our worfer Genius can,fhall ncucr melt 
Mine honor into luft, to take away 
The edge of that dayes celebration, 

When I (hall thinkc,or Phoebus Steeds arc founderd. 

Or Night kept chain’d below. 

Pro . Fairelyfpoke ; 

Sit then,and talke with her,fhe is thine owne ; 

What ArieU ;my induftrious feruat Ariell. Enter Ariell. 

Ar . What would my potent mailer ? here I am. 

Pro . Thou,and thy meaner fellowes, yourlaft feruicc 
Did worthily performe .• and I mud vfeyou 
In fuch another tricke; gde bring the rabble 
(Ore whom I giue thee powre) here,to this placer 
Incite them to quicke motion, for I muft 
Bcftow vpon the eyes of this yong couple 
Some vanity ofmine Art: it is my promife. 

And they expe£l it from me. 

Ar . Prefently ? 

Tro. I .• with a twincke. 

tAr. Before you can fay come,and goe 5 
And breathe twice ; and cry,fo,fo.* 

Each one tripping on his Toe, 

Will be here with mop,and mowc, 

Doe you loueme Maftcr?no? 


Pro. Dcarely,my delicate Ariell : doe not approach 
Till thou do’ft heart me call. 

Ar. Well .• I concciue. 

Pro. Lookc thou be true; doe not giue dalliance 
Too much the raigne: the ftrongeft oathe$,are ftraw 
To th’firc ith’ blood .'bemoreabftenious. 

Or clfe good night your vow. 

Fer % I warrant you, Sir, 

The white cold virgin Snow,vpon my hea* 

Abates the ardour of my Liuer. 

TV#. Well. 

Now come my Ariel f,bring a Corolary, 

Rather then want a Spirit;appcar,& pertly. Soft muflc{ 
No tongue; all eyes: be filcnt. Enter It. 

Ir. Ceres , moft bounteous Lady,thy rich Leas 
Of Wheate,Rye,Barley,Fetches,Oates and Peafe 5 
Thy T urphic-Mountaines,where liue nibling Sheepe, 
And flat Mede* thetchd with Stouer,them to keepe: 
Thy banket with pioned,and twilled brims 
Which fpongie dprill, at thy heft betrims; 

To make cold Nymphes chaft crowne*; & thy broome 
Whofe flaadow the difmifled Batchelor loues, (grouts 
Being lalfe-lorne: thy pole-clipt vineyard, 

And thy Sea-marge Ibrrile.and rockey-hard. 

Where thou thy ielfc do’ft ayre,the Quecne o’th Skie, 
Whofe watry Arch, and meffengerjam I. 

Bids thee leaue thefe,& with her foueraigne grace, luni 
Here on *hi» grafle-plot,in this very place defeendt. 
To come.and fport: here Peacocks fiye amainc : 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertaine. Enter Ceres , 

Cer. Haile,many-coloured Meffcnger, that ncre 
Do’ft difobey the wife of Iup iter : 

Who,with thy faffron wings,vpon my flowret 
Diffufeft liony drops, refrefliing fhowres, 

And with each end of thy blew bowe do’ft crown e 
My boskic acres,and my vnfhrubd dovvne, 

Rich fcarph to my proud earth: why hath thyQyeene 
Summond me hither,to this fliort gras’d Greene I 

Ir. A contract of true Louc,to celebrate. 

And fomc donation freely to eftate 
On the bles’d Loucrs. 

Cer. Tell me heauenly Bowe, 

If Ventu orherSonne,as thou do’ft know. 

Doc now attend the Queenc ? fince they did plot 
The meanes,that duskie Die ,my daughter got, 

Her,and her blind-Boyes fcandald company, 

I haue forfworne. 

Ir. Of hcrfocietie 
Be not afraid: I met her deitic 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos : and her Son 
Doue* drawn with her: here thought they to haue done 
Some wanton charme,vpon this Man and Maide, 
Whofe vowes arc,that no bed-right (hall be paid 
Till Hymens Torch be lighted: but in vaine, 

Marfes hot Minion is returnd againe. 

Her wafpilh headed fonne,has broke hisarrowes. 
Swears he will fhoote no more,but play with Sparrow, 
And be a Boy right out. 

^ Cer. Highcft Queene of State, 

Great Iuno comes, I know her by her gate. 

lu. How do’s my bounteous After ? goe with me 
Toblefle this twaine.that they may profperous be, 

And honourd in their Iflue. They Sing. 

Jit. Honor,riches,marriage,bUftng, 

Long continuance,and encreesftng, 

Hossrely iojes, be fill vpon you, 

June 
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Itmtfirtgs her blefings on you. 

Earths increafe,fayxonplentie, 

Bowes, and Garners, neuer empty. 

Venes, withdufiring bunches growing. 

Plants, wtth goodly burthen bowing : 

Spring come toyou at tht-fartheftj ■ 

In the very end of Haruef. 

Scarcity and wentJballfhunjoUj 
Ceres blejftng fo is on you. 

Ter. This is a molt maiefticke vifton, and 
Harmonious charmingly: may 1 be bold 
Tothinke thcle fpirits ? 

pro. Spirits,which by mine Art 
I haue from their confines call’d to cna£t 
My prefent fancies. 

Ter. Let me hue here cuer, _ • < 

So rare a wondred Father, and a wile 
Makes this place Paradife. 

Pro. Sweet now, lilcnce i 
luno and Ceres whtfper ferioufly, 

There’s lomcrhing elic to doe: Irtifii, and be mure 
Or clfe ourfpell is mar’d. 

Iuno and Ceres whijper,andfend Iris on employment. 
Iru.You Nimphs cald Nayades of)’ windring brooks, 
With your fedg’d crownes,and cuer-liarmclelic lookes, 
Leaue your crilpe channels, and on this grcenc-Land 
Anfwere yourfummons, Iuno do’s command. 

Come temperate Nimphes, and hclpe to celebrate 
A Contract of true Lone: be not too late. 

Enter Cert nine Nimphes. 

Y ou Sun-burn’d Sicklemen of Augutt weary. 

Come hether from the furrow, and be merry, 

Hake holly day : your Rye-ftraw hats put on. 

And thefefrelh Nimphevcncounter cuery one 
In Country footing. 

Enter cert nine "Reapers (properly habited: ) they ioyne With 
the Nimphes,in a graceful! dance ^towards the end where¬ 
of, Profpero farts fodainly and fpeakps, after which to a 
ftrange hollow andconfufednoyfe, they heauily vanifb. 

Pro. 1 had forgot that foule confpiracy 
Of the bcaft falliban, and his confederates 
Againft my life: the minute of their plot 
Isalmoft come : Well done, auoid: no more. 

Ter. This is ftrange : your fathers in fomepaftion 
That workes him ftrongly. 

Mir. Neuer till this day 
Saw I him touch’d with anger, fo diftemper’d. 

Pro. You doc lookc (my fon) in a mou’d fort. 

As if you were difmaid: be cheerefull Sir, 

Our Rcuelsnow are ended :thefeoura<ftors, 

(As I foretold you) were all Spirits, and 
Are melted into Ayre, into thin Ayre, 

And like the bafeleffc fabrickc of this vifton 
The Clowd-captTowres, the gorgeous Pallacer, 

The folemne Temples, the great Globe it felfc. 

Yea, all which it inherit, fhall diffolue, 

And like this infubftantiall Pageant faded 
Leaue not a rackc behinde: we are fuch ftuffe 
As dreames are made on; and our little life 
Is rounded with a fleepe: Sir, I am vext, 

Bcare with my weakenefle,my old braine is troubled: 
Benotdifturb’d with my infirmitic. 

If you be pleas’d, retire into my Cell, 

And thererepofe, a turne or two, lie walke 
To ftill my beating mindr. 

Ter. Mir. We wifhycur peace. Exit. 


Pro.C ome with a thought; I chank thee dried: cotne. 

Enter dried. 

Ar. Thy thought# I deaue to, what’s thy pleafurc ? 
Pro . Spirit: We muft prepare to meet with Caliban, 
dr. I my Commander, when I prefented Ceres 
I thought to haue told thee ofit, but I fear’d 
Lcaftl might anger thee. 

Pro. Say again,where didft thou leaue thefe varlots? 
Ar. I told you Sir,they were red-hot with drinking, 
So full of valour,that they fmoti: the ayre & 

For bfeathiiig in their faces : bcate the ground 
For killing of their feete; yet alwaics bending 
Towards their proieft: then I beate my Tabor, 

At which like vnback’t colts they prickt their earcs; 
Aduanc’d their eye-lids, lifted vp their nofes 
As they fmelcmuficke, fo I charm’d their cares 
ThatCalfe-like, they my lowing follow’d, through 
Tooth’d briars,lliarpe hrzes, pricking gofle^ thorns, 
Which entred their fraile ftiins: at laft J left them 
1 ’rh’ filthy mantlfcd poole beyond your Cell, 

There dancing vp to th’chins, that the fovvlc Lake 
Ore-ftunck their feet. 

Fro. This was well dotie (my bird ) 

Thyfhape inuifiblerctainethou ftill: 

The trumpery in my houfc, goe bring it hither 

For ftale to catch thefe theeucs. ^r.Igo.Icoe. Exit. 

Pro. A Dcuill, a borne-Dcuill, on whofenature 
Nurture can neuer fticke : on whom my paints 
Humanely taken, all, all loft, quite loft, 

And, as with age, his body ouglier growei, 

So his minde cankers: I will plague them all, 

Euen to roaring: Comc^ hang on them this line: 

Enter Ariel!, leaden withgliftering apparell, ere. Etiter 
Caliban, Stephano,<WTrinculo, all wet. 

Cal. Pray you tread foftly, that the blinde Mole may 
not lieare a foot fall: we now are neere his Cell. 

St. Monfter.your Fairyyou fay is a harmles Fairy, 
Has done little better then plaid the lacke with vs. 

7'rin. Monfter, I do fmell all horfe-pifle, at which 
My nofc is in great indignation. 

St*. So is mine. Do you hcare Monfter j If I fhould 
Take a difpleafure againft yoti: Looke you. 

Trim Thou wert but a loft Monfter. 

Cal. Good my Lord, giue me thy fauour ftil. 

Be patient, for the prize lie bring thee too 
Shall hudwinke this mifchancc: therefore ipeake foftly, 
All’s hufln as midnight yet. 

Erin. I, but to loofe our bottles in the Poole. 

Ste. There is not onely difgrace and difhonor’in that 
Monfter, but an infinitelofle. 

Tr. That’ s more to me then my wettirtg; 

Ycc this is your harmlefle Fairy, Monfter. 

Ste. I will fetch off my bottle. 

Though I be o’re eares for my labour. 

Cal. Prc-thce (my King) be quiet. Seeftthouhecre 
This is the mouth o’th Cell: no noife,and enter: 

Do that good mifcheefe,which may make this Jfland 
Thine owne for euer, and I thy Caliban 
For aye thy foot-licker. 

Ste. Giue nae thy hand, 

I do begin to hauc bloody thoughts. 

Erin. O King Stephana, O Peere : O worthy Stephana, 
Looke what 3 wardrobe heere is for thee. 

Cat. Let it alone thou foole, it is but trafti. 

7r». Oh, ho, Monfter: wee know what belongs to a 
frippery, O King Stephano . 

B » Ste. Put 
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Stc , Put off that gownc (Trinculo) by thishandlle 
hauc that gownc. 

TV#. Thy grace (hall hauc it. (racanc 

Cali The dropfie drowne this foole , what doc you 
To doatc thus on fuch luggage l let’s alone 
And doc the murcher fir ft: if he awake, 

From toe to crowne hec’l fill our skins with pinches. 
Make vs ftrangeftuffo vr 

Stc. Bcyouquidt (;Monfter )Miftrisline,is not this 
my Icrkin? now is thclerkin vndcr thclinc: nowler- 
kin you are like to lofe your haire,&proue a bald Icrkin. 

Trim* Doc, doc; wc ftealeby lyne andleuell, and’c 
like your grace. 

Stc. J thank thee for that ieft; hccr’s a garment for’t: 
Wit fhall not goe vn-rewarded while I am King of this 
Country: Stealc by line andleuell, is an excellent parte 
of pate : there’s another garment for’t. 

Tri . Monfter, come put fomc Lime vpon your fin- 
gers 5 and away with the reft. 

Cal . I will haue none on’t : we (hall loofc our time. 
And ail be turn’d to Barnacles, or to Apes 
With foreheads villanous low. 

Stc. Monfter, lay to your fingers: hdpe to bearc this 
away, where myhog(hcadofvvineis,orlleturneyou 
out of my kingdomc : goe to, carry this. 

Tru And this. 

Stc . I, and this. 

A noyfc of Hunters beard. Enter diners Spirits inf rape 
of Dogs and Hounds , hunting them about: Profpero 
and tAr'telfetting them on. 

Fro. Hey cMountasne>hcy. 

Ari. Stluer : there it goes, Stiver. 

PA. Fury, Fury: there Tyrant, there; barkc, hirkc. 
Goe, charge my Goblins that they grinde their ioynts 
With dry Convultions, fhorten vp their finewes 
With aged Cramps, & more pinch-fpotted make them, 
ThcnPard, or Cat o’Mouncainc. 

Ari. Harke, they rorc. 

Pro . Let them be hunted foundly: At this hourc 
Lies at my mercy all mine enemies 2 
Shortly (ball all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt haue the ayre at freedomc: for a little 
Follow, and doe me feruice. Exeunt. 


<iA Btis quintus: Scma Trtma. 


Enter Profpcro ( ’mbis Afagickg robes^and Ariel. 

Pro. Now do’s my Proiedl gather to a head: 

My chartncs crackc not: my Spirits obcy,and Time 
Goes vpright with his carriage: how's the day ? 

osfr.. On the fixe howe^ at which time, my Lord 
You faid our worke (hould ceafe. 

Pro. I did fay fo. 

When firft I rais’d the Tempeft: fay my Spirit, 

How fares the King, and’s followers t 
Ar. Confin'd together 
In the fame fafhion, as you gaue in charge, 

Iuft as you lefc them; all prifoners Sir 
In the Lioe-groue which wcather-fends your Cell, 
They cannot boudgctill your rcleafe:The King, 
His Brother, and yours,abide all three diftrafted. 
And the remainder mourning ouer them. 

Brim full of forrow, and difinay: but chiefly 


Him that you term’d Sir, the good old Lord Gonx,ait y 
His teares runs downe his beard like winters drops 
From eaues ofreeds: your charm fo ftrongly works ’em 
That if you now beheld them, your attentions 
Would become tender. 

Pro. Doftthouthinkefo,Spirit?’ 

Ar. Mine would,Sir,were I humane. 

Pro. And mine (hall. 

Haft thou (which an but aire) a touch, a feeling 
Of their affli&ions, and fhall not my felfe, 

One of their kinde, that rellifh all as fharpely, 

Paflion as they, be kindlier mou’d then thou art ? 

Thogh with their high wrongs I am ftrook to th’quick, 
Yet, with my nobler reafon, gainft my furic 
Doc I take part: the rarer Adtion is 
In vcrtue,then in vengeance: they,beingpenitent. 

The foie drift of my purpofe doth extend 
Not a frowne further :Goe,releafe them ArieS, 

M y Charmes lie breake,their fences He reftore. 

And they fhall be thcmfelues. 

Ar. He fetch them,Sir. Exit . 

Pro. Yc Elues ofhils,brooks,ftading lakes & groues, 
And ye, that on the fands with printlclTc foote 
Doe chale the ebbing- Neptune, and doc flic him 
When he comes backe: you demy-Puppets, that 
By Moone-fhine doe the grecne fowre Ringlets make, 
Whereof the Ewe not bites: and you, whole paftime 
Is to make midnight-Mufhrumps, that rcioyce 
To heare the iolemne Curfewe, by whofe ayde 
(Weake Mafters though yebe) I haue bedymn’d 
TheNoone-tide Sun, call’d forth the mutenous winder, 
And twixt the greene Sea, and the a 2 ur’d vault 
Set roaring warre: To the dread ratling Thunder 
Haue 1 giuen fire, and rifted lotus ftowt Oke 
With his owne Bolt: The ftrong bafs’d promontorie 
Hauc I made lhakc, and by the fpurs pluckt vp 
The Pyne, and Cedar. Graues army command 
Haue wak’d their fleepcrs, op5d,and let ’em forth 
By my fo potent Art. But thisrough Magicke 
I hecre abiure : and when I haue requir'd 
Some hcauenly Muficke (which euen now 1 doj 
To worke mine end vpon their Scnces, that 
This Ayric-charme is for, l’lc breakc my ftaffe, 

Bury it ccrtaine fadomes in the earth, 

And deeper then did euer Plummet found 

lie drowne my booke. Solemne muftek*. 

Hecre enters Arid before: Then Alonfo with afrantickfgt - 
fiure, attended by Gonzaio. Sebaftian and An chon ion 
like manner attendedh Adrian and Francifco: They all 
enter the circle which Profpero had made,andthtre fiani 
charm’d: which Profpero ob[eriting,fteakes , 

A folemne Ayre,and the belt comforter. 

To an vnfetled fancie. Cure thy braines 
(Now vfclefle) boilc within thy skull: there ftand 
For you are Spell-ftopr, 

Holy ConxMllo , Honourable man, 

Mine eyes ev’n fociable to the fhew of thine 
Fall fellowly drops: The charme diffolues apace, 

And as the morning fteales vpon the night 
(Melting the darkeneffe) fo their riling fences 
Begin to chace the ignorant fumes that mantle 
Their deerer reafon. O good GohxmUo 
My true preferuer, and a loyall Sir, 

To him thou foliow’ft; I will p ay thy graces 
Home both in word,and deedc: Moft cruelly 
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Did thou Alonfo, vfe me, and my daughter: 

Thv brother was a furthcrer in the Att, 

Thou art pinch’d for’t now Scbaflian. Fleln^and bloud. 
You, brother mine, that entcrcainc ambition, 

Expelld remorfe, and nature, whom, with Sebajttan 
('Whofe inward pinches therefore are moft ftrong) 
Would hcerc hauc kill’d your King: I do forgiue thec, 
Vnnaturall though thou art: Their vnderftanding 
Begins to fwell* and the approching tide 
Will fhortly fill the reafonnblc fnorc 
That now ly foule, and muddy : not one Of them 
That yet lookes on me, or would know me: Aritl !, 
Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell, 

I will difeafe me, and rny felfe prelent 
As I was fometime mliatne : quickly Spirir, 

Thou (halt ere long be ft ce. 

An ell ftxgSy And helps to attire him. 
Where the Bee fucks, therefuck^f 
In a Cowflips bellj I Iff, 

There I cowch when Owles due crie y 
Ok the Batts backe / doe flic 
after Sommer merrily. 

Merrtly , merrily, [ball IHue now. 

P r nder the bloffom that hangs on the Bow. 

Pro . Why that’s my dainty Ariet .* 1 fhall mifle 
Thee,but yet thou (halt haue freedome : io,fo,fo. 

To the Kings (hip, inuifible as thou art, 

There (halt thou finde the Marriners aftcepc 
Vnder the Hatches: thcMaftcrand the Boat-fwainc 
Being awake, enforce them to this place; 

And prefcntly, I pre’thee. 

Ar . I drinke the aire before me,and returnc 
Or ere your pulfe twice beace. Exit . 

Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder,and amazement 
Inhabits hecre: fome hcauenly power guide vs 
Out of this fcarefull Country. 

Pro . Behold Sir King 
The wronged Duke of Mtllaine , Projpcro : 

For more afiurance that a liuing Prince 
Do’s now fpeakc to thcc, I embrace thy body. 

And to thee, and thy Company, I bid 
A hearty welcome. 

Alo. Where thou bee'ft he or no, 

Or lome inchantcd triflle to abufc me, 

(As late I hauc becnc) I not know 2 thy Pulfe 1 
Beats as of flc(h,and blood: and fince I faw thee, 
Th^ffliftion of my minde amends, with which 
I fcare a madnefle held me : this muficraue 
(And ifthis be at all) a moft ftrangc ftory. 

Thy Dukedome I refigne, and doe entreat 
Thou pardon me my wrongs : But how (hold Profpero 
Be liuing, and be heere ? 

Pro. Firft, noble Frcnd, 

Let me embrace thine age, whofe honor cannot 
Be meafui’d, or confin’d. 

Conzj. Whether this be. 

Or be not, Tie not fvveare. 

Pro. You doe yet taftc 

Some fubtlcties o’thTlle, that will nor let you 
Belceue things ccrtaine: Wellcome, my friends all, 
Butyou,my brace of Lords,were I fo minded 
I heerc could plucke his Highnefle frowne vpon you 
And iuftific you Traitors: at this time 
I will tell no tales. 

Seb. ThcDiucli fpeakes in him: 

\Pro. No: 



For you (moft wicked Sir^l whom to call brother 
Would euen infect my mouth, I do forgiue 
Thy rankeft fault; all of them : ind require 
My Dukedome ofthee, which, perforce I knovir 
Thou tfiuft reftore. r ! 

. ilo* If thou beeft Projpero 
Giucvsparticularsofthypreferuation, * . 

I low thou haft met vs heere, whom three howres fincc 
Were wrackt vpon this(hore? wherel haue loft 
(Howfliarp thepoint of this remembrance is) 

My deerc fonne Ferdinand . 

Pro. 1 am woe for’c, Sir. 

Alo . Irreparable is the Ioffe, and patience 
Saics,it ispafthcrcure. / * 

Pro. I rather thinke - V 

You hauc not fought her helpe, of whofe fo ft grace 
For the like lofle, I haue Her foucraigne aid, 

And reft my fclfc contenr. 

Alo. You the like Ioffe? 

Pro. A s grea t to me, as larc, and (importable 
To make the deereloflc,haue I meanes much weaker 
Then you may call co comfortyou ; for I 
Hiu&jort my daughter, 
daughter? 

ns, that they were liuing both in Nalpes 
Tng and Qijecnc there, that they were, I wifti 
My felfe were mudded in that oo-zie bed 
Where my fonne lies: when did you lofe your daughter? 

Pro. In this laft Tempeft. I perceiue thefe Lords 
At this encounter doe fo much admire, 

That they deuoure their reafon, and fcarce thinke 
Their cics doe offices ofTruth : Their words 
Are narurall breath : but howfocu’r you haue 
Beene iuftled from your fences, know for certain 
That I am Profpero , and that very Duke 
Which was thruft forth of mtlaine 9 who moft ftrangely 
Vpon this fli o ref where you were wrackt) w'a's landed 
To be tiie Lord on’t: No more yet of this, 

For ’cis a Chronicle of day by day, 

Not a relation for abreak-faft,nor 
Befitting this firft meeting : Welcome, Sir; 

I his Cell’s my Court: heere haue I few attendants. 

And Subic&s none abroad: pray you looke in: 

My Dukedome finccyou haue giuen me againc, 

I will requiteyou with as good a thing, 

At lead bring forth a wonder, co content ye 
As much, as me my Dukedome. 

Here Profpero difeouers Ferdinand and MirancU 9 fUj* 
tng at Cbeffc 4 

Mir. Sweet Lord, you play me falfe. 

Fer. No my deareftloue, 

I would not for the world* (wrangle, 

Mtr. Yes, forafeoreofKingdomes, you (hould 
And I would call it faire play. 

Alo. Ifthis prouc 

A vifion of the 1 (land, one deere Sonne 
Shall I twnce Ioofe. 

Seb. A moft highnfiracle. 

Fer. Though the Seas threaten they arc merciful!, 

I hauc curs’d them without caufe. 

Alo. Now all the bleffings 
Of a glad father, compaffe thee about: 

Arife, and fay how thou cam’ft heere* 

Mir. O wonder! 

How many goodly creatures are there hcerc ? 

How beauteous mankindcis ? O brauc new world 
_ _B j That 
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’ That has fuch people in’e. 

Fro. ’Tis new to thee. (play? 

Alo. What is this Maid, with whonuhou was'tat 
Your eld ft acquaintance cannot be three houres: 

Is (he the goddeffc that hath feucr’d vs. 

And brought vs thus together £ 

For. Sir, fhe is mortal!; 

But by immortall prouidcoce^lhc’s mine; 

I cholehcr vyhen I coujd not aske my Father 
For his aduife : nor thought I had one : She 
Is daughter to this famous Duke of Milium^ 

Of whom, fo often I haue heard renowne. 

But neuerfaw before: ofwhom I haue 
Receiu’d a fecond life; and fecond Father 
This Lady makes him to me. 

Alo. I am hers. 

But O, how odly will it found, that 1 
Muft aske my childe forgiueneffe ? 

Pro . There Sir (lop, < }J \ 

Let vs ru*t b uithenour icmembrances,with 
A heauinefle that’s gon. 

Gon . I haue inly wept, 

Or (hould haue fpoke ere this : lookcjdowne 
And on this couple drop a blcfled crowne; 

For it is you, that haue chalk'd forth the way 
Which brought vs hither. 

Alo. I fay Amen,G(?«Wfo. 

Gon. Was MtlUine thru ft from Mtllaine^ that his Iflue 
Should become Kings otJVnplcs ? O rljioycc 
Beyond a common ioy, and fet it do’wne 
Wich gold on lafting Pillcrs.-: In one.voyagc 
Did (ftaribell her husbapd finde at Tunis % 

And Ferdinand her brother, found a wife. 

Where he himfelfc was loft *• Profpero^sDukedoinc 
In a poore Ifle .* and all of v$,our felucs, 

When no man was his ownc, 

Alo. Giue me your hands: 

Let griefe and forrow ftHl embrace his heart. 

That doth not wifli you ioy. 

Gon . Be it fo, Amen. 

Snter ArieU % mth the Mafter and Boat fro awe 
ama^edly following. 

O lookeSirJooke Sir,herc is more of ys: 

I prophefi’d, if a Gallowes were on Land 
This fellow could not drovvne Now blafphcmy, 

That fwear’ft Grace ore-boord,not an oath on (hore, 
Haft thou no mouth by land? 

What is the newes? 

Bot . The beft newes is, that we haue tafely found 
Our King, and company; The next: our Ship, 

Which but three glaflcs fince, we gaueout fplit, 

Is ty te, and yare, and brauely rig'd, as when 
We firft put out to Sea. 

Ar . Sir, all this feruice 
Haue I done lince I went. 
fro. My trickfey Spirit. 

*Alo. Thefe are not naturall euents,they ftrengthen 
From ftrange,to ftranger: fay, how came you hither t 
! Bot . If I did thinke, Sir,l were well awake. 

Fid ftriue to tell you: we were dead of fleepe, 

And (how we know not) all clapt voder hatches. 
Where,but cuen now,with ftrange^and feuerall noyfes 
Of roring,fhreeking,howling, gingling chaines. 

And mo diuerfitie of founds, all horrible. 

Wc were awak’d: ftraight way, at liberty; 

Where we, in all our trim, freflily beheld 


Our royall, good, and gallant Ship .• our Matter 
Capring to eye her: on a trice, fo plcafe you, 

Euen in a dreame, were we diuided from them* 

And were brought moaping hither# 

Ar. Was’t well done? 

Pro. Brauely (my diligence) thou (halt be free. 
Alo. This is as ftrangc a Maze, as ere men trod, 
And there is in this bufmeffc, more then nature 
W as euer conduit of: fomeOracle 
Mutt reitifie our knowledge. 

Pro . 5ir,myLeigc, 

Doe not infeft your minde, wich beating on 
The ftrangeneffe of this bufineffe,at piefct leifure 
(Which (hall be (hortly (ingle) Tie refolue you, 
(Which to you (hall feeme probable) of eucry 
Thefe happend accidents: till when, be cheercfull 
And thinke of each thing well: Come hither Spirit, 
Set Caliban , and his companions free: 

V ntye the Spell .• How fares my gracious Sir ? 

There arc yet miffing of your Coinpanic 
Some few odde Lads, that you remember not. 

Enter Art ell, drifting in Cal than, Stephano , and 
Trinculo in their fiolne Apparell. 

Stc . Eucry man fhife for ail the reft, and let 
No man take care for himfelfe; fpr all is 
But fortune r^r^g/flBully-Monfter Corafto. 

Tri. If thefe be true fpiei which I weare i n my head, 
here’s a goodly light. 

Cal. O Setebos , thefe be braueSpirits indeede: 
Howfine my Matter is? Iamafraid 
He will chaftjfc me. 

Seb. Ha, ha: 

What things are thefe, my Lord Anthonioi 
Will money buy cm f 

Ant. Very like : one ofthem 
Is a plainc Filh, and no doubt marketable. 

Pro. Marke but the badges of thefe men,my Lords, 
Then fay ft they be true: This mifhapenknatie; 

His Mother was a Witch, and one fo ttropg 

That could controle the Moone; make flowes,and ebs, 

And dcale in her command, without her power : 

Theie three haue robd me,and this demy-diuell; 

(For he’s a baftard one) had plotted with them 
To take my life : two of thefe Fellowes, you 
Muft know,and ownc, this Thing of darkene(Te,I 
Acknowledge mine. 

Cal . I (hall bcpincht co death. 

Alo . Is not this Stephano , my drunken Butler ? 

Seb. Heisdrunkenow; 

Where had he wine ? 

Alo . And Trinculo is reeling ripe: where fhould they 
Finde this grand Liquor that hath gilded ’em? 

How cam’ft thou in this pickle ? 

Tri. I haue bin in fuch a pickle fince I faw you laft. 
That I fcare me will neuer out of my bones: 

I (hall not feare fly-blowing.} 

Seb. Why how now Stephano i 
Ste . O touch me not,I am not Stephano,but aCramp. 
Tro. You’ld be King o’the Ifle, Sirha? 

Ste. I (hould haue bin a fore one then. 

Alo* This is a ftrange thing as ere 1 look’d on. 

Pro. He is as difproportion’d in his Manners 
As in his (hape: Goe Sirha, to my Cell, 

Take with you your Companions: as you looke 
To haue my pardon, trim it handfomely. 

Cal. I that I will: and lie be wife hereafter, 



And 
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And feeke for grace: what a thrice double Affe 

Was I to take this drunkard for a god 
And worfiiip this dull foolc ? 

Pro. Goe to,away. (found it. 

Alo. Hence, and beftow your luggage where you 
Seb. Oriole it rather. 

Pro. Sir, I inuite your Highneffe, and your traine 
To my poore Cell: where you /hall carke your reft 

For this onenight, which partofit^Ile waftc 

With fuch difeourfe, as I not doubt,fhall make it 
Goe quickejifray i The ftory of my life,: 

And the particular accidents, gon by 
Since I came to this Ifle : And in th e morne 
He bring you to your flhip, and fo to Naples , 


: Where I haue hope to fee the nuptiall 
I Of thefe our deere-belou’d, folemnizcd. 

And thence retire me to ray MMaine t where 
Eucry third thought fhall be my graue. 

Alo. I long 

Tohcarethe ftoryof your life; which muft 
Take the eare ftarngely. 

Pro. I’ledeliuer all, 

And promife you caltne Seas, aulpicious gales. 

And faile, fo expeditious, that fhall catch 
Your Royall fleete farre off: My Ariel ; chicke 
That is thy charge: Then to the Elements 
Be free, and fare thou well : pleafe you draw neere. 

Exeunt omnes. 


EPILOG V K,( 

jpofoen by Profpero. 

Orv tnj Charmes are allore-tbrowne^ 

Andtvbatfirength I haue V mine orvne. 
Which is moft faint: now 'tis true 
J mttfi be heere confinde by you, 

Orfent to Naples, Let me not 
Since I haue my Dukedomegot , 

And pardon'd thedeceiuer , dwell 
In this bare jfland, by your Spell,, 

But re leaf mefrom nty bands 
With the helpe of your good hands: 

Gentle breath of yours, nty S&ilcs 
Mujlfill, or elfe my proieclfaile s, 
which was to pleafe: Now I want 
Spirits to enforce: Art to in chant , 

And my ending is defpaire, 

Vnleffel be relieud by praier 
Which pierces fo, that itaffaults 
Mercy itfilfi, andfrees all faults. 

As you from crimes would pardon'd be. 

Let your Indulgencefet mefree. Exit. 


The Scene,an vivinhabited Ifland 
jfamesof the Alt ors. 

Alonfi, K. of Naples: 

Sebaftian his Brother. 

Proffero, the right Duke of Millame. 

Anthonio his brother,the vfurping Duke of Millaine. 
Ferdinand, Son to the King of Naples. 

Gonzalo, an honeft old C ouncel/or. 

Adrian , & Francifco, Lords. 

Caliban, afaluage and deformedflaue, 

Trinculo, a lesier. 

S tephano, a drunken Butler, 

MaflerofaShip. 

Boate-Swaine . 

Marriners. 

Miranda, daughter to Pr offero. 

Artell, anayrie fpirit. 

Iris "j 

Ceres I 

Juno l, 

Nymphes 
Reapers j 


Spirits • 
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THE 

Two Gentlemen of Verona. 

f *Jl chi r primus ? Scena prima. 


Valentine: Pro them, and SpsecL 
Valentine . 

to perfwade, my louing Trothstu ; 

keeping youth,fnuc euer homely wits, 
Wcr'c not affection chaines thy tender dayes 
T o the Tweet glaunces of thy honour’d Louc, 

I rather would entreat thy company. 

To Tee the wonders of the world abroad , 

Then (liuing dully fluggardiz’d at home) 

Wcare out thy youth with fhapclcfle idlencffe. 

But fincethou lou'ft; lode (lilt,and thriue therein, 

Euen as I would, when I to louc begin* 

Pro. Wilt thou be gone?Sweet Valentine ad ew, 
Thinke on thy Prothem. when thou(hapTy) Tccrt 
Some rare note-worthy obieft in thy trauaile. 

Wilh me partaker in thy happindTc, . 

When thou do’ll meet good hap; and in thy danger, 

(Ifeuer danger doc enuiron thee) 

Commend thy grieuance to my holy prayers. 

For I will be thy beadef-man, Valentine. 

VaL And on a loue-hookc pray for my fuccefic ? 

Pro . Vpon fomebooke I loue* I’lc pray for thee. 
VaL That’s on Tome (hallow Storic of deepe loue. 
How yong Leandcr croft the HeUe/pont * 

Pro. That’s a deepe Storic, of a deeper loue, 

For he was more then ouer-fhooes in loue. 

VaL ’Tis true, for you arcouer-bootes in loue. 

And yet you ncuer fwom the HeUcjpont . 

Pro . Oner the Bootes > nay giucmcnottheBootr. 
VaL No, I will not; for it boots thee not. 

Pro. What i (grones : 

Val 9 Tobeinlouc; where fcorncis bought with 
Coy looks,with hart-fore fighes: one fading moments 
With twenty watchfull,weary ,tcdious nights; (mirth, 
Ifhap’ly YV 9 n>perhap$ a haplcfle gaine; 

If loft, why then a grieuous labour won; 

How euer : but a folly bought with wit, 

Or.elfc z wit,by folly vanquiftied. 

Pro . So, by your circumft 3 nce,you call me foole. 

VaL So,by yourcircumftancc,I fcare you’llprouc. 
Pro. ’Tis Loue you cauill at, I am not Loue. 

VaL Loue is your matter, for he matters you; 

And he that ii fo yoked by a foole, 

Mcthinkes ihould not be chronicled for wife. 

* Pro. Yet Writers fay; as in the fwccteft Bud, 

The eating Canker d wcls ; fo eating Louc 
\ Inhabits in the fineft wits of all. 

VaL And Writers fay j as the moft forward Bud 


j Is eaten by the Cankerereit blow, 

\ Euen fo by Loue, the yong,and tender wit 
1 Is turned to folly, blaftingintheBud, 

| Loofing his verdure, euen in the prime, 

! And all the faire eftc£ls offuturc hopes. 

But wherefore watte I time to counfailc thee 
That art a votary to fond defirc ? 

Once more adieu: my Father at the Road 
Expcits my camming, there to fee me fhip’d. 

Pro . And thither will I bring thee Valentine . 

VaL Sweet Prothetu , no; Now let vs take our leauc: 
To cT//7/4/»eletmchearefrom thee by Letters 
Of thy fuccefle in loue; and what newes clfc 
Betideth herein abfenceof thy Friend: 

And I likewife will vifite thee with mine. 

Pro. All happineffe bechance to thee in MiUaim . 
VaL As much to you at home: and fo farewell. Exit. 
Pro. He after Honour hunts, I after Louc; 

He lcaucs his friend%to dignifie them more; 

I loue my felfc, my friends, and all for louc 
Thou folia, thou haftmetamorphis’d me: 

Made me ncglcdl my Studies, loofemy time; 

Warre with good counfailc; fet the world at nought; 
Made Wit with muling, wcafcc; hart lick with thought. 
Sp ♦ Sir Vrotbeiu : ’laueyou : fawyou my Matter ? 
/Vfl.But now he parted hence to embarque for Millam. 
Sp. Twenty to one then, he is fhip’d already. 

And I haue plaid the Shecpe in loofing him. 

Pro. Indeede a Shcepe doth very often ftray, 

And if the Shepheard be awhile away. 

Sp. You conclude chat my Mafteriis a Shepheard then, 
and I Shecpe* 

Pro. I doe. 

Sp. Why then my homes arc his homes, whether I 
wake or fleepc. 

Pro. A filly anfwere, and fitting well a Shecpc. 

Sp. ThiaprouesmeftillaShecpe. 

Pro. True: and thy Matter a Shepheard. 

Sp. Nay, that I can deny by a circumftance. 

Pro. It (hall goe hard but ile proue it by another. 

Sp. The Shepheard feckes the Shcepe, and not the 
Shccpe the Shepheard; but I fecke my Matter, and any 
Matter feekes not me; therefore I am no Shccpe. 

pro. The Shccpe for fodder follow the Shepheard, 
the Shepheard for foode followcs not the Shcepe : thou 
for wages folio weft thy Matter, thy Matter for wages 
followes not thee: therefore thou art a Shcepe. 

Sp. Such anotherproofc will make me cry baa. 

Pro , But do’ft thou hearer gau’ft thou my Letter 
to folta} 

Sp. I 


The two (gentlemen of e Oerom . 


Sp I Sir: 1 (a loft-Mutton) gaue your Letter to her 
falacd*Mutton) and (he (a lac’d-Mu teen) gaue mee (a 

loft-Mutton) nothing for my labour • 

no. Here’s too ftnall a pafture for fuch ftore of 

M ^!°lf*the ground he ouer-charg’d, you werebtft 

^ Pro. Nay, in that you arc aftrav i ’twere beft pound 

Y °% Nay Sir, leffe then a pound (hall ferue me for car- 

ry ,ng your Letter^ . ^ mMnethc po und,> Pinfold. 

S». From a pound to I pin ? fold it ouer and oucr, 
>Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter toyourlouer 
Pro. But what faid fhc ? y' ,.‘V 

Sp. I. 

pro. Nod-T, w'hy that s noddy. 

Sp. You miftookc Sir: l fay (he did nod; 

And you aske me iffhe did nod, and I fay 1. 

Pro. And that fet together is noddy. 

Sp. Now yob haue taken the paincS to fet it toge- 

ther,take it for your paines. 

Pro. No.no, you (hall h’auc it for bearing the letter. 
Sp. Well,I perceiue I raufi be fainc to bcare with you. 
fro. Why Sir.how doe you beare with me ? 

Sp. Marry Sir, the letter very orderly, 

Hauing nothing but the word noddy for my paines. 

Pro. Bcfhrcw mc,but you haue a quickc wit. 

Sp. And yet it cannot ouer-take your flow purfe. 

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in briefe; what 

faid (he. 

Sp. Open your purfe, that th'e money,and the matter 
may be both at once deliuered. 

Pro. Well Sir: here is for your paines: what faid (lie? 
Sp. Truely Sir,I thinke you’ll hardly win her. 

Pro. Why? could’ft thou perceiue fo much from her? 
Sp. Sir, I could perceiue nothing at all from her; 

No,not fo much as a ducket for deliuering your letter.- 
And being fo hard to mc,that brought your mindc; 

1 feare (he’ll proue os hard to you in telling your minde. 
Giueher no token but ftoncs,for flic’s as hard as ftcele. 
Pro. What faid fhc,nothing f* 

Sp. No,not fo much as take this for thy pains: (me; 
To teftifie your bounty,I thank you, you haue ceftern’d 
In requital whereof, henceforth,carry your letters your 
fclfe *, And fo Sir, I’le commend you to my Mafter. 

Pro. Go,go,be gone,to faue your Ship from wrack. 
Which cannot perifti hauing thee aboarde, 

Being deftin’d to a drier death on fiiore 
I muft goe fend fome better Meflenger, 

I feare my Iulia would not daigne my lines, 

Recciuing them from fuch a worthleffe poi-l. Exit. 


Sccena Secuuda. 


Enter Mia and Lttcetta, 

/«/. But fay Luceita (now we arc alone) 

Would ft thou then counfaile me to fall in loue ? 
Luc. I Madam, fo you ftumble not vnhecdfully. 
Pul. Ofall the faire refort ofGcntlemen, 

That euery day with par’lc encounter she. 


In thy opinion which is worthieft loue ? 

Lu. Pleaie you repeat their names,ile (lie w my mindc, 
According to my (hallow Ample skill, 

Iu. What thinkit thou of thc faire fir Eglamoure ? 

Lu. As of a Knight, well-fpokcn,ncat,and fine; 

But were IyoUjhcneuer fihould bemme. 

/«. What think’ft thou of the rich c JMercatio ? 

Lu. Well ofhis wealth ; but of himfelfe,fo,fo, 

Iu. What think’ft thou of the gentle Prothem ? 

Lu. Lord,Lord : to fee what folly raignes in vs. 

Iu. How now? what meanes this paflion at his name? 
Lu. Pardon deare Madam,’cis a palling (liame. 

That I (vnworthy body as I am) 

Should cenfurc thus on louely Gentlemen. 

Iu. Why not on Prothcue ,as ofall the reft? 

Lu. 7 hen thus.- of many good,! thinke him beft. 
lul. Yourreafon? 

Lu. I haue no other but a womans reafon .* 

I thinke him fo.becaufe I thinke him fo. 

lul. And would’ft thou haue me cafl my loue on him? 
Lu. I. ifyou thought your loue not caft away. 
lul. Why he,of all thc reft, hath neuerrfiou’d me. 

Lu. Yet hc,ofall thcrcft,I thinke beft loues ye. 
lul. Hit little fpeaking.fhewes his loue but ftnall. 
Lu. Fire that’s clofeft kept,bumcs moft of all. 
lul. They doe not loue,that doe not (hew their loue. 
Lu. Oh,they loue lead, that let men know their loue. 
lul. I would I knew his minde. 

Lu. Pcrufe this paper Madam, 
lul. To / alia : fay,from whom ? 

Lu. That the Contents will (hew. 
lul. Say,fay: who gaue it thee ? 

Lu. Sir Valentines pagc:& lent I think from Trotkew, 
He would haue giuen i t you,but 1 being in the way, 

Did in your name receiue itpardon the fault I pray, 
lul. Now (by mymodefty) a goodly Broker: 

Dare you prefume to harbour wanton lines ? 

1 o whilper, and couipireagainftmy youth ? 

Now truft me, ’tis an office of great worth. 

And you an officer fit for the place : 

There: take thc paper: fee it be return’d. 

Or elfe rcturne no more into my fight. 

Lu. To plead for loue, deferues more fee,then hate. 
lul. Will ye be gon ? 

Lu. That you may ruminate. Exit, 

lul. And yet I would I had ore-look’d the Letter; 

It were a fhame to call her backe againe. 

And pray her to a fault/or which 1 chid her. 

What ’foole is (he, that knowe* I am a Maid, 

And would not force the letter to my view? 

Since Maidcs,in modefty, fay no,to that, 

Which they would haue the proftcrer conftrue, I. 

Fic, fiehow way-ward is this foolifti loue; 

That (like a teflie Babe) will ("cratch the Nurfc, • 

And prelently, all humbled fcifle thc Rod ? 

How churlifhly, I chid Lucetta hence. 

When willingly, I would haue had her here ? 

How angcrly I taught my brow to frowne. 

When inward ioy enforc’d my heart to fmile ? 

My pennance is, to call Lucetta backe 
And aske remiflion, for my folly paft. 

What hoe \ Lucetta. 

Lu. What would your Ladifhip ? 
lul. Is’tneeredinnertime? 

Lu. I would it were. 

That you might kill your ftomacke on your meat. 


And 
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And not vpon your Maid. 

In. What is’c that you 
Tooke vp fo gingerly? 

Lu. Nothing. 

Ia. Why didft thou ftoope then ? 

Lu. To take a paper vp,that I let fall* * 

Ini. And is that paper nothing ? 

Lu. Nothing concerning me. 

Iul. Then let it lye,for thofc that it concernes. 

Lu. Madam,it will not lye where it coticcrneS, 
Vnlcflie it haue a falfc Interpreter. 

Ini. Some lone of yours,hath writ to you in Rime. 
Lu. That I might ling it/Madam) to a tune: 

Giue me a Note, your Ladifhip can fet 

Iul. As little by fuch toycs,as may be pofTiblc: 

Beft ling it to the tunc of Light 0,Loue. 

La. It is too heauy for fo light a tune. 

Iu. Heauy ? belike it hath fome burden then ? 

La. I: and melodious were it,would you ling it, 
la. And why not you ? 

Lu. I cannot reach fo high. 

Iu. Let’s fee your Song.' 

How now Minion? 

La. Kcepe tune there ftill; fo you will fing it out: 
And yet me thinkes I do not like this tune. 

Iu, You doc not? 

Lu. No ('Madam) tis too fharpe. 

Iu. You (Minion) are too faucic. 

La. Nay,now you are too fiat; 

And nwrre the concord, with too harfh a deft ant: 
There wanteth but a Mcane to fill your Song. 

Iu. The mcane is dround with you vnruly bafe. 

La. Indecde I bid the bafe for Protheut. 

Iu. This babble (hall not henceforth trouble me; 
Here is a code with proteflation .• 

Goc,gct you gone: and let the papers Iyc .- 
You would be fingring them,to anger me. 

Lu. She makes it rtrage,but flic would bebeft plea>’d 
To be fo angt ed with another Letter. 

lu. Nay.would I were fo angred with the fame .• 

Oh hatcfull hands,to tcarc fuch lotiing words; 
Injurious Wafpes, to feede on fuch fwcet hony, 

And kill the B.cesthat yeelde it,with your (lings; 

He kiffe each feuerall paper,for amends: 

Looke,here is writ,kinde lalia: vnkinde Iulia, 

As in reuenge of thy ingratitude, 

I throw thy name againft the bruzing-ftones, 

Trampling contemptuoufly on thy difdaine. 

And here is writ, Loue wounded Protheut. 

Poore wounded name .• my bofome.as a bed, 

S hall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly heal’d; 
And thus I fearch it with a foueraigne kifle. 

But twice,or thrice,wa» Protheut written downe: 

Be calpte (good windc) blow not a word away, 

Till I haue found each letter, in the Letter, 

Except mine own name:That,fome whirle-winde beare 
Vnto a ragged,fearefull,hanging Rocke, 

And throw it thence into the raging Sea. 

Loe,here in one line is his name twice writ 
Poore forlorne Protheta, paflionate Protheut: 

To the fweet Iult a : that ile scare away: 

And yet I will not, fith fo prettily 
He couples it, to his complainingNamcs; 

Thus will I fold them, one vpon another; 

Now kifle,embracc,contcnd,doe what you will. 

Lu. Madam : dinner is ready „• and your father ftaies. 


/#. Well,let vs goe. 

La. What,fliall theft papers lye,like Tel-talcshete? 
Ia. If you refpeft them; beft to take them vp. 

La. Nay,I was taken rp,for laying them downe. 
Yet here they fliall not lye,for catching cold,. 
la. I fee you haue a months minde to them. 

La. I (Madam) you may fay what fights you fee * 

I fee things too,although you iudge I winkc, 

Iu. Come,come,wilt pleafe you goe, £xtant. 


Sccena Tertia. 


Enter Antonio and Panthmo. Prtthem. 

*Ant . Tell me Panthino, what fad talke was that. 
Wherewith my brother held you in the Qoyller ? * 
Pan. ’ T was of his Nephew Protheut, your Sonne. 
Ant. Why c'what of him? 

Tan. He wondred that your Lordfhip 
Would fuffer him,to fpend his youth at home. 

While other men, of (lender reputation 
Put forth their Sonnes,to feeke preferment out. 

Some to the warres, to try their fortune there; 

Some, to difcouerlflandsfarreaway: 

Some,to the ftudious Vniuerfities; 

For any,or for all thefc exercifes, 
Hcfaid,that/ , r 0 f 6 e/w,your fonnc,wasmeet; 

And did rcquefl me, to importune you 
To let him fpend his time no more at home; 

Which would be great impeachment to his age, 

In hauing knowne no trauaile in his youth. 

Ant , Nor need’ll thou much importune me to that 
Whereon,this month I haue bin hamering, 

I haue confider’d well, his lofTeof time. 

And how he cannot be a per fed man. 

Not being tryed,and tutord in the world ; 

Experience is by induftry atchieu’d, 

And perfected by the fwift courfe of time -• 

Then tell me, whether were I beft to fend him / 

P an. I thinke your Lordfhip is not ignorant 
How his companion, youthful] Valentine, 

Attends the Emperour in his royall Court, 

Ant. I know it well. (thither, 

Pan. ’Twere good, I thinke, your Lordfliip fenthim 
There (hall he pradife Tilts, and Turn aments j 
Heare fweet difeourfe, conuerfc with Noble-men, 
And be in eye of eucry Exercife 
Worthy his youth, and noblencfle of birth. 

Ant. I like thy counfaile: well haft thou aduis’d; 
And that thou moift percciuc how well I like itj 
The execution of it (hall make knowne; 

Euen with the fpeedieft expedition, 

I will difpatch him to the Emperors Court. 

Pan. To morrow,may itpleafe you,Den Alphonft, 
With other Gentlemen of good efteeme 
Arc iournying, to falute the Emperor, 

And to commend their feruice to his will. 

Ant. Good company: with them fhall Protheut go: 
And in good time: now will we breake with him. 

Pro. Sweet Loue,fweet lines,fweet life. 

Here is her hand, the agent of her heart; 

Here is her oath for loue,hcr honors paunc ; 
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O that our Fathers would applaud our loues 
T© feale our happineffe with their confents. 
pro. Oh heaucnly/#/>*. 

Ant .How now? What Letter arc you reading there? 
Pro , May’t pleafe your Lordfhip, ’tis a word or two 
Ofcommendacionsfentfroro ydentine \ 

Deliucr’d by a friend, that came from him. 

A*. Lend me the Letter: Let me fee what newes. 
Pro. There is no newes (my Lord)but that he writes 
How happily he hues, how well-bclottM, 

And daily graced by the Emperor; 

Wifhing me with him, partner ofhis fortune. 

Ant. And how ftand you affeded to his wifh? 

Pro # As one relying on your Lordflitps will. 

And not depending on his friendly wifh. 

Ant. My will is forricthing forted with his wifh : 
Mufc not that I thus fodainly proceed ; 

For what I will, I will, and there an end: 

I am refolu’d, that thou fhalt fpend fomc time 
With Palcntinus, in the Emperors Court: 

What maintenance hr from his friends recciucs. 

Like exhibition thou fhalt haue from me, 

Toruorrow.be in rcadinelfc* to goe, 

Excufe it not: for I am peremptory. 

Pro. My Lord I cannot be lo foonc prouided, 

Pleafe you deliberate a day or two. 

Ant. Look what thou want’ft fhalSe fcnc after thee: 
No more of flay: to morrow thou muft goe; 

Come on Panthmo ; you fliall be imployd, 

To haften on his Expedition. 

Fro. Thus haue I fhund the fire, for feare of burning, 
And drench’d me in the fca^hcre I am drown’d. 

I fear’d to (hew my Father IhUm Letter, 

Leaft he fhould take exceprions to my louc, 

And with the vantage of mine ownc exculc 
Hath he excepted moft againft my loue. 

Oh, how this fpring ofloue refemblcth 
The vneertaine glory of an Aprill day, 

Which now fhewes all the beauty of the Sun, 

And by and by a clowd takes all away. 

Pan. Sir Prothens , your Fathers call’s for you. 

He is in haft, therefore I pray you go. 

Pro. Why this it is : my heart accords thereto. 

And yet a ihoufand times it anfwcr’s no. 

£xeuvt. Pints. 


Busfecundus: Sccena BP rim a. 


Enter Vtdeutme,. Speed, Sihtia. 

Speed, Sir,your Gloiie. 

F.alen. Not mine: my Gioues arc on. 

Sp. Why then this may be yours: for this is but one. 
Val. Ha?Let me fec:I,gincitmc,it’s mine: 

Sweet Ornament, that deckes a thine diuine. 

Ah Siluia, Silma. . • . 

Speed, Madam Silaia: Madam Siluia. 

F,<d. How now Sirha ? 

Speed. Sheets not within hearing Sir. 

JW Why fir > who-bad you call her ? 

Speed. T 01 * wopfeip (k v or dlfel miftotrffe. 

PA. Well:you’llftillbetboforvvbrdj 
pet . And yet I was loft chidden for beingtoo flow. 


Fi */. Goe to,fir, tell mc:do you know Madam Silaia ? 
Speed. Shecthat your worfhip loues ? 

Fal. Why, how know you that I am in loue ? 

Speed. Marry by thefc fpeciall markes : firft,you haue 
learn’d (like Sir Prothem ) to wreath your Armes like a 
Male-content: to rellifh a Louc-fong, like a %obin- red- 
breaft: to walke alone like one that had the peftile*ice: 
to Agb, like a Schoole-boy that had loft his A. 2?. C. to 
weep like a yong wench that had buried her Grandam: 
to faft, like one that takes diet: to watch, like one that 
feares robbing :tofpeakepuling, like a beggarat Hal- 
low-Mafle:You were wont,when you Jaughed,to crow 
like a cocke; when you walk’d, to walke like one of the 
Lions : when you faffed, it wasprefcntly after dinner: 
when you look d fadly, it was for want ofmoney: And 
now you are Metamorphis’d with a Miftris, that when I 
lookc on you, I can hardly thinke you my Maftcr. 

Fal. Are all thefe things pcrceiu’d in me? 

Speed. They are all pcrceiu’d without ye. 

F%l. Without me ? they cannot. 

Speed. Without you /nay, that’s certaine : forwith- 
out you were fofimple, none elfe would : but you are 
fo without thefe follies,that thefc follies are within you, 
and (bine through you like the water in an Vrinall: that 
not an eye that fees you, but is a Phyfician to comment 
on your Malady. 

Fid. But tell me:do’ft thou know my Lady Siluia ? 

Speed. Shee that you gaze on fo,as fhc fits at fupper? 

v Haft thou obferu’d that ? euen (he I meane. 

Speed. Why fir, I know her not. 

Fal. Do ft thou know her by my gazing on hcr,and 
yet know’ft her not ? 

Speed. Is ftienot hard-fauour’d, fir? 

V*1. Not fo fairc (boy) as well fauour’d. 

Speed. Sir,I know that well enough. 

Zdd. What doft thou know ? 

Speed. That Ihec is not fo faire, as ( of you ) weli-fa* 
uourd ? 

y*d. I mcane that her beauty is exquifite, 

But her fauour infinite# 

Speed. T hat’s bccaufe the one is painted, and the o- 
ther out of all count# 

ytl. How painted ? and how out of count ? 

speed. Marry fir, fo painted to make her fairc, that no 
man counts of ber beauty .• 

yd. How eftcem’ftcbou mePIaccountofher beauty. 

Speed. You ncuer faw her fince flie was deform’d. 

Val. How long hath (he bcene deform’d ? 

Speed, Etier fince you lou’d her. 

F 1 /. I haue lou’d her quer fince I faw her. 

And ftill I fee her beautifull. 

Speed. Ifyou loue her, you cannot fee her. 

Val. Why/. 

•S^ed.BecaufeLoueisblinde : O that you had mine 
eyes, or your owne eyes had the lights they were wont 
to haue, when you chidde at Sir Protheut, for going vn* 
garter’d. 

Fal. What fhould I fee then ? 

Speed. Your owne prefent folly, and her pafiing de- 
formitie:for hce beeing in loue, could not fee to garter 
hishofejandyou.bceinginloue, cannot fee to put on 
yourhofe. ( ning 

Fal. Belike (boy) then you are in loue, forlsftmor- 
You could not fee to wipe my ftiooes. 

Speed. True fir: I was in loue with my bed, I thanke 
you, you Twing’d me for my loue, which makes mee the 

bolder 
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bolder to chide you, for yours. 

Val. In condufion, I ftand affc&ed tq her. 

Speed. I would you were fet, fo your affection would 
ccafe. * 

Val. Laft night fhe enioyn’d me, 

To write fome lines to one (he loues. 

Speed. Andhaueyou? 

Val. Ihaue. 

Speed. Are they not lamely writt? 

Val. No ( Boy) but as well as I can do them: 

Peace, here (Vie comes. 

Speed. Oh excellent motion; oh exceeding Puppet: 
Now will he interpret to her. 

Val. Madam & Miftres, a thoufand good-morrows. 
Speed. Ohj’giueye-good-cv’n : hccr's a million of 
manners. 

SU. Sir Valentine, and feruant, to you two thoufand. 
Speed. He fliould giue her incercft: & iVie giues it him. 
Val. As you inioynd me; 1 hauc writ your Letter 
Vnto the fecret,namcles friend ofyours: 

Which I was much vnwilling to proceed in. 

But for my duty to your Ladiflrip. (done. 

Sil. I thankeyou (gcntic Seruant) ’cis very Clerkly- 
Val. Now uuft me(Madam)it came hardly-off : 

For being ignorant to whom it goes, 

I writat randome, very doubtfully. 

5/7. Perchance you think toomuchoffo much pains? 
Val. No(Madam)tfo it ftecd you,I will write 
(Plcafe you command) a thoufand times as much: 

And yet—-- 

5/7. A pretty period: well: I gheffc the fequcll; 

And yet I will not name it: and yet 1 care not. 

And yet, take this againe: and yetd thankeyou: 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Speed. And yet you will: and yet, another yet. 

Val. What meancs your Ladifhip ? 

Doeyou not like it ? 

Sil. Yes, yes: the lines are very queintly writ. 

But (fince vnwillingly) take them againe. 

Nay, take them. 

Val. Madam, they are for you. 

Silu. I, I: you writ them Sir,at my requeft, 

But I will none of them : they are for you : 

I would haue had them writ more mouingly : 

Val. Pleafeyou, lie write your Ladilhip another. 
Stl. And when it’s writ: for my fake read it oucr. 
And if it pleafeyou, fo: if not: why fo: 

Val. If it p'leafe me, (Madam? ) what then ? 

Sil. Why if it pleafe you, take it for your labour; 
And fo good-rhorrow Seruant. Extt.Sil. 

Speed. Oh left vnfecnc: infcrutible: inuifible. 

As a nofc oiva mans face,or a Wcthcrcocke on a ftceple: 
My Mafterfues to her: and flic hath taughthcr Sutor, 
He being her Pupill, to become her Tutor. 

Oh excellent deuife, was there euet heard a better ? 

That my mafter being feribe], ' 

To himfclfc.fliould write the Letter ? 

Val. How now Sir ? 

Wh«t arc you reafoning with your fclfe ? 

Speed. Nay: I was riming: ’tis you j hauc the reafon. 
Val. To doe what? 

Speed. To be a Spokcl-man from Madam Stluia. 

Val. To whom? 

Speed. To your fclfe: why, flic woes you by a figure. 
Val. What figure? 

Speed. By a Letter, I fliould fay." 


Val. Why fhe hath not writ to me ? 

Speed. What need fhe. 

When fhee hath made you write to your felfe ? 

Why, doeyou notpcrceiuetheieft? 

Val. No, belceue me. 

Speed, No belceuing you indeed fir: 

But did you perceiuc her earned f 

Val. She gaue me none, except an angry word. 
Speed, Why fhe hath giuen you a Letter. 

Val. That’s the Letter I writ to her friend. 

Speed. And j letter hath fhe deliucr’d, 3c there an end. 
Val. I would it were no worfe. 

Speed. He warrant you,*tis as well: 

For often haue you writ to her: and fhe in modefty, 
Or elfe for want of idle rime,could not againe reply, 

Or fearing els fome melTeger,^ might her mind difeouer 
Her felfhath taught her Loue himfelf, to write vnto her 
All this 1 fpeak in print,for in print I found it. (louer. 
Why mufe you fir, ’tis dinner time. 

Val. Ihauedyn’d. 

Speed. 1, but hearken fir: though the Camelcon Loue 
can feed on the ayre, 1 am one that am nourifh’d by my 
vi&uals; and would faine haue meate: oh bee not like 
your Miftrefie, be moued, be moued. Exeunt, 


Serna fecunda. 


Enter Pro them, Julia , Panthitn. 

Pro. Hauc patience, gentle Iulia : 
lul. I muft where is no remedy. 

Pro. When poflibly I can, I will returne. 
lul. Ifyou turne not: you will return the fooner: 
Keepe this remembrance for thy Iulia s lake. 

Pro. Why then wee’ll make exchange; 

Here, take you this. 

lul. And icale the bargaine with a holy kifi'e. 

Pro. Here fs my hand, for my true conftancie: 

And when that howre ore-flips me in the day, 
Wherein I figh not {lulu t) for thy fake. 

The next enfuing howre, fome foule mifchance 
Torment me for my Loucs forgetfulnefle: 

My father ftaies my comming: anfwerc not: 

The tide is now; nay, not thy tide of tearcs, 

That tide will flay me longer then I fhould, 

Iulia, farewell: what, gon without a word? 

I, fo true loue fhould doe .- it cannot fpe akc , 

For truth hath better deeds.then words to grace it. 
Pantb. Sir Prothetu: you are ftaid fori^A 
Pro. Goe: I come,I come: 

Alas, this parting ftrikes poorc Louers durabe. 

Exeunt, 

j : co/ adyern? ; <i. meh ydW..??. 
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Scoena Tcrtia. 

__ —.— ***. —— 

■ . » .. | 

Enter Lumen, Pantheon. ’ 

Launce . Nay, twill bee this howre ere Ihaue done 
weeping: all the kinde of thc Launcet, hauethis Very 
fault: I haue receiu’d my proportion,like the prodigious 

fonne, 
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Sonne, and am going with S ir Prothetu to the Imperialls 
Court : I thinke Crab my dog , be the fowreft natured 
A 0 no c that hues : My Mother weeping : my Father 
wav ling '• my Sifter crying : our Maid howling,: our 
Cattc wringing her hands, and all our houfe in a great 
perplexitie,yet did not this cruell-heartcd Curre fhcdde 
one teare : heisa ftone,avery pibbleftone and has no 
more pitty in him then a dogge :a lew would haue wept 
to haue feene our parting : why my Grandam hauing 
no eyes, lookc you, wept her felfe blinde at my parting: 
nay, lie fliew you the manner of it. This fhoce is my fa¬ 
ther : no, this left fliooe is my father; no, no, this left 
/hooc is my mother : nay, that cannot bee fo neythcr: 
yes; it is fo, it is lb : it hath the worfer foie: this fliooe 
with the hole in it, is my mother; and this my father: 
a vcqg'ance on’t, there’tis: Now fir, this ftaffc is my fi- 
fter : for, looke you, flic is as white as a lilly, and as 
fmallasawand : this hat is Nan our maid : I am the 
dogge : no, the dogge is himlelfc, and I am the dbggc: 
oh^he dogge is me, and I am my felfe : I;fo,fo:now 
come I to my Father ; Father, your blelfing : now 
fliould not the fliooe fpeakc a word for weeping : 
nowlhould Ikiflcmy Father ; well, hce weepes on: 
Now come I to my Mother: Oh that (he could ipeahe 
now, like a would-woman : well, 1 kifi'e her : why 
there’tis ; hecre’s my mothers breath vp and downe: 
Now come I to my After; marke the moane fhe makes: 
now the dogge all this while flieds not a teare .- nor 
fpeakesaword : but fee how I lay the duft with my 
tearcs. 

Pantb. Launce , away, away: a Boord: thy Mafter is 
fhip’d, and thou art to poft after withoares; what’sthe 
matter ? why weep’ft thou man ? away afl'e, you’l loofe 
theTide, ifyou tarry any longer. 

Laun. Itisnomatterifthetidewereloft,for it is the 
vnkiirdeft Tide,that eucr any man tide. 

Pantb. What’s the vnkindeft tide ? 

Lau. Why,he that’s tide her t,Crab my dog. 

Pant. Ttit, man: I mcane thou’lt loofe the flood,and 
in loofing the flood,loofe thy voyage,and in looling thy 
voyage, loofe thy Mafter, and in loofing thy Mafter, 

oofe thy feruice, and in loofing thy fetuicc:-why 

doft thou flop my mouth ? 

Lattn. For feare thou fhouldft loofe thy tongue. 
pantb. Where fhould I loofe my tongue ? 

Laun. In thy Tale. 

Pautb. InthyTaile. 

Laun. Loofe the Tide, and the voyage, andthcMa- 
ftcr,and the Seruice, and the tide: why man, if the Riuer 
were drie,I am able to fill it with my tcares: if the winde 
were downe, I could driue the boate with my fighes, 
Pantb. Come: come away man , I was lent to call 
thee. 

Lau. Sir: call me what thou dar’ft. 

Pant. Wilt thou goe ? 

Laun. WeM, I will goe. 

Exeunt. 


Scena Qnarta. 




Enter V'dentine , Siluia,Thurio,Speed, Duke, prothetu . 
Sil. Seruant. >' > '! 


r 


Vel. Mifttis. 


Spec. Mafter, Sir Thurio frownes on you, 

Val. I Boy, it’s for loue. 

Spec. Not of you. 

Val. OfmyMiftrelTethcn. 

Spec. Twere good you knockthim. 

Sit. Seruant, you are fad. 

Val, Indeed,Madam, I feeme fo, 

7 bu . Sceme you that you are not ? 

Val. Hap’ly I doe. 

Thu. So doe Counterfeyts. 

Val . So doc you. 

Thu. What feeme I that I am not ? 

Val. Wife. 

Thu. What inftance of the contrary ? 

Val. Your folly. 

Thu. And how quoat you my folly ? 

Val. I quoat it in your Ierkin. 

Thu. My Ierkin is a doublet. 

Vel. Well then,lie double your folly. 

Thu. How ? 

Sil. What,angry,Sir Thurio ,do you change colour? 

Vtl. Giue him leauc,Madam,he is a kind of Camelion. 

Thu. That hath more minde to feed on your bloud, 
then liue in yourayre. 

Val. You hauc faid Sir; 

Thu. I Sir,and done too for this time. 

Val. I know it wel fir,you alwaies end ere you begin. 

5/7. A finevolly ofwords,gentleme,&quicklyfliot off 

Vat. ’Tis indced,Madam,we thank the giuer. 

Sil. Wiio is that Seruant ? 

Val. Yourfelfe(fweet Lady)foryou gaue the fire, 

Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your Ladifhips lookes. 
And fpends what he borrowes kindly in your company. 

Thu. Sir,if you fpend word for word wfth me, 1 fhall 
make your wit bankrupt. (words, 

Val. 1 know it well fir : youhaue(an Exchequer of 
And I thinke, no other trealure to giue your followers: 
For it appcarcs by their bare Liueries 
That they liue by your bare words. 

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more: 

Here comes my father. 

Duk. NoWjdaughtcr Stluia , you ate hard befet. 

Sir Valentine, your father is in good health. 

What fay you to a Letter from your friends 
Of much good newes ? 

Val. My Lord, I will be tbankfuli, 

To any happy mdfenger from thence. 

Duk. Know ye ‘Don Antonio,'jow Countriman ? 

Val. I,my good Lord,I know the Gentleman 
To be of worth,and worthy eftimation. 

And not without defert fo well reputed. 

Duk. Hath he not a Sonne ? 

Val. I,my good Lord,a Son,that well deferues 
Thehonor,and regard of fuch a father. 

Duk. You know him well ? 

Val. I knew him as my fclfe: for from our Infancie 
We haue conuerft,and fpent our howres together, 

And though my felfe haue becne an idle Trewant, 
Omitting thefwcet benefit of time 
To cloath mine age with Angel-like perfection: 

Yet hath Sir Prothetu ( for that’s his name) 

Made vfc,and faire aduantage ofhis daies: 

His yeares but yong,but his experience old .* 

His head vn-mellowcd,but his Iudgcment ripe; 

And in a word (for far behinde his worth 
Comes all the praifes that I nowbeftow.) 

C He 
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26 The two Cjentlemen of Verona . 


He is compleat in feature, and in minde, 

With all good grace, to grace a Gentleman. 

‘Dttkj Bcfhrew me fir, but if he make this good 
He is as worthy for 3n Emprefleloue, 

As meet to be an Emperors Councellor: 

Well. Sir : this Gentleman is come to me 
With Commendation from great Potentates, 

And hcere he meanes to fpend his time a while, 

I thinkc’tis novn-welcomenewestoyou. 

Val. Should I haue wifh’d a thing,! t had beene he. 

X>«£. Welcome him then according to his worth : 

Stluta, I fpcake to you,and you Sir Thario , 

For Valentine, I need not cite him to it, 

I will fend him hither to you prefently. 

Vat. This is the Gentleman 1 told your Ladifhip 
Had come along with me,butthat his Miftrefle 
Did hold his eyes, loekt in her Chriftall lookes. 

Sil. Be-like that now flic hath enfranchis’d them 
Vpon fome other pawne for fealty. 

Val, Nay fure,I thinke flic holds them prifoners Ail. 

Sil. Nay then he fliouldbeblind.and being blind 
How could he fee his way to fccke out you ? 

VaL Why Lady,Loue hath twenty pane of eyes. 

Thur. They fay that Loue hath not an eye at all. 

Val. To fee fuch Louers,7 W/o,.a3 your iclfe, 

Vpon a homely obie£l, Loue can winke. 

Sil. Haue done,haue done there comes )'gentleman. 

VaI. Welcome,deer Protheus : Miftris, I beieech you 
Confirme his welcome,with fome fpcciall fauor. 

Sil. Hi* worth is warrant for his welcome hether, 
if this be he you oft haue wifn’d to heare from. 

Val. Miftris, it is: fweet Lady,cntertaine him 
To be my fellow-fcruant to your Ladifhip. 

Sil. Too low a Miftres for fo high a fertiant. 

Pro. Not fo,fweet Lady,but too meanc a feruant 
i To hauealookc of fuch a worthy > Miftrefle. 

| VaI. Leaue oft'difcourlc of dilabilitic: 

Svveet Lady,entcrtainc him for your Scruant. 

Pro. My dutic will I boaft of,nothing ellc. 

Stl . And dutic neueryet did want his meed. 
Scruant,you are welcome to a wcrthleflc Miftrefle. 

Pro. lie die on him that faies fo but your felfc. 

Sil. That you are welcome ? 

Pro. That you are wotthlcflc. (you. 

Thar. Madam,my Lord your father wold fpeak with 

Sil . I wait vpon his plealurc: Ccme Sir Thurio , 

Goe with me : once more,new Scruant welcome; 

He leaue you to confer of home affaires, 

When you haue done, wc lookc too heare from you. 

Pro. Wee’ll both attend vpon your Ladifoip. 

Val. Now tell me: how do al from whence you came? 

TVij.Your frends are wel,& haue the much contended. 

Val. And how doe yours ? 

Pro. I left them all in health. 

VaI. How does your Lady?& how thriues your loue? 

fro. My tales of Loue were wont to weary you, 

I know you ioy not in a Loue-difcourfe. 

Val. I Protheus, but that life is alter’d now, 

I haue done pennance for contemning Loue, 

Whofe high emperious thoughts hauepunifo’d me 
With bitter fafts,with penitcntiall groncs. 

With nightly teares.and daily hatt-forc fighes, 

For in reuenge of my contempt of loue, 

L ouc hath chas’d fleepe from my enthralled eyes. 

And made them watchers of mine owne hearts forrow. 

O gentle Protheus, Loue’s a mighty Lord, 


And hath fo humbled me,as I confeffe 
There is no woe to his correction , 

Nor to his Seruice,no fuch ioy on earth: 

Now,no difeourfe, except it be ofloue: 

Now can I breakemy faft,dine,fup,and fleepe, 

Vpon the very naked name of Loue. 

Pro. Enough; I read your fortune in your eye; 
Was this the Idoll.that you worfhip fo? 

Val. EuenShe;andisflienotaheauenlySaint? 
Pro. No; But flic is an earthly Paragon. 

Val. Call her diuine. 

Pro. I will not flatter her. 

Val. O flatter me: for Loue delights in praifes. 
Pro. When I was fick, you gaue me bitter pits. 
And I muftminifterthc like to you. 

VaI. 1 hen fpeake the truth by her; ifnotdiuine. 
Yet let her be a principalitie, 

So uerai gne to all the Creatures on the earth. 

Pro. Except my Miftrefle. 

VaI. Sweet: except not any, 

Fx^cpt thoii wilt except againft my Loue. 

Pro. Haue I not reafon to prefer mine ownc l 
Val. And I will help thee to prefer her to: 

Shee (hall be dignified with this high honour. 

To bearc my Ladies traine, left the bafe earth 
Should from her vcfture chance to ftcaleakifle, 

And of fo great a fauor growing proud, 

Difdaine to rootc the Sommcr-fwelling flowrc. 

And make rough winter cuerlaftingly. 

pro. Why Valentine, what Bragadifme is this l 
Val Pardon me ( Protheus ) all I can is nothing, 

To her,whofe worth,make other w-orthiesnothing; 
Slue is alone. 

Pro Then let her alone. 

Val. Not for the world: why man,(he is mine owne, 
And I as rich in hauing fuch a Iewell 
As twenty Scas,ifall their fand werepearle. 

The waeer.Nediar, and the Rocks pure gold, 

Forgiue me, that I doe not dreamc on thee, 

Becaufc thou feeft me doate vpon my loue: 

My foolifo Riuall that her Father likes 
(Oncly for his pofleflions are fo huge) 

Is gone with her along, and I mull after, 

For Loue (thou know’ft is full of iealoufie.^ 

Pro. Butfhclouesyou? (howre, 

Val. I,and wc ate betroathd: nay more, our manage 
With all the cunning manner of our flight 
Determin’d of: how I mud climbe her window. 

The Ladder made of Cords, and all the mean.* 

Plotted, and ’greed on for my happinefle. 

Good Protheus goe with me to my chamber, 

In thefe affaires to aid me with thy counfaile.' 

Pro. Goe on before: I (hall enquire you forth: 

I mud vnto the Road,to dif-embarque 
Some necefTaries, that I needs mud vfe. 

And then lie prefently attend you. 

Val. Willyou makehafte? Exit. 

Pro , I will. 

Euen as one heate, another heate expels , 

Or as one naile,by ftrength driues out another. 

So the remembrance of fny former Loue 
Is by a newer obieft quite forgotten, 

It is mine, or Valentines praife? 

Her true perfe&ion, or my falfe tranfgreflion ? 

That makes me reafonlefle, to reafon thus ? 

Shee is faire; and fo is Julia that I loue. 
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o,but IItttid Bis taay too-iw, 

And that’s the rtafon I louehith fo lftkle. 

How (half Idoate onher *ith more admee ‘ 

That thus without adui'ce begin to loue her ? 

• Tis but her piaurc I haue yet beheld; - 

And that hath dazzl’d my WafonHigtat: 

But whcaTfoqke onherperfttfions , 

Tbcrcis no be blindc. 

lfl can chccRerr.y trrittgtotle,'! will, 

If not, to conWlfo her lie vfe my skill. 

Exeunt; 
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Sqena Quinta . 


Enter Speed and Launce. 

Speed. Launce, by mine honefty welcome to Padua. 

Laun. Forfweare not thy feife, fweet youth, for 1 am 
not welcome, I reckon this a!waies,that a man is tieuer 
vndon till hee be bang’d,nor neucr welcome to a place, 
till fome certaine foot be paid,and the Hoftefle fay wel¬ 
come. 

Speed. Come-on you mad-cap : lie to the Ale-houfe 
with you prefently ; where, for one foot of fiue pence, 
thou (halt haue fiue thoufand welcomes: But firha,how 
did thy Mafter part with Madam Julia ? 

Late. Marry after they cloas’d in earneft, they parted 
very faircly in ieft. 

Spee; But foall foe marry him ? 

La*. No. 

Spee. How tbf n ? foall he marry her ? 

Lau, No, neither. 

Spec. What, are they broken? 

Lau. No; they are both as whole as a fifo. 

Spee. Why thcn,how Rands the matter with them ? 

Lau. Marry thus, when it ftands well with him, it 
ftands well with her. 

Spee. What an afle art thou,I vndcrftand thee not. 

Lau. What a blocke art thou, that thou canftnot? 
My ftaffe vndcrftands me ? 

Spee. What thou faift ? 

Lau. I,and what I do too: lookc thce,Ilc but Icane, 
and my ftaffe vnderftands me. 

Spee. It ftands vnder thee indeed. 

Lau. Why.ftand-vnder: and vndcr-ftand is all one. 

Spee. But tell me true, wil’t be a match ? 

Lau. Askc my dogge, ifhefayl.it will ; if hee fay 
will: if hee fnake his taile, and fay nothing, it 

Spee. The conclufion is then.that it will. 

Lau, Thou foalt neucr get fuch a fecret from me, but 
by a parable. 

Spec. Tis well that I get it fo: but Lauuce, how faift 
thou that that my mafter is become a notable Louer ? 
Lau. I neuer knew him otherwife. 

Spee. Then how? 

A notable Lubber r as thou reporteft him ro 


Spee. Vv r hy,thou whorfon Afle,thou miftak’ft me, 
Lau. Why Foolc , I meant not chcc , I meant thy 
Mafter. 

Spee. I tell thee, my Mafter is become rh'ot Lbiicr. 
Lau. Why, I t,ell thee, I care not, though hee burne 
'himfelfe in Loue. If thou wilt goe with me to the Ale- 
houfe : ifnot, thou art an Hebrew,a Iew;;and not worth 
the name of a Chriftian. 

Spee. Why ? 

Lau. Becaufc thoti haft not fo rUuch charity in thee as 
to goe to the Ale with a Chriftian .• Wilt thou goe? 

Spee, At tHy feruicc. 

Exeunt. 


Seven a Sexta . 


Enter Protheus folus. 

Pro. To leaue my JhUa\ foall I be forfworhe? 

To loue fair cSiluia\ foall I be forfworne? 

To wrong my friend, I (hall be much forlworne. 

And ev’n that Powre which gaue me firft my oath 
Prouokes me to this three-fold periurie. 

Loue bad mce fweare,and Loue bids me for-fwcarc; 
O fwcct-fuggefting Loue, if thou haft fin’d. 

Teach me(thy tempted fubiefl) to excufe it. 

At firft I did adore a twinkling Starre, 

But now I worfoip a ccleftiall Sunnc : 

Vn-hecdfull vowes may heedfully be broken. 

And - he wants wir, that wants refolued will, 
Tolearnehiswit.t’cxchange the bad for better; 
Fie,fie,ynreuercnd tongue, to call her bad, 

Whofe foueraignty fo oft thou haft preferd, 

With twenty thoufand foule-confirming oathe*. 

I cannot leaue to loue; and yet I doe: 

But there I leaue to loue,where I foould loue. 

Iuha I loofe.and Valentine I loofe. 

If I keepe thcm,I needs muft loofem^ feife: 

If I loofe them, thus finde I by their lofld. 

For Valentine, my felfc; for Julia,Silesia. 

I to my felfc am deerer then a friend. 

For Loue is ftill mod precious in it feife. 

And 5i/#/4(witncfle heauen that made her faire) 
Shewes Julia but a fwarthy Ethiopc. 

I will forget that Julta is aliue, 

Rcmembring that ray Loue to her is dead. 

And Valentine He hold an Encmie, 

Ayming at Siluia as a fweeccr friend. 

I cannot now proueconftant to my feife. 

Without fome treachery Vs’dto Valentine. 

This night he meancth with a Corded-ladder 
To climbe ccleftiall Siluia's chamber window , 

My felfc in counfaile his competitor... 

Now prefently lie gibe her father notice 
Oftheir difguifing and pretended flight: 

Who (all inrag’d) will banifo Valent me: 

For Thurio he intends foall wed his daughter, 
But/^/etf/webeinggonjIlc quickcly crofle 
By fome (lie trieke,blunt Thurio't dull proceeding. 
Loue lend me wings, to make my purpofe fwift 
As thou haft lent me wit, to plot this drift. 

Exit. 
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Sccena feptima. 


Enter Iuliarf&dfLucctta. . N . . 

M. Counfaile,L#c*fta,gentle girleafiTiftme, 

And eu’n inkinde loue, I doc coniurc thee,. 

Who arc the Table wherein all my thoughts ’ • 

Are vifibly Chara&cr’d, and engrau’d, v 
To leffon me, and tell me fome good meanc , 

How with my honour I may vndertakc 
A iourney to my louing Protheus. 

Luc. Alas, the way is wearifome and long, 
lul. Atrue-deuoted Pilgrime is not weary 
To mcafureKingdomes with his feeble fteps, 

Much iefle foall Hie that hath LouesAvings to flic, 

And when the flight is made to one fo deere, 

Of fuch diuine perfection as Sir Protheus. 

Luc . Better forbearc,till Protheus make rcturne. 

Mi Oh,know’ft yf not,his looks are my foulcs food? 
Pitty the dearth that I haue pined in, 

By longing for that food fo long a time. 

Didft thou but know the inly touch of Lguc, 

1 hou wouldft as foonc goe kindle fire with fnow 
As feeke to quench the fire of Loue with words. 

Luc. I doe not feeke to quench your Loues hot fire. 
But qualifie the fires extreame rage , ; 

Left it fhould burne aboue the bounds of reafon. 

Iul. The more thou dam’ft it vp,thc more it burnes: 
The Current that with gentle murmure glides 
(Thou know’ft) being ttop*d,impatiently doth rage: f ^ 
But when his faire courfe is not hindered, 

He makes 1 weet muficke with th’enameld llone3, 
Giuing a gentle kifle to euery fedge ., 

He ouer-taketh in his pilgrimage. 

And fo by many winding nookes he ftrales " 

With willing fpor; to the wilde Ocean.' 

Then let me goe,and hinder ngt my courfe: 

He be as patient as a gentle ftreame. 

And makeapaftime of each weary ftep. 

Till the laft ftep hanc brought me to my Loue, 

And there lie reft,as after much curmoile 
A blcflcd foule doth in plizsium, 

Luc. But in what habit will you goe along ? 

Iul . Not like a woman, for I would preuent 
The loofe encounters of lafeiuious men ; 

Gentle Lucctta> fit me with fuch wccdcs 
As may befeeme fome well reputed Page. 

Luc. Why then your Ladifoip muft cut your hairc. 
Iul. No girle,lle knit it vp in filken firings, 

With twentie od-conccited true-loue knots: 

To be fantafti que, may become a youth 
Of greater time then I foall fhew to be. (ches/ 

Luc . What fafhion (Madam) fhall I make your bree- 
Iul. That fits as well.as tell me(good my Lord) 

Wh at compaffe will you weare your Farthingale ? 

Why cu’n what fafhion thoubeft lik c*(Luccttaf) 

Luc. You muft needs haue the with a cod*pcece (Ma- 
Iul. Out,out,(L#c*f^)that wilbe illfauourd. (dam) 
Luc. Around hofe(Madam)now’$ not worth a pin 
Vnlefle you haue a cod-peece to flick pins on. 

Iul. Lucetta,z% thou lou’ft me let me haue 
What thou think’ft meet,and is moft mannerly. 

But tell me(wench) how will the world repute me 
For vndertaking fo vnftaid a iourney ? 


I fearc me it yvillmake me fcandaliz’d. 

Luc. Ifyou thinke fo, then flay at home, and g< 
lul. Nay, thu I will not.. 

Luc. Then neuer dreamc,qn Infamy,butgo: 

If Protheus like yoqr iqurnej ^ypken you cpoicj 
No matter who’s difpleas’djWhen you arc gone: 

I fcare me he wilji fqarce bepleas’d with all. 

Iul. That is the lcafl(L#cett*)of my fcarc; 
Athoufandoathcs,anOceanp/jtdstcarcs, v , ^ . 

And inftances of infinite of. Loue, 

Warrant me welcome to my Protheus. r ; , 

Luc. All thefe arc feruapts to deccitfqlljcpjcn. 

Iul. Bafe men, that vfc themto fo bafe effeft; 

But truer ftarres did goucrne Protheus birth, 

His words arc bonds,his oathes arc oracles. 

His loue finccre, his thoughts immaculate, 

His teares,pure meffengers, fent from his heart. 

His heart.as far from^fraud^as heauen fromrarth. 

Luc. Pray heau’n he proue fo when you come to him, 
Iul. Now,as thou lou’ft me,do him not that wrong, 
To beare a hard opinion of his truth: 

Onely deferuemy loue, by louing him. 

And prefently goe with me to my chamber 
To take a note of what I ftand in need of. 

To furnifh me vpon my longing iourney : 

All that is mine I ieaue at thy difpofe, 

My goods, my Lands, my deputation, 

Onely, in lieu thereof, difpatch me hence: 

Come; anfwerc not: but to it prefently, 

I am impatient of my tarriancc, 

Ixtunu 


ABus TcrtiuSyScena Tnma. 


Enter Duke, Ebrtrio, ErnthiHi ^Valentine, 
Launce, Speed. 

Duke. Sir Thurio y giue vs ieaue(I pray)a while, 

We haue fome fccrcts to confer about. 

Now tell me Protheus , what’s your will with me ? 

Pro. My gracious Lord,that which I wold difeouer, 
The Law of friendfhip bids me to conceale. 

But when I call to minde yonr gracious fauours 
Done to me (vndeferuiug as I am) 

My dutic pricks me on to vtterthat 
Which elfe,no worldly good (tiould draw from me: 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine my friend 
This night intends to llealc away your daughter „• 

My felfe am one made priuy to the plot. 

I know you haue determin’d to beftow her 
On Tkurio, whom your gentle daughter hates, 

And fhould ftie thus be ftolne away from you, 

It would be much vexation to your age. 

Thus (for my duties fake) I rather chofe 
To croflc my friend in his intended drift. 

Then (by concealing it) heap on your head 
A pack of forrowes, which would prefle you downc 
(Being vnpreuented) to your timelefle graue. 

Duke. Protheus , I thank thee for thine honeft care, 
Which to requite,command me while I Hue. 

This loue of theirs* my felfe haue often feene, 

Haply when they haue iudg’d me faft afleepe. 

And ofeentimes haue purpos'd to forbid 

Sit 
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'T^Untine hercompanie, and my Court. 

But fearing left my iealous ayme might erre. 

And fo (vnworthily) difgrace theman 
( A rafoneffe that I euer yet haue foun d) 

1 aauc him gentle lookes,thereby to finde 
That which thy felfe hart now diiclos d to me. 

And that thou maift perceiue niy feare ot this 
Knowing that tender youth is foone fuggefted , 

I Rightly lodge her in an vpper Towre, 

The key whereof, my felfe haue euer kept: 

And thence foe cannot be conuay’J away. 

p ro Know (noble Lord)thcy haue dcuis d a meanc 
How he her chamber-window will afeend. 

And with a Corded- ladder fetch her downe: 

For which,the youthfull Louer now is gone. 

And this way comes he with it prefently. 

Where (if it pleafe you) you may intercept him. 
gut (good my Lord) doe it fo cunningly 
That my difeouery be not aimed at: 

For, loue ofyou, not hate vnto my friend. 

Hath made me publifher of this pretence. 

Dukpu Vpon mine Honor, he fhall neuer know 
That I had any light from thee ofthif. 

Pro. Acliew,my Lord, Sir Vtlentwe is comming. 

Du\. Sir Valentine , whether away fo fart? 

Val. Pleafe it your Grace,there is a Meflenger 
That ftayes to beare my Letters to my friends. 

And I am going to deliuer them. 

Jink. Be they of much impoit? 

Val. The tenure of them doth but fignific 
My health, and happy being at your Court. 

T>uk. Nay then no matter : ft ay with me a while, 

I am to breakc with thee of fome affaires 

That touch me neerc: wherein thou muft be fecrct. 

Tis not vnknown to thee, that I haue fought 
To match my friend Sir Tkurio , to my daughter. 

Val. I know it well (my Lord)and furc the Match 
Were rich and honourable: bcfidcs, the gentleman 
Is full of Vertue, Bounty, Worth, and Qualities 
Befceming fuch a Wife,as your faire daughter: 

Cannot your Grace win her to fancic him ? 

D^.No,truft me,She is peeuifo,fulltn,froward, 
Prowd, difobedient, ftubbome, lacking duty, 

Neither regarding that fhe is my childe. 

Nor fearing me, as if I were her fathers 
And may I fay to thee, this pride of hers 
(Vpon aduice) hath drawne my loue from her, 

And where I thought the remnant of mine age 
Should haue bcene cherifh’d by her child-like dutie, 

I now am full refolu’d to take a wife, 

And turne her out, to who will take her in: 

Then let her beauty be her wedding do wre: 

For me, and my polTeffions foe efteemes not. 

Val. What would your Grace haue me to do in this? 

Duh^. There is a Lady in Verona heerc 
Whomlaffccf :but foe is nice,and coy, 

And naught efteemes my aged eloquence. 

Now therefore would I haue thee to my Tutor 
(For long agone I haue forgot to court. 

Bcfides the fafoion of the time is chang’d) 

How, and which way I may beftow my felfe 
To be regarded in her fun-bright eye. 

Vd. Win her with gifts, if foe relpeft not words, 
Dumbe Icwcls often in their filent kinde 
More then quicke words,doc moue a womans minde. 

But foe did fcornc a prefent that I fent her, 


Val. A woman fomtime fcorns what beft cdtents her# 
Send her another: neuer giue her ore. 

For fcorne at firft, makes afccr-Ioue the more. 

If foe doc frowne, ’tis not in hate ofyou. 

But rather to beget more loue in you. 

If ftie dec chide,'tis not to haue you gone. 

For why, the fooles are mad, it left alone. 

Take no rcpulfc, what euer flic doth fay. 

For,get you gon, foe doth not meane awav. 

Flatter, andpraife,commend, extoll their graces : 
Though nerc fo blacke, fay they haue Angells faces, 

That man that hath a tongue, I fay is no man. 

If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Duk^. But foe I meanc, is promis'd by her friends 
Vnto a youthfull Gentleman of worth, 

And kept feuerely from refort of men, 

That no man hath acccfle by day to her. 

Val. Why then I would refort to her by night. 

Dul>. I, but the doores be loeke, and keyes kept fafe, 
That no man hath recourfe to her by night. 

Val. What letts but one may enter at her window ? 
Duk. Her chamber is aloft,far from the ground. 

And built fo foeluing,that one cannot dimbe it 
Without apparant hazard of his life. 

Val. Why then a Ladder quaintly made of Cords 
T o ci ft vp, with a paire of anchoring hookes. 

Would leruc to fcalc another Hero's towre. 

So bold Leander would aduenturc it. 

Duk. Now as thou art a Gentleman of blood 
Aduifc me,where I may haue fuch a Ladder. 

Val. When would you vfc it ? pray fir,tell me that. 
Duk* This very night; for Loue is like a childe 
That longs for euery thing that he can come by. 

Val. By fcauen a clock,lie get you fuch a Ladder. 

Duli But harke thee: I will goe to her alone. 

How foall I beft conuey the Ladder thither ? 

Val. It will be light (my Lord)thatyou may beare it 
Vncler a cloake, that is ofany length. 

A cloake a* long $$ thine will ferue the turne? 
Val. I my good Lord. 

Duk. Then let me fee thy cloake, 
lie gee me one of fuch another length. 

Val. Why any cloake will ferue the turn (my Lord ) 
Dul^. How foall I fafhion me to weare a cloake ? 

I pray thee let me fcele thy cloake vpon me. 

What Letter is this fame ? what’s here ? to Siluta ? 

And heerc an Engine fit for my proceeding, 
lie be fo bold to breakc the fealc for once. 

(JWy thoughts do harbour rvtth my Siluia nightly* 
sindJlaues they are to me, that fend them flying. 

Oh y could their Maftercome , and goe as lightly , 

Him felfe would lodge where (fence les ) they are lying. 

OMy Herald Thoughts , in thy pure bo fome reft-them. 

While I (their King) that thither them importune 
Doe curfe the grace jhat with fuch grace bath bleft them, 
Becaufe my felfe doe want my feruants fortune. 

I curfe my felfe , for they are fent by me , 

That they fhould harbour where their Lord fhould be . 

What’s here ? Siluia , this night 1 willenfranchife thee . 

’Tis fo: and heere’s the Ladder for the purpofe. 

Why Phaeton (for thou art C Merops fonne) 

Wilt thou afpire to guide the heauenly Car / 

And with thy daringfolly burnr the world ? 

Wilt thou reach ftars,bccaufc they foine on thee ? 
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30 The two (gentlemen of Verona. 


Goc bale Intruder, ouer-weening Slaue, 

Beftow thy fawning fmiles on cquall marcs, 

And thinke my patience, (more then thy defert) 

Is priuiledge for thy departure hence. 

Thankc me for this, more then for all the fauors 
Which (ail too*much)l haue beftowed on thee. 

But if thou linger in my Territories 
Longer then fwifeeft expedition 
Will giue thee time to lcaue our royall Court, 

By heauen, my wrath (hall farre exceed the loue 
I eucr bore my daughter, or thy felfe. 

Be gone, I will not hcare thy vaine excufe, 

But as thou lou’ft thy life,make fpecd from hence. 

Vd. And why not dcath,rather then liuing torment? 
To die, is to be banifht from my felfe. 

And Siltiia is my felfe: banifh’d from her 
Is felfe from felfe. A deadly banifhment: 

What light, is light, if Silnu be not feene ? 

What ioy is ioy, if Silu'ui be not by ? 

Vnlefle it be to thinke that fhe i s by 
And feed vpon the Shadow ofperfc&ion. 

Except I be by Stlnia in the night, 

There is np muficke in che Nightingale. 

Vnlefle I lookc on Stlnia in the day. 

There is no day for me to looke vpon. 

Shee i s my eflence, and I leauc to be ; 

If I be not by her faire influence 
Foftcr’d, illumin’d, cheriflVd, kept aliue. 

I flie notdeath, to fhe his deadly doome, 

Tarry Iheere,Ibut attend on death. 

But flie I hence, I flie away from life. 

Pro , Run (boy) run,run,and fcckehim out. 

ban. So-hough, Soa hough - -- 

Pro . What feeft: thou ? 
ban. Him we goe to finde. 

There’s not a haire on’s head, but us a Valentine, 

Pro . Valentine ? 

VaL No. 

Fro. Who then? his Spirit? 

VaL Neither, 

Pro. What then ? 

VaL Nothing. 

ban. Can nothing fpeakc?Mafler J fhall I (hike? 

Pro . Who wouldfl thou ftrike? 

Lan* Nothing. 

Pro.. Villaine, forbearc. 
ban. Why Sir, lie ftrike nothing: 1 pray you. 
pro . Sirha, I fay forbe arc: friend Vdentine ,a word. 
Val. My cares are ftopt, & cannot hear good newes. 
So much of bad already hath pofleft them. 

Pro. Then in dumbe filence will 1 bury mine, 

For they are haifh, vn-cuneable, and bad. 

Val. Is St Ini a dead ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentine indeed, for lacred Stluia, 

Hath fhe forfwornc me ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentine , if Siluia haue forfwornc me. 

What is your newes ? 

ban. Sir, there is a proclamation, jyou arc vanifhed. 
Pro. That thou art baniflf d»: oh that’s the newes. 
From hence,from5/7^Vi,and from me thy friend. 

Val. Oh, 1 haue fed vpon this woe already, 

And now exceflc of it will make me furfet. 

Doth Stluiaknow that I am baniftfd ? 

Pro, I, I: and flie hath offered to the doome 


(Which vn-reuerft ftands in cftc&uall force) 

A Seaof meltingpearlc, which fonaecallteares 5 
Thofe at her fathers churlifli fcctc fhe tenderd. 

With them vpon her knecs,hcr humble felfe. 
Wringing her hands,whofe whitencs fo became them 
As if but now they waxed pale for woe.* 

But neither bended knees, pure hatds held vp, 

Sad fighes, deepe groncs, nor filuer-fhedding teares 
Could penetrate her vneompaflionate Sire ; 

But Valentine , if he be tanc, muft die. 

Befides, her interceflion chaf’d him fo, 

When flic for thy repcale was fuppliant. 

That to clofeprifon he commanded her. 

With many bitter threats of biding there. 

Val. No more: vnles the next word that thou fpeak’fl 
Haue fomc malignant power vpon my life: 

Iffo: I pray thee breath it in mine eare, 

As ending Anthemc of my endlcffe dolor. 

Pro . Cealc to lament for that thou canft not helpc, 
And ftudy helpe for that which thou lamcnt’ft. 

Time is the Nurfe, and breeder of all good; 

Here, if thou flay,thou canft not fee thy loue : 
Be(ldcs,thy flaying will abridge thy life: 

Hope is a louers ftaffe, walke hence with that 
And manage it, againft defpairing thoughts: 

Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence. 
Which, being writ to me, fliall be deliuer’d 
Eiien in the milke-white bofomc of thy Loue. 

The time now femes not to expoftulate, 

Come, lie conuey thee through the City-gate. 

And ere I part with thee, confer at large 
Of all that may concerne thy Loue-affaires: 

As thou Iou’fl Stlnia (chough not for thy felfe) 

Regard thy danger,and along with me. 

Val. I pr3y thceilrf//tff<?,and if thou feeft my Boy 
Bid him make hafte,andmeetmc at the North-gate. 

fro . Goe firha, finde him out: Come Valentine. 

Val Oh my dccre Stlnia ; haplefie Valentine. 

bannee. I am but a foole, looke you , and yet I ha^ie 
the witto thinke my Mafteris akindeofaknaue : but 
that’s all one, if he be but one knaue: He lines not now 
that knowes me to be in loue, yet I am in loue, but a 
Tceme ot horfe fliall not plucke that from me: nor who 
’tis I loue r and yet ’tis a woman; but what woman, I 
will not tell my felfe: and yct’tisa Milke-maid : yet’eis 
not a maid: for fliee hath had Goflips : yet’tis a maid, 
for flie is her Maftcrs maid, and femes for wages. Shcc 
hath more qualities then a Water-Spaniell, which is 
much in a bare Chriftian: Heere is the Cate-log of her 
Condition. Inprimts* Shee can fetch and carry : why 
a horlc can doc no more; nay, a horfe cannot fetch,but 
onely carry, therefore is fliee better then a lade. Item, 
She can milke, looke you, a fwcet vertue in a maid with 
cleanc hands. 

Speed. HownowSignior bannee ? what newes with 
your Mafterfhip > 

ba . With my Mafterfhip ? why, it is at Sea : 

Sp. Well, your old vice ftill: miftakc the word: what 
newes then in your paper ? 

ba. The black’ft newes that eucr thou hcard’ft. 

Sp. Why roan? how blacke? 

La. Why, as blacke as Inke. 

Sp. Let me read them ? 

La. Fie on thee Iolt-hcad, thou canft not read. 

Sp; Thoulycft : lean. 

La. I will try thee: tell me this.* whobegotthee? 

Sp. Marry, 
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Sb. Marry, the foil of my Grand-father. 
la. Oh illiterate loyterer; it wasthefonne of thy 
Grand-mother: this proues that thou canft not read. 

Sp. Come foole, come .• try me in thy paper. 
la. There .- and S.NtekoLu be thy fpced. 

Sp. Inprimis fhe can milke.i 
La. 1 that fhe can. 

Sp. Item, fhe brevves good Ale. 

La. And thereof comes the prouerbe: (Bleffing of 
your heart,you brew good Ale.) 

Sp. Item,(lie can fowe. 

La. That’s as much as to fay (Can ^efit) 

Sp. Item (lie can knit. 

La. What neede a man care for a dock with a wench, 
When (he can knit him a ftocke ? 

Sp. Item,(lie can wafh and fcourc. 

La. A fpcciall vertue : for then fiiec neede not be 
wa(h’d,and fcowr’d. 

Sp. Item,flie can fpin. 

La. Then may I let the world on wheelcs, when die 
can fpin for her liuing. 

Sp, Icem,(hc hath many namelcffe vertucs. 

La. That’s as much as co lay Vuillard-vertues : that 
indeedeknow not their fathers; and therefore haue no 
names. 

Sp. Here follow her vices. 

La. Clofe at the heeles ofher vertues. 

Sp. Item, iiieeisnottobe fading in refpect ofher 
breath. 

La. Well: that fault may be mended with a break- 
faft. - read on. 

Sp. Item,(he hath a fweet mouth. 

La. That makes amends for her foure breath. 

Sp. Icenijfhe doth talke in her (lcepc. 

La. It’s no matter for that; fo fliee fleepe not in her 
talke. 

Sp. Item,(lie is flow in words. 

La. Oh villaiiiCjthat fet this downe among her vices; 
To be (low in words.is a womans oncly vertue: 

I pray thee out with’t, and place it for her chiefe vertue. 

Sp. Item, (he is proud. 

, La. Out with that too : 

' It was Ettes legacic,and cannot be t’anc from her. 

Sp. Item, (lie hath no teeth. 

La. I care not for that neicher: becaufel loue crufts. 

Sp. Item,(lie is curft. 

La. Well: the beft is,(he hath no teeth to bite. 

Sp. Item,flic will ofeen praife her liquor. 

La. Ifher liquor be good, flic fhall; if flic will net, 

I will; for good things fliould bepraifed. 

Sp. Iteni,fneistoofiberall. 

La. Ofher tongue flic cannot; for that’s writ downe 
(he is flow of: of her purfe, fliee fliall not, for that ile 
keepe fliut:Now,ofanotherthing fheemay, and that 
cannot Ihelpe. Well,proceede. 

Sp. Item, fliee hath more haire then wit, and more 
faults then baires, and more wealth then faults. 

La. Stop there: He haue her: flie was mine, and not 
mine, twice or thrice in that laft Article: rehearfe that 
once more. 

Sp. Item, (he hath more haire then wit. 

La. More haire then wit: it may be ile proue it: The 
couer of the fait, hides the fait, and therefore it is more 
then the fait ; the haire that couers the wit, is more 

then the wit; for the greater hides the lcffe: What’s 
next ? k 


Sp. And more faults then haires. 

La. That s monftrous: oh that that were out. 

Sp. And more wealth then faults. 

La. Why that word makes the faults gracious: 
Well, ile haue her: andif itbea match, as nothing is 
impoflible. 

Sp. What then? 

La. Why then, will I tell thee, that thy Mafterftaies 
for thee at the North gate. 

Sp. For me? 

La. For thee ? I,who art thou? he hath (laid for a bet¬ 
ter man then thee. 

Sp. And muft I goe to him ? 

La. Thou muft run to himjfor thou haft ftaid fo long, 
that going will fcarceferue the turne. 

Sp. Why didft not tell me fooner ? ’pox of your loue 
Letters. 

La. Now wilihebe fwing’d for reading my Letter; 
An vnmannerly flauc, that will thruft hiinielfc into fe- 
crets:lleafcer,to rcioyce in the boyes corrc&io. Exeunt. 


Seen a Secunda . 


Enter Dube, Thttrio , Protheue. 

Du. Sii 7Zw/a,feare not,but that fhe will loue you 
Now Vtier.tine is banifh’d from her fight. 1 

7 h. Since his exile (lie hath dcipis’d me rooft, 
Forfwornc my company, and rail’d at me. 

That I am dclperatc of obtaining her. 

Du. This weake imprefle of Loue, is as a figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an houres heate 
Diflolues to water, and doth loofchis forme. 

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts, 

And worthlefle Valentine (hall be forgot. 

How now fir 'Trothens , is your countriman 
(According to our Proclamation) gon ? 

Pro. Gon, my good Lord. 

Du. My daughccr takes his going grieuoufly ? 

‘Pro. A little time (my Lord) will kill that g'ricfe. 
Du. So I beleeue: but Thurio thinkes nodo : 
Vrothem, the good conceit I hold of thee, 

(For thou haft fliowne fome figne of good defert) 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

Pro. Longer then I proue loyall to your Grace, 

Let me not liue,to looke vpon your Grace. 

Du. Thou know’ll how wiilingly,I would effect 
The match bctwcenc fir Thurio, and my daughter i 
fro. I doc my Lord. 

Du. And alfp.I thinke, thou art not ignorant 
How flic oppofes her againft my will ? 

Pro. She did my Lord,when Valentine was here. 

Du. I,and pcruerfly,fhepcrfeuers fo ; 

What might we doe to make the girle forget 
The loue oiValentine,inA loue fir Thurto ? 

Pro. The beft way is,to flander Valentine, 

With falfchood.cowardize, and poore difeent: 

Three things, that women highly hold in hate. 

Du. I, but flic’ll thinke, that it is (poke in hate. 

Pro. I,ifhiscnemydeliuerit. 

Therefore it muft with-circumftance be (poken 
By one, whom (he efteemeth as his friend. 

Du. Then you muft undertake to flander him* 


Pro. 
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Pro # And that (my Lord) I (hall be loath to doc > 

* Tis an ill office for a Gentleman, 

Efpccially againft his very friend. 

Du. Where your good word cannot aduantage him, 
Your (lander neuer can endamage him; 

Therefore the office is indifferent. 

Being intreated to ic by your friend. 

Pro . You hauc preuaifd (my Lord) if I can doc it 
By ought that I can fpeake in his difpraife, 

She fhall not long continue loue'to him: 

But fay this vveede her loue from Valentine, 

It followes not that flic will loue fir Thurso. 

Th . Therefore, as you vnwinde her loue from him; 
Leaft ic fhould raucll,and be good to none, 

You muft prouide to bottome it on me: 

Which muft be done, by praifing me as much 
As you,in worth difpraiic,fir Valentine. 

Du. And Protheiu^t dare truft yoCTin this kindc, 
Becaufc we know (on Valentines report) 

You arc already loues firme votary, 

And cannot foone reuolc, and change your minde. 

Vpon this warrant, fhall you hauc accede, 

Where you,with Siluia y mzy confcrreat large. 

For flie is lumpifti, heauy,mellancholly, 

And (for your friends fake) will be glad of you; 

Where you may temper h^r, by your perfwafion. 

To hate yong Valentine y and loue my triend. 

Pro. As much as I can doe, I will effe<ft: 

But you fir Thurso ,are not fliarpe enough : 

You muft lay Lime,to tangle her defil es 
By walefull Sonnets, whofe compofcd Rimes 
Should be full fraught with fcruiccable vowes. 

Du. I,much is the force ofheauen-bred Pcefic. 

Pro « Say that vpon the altar of her beauty 
You facrifice your tc 3 res,your fighes,your heart: 

Wri te till your inke be dry; and with your tcares 
Moift it againe: and frame fome feeling line, 

That may difeouer fuch integrity: 

For Orpheus Lutc,was ftrung with Poets finewes, 
Whofe golden touch could ioften ftcele and ftones; 
MakeTygcrs tamc,and huge Leuiathans 
Forfake vnfounded dcepcs,to dance on Sands. 

After your dire-lamcnting Elegies, 

Vifit by night your Ladies chamber-window 
With fome fvveet Confort; To their Inftruments 
Tune a deploring dumpe: the nights dead filcnce 
Will well become fuch fvveet complaining grieuancc: 
This, or elfe nothing, will inherit her. 

Du. Thisdifciplinc,fhowes thou haft bin in loue. 

Th. And thy aduice,this night,ile put in pradife: 
Thercforc/wcet Prothetu, my dire<ftion-giuer, 

Let vs into the City prefently 

To fort fome Gentlemen,well skil’d in Muficke. 

I haue a Sonnct,thac will ferue the turnc 
To giue the on-fet to thy good aduiic. 

Du. About it Gentlemen. 

Pro, We’ll wait vpon your Grace, till after Supper, 
And afterward determine our proceedings. 

Du, Euen now about it,I will pardon you. Exeunt. 


aJBus 0 nanus. Scan a Trim a. 


Enter Valentine,Speed,and certaine Out-lawts. 
i.Out-l. Fcllowcs,ftand faft: I fee a paflengcr. 


i.Ow, If there be ten,fhrinkc not,but down with'em. 
l-Out. Stand fir,and throw vs that you haue about’ye! 
If not .• we’ll make you fit, and rifle you, 

Sp. Sir we are vndonc; thefe are the Villaines 
That all the Trauailers doe feaf e fo much. 

Val. My friends. 

i .Out. That’s not fo, fir: we are your enemies. 
i.Out. Peace;we’llhearehim. 

3 .Out. I by my beard will we; for he is a proper man. 
Val. Then know that I haue little wealth to loofc- 
A man I am, crofs’d with aduerfitie .* 

My riches, are thefe poore habiliments. 

Of which, if you {hould here disfurnifh me. 

You take the fum and fubftance that 1 haue. 
i.Out. Whether traucll you? 

Val. To Verona. 
i .Out. Whence came you 2 
Val. From Millaine. 

%.Out. Haue you long foiourn’d there f (ftaid, 

Val. Some fixtecne moneths, and longer might hane 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 
i .Out. What, were you banifh’d thence ? 

Val. I was. 

7.. 0ut. For what offence f* 

Val. For that which now torments me to rchearfe; 

I kil’d a man,whofe death I much repent. 

But yet 1 flew him manfully,in fight. 

Without falfe vantage, or bafe treachery. 

i .Out. Why nere repent it,if it were done fo; 

Bur. were you banifht for fo finall a fault ? 

Val. I was, and held me glad of fuch a doome. 

2.i Out. Hauc you the Tongues? 

Val. My youthfull trauaile,therein made me happy, 
Or elfe I often had bcene often miferablc. 

3 > 0 «f. By the bare fcalpe of Robin Hoods fat Fryer, 
This fellow were a King, for our wilde fa&ion. 

1 .Out. We’ll haue him: Sirs, a word. 

Sp. M3fter.be one of them: 

It’s an honourable kinde ofthecucry. 

Val. Peace villaine. 

2 .Out. Tell vs this: hauc you any thing to take to? 
Val. Nothing bunny fortune. 

2 .. 0ut. Know then,that fome of vs arc Gentlemen, 
Such as the fury of vngouern’d youth 

Thruft from the company of awfull men. 

My lelfe was from Verona banifhed. 

For pra£Hfing to fteale away a Lady, 

And heire and Necce,alide vnto'the Duke. 

2. Our, And I from Mantua/ox a Gentleman, 

Who,in my rnoode,! ftab’d vnto the heart. 

i .Out. And I,for fuch like petty crimes as thefe. 
But to the purpofe: for we cite our faults. 

That they may hold excus’d our lawlcfle liues ; 

And partly feeing you arc beautifide 

With goodly fhape; and by your owne report, 

A Linguift,and a man of fuch perfe&ion. 

As we doe in our quality much want. 

2 .Out. Indecde becaufc you area banifh’d man. 
Therefore,aboue the reft,we parley to you: 

Are you content to be our Generali ? 

To make a vertue of necefilty. 

And liuc as we doe in this wilderneffe ? 

3 .Out. What faift thou? wilt thou be of our confort ? 
Say I,and be the captaine of vs all .* 

We’ll doe thee horoage,and be rul’d by thee, 

Loue thee,as our Commander,and our King. 
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^Out. But if thou fcorne our curtcfie,thou dyeft. 

i.Out. Thou (halt not liue.to brag what we haue of. 

Val. I take your offer,and will liuc with you, (fet’d. 
Prouidedthatyoudono outrages 
On filly women,or poore paffengers. - 

2 .Out, No,we deteft fuch. vile bafe pradhies. 
Come.goe with vs, we’ll bring thee to our Crewes, 

And {how thee all the Treafure we haue got.; 

Which,with o,ur (eluesiall reft at thy difpoie. ■> Exeunt. 


fs *1 


Scan a Seem da. 


5f , ft 




«r^ov boc^ lie ?/niin « h 

Enter Vrotheus fThuno JultaJiofi JJMufitian y Stluia. 

' 

fro . Already hauc I bin falfeuo Vtlcniinc y 
And now I muft be as vniuft to Thurso \ 

Vnder the colour of commending him, 

I haue accefle mypwne loue to prefe% 

But S'sluia is too faire,too truc^ttjo holy, 

Tq be corrupted with my worthleffe guifts; 

When Iproteft true loyalty to her. 

She twits me with my falfehood to my friend ; 

When to her beauty I commend my vowe-s. 

She bids methinkc how I hauc bin forfworne 
In breaking faith with I lou*d \ 

And not withftanding all her lodaine quips. 

The leaft whereof would quell a louers hope: 

Yet (Spaniel-like ) the more The fpurncs my loue. 

The more it growcs,and fawneth on her ftill; 

But here comes Thurso ; now muft w f e to her window, 
And giue fome euening Mufiquc to her earc. 

The Hownow,firPr< 7 ^<?«d,arcyou crept before vs ? 
Troa I gentle Thurso fox you know that loue 
Will creepe in feruice,where it cannot goe. 

Th. LbutI hopCjSir^that you loue not here. 

Pro . Sir,but 1 doe: or elfe I would be hence. 

Th. Who,S*/«/4? 

Pro . \Siluia y for your fake. 

Th. I thanke you for your owne.* Now Gentlemen 
Let’s tune rand too it luftily awhile. 

Ho. Now,my yong gueft; me thinks your’ allycholly ; 
I pray you why is it* 

Iu. Marry(mine //*;?) becaufe I cannot be merry. 

Ho. Cor®e,we , Uhaue you merry: lie bring you where 
you (hall heare Mufique, and fee the Gentleman that 
you ask’d for. 

Iu. But fhall I heare him fpeake. 

Ho. I that you fhall. 

Iu. That will be Mufique. 

Ho. Harke,harke. 

Iu. Is he among thefe ? 

Ho. I: but peace, let's heare’m. 

Sonjr. IFho is S/lusa ? what is [he? 

That all our Swantes commend her ? 

Holy s faire y and wife isJhe 9 
The heauen fuch grace did lend btr 3 
that (he might admired be. 

Is fbe kindc as fie is faire ? 

For beauty liues with ktndnejfe : 

Loue doth to her eyes repaire 3 
To helpe him of his bltndtsejfe : 


jlnd being help'd jnbabits there y 
Then to Silvia Jet vs fing y 
Thar Silvia is excelling ; 

She excels each mortall thing 
— ypon the dull earth dwelling. 

To her let vs Garlands bring. 

Ho. How now? are you fadder then you were before; 
How doe you, man ? the Muficke likes you nor. 

Iu. You miftake: the Mufitlan likes me not. 

Ho. Why,my pretty youth? 

Iu. He plai<?s~falfe (father.) 

Ho. How,o4toftuneontheftrings. 

Iu. Not fo : but yet 

So falfe that he grieues my very heart-ftrings. 

Ho. You haue a quicke care. (heart. 

Iu. I,I would 1 were deafe • it makes me hauc a flow 
Ho. I perceitreyou delight not in Mufique. 

Iu. Not a whit, when it jars fo. 

Ho. Harke,what fine change is in the Mufique. 

Iu. I: that change is the fpighc. 

Ho. You would haue them ai waics play but one thin^. 
Iu. I would alwaics haue one play but one thing. 

But Hoft.doth this Sir Protheus, chat wc talkeon. 

Often refort vnto this Genclcwoman ? 

Ho. I cell you what Launce his man told me. 

He lou'd her ouc of/ll mcke. 

Iu. Where is Launce} 

Ho. Gone to fecke his dog^which to morrow,by his 
Mafters command, hee muft carry for 3 prefent to his 
Lady. *> 

/«. Peace,ftand afide,thr company parts. 

Pro. jir Thurso fzzxt not you,I will fo pleade. 

That you fhall fay,my cunning drift excels. 

Th. Where meete we? 
fro. At Saint G*egories wclL 
Th. Farewell. 

Pro. Madam: good eu'nto your Ladifhip. 

Stl. I thanke you for your Mufique(Gcntlemen) 
Who is that that fpake^ 

Pro. One (Lady)ifyou knew his pure hearts truth. 

You would quickly learne to know him by his voice. 

Sil, Sir Protheus y as I take it. 

Pro. Sir Prctheus[gQm\t Lady)and your Scruant. 

Sil. What’s your will? 

Pro. That I may compaffe yours. 

Stl. You haue your wlfh: my will is euen this. 

That prefently you hie you home to bed: 

Thou fubcile^pcriur’d,falfe, difloyall man : 

Think ft thou I am fo fhallow^fo conceitleffe, 

To befeduced by thy flattery, % 

That has t decciu'd fo many with thy vowes f 
Returne,rcturnc,and make thy loue amends: 

For me(by this pale queenc of night I fwcare) 

I am fo farre from granting thy requeft. 

That I defpife thee/or thy wrongfull fuite; 

And by and by intend to chide my felfe, 

Euen for this time I fpend in talking to thee. 

fro. I grant (fweet loue) that I did loue a Lady* 

But (he is dead. 

Iu. ’Twcrcfalfejiflfliouldfpeakeit; 

For I am fure (he is not buried. 

Sil. Say that fhe be : yet Valentine thy friend 
Suruiues; to whom (thy felfe arc witnefle) 

I am betroth’d 5 and art thou not aflham’d 
To wrong him,with thy importunacy ? 
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Pro. I likewifc hearc that Valentine is dead, 

Sil. And To fuppofc am I j for in hff gcjue 
Aflure thy felfe.my loue is buried. 

Pro. Sweet Lady,let me rake it from the earth. 

Sit. Goe to thy Ladies gr^ueand call hers thence, 

Or at the lcaft,in hcrs,fepulcher thine. 
lul. He heard not that. 

Pro. Madam: if'yoqr, heart be fo. obdurate: 
Vouchsafe me yet yojur Pi&ure for my loue, 
i The Picture that is hanging in your chamber: 

To that ile fpeake,to that ile figh and weepc: 

For fince the fubfhncc of your perfeft felfe 
Is elfe deuotcd,I arp bujea ibadow; 

And toy<?ur Aaadow,will I make true loue. 

lul. If’twerc a fubftancc you would fure decciue it. 
And make it but afliadow,as I am. 

Stl. I ant veryjoath to be your Idall Sir; 
But,fincey;qur falfehpod fh^ll become you well 
To worfliip Hiado wcs.and adore falfe (Rapes, 

Scad tome in the mornjng } and ile fend it • 

And fo,good reft. 

‘Pro. A* wretches babe ore-night 
That wait for executionin the morne. 
lul. H#$y will you goe? 

Ho. By myhalli(lotne,Iwasfaft afleepc. 
lul. Pray you,where lies Sir froibeta? 
ho. Marry, atmyhoufe; 

Truft me,I thtnke 'tis almoft day. 

lul. Not fo : but ithath bin the longeft night 
That ete 1 y/atch’d,3iid the moll hcauiett. < 

. . ■ 1 1 - — ■ - T--—-- 

- Scccna Tenia. 


£ut.er£gl.imore } Siluia. 

Eg. This is the houre that Madam Siluia 
Entreated met© call,and know her minde: 

Thcr’s fome great nutter (held employ me in. 

Madam,Madam. 

Stl. Who cals? 

Eg. Your fcruant,and your friend; 

One that attends your Ladiftaips command. 

Sil. Sir EgUmore , a thoufatid times good morrow.' 
Eg. As many (worthy Lady) to your felfe: 
According to your Ladiftiips impofe, 

2 am thus early come,to know what fcruice 
Ic-isyourpleafure to command me in. 

Sil. Oh Eglamoure , thou art a Gentleman: 

Thinke not I flatter(forlfweareI doc not) 
VaIiant,wifc,rcmorfe-full,well accomplifh’d. 

Thou art not ignorant what deere good will 
Ibearevnto the banifh’d Valentina 
Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vaine Tburio (whom roy very foulc abhoi’d.) 

Thy felfe liaft lou’d, and I baue heard thee fay 
No griefe did cue* come fo ncere thy heart. 

As whin thy Lady,and thy true-loue drde, 

Vpon whofe Graue thou vow’dft pure lhaftitic: 

Sir Eglamoure : I would to Valentine 
To Afautua, where lheare,he makes ahead; 

And for the waits are dangerous to paffe, 

I doc defire thy worthy company, 


Vpon whofe faith and honor, I rcpolc. 

Vrge not my fathers anger (Eglamourt) 

But thinke vpon my griefe(a Ladies grteft) 

And on the iuftice of my flying hence, 

To keepe me from a moft vr.holy match, 

Which heauen and fortune ftill rewards with plag« es , 
I doe defire thee, eucn from a heart ‘b • 

As full of forrowcs.as the Sea of fands, 
Tobearemecompany,and goe withmes , 

If not,to hide what I hauc faidito thee. 

That I may venture to depart alone.’ 

Egl. Madam,I pitty much your grievances. 
Which,fince I know they yertuoufly arc plac’d, 

I giuc confentto goe along with ypu. 

Wreaking as little what betideth jtie. 

As much,I wi(h all good befortunc you. 

When will you goe? ' v vv ■ 

Sil. This euening comming. 

Eg- Where (hall I mecte you? 

Stl. At Frier Patrick*! Cell, 

Where I intend holy Confcif on. 

Eg. IwillnotfaileyourLadifibip: •' 

Good morrow (gentle Lady.) 

Sil. Good morrow,kinde Sir Eglamoure. Exeunt, 


Seem Quarta . 


Enter Lamee, Trot beta, Mia , Siluia. 

lau. When a mans feruant (hall play the Curre with 
him (looke you) it goes hard : one that I brought vp of 
a pu ppy : one that 1 fau’d from drowning,when thrceor 
foure of his biinde brothers and fifters went to it: I haue 
taught him (euen as one would fay precisely, thus I 
would teach a dog) I was font to dcliucr him, as a pre- 
ientto Mirtris&/#/d, from my Matter; and I came no 
looner into the dyning-chamber, but he fteps me to her 
Trencher, and fteales her Capons-lcg : O, ’tis a foule 
thing, w hen a Cur cannot keepe himlelfc in all compa. 
nics: I would haue (as one (hould fay)onc that takes vp. 
on him to be a dog indeedc, to be,as it were, a dog atill 
things. If (had not had more wit thenhe,to take a fault 
vpon me that he did, I thinke verily hee had bin bang’d 
for’t: fure as I liuc he had fuffer’d for’c •• you (hall ludge: 
Hee thrufts me himfclfe into the company of three o t 
foure gcntlcman-likc-dogs,vndcr the Dukes table: hte 
hadnotbinthere(ble{Tethc marke)a piffing while, but 
all the chamber fmelt him tout with the dog(faiesonc) 
what cur is that (faies another) whip him out(faies (he 
third ) hang him vp (faies the Duke.) I hauing bin at* 
quainted with the fmell before, knew it was Crab; and 
goes me to the fellow that whips the dogges .* friend 
(quoth I) you meanc to whip the dog: I marry doe I 
(quoth he)you doc hirnthe more wrong(quoth I^’twas 
I did the thing you wot of: he makes me no more adoe, 
but whips me out ofthe chamber.* how many Matters 
would doe this for his Seruant ? nay,ilc be fworne I haue 
fat in the ftockes,for puddings he hath ftolne,otherwife 
he had bin executed: I baue flood on the Pillorie for 
Gcefe he hath kil’d.otherwifehe had fufferd for’tthou 
think’ft not of this now: nay,I remember the tricke you 
feru’d me, when 1 tooke my leaue of Madam Siluia: did 

not 
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not I bid thee ftill markemc,anddoeas I dojwhen did’ft 

| thou fee me heaue vp my leg, and make water againft a 
Gentlewomans farthingale ? did’ft thoueucr fee me doe 
fuchatrieke? 

Pro. Sebajlian is thy name: Hike thee well. 

And will imploy thee in fome fcruice presently. 
lu. In what you pleafc,ile doc what 1 can. 

Pro. I hope thou wilt. 

How now you vvhor-fon pezant. 

Where haue you bin thefe two dayes loytering? 

La. Marry Sir,I carried Miftris Siluia the dogge you 
bad me. 

pro. And what faies flic to my little Iewell ? 

Ea. Marry (he faies your dog was a cur,and tcls you 
currifh thanks is good enough for fuch a prefent, 

“Pro. But fhe receiu’d my dog ? 

La. No indeede did flic not: 

Herehauel brought him backe againe. 

Pro. Whar,didft thou offer her this from me ? 

La. 1 Sir,tlie other Squirrill was ftolne from me 
By the Hangmans boyes in the market place, 

And then I offer’d her mine owne.who is a dog 

As big as ten of yours,& therefore the guift the greater. 

Pro. Goc,get thee hcnce,and findc my dog againe. 

Or ncre returnc againe into my fight, 

Away,l fay: ftayeft thou to vexe me here; 

A Slacie.that ftill an end,turnes me to fliame : 

Sebaftian, I haue entertained thee, 

Partly that I haue neede of fuch a youth. 

That can with fome diferetion doe my bufineffe: 
For’tisnotrufting to yondfoolifli Lovvt; 

But chiefely, for thy face,and thy behauiour. 

Which (ifmy Augury decciue me not) 

Witneflc good bringing vp, fortune,and truth : 

Therefore know thee,for this I entertaine thee. 

Go prefently.and take this Ring with thee, • 

Deliucr it to Madam Siluia ; x : 

She lou’d me well,deliuer’d it to me. 

lul. Jtfccmcs you lou’d not her.notleaueher token : 
She is dead belike ? 

Tro. Not fo: I thinke (be liues. 
lul. Alas. 

Pro. Why do’ft thou cry alas? 
lul. I cannot chooie but pitty her. 

Pro. Wherefore fliould’ft thou pitty her ? 
lul. Becaufe,mc£hinkes that (he lou d you as well 
As you doe loue your Lady Siluia: 

She dreanies on him,thachas forgot her lone. 

You doace on her, that cares not for your loue. 

’Tis pitty Loue,(hould be fo contrary : 

And thinking on it.makcs me cry alasv 

Pro. Well: giuc her that Ring,and therewithall 
This Lettemfm’s her chamberTell my Lady, 

I claime the promife f©r her heauenly Pitft tire: 

Your meflagedone,hye home vnto my chamber, * 

Where thou (halt finde me fad.and foli^ric. 

M. How mariy women would doe fuch a rtieflagt? 
Alas poore Protheue, thou haft entertain’d 
A Foxe,to be the Shepheard of thy Lambs; 

Alas.poore foole,why doc I pitty him 
That with his very hearcddfiifeth me ? 

Becaufc he loues ddptfeth mej 

Becaufel louehim,I muft pitty him. 

This Ring I gauc him,when he parted from me, 

To bindc him to remembetttty good will .- 
And now am I (vnhappy Meflcngcr) ’> ■ ’ ' 0 


To plead for that, which I would not obtame j 
To carry that,which I would haue refus’d; 
Topraifehisfaithjwhichl would hauc difprais’d. 

I am my Matters true confirmed Loue, 

But cannot be true feruant to my Matter, 

Vnlefle I proue falfe traitor to tny felfe. 

Yet will I woe for him,but yet fo coldly, 

As (heauen it knowes) I would not haue him lpeed. 
Gentlewoman,good day: I pray you be my meanc 
To bring me where to fpeake with Madam Siluia. 

Sil. What would you with her,if that I beflic ? 
lul. If you be fhe, I doe intreat your patience 
To heare me fpeake the meflage I am fent on. 

Sil. From whom ?i 

lul. From my Matter, Sir Protheus, Madam. 

Sil. Oh: he fends you for a Pi<tture ? 
lul. I, Madam. 

Sil- Erfula, bring my Picture there, 

Goe,giue your Matter this ; tell him from me, 
One/«// 4 ,thathis changing thoughts forget 
Would better fit his Chambcf,then this Shadow. 

lul. Madam, pleafeyou perufe this Letter j 
Pardon me (Madam) 1 hauc vnaduis’d 

Deliuer’dyouapaperthatlfliouldnot} 

This is the Letter to your Ladiftiip. 

Stl. I pray thee let me looke on that againe. 
lul. It may not be: good Madam pardon me. 

Sil. There,hold: 

I will not looke vpon your Mafters lines: 

I know they are ftuft with ptoccftations. 

And full ofnew-found oathes^which he will breakc 
As eafily.as I doe tearehis paper. 

lul. Madam, he lends your Ladifliip this Ring. 

Stl. T he more fhamc for him,thac he fends it me j 
For I haue heard him fay a thoufand times. 

His/«//«* gauc it him,at his departure: 

Though his falfe finger haueprophan’d the Ring, 

Mine fliallnotdoe his lu/iaio much wrong. >■ 
lul. Shcthankcsyou. 

Stl. What fai’ft thou ? 

lul. I thankc you Madam,that you tender her : 
Poore Gentlewoman, my Matter wrongs her much, 

Stl. Do’ft thou know her ? 

lul. Almott 3 $ well as I doe know my feife. 

To thinke vpon her woes, I doe proteft 
That I haue wept a hundred fcuerall times. 

Sil. Belike (he thinks thac Protheuihzih forfook her? 
lul. I thinke flie doth; and thac s her caufe of forrow 
Sil. Is fhe not paffing faire ? 

M. She hath bin fairer(Madam) then fhe is,- 

When flie did thinke my Matter lou’d her well; 

She,in my iudgcment,was as faire as you. 

But fince flie did negloft her looking glafle. 

And threw her Sun-expelling Mafquc a way. 

The ayre hath ftaru’d the rofes in her eheekes, 

A«d pinch’d the lilly-tindlure of her face. 

That now (he is become as blacke as I. -r* 

Sil. How tall was (he i 

lul. About my ftature: for at Pentecofl, 

When all our Pageants of delight were plaid, 

Our youth got me to play the womans part. 

And I was trim’d in Madam7«/«w A^WnC, 

Wbic-h-fcrucd me as fit,by all mens judgements. 

As if the garment had bin made for qie .- 
Therefore Iknow (he is about my heigBr, 

And at that time I made her weepe a good, 

__ For 
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For I did play a lamentable part. 

(Madam) ’twas Ariadne , paffioning 

For periury,andvniuft flight; 

Which I fo liucly afted with my teares: 

That my poore Miftris moued therewithall. 

Wept bitterly: and would I might be dead, 

If 1 in thought felt not her very forrow. 

Sil. She is beholding to thee (gentle youth ) 

Alas (poore Lady) defolate,ond left,; 

I weepe my felfc to thinke vpon thy words; 

Here.youth: thereis mypurfe j I giuethcethis (well. 
For thy fwcet Miftris fake,becaulc thou lou’ft her. Farc- 
lul. Andfhcfhallthankeyoufot’t, ifere you know 
A vertuous getulcwoman,mildc,and bcautifull. (her. 

I hope my Mailers fuit will be but cold, 

Since fhe refpefts my Miftris loue fo much, 

Alas,how loue can trifle with it felfc : 

Here is her Pifture .• let me fee,I thinke 

If I had fuch a T yre, this face of mine 

Were full as louely,as is this of hers; 

And yet the Painter flatter’d her a little, 

Vnlefie I flatter with my felfc too much. 

Her haire is Aburne.mmc is perfeft Tedout ; 

If that be all the difference in his loue, 
lie get me fuch a coulour’d Pcrvywig : 

Her eyes are grey as glaflc.and lo are mine: 

I, but her fore-head’s low,and mine’s as high: 

What fhould it be that he refpefts \n her. 

But I can make refpeftiue in my felfcc * 1 

If this fond Loue,were not a blinded god. 

Come fhadow, come, and take this fhadow vp, 

For’tis thy riuall: O thou fenceleflc forme, 

Thou (halt be worfhip’d,kifs’d,lou’d,and ador’d; 

And were there fence in his Idolatry, 

My fubftance fliould be flatue in thy Head, 
lie vfe thee kindly,for thy Miftris fake 

That vs’d mefo: prelfeby loue, I vow, 

I fhould haue fcratch’d out your vniccing eyes, 

To make my Maftcr out ofloue with thee. Exeunt. 

Pro. Oh Sir.Ifinde her milder then (he was, 

And yet fhe takes exceptions at your perfon, 

Thu. What? that my leg is too long? 

Pro. No,that it is too little. (<j er 

Thu. lie wcare a Boote, to make it fomewhat ro« n 
Pro. But loue will not be fpurd to what it loathes, 
Thu. What faics fhe to my face ? 

Pro. She faies it is a faire one. 

7 hu. Nay then the wanton lyes: my face is blacke. 
Pro. But Pearles are faire; and the old faying U 
Blacke men are Pcarles,i» beauteous Ladieseyes. * 
Thu. ’Tis true,fuch Pearles as put out Ladies eyes, 
For I had rather winkc, then looke on them, 

Thu. How likes fhe my difeourfe i 

Pro. Ill, when you talke of war. 

Thu. But well,when I difeourfe ofloue and peace. 
Iul. But better indeede,whenyou hold you peace, 
Thu. What fayes fhe to my valour? 

Pro. Oh Sir,fhe makes no doubt of that. 

Iul. She needes not, when fhe knowes it cowardize 
Thu. What faies fhe to my birth ? 

Pto. That you arc well deriu’d. 

Iul. True: from a Gentleman, to a foole. 

Thu. Confidcrs fhe my Poffcflions ? 

Pro. Oh, I: and pitties them. 

Thu. W hcrefore^ 

Iul. That fuch an Aflc fhould owe them. 

Pro. That they are out by Leafe. 

Iul. Here comes the Duke. 

Du. How now fir Prothem; how now Thurio ? 
Which of you faw Eglamoure oflate ? 

7 hu. Not I. 

Pro. Nor I. 

Du. Saw you my daughter £ 

Pro. Neither. 

Du. Why then 

She’s fled vnto that pezant, Valenttne ; 

And Eglamoure is in her Company; 

Tis true: for Frier Laurence met them both 

As he,in pennance wander’d through the Forrcft: 

Him he knew well .• and gueld that it was fhe. 

But being mask’d, he was not fure of it. 

Befides (he did intend C©nfeffion 

At Patricks Cc\\ this cuen,and there fhe was not. 
Thefe likelihoods confirme her flight from hence; 
Therefore I pray you fland.not to difeourfe. 

But mount you prefen tly, and meete with me 

V pon the rifing of the Mountainc foote 

That leads toward Trlantua,' whether they arc fled: 
Difpatch (fweet Gentlemen) and follow me. 

Thu. Why thisitis,tobeapeeui(hGir)e, 

That flies her fortune when it followes her: 0 , . A 

lie after; more to be reueng’d on Eglamoure t 

Then for the loue of reck-leffc Siluia. 

Pro. And I will follow, more for Siluat loue 

Then hate of Eglamoure that goes with her. 

Iul. And I will foliow,more to erode that loue 
Then hate for Stluia t that is gone for loue. Exeunt. 

f i • . 

' ABus Qmntus. ScamaTrima. 

Enter Eglamoure, Siluia. 

Egl. The Sun begins to guild the wefterne skte. 

And now it is about the very houre 

That StluiaflX Fryer Patricks Cell fhould meet me. 

She will not faile; for Louers breake not homes, 

Vnlcfle it be to come before their time. 

So much they fpur their expedition. 

See where fhe comes: Lady a happy euening. 

Sil. Amen,Amen : goc on (good Eglamsure ) 

Out at the Pofterne by the Abbey wall; 

I feare I am attended by fomc Spies. 

Egl. Feare not: the Forrcft is not three leagues off. 

If werecoucr that,we are furecnough. Exeunt. 

.VilV. "SA ft iOiUJi 'I .'. .. 

♦ r Sc0aSejcunda. , ; 

mi:- ; . . Ippb v.iw zit . 

Scena Tertia. 

EnterThuriOfProthejut,lulta,Duke. 

Th. Sir Tror/;ew,what fates Siluia to my fuit? 

ioI ' ' ' - L ..- . 

Siluia, OutJaUet. . in 

I .Our. Come, come be patient : 

r ” We 
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W 5r A tSEorc mifchances then this one 
HiueleatnM me howto brooke this patiently. 

is: 

3 Out! Being nimble footed,lie h#th oui.run vs. 

But AYoyfes and Paler itu follow hini • 

Goc thou with her to the Weft end of the wood 
Th" ; is our Capuine t Wee’)! follow htm that s fled. 
The Thicket is befet, he cannot Icdpe* 

I Out. Come, I muft bring you to our Captains cane, 
f care not: he bcares an honourable mince. 

And will not vfc a woman lawlefly* ^ 

SiL oFalentine ; this I endure for thee. 

Exeunt. 


Serna Quarto ,. 


Enter Falentine, Prolhtm , Siluia, Mia, t Lnke,Tburi9, 
Out lams . 

Fa!. How vfe doth breed a habit in a man ? 

This fhadowy defart, vnfrequemed woods 

I better brooke then flouriHung peopled Townes: 

Here can 1 fir alone, vn-feene of any, 

And to the Nightingales complaining Notes 
Tune my diftreftes, and record my woes. 

O thou that doft inliabic in my breft, 

Leaue not the Manfion fo long Tcna'ntdcfle, 

Left growing ruinous, the building fall. 

And leaue no memory of what it was, 

Repaireme.with thy prefence, Siluia : 

Thou gentle Nimph, chcrifh thy for-lorne fwaine. 
What hallowing, and what ftiris this to day ? 

Thefe are my mates, that make their wills their Law, 
Hauc foinc vnhappy pafTcnger in chace; 

They loue me well: yet I haue much to doe 
To kcepe them from vnciuill outrages. 

Withdraw thee Falentine : who’s this comes heere ? 

Pro. Madam,this feruice I haue done for you 
(Though you refpeft not aught yourfcrtiant doth ) 

To hazard life,and reskew you from him, 

That would haue forc’d your honour, and your loue, 
Vouchfafc me for my meed, but one faire looke: 

(A fmaller boone then this I cannot beg, 

And lefle then this, I am furc you cannot giue.) 

Val. How like a dreame is this ? I fee,and hearc : 
Loue, lend me patience to forbeare a while. 

Sil. O miferable, vnhappy thar I am. 

Pro. Vnhappy were you (Madam) ere I came; 

But by my comming, I haue made you happy. 

Stl. By thy approach thou mak’ft meoioft vnluppy. 
Iul. And me,when he approchcth to your prefcncc. 
Sil. Had I bccnc ccazed by a hungry Lion, 

I would haue bcene a break-faft to the Bcaft, . . 

Rather then hauc fal [eTrothem rcskue rue: 

Oh heauen be iudge how 1 loue Valent me , 

Whofe life’s as tender to me as my foule. 

And full as much (for more there cannot be ) 

I doe deteft falfe periur’d Prothem : 

Therefore be gone, fbllicit me no more. 

Pro. What dangerous aftion, ftood it next to death 
Would I not vndergoe, for one caime looke: 

Oh cis the curfc in Louc,and ftill approu'd 


When women cannot loue,whcre they’re belou’d. 

Sil. When Prothem cannot loue,where bc’s belou’d: 
Read ouer lulta s heart, (thy firfl beft Loue) 

For whofe deare fake, thou didft then rend thy fai th 
Into a thoufand oathes; and all thol’e oathes, 

Defccnded into periury, to loue me. 

Thou haft no faith left now, vnlefie thou’dft two. 

And that’s farre worfe then none: better haue none 
Then plurail faith, which is too much by one: 

Thou Counterfeyt, to thy true friend. 

Pro . In Loue, 

Who relpefts friend ? 

Sil. All men but Prothem . 

Pro. Nay.ifthe gentle fpirit ofmeuingwords 
Can no way change you to a milder forme; 

He v/ooc you like a Souldicr, at armei end. 

And loue you’gainft the nature of Loue: force ye. 

Stl. Oh heauen. 

Prt. He force thee yceld to my defire. 

Fal. Ruffian: let goc that rude vnciuill touch, 

Thou friend of an ill fafiiion, 
pro. 'Valentine. 

Fa!. Thou comon friend^hat’s without faith or loue, 
For fuch is a friend now: treacherous man, 

7 hou haft beguil’d my hopes; nought but mine eye 
Could haue perfwaded rhe : now 1 dare not fay 
I haue one friend aliue; thou wouldft difprouc me: 

Who fhould be milled. When ones right hand 
Is periured to the bofeme ? Prothem 
I am forry I mull neucr truft thee more, 

But count the world a ftrangcr for thy fake i 
The priuate wound is deepeft: oh time, raoft accurft : 
’Mongft all fbes that a friend fhould bfc the word i 
Pro. My fhame and guilt confounds me; 

Forgiue m t Falentine if hearty forrow 
Be a fufficicnt Ranfoine for offence, 

1 cendcr’t heere: I doc as tiuely fuffer. 

As ere I did commit. 

Fal. Then I am paid: 

And once againe, I doe receiue thee honeft; 

Who by Repentance is not fatisfied, 

Is nor of heauen, tior earth; for thefe are pleas’d: 

By penitence th’Etcrnalls wrath’s appeas’d: 

And that my louemay appeare plaine and free. 

All that was mine, in Siluia, I giue thee. 

Iul. Oh me vnhappy. 

Pro, Looke to the Boy* 

Fal. Why,Boy/ 

Why wagdiow now ? what’s the matter ?Iook vp: fpeak. 

Iul. O good fir,my matter charg’d roc to deliuer a ring 
to Madam Silnia: & (out of my negleft)was neucr done. 
Pro. Where is that ring ?boy? 

Ittl. Heere ’tis: this is it. 

Pro. How?let me fee. 

Why ihis is the ring I gaue to Iulia. 

Iul. Oh, cry you mercy fir,I haue miftooke j 
This is the ring you fent to Siluia. 

Pro. But how cam’ll thou by this ting ?at my depart 
I gaue this vnto Iulia. 

Iul. And Iulia her fclfe did giue it me, 

And lulta her felfc hath brought it hither. 

Pro. How ? lulta ? 

Iul. Behold her, that gaue ayme to all thy oathes, 

And entertain’d ’em deepely in her heart. 

How oft haft thou with periury cleft the rootc l 
Oh Prothem , let thia habit make thee blufh. 
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^ Be thoa afham’d that I haue tooke vpon.me, 

Such an immodeft rayment j if ftiame liue 
In a difguife of loue ? 

It is the leffer blot modefly findes , 

Women to change their fhapes,then men their minds. 

Pro . Then men their minds?! is trueioh heuen,werc man 
But Conftant^he were perfect; that one error 
Fils him with faults: makes him run through all th’iins; 
Inconftancy falls-off, ere it begins: 

What is in Siluia s face, but I may fpie 
More frefh in Iulias % with a conftant eye ? 

Val. ComCjCome : a hand from either: 

Let me be blcft to make this happy clofe : 

Twere pitty two fuch friends lliould be long foes. 

Pro. Bcare witnes (heauen) I hauc my wi(h for euer. 
/*/. And I mine. 

Out-l . A prize: a prize: a prize* 

Val. Forbearc,forbeare I fay : It is my Lord the Luke. 
Your Grace is welcome to a man difgrac’d, 

Banifhcd Valentine. 

Duke. Sir Valentine** 

Thu. Yonder is Siluia : and Siluia s mine. 

Val. Thttrio giuc backe; or clfe embrace thy death: 
Come not within the meafure of my wrath: 

Doe not name Siluia thine : if once agair.e, 

Verona (halt not hold thee: hecrc 1'he (lands, 

Take but poffcflion of herewith a Touch: 

I dare thee, but to breath vpon my Louc. 

Thur. Valentine, I care not for her, I: 

I hold him but a foole that will endanger 
His Body, for a Girle that loues him not: 

I claimc her not,and therefore fhe is thine. 

Duke. The more degenerate and bafe art thou 
To make fuch meanes for her,as thou haft done, 

And lcauc her on fuch flight conditions. 


The names of all the Actors. 

Duke: FMher to Siluia. 

Valentine.! . , 

tmhcusS AtttnGmtbma. 

Ant homo:father to pretheus. t 

Tburio: a foolijh rtuall to Valentine. 


Now,by the honor of myAnceftry, 

I doe applaud thy Ipiri t t Valentine, 

And thinke thee worthy of an EmprefTe loue s 
Know then, I hecre forget all former greefes. 

Cancell all grudge, repeale thee home againe. 

Plead anew ftatc in thy vn-riual’d merit, 

To which I thus fubferibe: Sir Valentine, 

Thou art a Gentleman,and well deriu’d. 

Take thou thy Siluia, for thou haft deferu’d her. 

Val. I thank your Grace, ^ gift hath made me happy 
I now befeech you (for your daughters fake ) 

To grant one Boone that I fhall aske of you. 

Duke. I grant it (for thine owne) what ere it be. 
Val. Thefc banifh’d men,that I haue kept withall, 
Are men endu’d with worthy qualities: 

Forgiuc them what they haue committed here. 

And let them be recall’d from their Exile •• 

They arc reformed, ciuilly full of good, , 

And fit for great employment (worthy Lord.) 

Duke. Thou haft preuaild,I pardon them and thee: 
Difpofc of them,as thou knowft their deferts. 
Cotne,lct vs goe, we will include all iarres. 

With Triumphes, Mirth, and rare folemnity. 

V «/, And as we walke along,Idare be bold 
With our difeourfe, to make your Grace to froile. 
What thinke you of this Page (my Lord { ) 

Duke, I think the Boy hath grace in him, he blulhet, 
Val. I warrant you (myLord)more grace,then Boy, 
• Duke. What meane you by that faying ? 

V */. Pleafc you, He tell you,as we pafle along, 

That you will wonder what hath fortuned: 

Com t Pretheus, *tis yourpennance,but tohearc 
Theftory ofyour Loues difeouered. 

That done,our day of marriage ftiall be yours, 

One Fcaft,onc houfe, one mutuall happinefle. Exeunt, 


Eglamoure: Agent for Siluia in her ejeape. 
Ho(l: where Julia lodges. 

Out-lams'with Valentine. 

Speed: a clorvmfhferuantto Valentine. 
Launce: the like to Protheue. 

Panthion:feruantto Antonio. 
Iuliatbelouedof P rot hem. 

Siluia : b dotted ofValentine. 

Lucttta: waighting-woman to Julia. 
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THE 


Merry \V iues ofWindfor. 

»Jl Hm primus , Scena prima. 



Enter lattice Shallow, Slender, dVrHugh Euans, Majler 
Paoe, Falftoffe, Bardolph, Nym.Piftoll, Anne Page, 
Mftrefte Ford, CMiJlrejfe Page, Simple. 


Shallow. 

S ir Hugh, perfwade me not: I will make a Star- 
Chamber matter of it, if hee were twenty Sir 
Ithn Falfiojfs, he ftiall not abufe Robert Shallow 
Efquire. (Coram. 

Slen. In the County of qlocejler, Iuftice of Peace and 
Sbal. I (Cofcn Slender) and Cufi-alorum. 

Slen. 1, and Rato lorum too ; and a Gentleman borne 
(Mafter Parfon) who writes bimfclfr Armigero , in any 
Bill, Warrant, Quittance.or Obligation, Armigero 
Shal. I that I doe,and hauc done any time thefc three 
hundred yeeres. > 

Slen. All his fucceflbrs (gone before him)hath don t: 

and all his Anceftors( that come after him) may ; they 

may giue the dozen white Luces in their Coate. 

Shal. It is an olde Coate. 

Euans. The dozen white Lowfes doe become an old 
Coat well :itagrees wellpaffantt It is a familiar beaft to 
man,and fignifies Loue. 

Shal. The Lufe is the frcfli-fifti, the falt-fifti,is an old 
Coate. 

Slen. I may quarter (Coz). 

Shal. You may,by marrying. 

Euans. It is marring indeed, if he quarter it. 

Shal. Not a whit. 

Euan. Yes per-lady: ifhe ha’s a quarter of your coat, 
there is but three Skirts for your felfe, in my fimple con¬ 
jectures ; but that is all one : if Sir Iohn Falflajfe haue 
committed difparagements vnto you,I am of the Church 
and will be glad to do my beneuolenee, to make attonc- 
ments and compremifes betweene you. 

Shal. The Councell ftiall heare it, it is a Riot. 

Euan. It is not meet the Councell heare a Riot: there 
Is no feare of Got in a Riot: The Councell (looke you) 
ftiall defire to heare the feare of Got, and not to heare a 
Riot: take your viza-ments in that. 

Shal. Ha; o’my life,if I were yong againe, the fword 
fhould end it. 

Euans. It is petter that friends is the fword, and end 
it: and there is alfo another deuice in my praine, which 
peraduenture prings goot diferetions with it. There Is 
Anne Page , which is daughter to Mafter Thomas Page, 
which is pretty virginity. 

Slen. CMiflru Anne Page ? flie has browne haire, and 
fpcakes fmall like a woman. 


Euans. It is that ferry perfon for all the orld, as iuft as 
you will defire, and feuen hundred pounds ofMoncyes, 
and Gold, and Siluer,is her Grand-fire vpon his deaths- 
bed, (Got deliuer to a toyfull refurrc&ions) giue, when 
ftie is able to ouertake feuentecne yeeres old. It were a 
goot motion,ifwe lcauc our pribblcs and prabbles,and 
defire a marriage betweene Mafter Abraham^wA Miftris 
Anne Page. 

Slen. Did her Grand-fire leauc her feauen hundred 
pound ? 

Euan. I, and her father is make her a petter penny. 

Slen. I know the young Gentlcwoman.flie has good 
gifts. 

Euan. Seuen hundred pounds, andpoffibiiities, is 
goot gifts. 

Shal. Wcl,let vs fee honeft M r Page: is Faljtaffe there? 

Euan. ShallltellyoualyePidocoelpilealyer, as 1 
doe defpifeonc that is falfc,or as 1 dclpiie one that is not 
true: the Knight Sir Iohn is rhere, and I bcfcechyoi! be 
ruled by your well-willcrs: I will peat the doore for M r . 

1 Page. What hoa?Got-plefleyoui hoHfe heere. 

M'.Page. Who’s there ? 

Euan. Here is go’t’s piefling and your friend, and Iu- 
fticc Shallow,' and heere yong Mafter Slender; that perad- 
uentures fh ill tell you another talc, if matters grow to 
your likings. 

Ad'.Page. Iam glad to fee your Worftiips well : I 
thankc you for my Venifon Mafter Shallow. 

Shal. Mafter Page ,1 am glad to fee you: much good 
doe it your good heart: I wifti’d your Venifon better, it 
was ill killd: how doth good MiftreflePrf^r? and I thank 
you alwaics with my heart, la: with my heart. 

M. Page, Sir, 1 thainke you. 

Shal . Sir, I thanke you: by yea, and no I doe. 

M.Pa. I am glad to fee you,good Mafter Slender. 

Slen. How do’s your fallow Greyhound, Sir, I heard 
fay he was out-run on fotfaR. 

M.Pa. Ic could not be iudg’d. Sir. 

Slen. You’ll not confefle : you’ll not confefle, 

Shal. Thathe will not, ’tis your fault,’tis your fault: 
Visa good dogge. 

M.Pa. A Cur, Sir. 

Shal. Sir: hec’s a good dog.and a fairc dog,can there 
be more faid ? he is good, and fairc. Is Sir Iohn Faljlajfe 
heere ? 

M.Pa. Sir, hce is within: and I would I could doe a 
good office be tweene you. 

Euan. It is fpoke as a Chriftians ought to fpcake. 

Sbal. Hehath wrong’d me (Mafter Page.) 

M.Pa. Sir,hc doth in feme fort confefle it. 

D : S ha.j 









































































40 The Merry jViues ofWtndfor. 


Shal, If it be confefled/it is not redreflcd; is not that 
fo (M .Page ? ) he hath wrong’d me, indeed he hath, at a 
word he hath: bclecue me, “Egbert Shallow Efquire,faith 
he is wronged. 

Ma.Pa, Here comes Sir Iohn. 

Fat. Now,Mafter Shallow, you’ll complainc of me to 
the King? 

Shal. Knight, you hauc beaten my men, kill’d my 
deere, and broke open my Lodge. 

Fal. But not kifs’d your Keepers daughter ? 

Shal. Tut,apintthisHull bcanfwer’d. 

Fal, I will anfwere it ftrait, l haue done all this: 
That is now anfwer’d. 

Shal. The Councell fhall know this. 

Fal. ’Twere better for you if it were known in coun¬ 
cell : you’ll be laugh’d at. 

E>t. Paueaverba ; (Sir lohn ) good worts. 

Fal. Good worts ? good Cabidgc ; Slender , I broke 
your head: what matter hauc you againft me? 

Slen. Marry fir, 1 hauc matter in my head againft you, 
and againft your cony-catching \d.zka\\s, r Bardolf,Njm, 
and Piftoll. 

Bar. You Banbery Chcefe. 

Slen. I, it is no matter. 

Pifi. How now, Mephsftophitus ? 

Slen. I, it is no matter. 

Nym, Slice,I fay; pauca.pauca: Slice,that’s my humor. 

Slen. Where’s Simple my man ? can you tell. Cofen ? 

Ena. Peace, I pray you: now let vs vnderftand: there 
fs three Vmpires in this matter, as I vnderftand; that is, 
Mafter Page (fidelicet Matter Page ,) & there is my felfe, 
(fidelicet my felfe) and the three party is (laftly, and fi¬ 
nally) mine Hoft oftheGater. 

Ma.Pa. We three to hear it,& end it between them. 

Euan. Ferry goo’t, I will make a priefc of it in my 
note-booke,and we wil afterwards orkc vpon the caufe, 
with as great difcreetly as we can. 

Fal. Piftoll. 

Pift. He heares with cares. 

Ettan. The Teuill and his Tam; what phrale is this? 
he heares with care ? why.it is aftc&ations. 

Fal. Piftoll, did you picke M. Slenders purfc ? 

Slen. I, by t’nefe gloues did hee, or I would I might 
neuer come in mine owne great chamber againe elfc, of 
feauen groates in mill-fixpences, and two Edward Sho- 
uelboords , .that coft me two fhilling and two pence a 
peece of YeadMiller : by thefc gloues. 

Fal. Is this true, Piftoll} 

Euan. No, it is falfe, if it is a picke-purfe. 

Pift. Ha,thoumountainc Forreyner : Sir Iohn, and 
Mafter mine, I combat challenge of this LatineBilboe : 
word of deniall in thy labras here; word of denial; froth, 
and feum thou Heft. 

Slen. By thefc gloues, then’t was he. 

Njm. Be auis’d fir, and pafte good humours ; I will 
fay marry trap with you, if you runne the nut-hooks hu¬ 
mor on me, that is the very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat, then he in the red face had it : for 
though I cannot remember what I did when you made 
me drunke,yet I am not altogether an afle, 

Fal. What fay you Scarlet,and Iohn ? 

Bar. Why fir, (for my part) I fay the Gentleman had 
drunke himfelfe out of his fiuc fentcnces. 

Eu. It is his fiue fences: fie,what the ignorance is. 

Bar. And being fap,fir,was(as they fay) calheerd :and 
fo condufions paft the Car-circs. 


Slen. I, you Ipake in Latten then to: but’tis no mat- 
ter; Ilenere be drunk whilft I liue againe,but in honeft 
ciuill, godly company for this tricke: if I be dtunke, l|{ 
be drunke with thofe that haue the feate of God,and not 
with drunken knaues. 

Euan. So got-udge me, that is a vertuons minde, 
Fal. Youhcareall thefe matters deni’d,Gentlemen; 
you heareit. 

Mi,Page. Nay daughter, carry the wine in, vvee’ll 
drinke within. 

Slen. Oh heauen: This is Miftrefle AmePage. 

M r .Page. How now M iftris Ford ? 

Fal. Miftris Ford, by my troth you are very wel i* et . 
by your leauc good Miftris. 

TrF.Page. Wife.bid thefe gentlemen welcome: come 
we haue a hot Vcnifon pafty to dinner ; Come gentle- 
men, I hope we fhall drinke downe all vnkindnefle. 

Slen. I had rather then forty (Killings 1 had my booke 
ofSongs and Sonnets heere : Wove now Simple, where 
haue you beene ? I muft wait on my felfe, muft 1 >y 01J 
haue not the booke of Riddles about you, haue you { 

Sim. Booke of Riddles ? why did you not lend it to 
Alice Short-cake vpon Alhallowtnaslaft, a fortnight a- 
fore Michaelmas. 

Shal. Come Coz,come Coz,we ltay for you: a word 
with you Coz: marry this, Coz: there is as ’twere a ten- 
der,a kindc of tender, made a farre-off by Sir Hugh here: 
doc you vnderftand me ? 

Slen. I Sir, you (Kail finde me reafonable; if it be fo, 
I {Kali doe that that is reafon. 

! Shal. Nay,but vnderftand me. 

Slen. So I doe Sir. 

Euan. Giuc eire to his motions; (M*.Slender) I will 
defeription the matter to you, if you be capacity of it. 

Slen. Nay, I will doe as my Cozen Shallow faies : I 
pray you pardon me, he’s a Iufticc of Peace in his Coun- 
trie, fimplc though I ftand here. 

Euan. But that is not the queftion : the queflion is 
concerning your marriage. 

Shal. I, there’s the point Sir. 

Eu. Marry is it: the very point of it, to Mi. An Page, 

Slen. Why if it befojl will marry her vpon any rea¬ 
fonable demands. 

Eu. Bnt can you affe&ion the ’o-man,let vs command 
to know that of your mouth, or of your lips : for diuers 
Philofophers ho!d,that the lips is parccll of the mouth: 
therforc precifcly,ca you carry your good wil to ^ maid? 

Sh. Co en Abraham Slender,c an you loue her l 

Slen. I hope fir, I will do as it (Kail become one that 
would doe teafon. 

Eu. Nay, got’s Lords,and his Ladies,you muft fpeake 
pofficable,if you can carry-heryour defires towards her, 

Shal. That you muft : 

Will you, (vpon good dowry) marry her? 

Slen, I will doe a greater thing then that, vpon your 
requeft (Cofen) in any reafon. 

Shal. Nay conceiueme, conceiue mee, ( fweetCoz): 
what I doe is to pleafure you (Coz:) can you loue the 
maid? 

Slen. I will marry her (Sir) at your requeft ; but if 
there bee no great loue in the beginning, yet Heauen 
may decreafe it vpon better acquaintance, when wee 
are married, and haue more occafion to know one ano¬ 
ther : I hope vpon familiarity will grow more content: 
but if you fay mary-her, I will mary-hcr, that I am freely 
di(Tolued,and diftolutely. 

Eu. It 
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Eu It is a fery difcction-anfwcre; faue the fall is in 

the’ordjdilfolutcly: the ort is (according to our mea- 
mnff) refolutcly: his meaning is good. 

Sh. I rlthinkemy Cofen meant well. 

SI. I, or elfel would 1 might be hang d (la.) 

Sh. Here,comes fairc Miftris Anne\ would,1 were 

vone for your fake, Miftris Anne. 

jin. Thcdinncr is on the Tabic, my Father dcfircs 

voutworfbips company. 

1 Sh. I will wait on him,(faire Miftris Anne.) 

Eu. Od’s pleflfed-wil:I wil not be ablece at thegrace. 
A H - Wil’t plcafe your worfhip to come in,Sir ? 

Si '. No,I thank you forfooth,harte!y;I am very well. 
An. The dinner attends you,Sir. 

SI. I am not a-hungry, I thanke you, forfooth: goe, 
Sirha.for all you are my man, goe wait vpon my Cofen 
Shallow: a Iufticc of peace fometime maybe beholding 
to his fricnd,for a Man; I kcepc but three Men, and a 
Boy yet, till my Mother be dead : but what though, yet 
I liuc like a poore Gentleman borne. 

An. I may ijot goe in without your worfhip : they 
will not fit till you come. 

SI. I’faith,ilc cate nothing: I thanke you as much as 
though I did. 

An- I pray you Sir walk-in. 

SI. I had rather walke here^1 thanke you) I bruiz’d 
my fhinth’other day, with playing at Sword and Dag¬ 
ger with a Mafter of Fence (three veneys for a difh of 
ftew’d Prunes)andby my troth,I cannot abide the fmell 
of hot meate fince. Why doe your dogs barkefo? be 
there Beares ith’ T owne ? 

^tn. I chinke there are,Sir, I heard them talk’d of. 

Si. I loue the fport well, but I fhall as foone quarrell 
at it, as any man in England: you are afraid ifyou fee the 
Beare loofc,arc you not ? 

An. I indeede Sir. 

SI. That’s meate and drinke to me now: I haue feene 
Sae\erfon loofe,twenty times,and haue taken him by the 
Chaine: but (I warrant you) the women haue fo cride 
and fhrekt at it,that it paft: But women indeede,cannot 
abide’em, they arc very ill-fauour’d rough things. 
Ma.Pa.Comc,gctnlcM.Slender,comc;wc ftay for you. 
SI. He eatc nothing, I thanke you Sir. 

Ma.Pa. By cocke and pic, you fhall not choofc,Sir: 
come,come. 

SI. Nay,pray you lead the way. 

Ma.Pa, Come on, Sir. 

SI. Miftris Anne : your felfe fhall goe firft. 

An. Not I Sir, pray you kcepc on, 

SI. Truely I will not goe firft: truely-la: I will not 
doe you that wrong. 

An. I pray you Sir. 

3 SI. lie rather be vnmannerly,then jroublefome: you 
doe your felfe wrong indcede-la. Exeunt. 

Seen a Secunda. 


Enter Euans, and Simple. 

Eu. Go your waics, and aske ofDo&or Caiut houfe, 
which is the way; and there d wels one Miftris Quickly; 
which is in the manner of his Nurfc;orhis dry-Nurle;or 
his Cooke; or hi* Laundty; his Wafhcr,and his Ringer. 
Si. Well Sir. 


Eu. Nay,it is petfcer yet : giue her this letter $ for it is 
a’oman that altogeathcrs acquaintace with Miftris Anne 
Page ; and the Letter is to defirc, and require her to foli- 
cite your Matters defires, to Miftris Ame Page : I pray 
you be gon: I will make an end of my dinner ;ther’s Pip¬ 
pins and Cheefe to come. Exeunt. 


Scena Tenia. 


Enter Falftaffe.Hoft.Bardolfe, Nym,Pift oil, Page. 

Fal. Mine Hoft of the Carter i 

Ho. What faics my Bully Rooke ? fpeake fchollerly, 
and wifely. 

Fat. Truely mine Hoft ; I muft turnc away fome of my 
followers. 

Ho. Difcard,(bully HfrmV/)cafKecre;let them wag; 
trot,trot. 

Fal. I fit at ten pounds a weeke. 

Ho. Thou’rt an Emperor ( Cefar, Keifer and Pbeaz,ar) 
I will entertaine Bardolfc; he fhall draw;he fhall rapjfaid 
I well (bully Hcttor ?) 

Fa. Doe fo (good mine Hoft. 

Ho. I haue fpokeftet him followftct me fee thee froth, 

and liuc; 1 3 m at a word •• follow. 

Fal. Bardolfe ,follow him .* a T apfttr is a good trade; 
an old Cloake,makes a new lei kin: a wither’d Seruing- 
man,afrefh Tapfter: goe, adew. 

Ba. It is a life that I hauc defir’d : I will thriue. 

Pft. O bafe hungarian wight;wilt j the fpigot wield. 

Ni.He was gotten in drinkns no't the humor coceited? 

Fal. I am glad I am fo acquit of this Tinderbox : his 
Thefts were too openhis filching was like an vnskilfull 
Singer, he kept not time. 

Ni. The good humor is to ftcale at a minutes reft. 

Pift. Conuay: the wife it call: Stcalc? foh: a fico for 
the phrafe. 

Fal. Well firs, I am almoft out at heeles. 

Tift, Why then let Kibes enfue. 

Fal. There is no rcmedy.-I muft conicatch.I muft fhift, 

Pift. Yong Rattens muft haue foode. 

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this Townc ? 

Ptft. I ken the wight: he is of fubftancc good. 

Fal. My honeft Lads, I will tell you what I am about. 

Pift. Two yards, and more. 

Fal. No quips now Piftoll: (Indeede I am in the waftc 
two yards about: but I am now about no waftc .-1 am a- 
bout thrift) briefely: I doc meane to make loue to Fords 
wife :I fpie entertainment in her: {hee difeourfes: {hee 
carues; {he giucs the leere of inuitation 1 can conftrue 
the a&ion of her familier ftile,& the hardeft voice of her 
behauior(to be engliftfd ngni\y)\t,lamSirlohn Falftafs. 

Pift. He hath ftudied her will;and tranflated her will: 
out of honefty,into Englifh. 

Ni. The Anchor is deepc: will that humor paffe ? 

Fal. Now,the report goes, fhe has all the rule of her 
husbands Purfe: he hath a legend of Angels. 

Pift. As many diuels entertaine: and to her Boy fay I. 

7Vir.The humor rifesfit is good:humor me the angels, 

Fal. I haue writ me here a letter to her: Sc here ano¬ 
ther to Fages wife, whoeuennow gaue mee good eyes 
toojexamind my parts with raoft iudicious illiads:fome- 
times the beame of her view, guilded my foots; fomc- 
times my portly belly. 

__ P 3 _ Pft • 
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Fiji. Then did the S un on d un g -hill fhine. 

Ni. I thanke thee for that humour. 

Fal. Ofhe did lb courfe o’re nsy exteriors with fuch 
a greedy intention,that the appetite of her eye,did feeme 
to fcorch me vp like a buming-glafle: here’s another 
letter to her: She bcares the Purfe too .• She is a Region 
in Guiana: all gold, and bountie: I will be Cheaters to 
them both , and they fhall be Exchequers to mce: they 
fhajl bemyEaftand Weft Indies, and I will trade to 
them both: Goe.beare thou this Letter to Miftris Page', 
and thou this to Miftris Fani: we will thriue (Lads) we 
will thriue. 

Pift. Shall I Sir Vandartu of Troy become. 

And by my fide weare Steele? then Lucifer take all* 

Ni. I will run no bale humor: here take the humor- 
Letter; I will keepe the hauior of reputation. 

Fal. Hold Sirha.bcare you thefe Letters tightly, 

Saile like my Pinnafie to thefe golden (bores. 
RogucSjhencc.auauntjVanifh like hailc-ftones; goc. 
Trudge;plod away ith’ hoote : feeke (belter,packet 
Faljlaffe will learne the Honor of the age, 

French-thrift-, you Rogues, my lelfc, and skirted Page. 

Ptfi. Let Vultures gripe thy guts .• for gourd, and 
Fullam holds:& high and lo w beguiles the rich& poore, 
Tefter ile haue in pouch when thou fnalt lacke, 

Bafe 'Phrygian Tnrke. 

Ni* 1 haue opperations, 

Which be humors of reuenge. 

Ptft. Wilt thou reuenge ? 

Ni. By Welkip,and her. Star. 

Pijt. With wit,or Steele? 

Ni. With both the humors, I; 

I will difeufle the humour of this Loue to Ford. 

Tift, Andlto/^tffhallekevnfold 
How Faljlaffe (varlet vile) 

His Doue will proue; his gold will hold. 

And his foft couch defile. 

Nt. My humour (ball not coole: I will incenfc Ford 
todcale withpoyfon : 1 will pofleffe him with yallow- 
nefle, forthereuoltofminc is dangerous: that is my 
true humour. 

Pifi. Thou art the Cdiars of Maleeontents: I fccond 
thee: troope on*. Exeunt. 



Sceena Quart a* 


Enter Miftris Quickly,Simple, John Rugby, D otter, 
Cains,Fenton. 

Qu. What, John Rugby, I pray thee goe to the Cafe- 
ment, and fee ifyoucanfeemy Mafter^ Mafter Do&er 
Gains comming: if he doe (I’faith) and finde any body 
in the houfc; here will be an old abufingofGods pati- 
ence,and the Kings Englifh. 

Ru. Ile goe watch. 

Qu. Goe,and we’ll haue a poflet for rfoone at night, 
(in faith) at the latter end ofaSea-colc-fire: An honeft, 
willing,kinde fello\v,as cuer feruant fhall come in houfc 
withall: and I warrant you, no tel-tale, nor no breede* 
bate: his worft fault is, that he is giuen to prayer; hce is 
fomething peeuifb that way : but no body but has his 
fault: but let that paffe. Peter Simple, you fay your 
name is? 


Si. 1; for fault of a better. 

J £1*' And Mafter Slender's your Mafter ? 

Si. Iforfooth. 

Qu. Do’s he not weare a great round Beard, lik c 
Glouers pairing-knife ? 

Si* No forfooth: he hath but a little wee.face $ with 
a little yellow Beard: a Caine colourd Beard. 

Qu f A fofdy-fprighted man,is he not ? 

Si. I forfooth: but he is as tall a man of his hands as 
any is betweene this and his head: he hath fought with 
a Warrener. 

Qu. How fay you: oh,I fhould remember him: d 0 ’s 
he not hold vp his head(as it werc?)and ftrut in his gate? 
Si. Yesindeededo’she. 

,Qu^ Well,heauen fend Anne Page, no worfe fortune- 
Tell Mafter Parfon Euans, I will doc what lean for yout 
Mafter: Anne is a good girle, and I wifih —- 
Ru. Out alas .-here comes my Mafter. 

Qu. We fhall all be (bent: Run in here,goodyoung 
man : goe into this Clolfet: he will not ftay long • vvhat 
John Rugby ? lohn : wliat John I fay ? goe Iohn , goe en¬ 
quire for my Mafter, I doubt he be not well, that he e 
comes not home: (and downe ,downe,adowne'a.&i ri 
Ca. Vac is you fing ? I doe not like dcs-toyes: pray 
you goe and vetch me in.my Cloflec,vnboyteene verd- 
a Box,a greene-a-Box .'do intend vat I fpeake? a grecnc' 
a-Box. 

Qu. I forfooth ilc fetch it you .• 

I am glad hee went not in himfelfe: if he had found the 
yong man he would haue bin horne-mad. 

Ca. Fe ft fefe,maifoy,il fait for ehando, le man voi a It 
Court la grand affaires. 

Qy*. Is it this Sir? 

fa. Ouy mette le au monpocket,de-peech quickly: 

Verc is dat knaue Rugby} 

Qu. What lohn Rugby John j 
Ru. Here Sir. 

Ca. You are John Rugby, aadyouare laeke Rugby. 
Come, take-a-your Rapier, and come after my heelcto 
the Court. 

Ru. Tis ready Sir, here in the Porch. ,r 
Ca. By my trot: I tarry too long: od’s-me: queayit 
eublie: dere is fome Simples in my Clolfet, dat I villnot 
for the varld I fhall leaue bchinde. 

Qu. Ay-rue,he’ll finde the yong man there,& bemad, 
Ca. O Z 'liable,Dtable: vat is in my Clolfet? 
Villanie,La-roone: Rugby,my Rapier. 

Qu. Good Mafter be content. 

Ca. Wherefore Iball I be contencqa? ' - K 

Qu, The yong man is an honeft man. 

Ca. What Iball dc honeft man do in my Clofletr derc 
is no honeft man dat (hall come in mjrClofTec. ! . 

Qu. I befeech you be not fo flegmaticke: heare the 
truth of it. He came of an errand to mee, from Parfon 
Hugh. 

Ca. Veil. 

Si, 1 forfooth: to defire her to -r- 
Qu. Pcacc,I pray you. 

Ca. Pcacc-a-your tongue: fpeake-a-your Tale. 

Si. To defire this honeft Gentlewoman(your Maid) 
to fpeake a good word to Miftris Anne Page,tot tny Ma¬ 
fter in the way of Marriage. 

Oil’ This is all indeede-la: but ile nere put my finger 
in thefire^and neede riot. 

Ca. Sir Hughiend-z you? Rugby, ballovvmecfome 
paper: tarry you alictell-a-while. 

_ _ Qu. I 
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V am glad heis fo quiet: if he had bm through- 

Ivmoticd.you Ihould haue heard him fo loud,and fo me- 
lancholly: but notwithftanding man, lie doe yoe your 
Mafter what good I can: and the very yea,& the no:s,y 
french Do£tor my Mafter, (I may call him my Mafter, 
looke you,for I keepe his houfe; and I wa(h,nng, brew 
bake fcow re,dre{fe meat and dnnke,tmke the beds,and 


Fen, Well, fare-well, I am in^greac hafte now. I 
£1*1. Fare-well co your Wor/hi£: truelyan honeft 
Gentleman: but j4nniio\ics hiim not: for I know 
minde as well as another do’s : out vpon*t: what haue I 
forgot. Exit, 


AHus Secundus . Scoena Trim a* 


p’ui Are you a-uis’d o’that? you (hall finde it a great 
charge*: and to be v P early, and down late: but not with- 
ftanchn°,(to tell you in your eare, I wold haue no words 
of it) my Mafter himfelfe is in loue with Miftris Anne 
Page : but nocwkhftandmg that I know Ans mind,that’s 

neither heerc nor there. ..... 

fains. You, lack’Nape : giue-a this Letter to Sir 
Huoh by gar it is a fballengc : I will cut his Croat mdc 
Parke, and I will teach'aWuy lack-a-napcPrieft to 
meddle, or make: — youmaybegon : it is not good 

you tarry here: by gar I will cut all his two ftones : by 

gar, he (hall not haue a Hone to throw at his dogge. 

° Qui. Alas: he fpeakes but for his friend. 

Caius. It is no matter’a ver dat: do net you tcll-a-me 
dat I (hall haue Anne Page for my felfe ? bygar, Ivill 
kill de Iack-Prieft : and I haue appointed mine Hoftof 
de Iarteerto meafure our weapon: by gar,I wil my lelfc 
haue Anne PAgc. 

Qui. Sir, the maid loues you, and all (hall bee well: 
We muft giue folkcs leaue to prate: what the good-icr. 

Caius. Rugby , come to the Court with me: by gar, if 
I haue not Anne Page , I (ball turne your head ouc of my 
dore: follow my heelcs,^«^. 

Qut. You (ball haue ^w-fooles head of yourowne: 
No, I know Ans mind for that: rieuer a woman in Wind- 
for knowes more of Ans minde then I doe, nor can doc 
more then I doe with hcr,I thanke heauen. 

Fenton. Who’* with in there, hoa ? 

Qui. Who’s there, I troa ? Come neere the houfc I 
pray you. 

Fen. How now(good woman)how doft thou } 

Qui. The better that it pleafes your good Worfhip 
to aske? 

Fen. Whatnewes?how do’spretty Miftris Anne} 

Qui. In truthSir, andfhec is pretty, and honeft, and 
gentle, and one that is your friend, I can tell you that by 
the Way, 1 praife heauen for it. 

Fen. Shall I doe any good thinkft thou ? (hall I not 
loofemy fuit? 

Qui. Troth Sir, all is in his hands aboue: butnot- 
withftanding ( Mafter Fenton ) lie be fworne on a booke 
(hee loues you : haue not your Worfhipa wart abouc 
your eye ?, 

Fen. Yes marry haue I, what of that ? 

Qui. Weljthertby hangs a tale: gooafaich,it is fuch 
another Nan ; ( but (I deteft ) an honeft maid as euer 
broke bread: wee had an howres talkc of that wart ; • I 
(hall neucrlaugh but in that maids company : but (in¬ 
deed) (bee is giuen too much to AllichoTyand rnufing^ 
but for yoli —— well dj goetoo- - 

Fen. Well:I fhall fee her to day: hold,there’s mo¬ 
ney for thee: Let mec hine thy voice in my behalfc : if 
thou feeft her before me,commend me.——- 

Qui. Will I ? I faith that wee will : And I will tell 
your Worihip ttiorc of tkc Watt,thc next time wc Haue 


Enter Miftris Pag c/JWiftris For <3,Mafter Page, Mafter 

Ford, Piftoll, Nim, Quickly, Holi,Shallow. 

Mift. Page . What, haue fcapM Loue-lectcrs in the 
holly,day-time of my beauty, and am I now a fubie& 
for them ? let me fee ? 

j4she me no reafon why I loue yen for though Loue vfe Rea - 
few for his precifian , bee admits him not for bis (ounfailour : 
yon are not yong , no more am I:goe to thenyhere^s Jimpathie : 
you are merry , fo am I: ha y ha , then there's more Jimpathie: 
you loue facke y and fo do I: would you deftre better Jimpathie ? 
Let it fujfice thee (CAdtftri? Page ) at the leaft if the Loue of 
Souldier can fujfice , that I loue thee: I wilt not faypitty mee , 
'tu not a Souldier'•like phrafe ; but I fay, loue me : 

Ty me y thine owne true Knight fy day or night : 

Or any kinde of light , with ad hie might , 

For thee to fight, lohn Falftaffe, 

What a Herod of lurie is thi s ? O vvicked,wicked world: 
One that is well-nye worne to peeccs with age 
To fhow himfelfe a yong Gallant i What an vnwaied 
Behauiour hath this Flemifh drunkard pickt ( with' 
The Dcuills name) out of my conuerfation,that he dares 
In this manner aflay me ? why, hee hath nqt becnc thrice 
In my Company:what fhould I fay to him? I was then 
Frugall of my mirth: ( heauen forgiue mec:) why Ile 
Exhibit a Bill in the Parliament for the putting downe 
of men : how fhall I be reueng’d on him ? for reueng’d I 
will be ? as fureas his guts are madeofpuddings. 

Mif Ford. Miftris Page, truft me,I was going to your 
houfe. 

Mif Page. And truft me,I was comming to you: you 
looke very ill. 

Mif Ford. Nay, Ile nere bcleeee that; I haue to {he w 
to the contrary. 

UMifPage. 'Faith but you doc in my minde. 

Ttitf.Ford. Well: I doc then; yet I fay, I could/hew 
you to the contrary : O Miftris Page , giue mee fome 
counfaile* 

MifiPage. What*s the matter, woman ? 

TAi.Ford. Owomaa; if it were not for one trifling re- 
lpe<3,1 could come to fuch honour* 

TrliFage. Hang the trifle (woman) take the honour : 
what is it ? difpcnce with trifles : wha^is it ? 

Mi.Ford. If I would but goe to hcK, for an cternall 
momenc^or fo: I could be knighted. 

, UWi.Page. What thou lieft ? Sir ri lice Ford > thefe 
Knights will hacke,and fo thou (houldft not alter the ar¬ 
ticle of thy Gentry. 

C Mi.Pord. Wceburne day-light: hcere,read,read : 
pcrceiuchowlmightbee knighted, Ifhallchinke the 
worfe of fat men * as long as I haue an eye co make diffe¬ 
rence of mens liking : arid yet hcc would hot fwcare ; 
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praife womens modefty: and gaue fuch orderly and wel- 
behaued reproofe^to al vncomelinefle, that 1 would haue 
fworne his difpofitipn would haue gone to the truth of 
his words: but they doe no more adhere and keep place 
together,then the hundred Pfalms to the tune ofGrcen- 
Heeues: Wbattempeft (I troa) threw this Whale,(with 
lo many Tuns ofoyle in his belly) a’fhoare at Windfor? 
How (hall I bee reuenged on him ? I thinke the beft way 
were, to entertaine him with hope, till the wicked fire 
of luft haue melted him in his owne grcace : Did you c- 
uerheare the like ? 

Mif.Page. Letter for letter ; but that the name of 
Page and Ford differs :to thy great comfort in this my- 
ftery of ill opinions,hecre’s the twyn-brother ofthy Let¬ 
ter : but let thine inherit firft, fori proteftnunc neuer 
fliall: I warrant he hath a thoufand of thefe Letters, writ 
with blancke-fpace for different names (fure more): and 
thefe are ofthe fecond edition: hee will print them out 
of doubt: for he cares not what hee puts into the preffe, 
when he would put vs two : I had rather be a Giantcffe, 
and lye vnder Mount Pelion: Well; I will find you twen- 
tie Ufciuious Turtlcs ere one chaftc man. 

Mif.Ford. Why this is the very fame : the very hand: 
the very words: what doth he thinke of vs ? 

Ttlif Page. Nay 1 know not: it makes me almoft rca- 
die to wrangle with mine owne honefiy : lie entertaine 
my felfe like one that lam not acquainted w.ithall : for 
fure vnlcffebee know fomeftramc in mce, that I know 
not my felfe, hee would neuer haue boorded me in this 
furie. 

2it. Ford. Boording.callyouit ? Ilebecfutctokcepe 
himaboue decke. 

UWi.Page. So will I; if hee come vnder my hatches, 
He neuer to Seaagainc: Let’s bee reueng’d on him : let’s 
appoint him a meeting : giuehimafoow of comfort in 
his Suit,and lead him on with # fine baited delay, till hee 
hath pawn’d his horfes to mine Hoft of the Garter. 

Wi.Ford. Nay, I wil confcnt to aft any villany againft 
him,that may not fully the charincfie of our honefty .• oh 
that my husband faw this Letter: it would giueeccrnall 
food to his iealotifie. 

Mif.Page. Why look where he comes; and my good 
man too: hec’s as tarre from iealoufie, as I am from gi- 
uing him caufe, and that (I hope) is an vnmeafui able di- 
ftanee. 

MifFord. You are the happier woman. 

Mif Page. Let’s confult together againft this greafic 
Knight: Come hither. 

Ford. Well: I hope, it be not fo. 

Fiji. Hope is a curtall-dog in fome affaires : 

Sitlohn affefts thy wife. 

Ford. Why fir, my wife is not young. 

Pifi. He wooes both high and low,both rich & poor, 
both yong and old, one with another (Ford) he loucs the 
Gally-mawfry (Ford) perpend. 

Ford. Loue my wife ? 

Pifi. With liucr, burning hot :preuent: 

Or goe thou like Sir AReon he, with 
Ring-wood at thy heeles: O,odiout is the name. 

Ford. What name Sir? 

Pifi. The home I fay: Farewell: 

Take heed,haue open eye, for theeues doe foot by ni«hc. 
Take heed,ere fommer comes,or Cuckoo-birds do ling. 
Away fir Corp crall Ntm: 

Beleeue it (Page) he (peakes fence. 

Ford. 1 will be patient: I will find out this. 


Nim. And this is true: I like not the humorofv"' 
hee hath wronged mee in fome humors: I fhould V® 
borne the humour’d Letter to her: but I haue a fw * U< 
and it fliall bite vpon my neceffitic: heloues yourvvT 
There’s the fhort and the long: My name is Coreo i 
Nim: I fpcak, and I auouch; ’tis true: my name is Ar 
and Falfiaffe louesyour wife: adieu, I loue not the l!* 
mour of bread and chcefe: adieu. 11 

Page. The humour of it (quoth’a ? ) hccre’s a fi.ii 
frights Englifh out of his will! , ' I,0v 

Ford. I will fecke out Falfiaffe. 

Page. I neuer heard fuch a drawline-affefting rn .. 
Ford. If I doe findc it: well. 

Page. I will not beleeue fuch a Cat atari , though ,k 
Prieft o’ th’Towne commended him for a true roan * 
Ford. ’Twas a good fenfible fellow: well, 

Page. How now C Meg ? 

M,<fi. Page. Whether goe you (George}) harke y ou 
Mf Ford. How now(lweet-F™^)why art thou me 

lancholy l 

Ford. I melancholy ? I am not melancholy ; 

Get you home : goe, 

TrltfFord. Faith,thou haft fome crochets in thy head 
Now: will you goe, Mtfiris Page ? 1 

Mif.Page. Haue with you: you’ll come to dinnei 
qeorge t Looke who comes yonder: foce fhall bee oui 
Meflenger to this palcrie Knight. 

CMif.Ford. Truft me,l thought on her: fhee’ll fit it. 
Mif.Page. Y ou are come to fee my daughter Am] 
Qui. I forfooth: and 1 pray how do’s good Mifircffc 

aAHPJC ? 

Mif.Page. Go in with vs and fee: wc haue an hcurei 
talkewith you. 

Page. How now Maftar Ford ? 

For. You heard what this knaue told me,did you not? 

Page. Yes,and you heard what the other told me ? 

Ford. Doe you thinke there is truth in them ? 

•Pag. Hang’em flaues : I doc not thinke the Knight 
would offer it: But thefe that accufc him in his intent 
towards our wiucs, arc a yoake of his difearded men: ?e. 
ry rogues, now they be out of fcruice. 

Ford. Were they his men? 

Page. Marry were they. 

Ford. I like it neuer the betcr for that, 

Do's he lye at the Garter ? 

Page. I marry do’s he: if hee (hould intend this voy. 
age toward my wife, I would turne her loofetohitn; 
and what hee gets more of her, then (harpe words,let it 
lye on my head. 

Ford. Idocnotmifdoubtmy wife : but I would bee 
loath to turne them together: a man may be coo confi* 
dent: I would haue nothing lye on my head : I cannot 
be thus fatisfied. 

Page. Looke where my ranting-Hoft ofthe Garter 
comes; there is ey ther liquor in his pate, or mony in bis 
purfe, when hee lookes fo merrily : How now mine 
Hoft? 

F/ofi. How now Bully-Rook*: thou’rt a Gentleman 
Caueleiro Iufticc, I fay. 

Shal. I follow, (mine Hoft) I follow : Good-euen, 
and twenty (good Maftcr Page.) MafterP<«f#,wil you go 
with vs ? we haue fport in hand. 

Hoft. Tell him Caucleiro-Iuftice : tell him Bully* 
Rookc. 

Shad, Sir, there is a fray to be fought, betwecneSir 
Hugh the Welch Pricft,and Cairns the French Doftor. 

_ Ford. Good 
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mine Hoft o’th’Garter: a word with you. 
Hofi. What faift thou, my Bully-Rooke. 

S Will you goe with vs to behold it? My merry 
Jth” ?hc mcafuring of .hair weapons ; and (| 
.hinkc) hath appointed them contrary places : tor ( be- 
£eSee) IhearetheParfoni,nolefter:harke,IwiU 

n my Knigtuftiy goed- 

C ’£ r N.»e, I prosed : bo. He gi»e you a pot.le of 
burn’d facke, to giue me recourfe to him, and tell him 

my name \sHroome : oncly for a left. 

W My hand, (Bully: ) thou (bait haue egrefle and 

rearefle (faid I well?) and thy name fhall be 'Broome. It 
j, a merry Knight: will you goe An-hcires ? 

Shal. Haue with you mine Hoft. 

Pare. I haue heard the French-man hath good skill 

in his Rapier. , f 

Shal. Tut fir: 1 could haue told you more : In thele 
times you fland on diftance: your Pafles,Stoccado’s,and 
I know not what: ’cis theheapt(MafterF^c)’tis hcere, 
richeere: I haue feene the time,with my long-lword, I 


Rattes. 

Hofi. Hecre boyes,heerc,heerc: fhall we wag ? 

F^f/Hauc with you : 1 had rather hcarc them fcold, 
then fight. 

Ford. Though Page be a fecure foole , and ftands fo 
firmely on his wines" frailty; yet, I cannot put-off my o- 
pinion fo eafily: (he was in his company at Pages houfe: 
and what they made there,I know not. Well, 1 wil looke 
further into’c, and I haue a difguife, to found Falfiaffe j if 
I finde her honeft, I loofc not my labor: if foe be other- 
wife, ’tis labour well bellowed. Exeunt, 


Sccena Secmda. 


Enter Falfiaffe, Piftoll, Robin, Quickly, Bardolffe, 

Ford. 

Pal. I will not lend thee a penny: 

Pifi. Why then the world’s mine Oyftcr, which I, 
with fword will open. 

■ pal. Not a penny : I haue bcene content (Sir,) you 
(hould lay my countenance to pawnc: I haue grated vp- 
ou my good friends for three Repreeues for you, and 
your Coach-fellow Nim\ox elfeyou had look’d through 
the grate, likcaGeminyofBaboones : I am damn’d in 
hell, for fwearing to Gentlemen my friends, you were 
good Souldiers, and tall-fellowcs. And when Miftrcfic 
Eriget loft the handle of her Fan, I took t vpon mine ho¬ 
nour thou hadft it not. 

Pifi. Didft not thou foare ? hadft thou not fifteene 
pence ? 

Pal. Reafon,you roague,reafon: thinkft thou lie en¬ 
danger my ioule,gratis ? at a word, hang no more about 
mee, lam no gibbet for you: goe, a foort knife, and a 
throng, to your Mannor ofPickt-hatch: goe, you’ll not 
bcare a Letter for mee you roague ?you ftand vpon your 
honor: why, (thou vnconfinablc bafeneffe) it is as much 
as I can doe to keepe the termes of my hononor prccife: 
I,I, I my felfefometimes, leauing the feare ofheauen on 


the left hand, and hiding mine honor in my necclfity,am 
fainc to foufflle : to hedge, and to lurch, and yet, you 
Rogue, will cn-fconcc your raggs; your Cat-a-Moun- 
taine-lookes, your red-lattice phrafes, and your bold- 
beating.oathes, vnder the foeltcr of your honor s’ you 
will not doe it? you? 

Pifi. I doe relent: what would thou more of man ? 

Pfbin. Sir,hcre’s a woman would fpcake with you. 

Fal. Let her approach. 

^»/.Giue your worfoip good morrow. 

Fal. Good-morrow, good-wife. 

j Qtn. Not fo. and’c pleafe yout worfoip. 

Fal. Good m3id then. 

Qui. lie be fworne. 

As my mother was the firft houre I was borne. 

Fal. I doe beleeue the fwearer; what with me ? 

fhsi. Shall I vouch-fafe your worfoip a word, or 
two ? 

Fal. Two thoufand (faire woman) and ile vouchfafe 
thee the hearing. 

Qui. There is one Miftrefle Ford , ( Sir) I pray come a 
little neerer this waics: I my felfe dwell with M.Doftor 

Cams: 

Fal. Well,on; MilirefTeFtfr^,you fay. 

Qui. Your worfoip faies very true: I pray your wor- 
fiiip cornea little neerer this waies. 

Fal. I warrant thee, no-bodieheares : mine owne 
people,mine owne people. 

Qut. Are they fo ? heauen-blcfle them, and make 
them his Seruants. 

Fal. Well; MiftrefTeFan/, what of her ? 

flui. Why,Sir; foceYa good-creature; Lord,Lord, 
your Worfoip’s a wanton: well: heauenforgiucyou, 
and all of vs, I pray-— - -. 

Fal. Miftrelfe Ford : come, Miftrefle Ford. 

Qui. Marry this is the foorc, and the long of it : you 
haue brought her into fuch a Canaries, as ’tis wonder- 
full: the beft Courtier of them ail ( when the Court lay 
at Wndfor) could neuer haue brought her to fuch a Ca- 
naric: yet there has bccne Knights,and Lords,and Gen¬ 
tlemen, with their Coaches; I warrant you Coach after 
Coach,letter after letter,gift after gift.fmclling fo fweet- 
ly ; all Muskc, andfo rufoltng, 1 warrant you, in Hike 
and golde, and in fuch alligant termes, andiin fuch wiine 
andiugcrof the beft, and the faireft, that would haue 
wonne any womans heart: and I warrant you,tbey could 
neuer get an eye-winkc of her: Ihad my felfe twentie 
Angels giuen me this morning, but I defie all Angels(in 
any fuch fort, as they fay) but in the way ofhonefty: and 
I warrant you, they could neuer get her fo much as fippe 
on a cup with the prowdeft of them all, and yet there has 
beetle Earles: nay, ( which is more) Pensioners, but I 
warrant you all is one with her. 

Fal. But what faies focc to mee ? be briefe my good 
Cnee-Mtrcurie. 

Oju. Marry, foe hath receiu'd your Letter : for the 
which foe thankes you a thoufand times; and foe giues 
you to notifie, that her husband will be ablence from his 
houfc,betweene ten and eleuen. 

Fal. Ten, and eleuen. 

Qui. I.torfooth: and then you may come and fee the 
pifture (foe layes)that you wot of: Maftcr Ford her huf- 
bandwill be from home: alas, the fwcct woman leades 
an ill life with him: hce’s a very iealoufie-man; foe leads 
a very frampol d life with him, (good hart.) 

Fal. Ten, and eleuen. 
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Woman, commend me to her, 1 will not faile her, 

Qui. Why, yo,u fay well: But 1 haue another meffen- 
ger to your wo,rfhip : Miftreffc Page hath her heartic 
commendatic.nstoyouto: and let mee tell you in your 
earCjflieeVas fartuous acmill modeftwife, and one (I 
tell you ) that will not miffe you morning nor euening 
prayer, a s any is in Windfor, who ere bee the other: and 
(hee bade me tell your worlhip, that her husband is fel- 
dome from home, but (he hopes there will come a time. 
I neuet ltnew a woman fodoacc vponaman ; furely I 
think'* you haue charmes,la: yes in truth. 

Fal, Notl, I affine thee; letting the attraction of my 
gO/od parts afide, I haue no other charmes. 

J£uit Blefling on your heart for’t. 

Fal t But I pray thee tell me this: has Fords wife, and 
Pages wife acquainted each other, how they loue me ? 

flftui. That were a ieft indeed: they haue not fo little 
grace I hope.that were a tricke indeed : ButMiftris/ 5 ^* 
would defire you tofend her your little Page of al loues: 
her husband has amaruellousinfedtio to the little Page: 
and truely Mafter Page is an honeft man: neucr a wife in 
ff'/W/ei-leades a better life then fhe do’s: doe what fhee 
will, fay what fhe will, take all,pay all, goc to bed when 
flic lift, rife when fhe lift, all is as fhe will: and truly fhe 
deferues it; for if there be akinde women in tVindfor.i he 
is one: you mud fend her your Page,no remedie. 

Pal. Why, I will. 

Ou. Nay, but doe fo then, and Iooke you, hee may 
come and goc betweene you both: and in any cafe haue 
a nay-word, that you may know one anothers minde, 
and the Boy neuerneede to vnderftand any thing ; for 
’tis not good that children (hould know any vvickednes: 
oldefolkes you know, haue diferetion, as they fay, and 
know the world. 

pal. Farethee-well, commend mce to them both: 
there’s my purfe , I am yet thy debter : Boy, goc along 
with this woman, this newes diftra<fts me. 

Pift. ThisPunckeisoneof Cupids Carriers, 

Clap on morefailes,purfue: vp with your fights: 

Giue fire: fhe is my prize, or Ocean whclmc them all. 

Fal. Saiftthou fo (old lacks) go thy waies: He make 
more ofthy oidc body then I haue done : will they yet 
looke after thee ? wilt thou after the expence of fo much 
money, be now a gainer ? good Body, I thanke thee: let 
them tey’tis groficly done, fo it bee fairelydone, — 
matter. 

'Bar. Sir there’s one Mafter Broome below would 

faine fpeake with you,and be acquainted with you; and 
hath fenr your worfhip a mornings draught of Sacke. 

Fal. Broome is his name l 

Bar. I Sir. 

Fal. Call him in : fuch Broomes arc welcome to mee, 
that ore’flowes fuch liquor: ah ha,Miftreffe Ford and Mi*- 
ftreffe Page , haue I encompafs’d you ? goc to, via. 

Ford. ’Blcffeyoufir. 

Fal. And you fir: would you fpeake with me? 

Ford. I make bold, to preffe, with fo little prepara¬ 
tion rponyou. 

Pal. You’r welcome, what’s your will ?giqe vs leaue 
Drawer. 

Ford. Sir, I am a Gentleman that hauefpent much, 
my name is Broome. 

Fal. Good MMerBroomeft defire more acquaintance 
of you. 

Ford. Good Sir John, I fue for yours: not to charge 
you, forlmuft let you vnderftand, Icbinkcmyfelfe in 


better plight for a Lender, then you are: the whid^ t t 
fomething cmboldned me to this vnfeafon'd intrufi 0 . j 
for they fay, if money goe before, all waies doel! I 
open. "I 

Fal. Money is a good Sduldier (Sir,) and will on. 

Ford. Troth, andlhaueabagof moneyheeretro I 
blesmesifyou willhelpetobearcit(Sir/tf 6 ») take alM 
or halfefTor eafing me of the catriage. 1 1 

Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deferue to bee you 

Ford. I will tell you fir, ifvou will giue mee the hea 
ring. 

Fal. Speake (good Mafter Broome) I (hall begladtn 
bcyourSeruanr. 

/ Ford. Sir,IheareyouareaScholler.* (Iwillbebricfc 

with you) and you haue been a man long knowne to n* 
though I had neuer fo good means as defire, to make mv 
fclfc acquainted with you. I (hall difeouerathing to 
you, wherein I muft very much lay open mineowneim, 
perfection : but (good Sir Iohn ) as you haue one eye vp. 
on my follies, as you hcare them vnfolded.turne another 
into the Regifterofyourowne, thatlmay paffe witha 
reproofe the cafier, fith you your felfc know how eafieir 
is to be fuch an offender. 

Fal. Very well Sir, proceed. 

Ford. There is aGcntiewomaninthisTownc, her 
husbands name is Ford. 

Fal. Well Sir. 

Ford. I haue long lon’d her, and I proteft to you, be¬ 
llowed much on her: followed her with a doatingob. 
fernance: Ingrofs’d opportunities to meete her: fee dc- 
uery flight occafion that could but nigardly giue mee 
fight of her f not only bought many prcfcnts to git e her, 
but haue giuen largely to many, to know what fhee 
would haue giuen: briefly, I haue purl u’d her, as Loue 
hathpurfued mee, which hath bcenc on the wing of all 
occafions: but whatfoeucr I haue merited, cither inmv 
minde, or in my meanes.meede I am fure I haue i eceiued 
none, ynleffe Experience be a lewcll, that I haue purcha- 
led 3t an infinite rate, and that hath taught mee to fay 
this, 

‘ Lotte lt\e afb adore flies,when fubftance Loue purfues, 

‘ Purfuing that that flies, and flying what purfues. 

Fal. Haue you receiu’d no promife offatisfadlionat 
her hands? 

Ford. Neuer. 

Fal. Haue you importun’d her to fuch a purpofe? 

Ford. Neuer. 

Fal. Of what qualitie was your loue then ? 

Ford. Like a fair houfe,built on another mans ground, 
fo that I haue loft my edifice, by miftaking the place, 
where I cre&ed it. 

Fal. To what purpofe haueyou vnfolded this to me? 

For. When I haue told you that,I haue told you all: 
Some fay,that though fhe appeare honeft to mee, yet in 
other places fhec enlargeth her mirth fo farre, that there 
is fhrewd conftru&ion made of her. Now (Sir Iohn) here 
is the heart ofmy purpofe : you area gentleman of ex* 
cellent breeding, admirable difeourfe, of great admit¬ 
tance , authenticke in your place and perfon, generally 
allow’d for your many warlike, court-like, and learned 
preparations. 

Fal. O Sir. 

Ford. Belecucit, foryouknowit : there is money, 
fpend it, fpend ir , fpend more ; fpend all I haue, onely 
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iue m e fo much of your time in cochangc ot it, as to lay 
on amiable fiege to the honefty of this Fords wife : vie 
«our Art of wooing; win her to confenc to you : if any 
man may,you may as foonc as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency of your 
affe&ion that I fhould win what you would emoy ? Me. 
thinkes you preferibe to your felfc very prepofteroufly 

Ford. O, vnderftand my drift: flic dwells io lecurely 
on the excellency ofher honor, that the folly of my Ionic 
dares not prefcnc it felfe : fhee is too bright to be look d 
acainft Now, could I come to her with any detetf ion 
in my hand ; mv defires had inftance and argument to 

commend themfelues , I could driue her then trom the 
ward ofher purity, her reputation, herniarnagc-vow, 
and a thoufand other her defences, which now are cop- 
roo ftrongly embactaild againtt me: what fay you too’c, 

lA^ttBraome y l will firft make bold with your 
tnooey : next, giue mcc your hand : and Ia(v,aslama 
crentlemanVyou (hall, if you will, cnioy Fords wife. 

° Ford. O good Sir. 

Fal, I fay you (liall. 

Ford, Wane no money (S*r Iohn) you fhali want none. 

Fal. Want no THtftreffe Ford( Maiter Broome) you fhali 
.want none: Lfliall be with her (1 may tell you) by her 
owne appointment, euen as you came in to me, her alh- 
ftanc,or goe-betweene,parted from me : I fay I fhali be 
with her betweene ten and cl euen : for at that time the 
‘iealious-rafcally-knaue her husband will be forth : come 
you tome at night,you fhali know how I fpettfl. 

: Ford. 1 am blcft in your acquaintance: do you know 
Ford Sit? 

FaL Hang him ( poore Cuckoldly-knaue) I know 
him not: yet I wrong him to cali him pcorc : 1 hey lay 
theiealous wittolly-ki^ue hath maffes of mopey, for 
the which his wife feemes to gie well-fauourd : I willvfe 
her as the key of the Cuckoldly-rogues Coffer, & ther’s 
my harueft-horne. ^ - 

Ford. I would you knew Ford, hr, that you might a* 
uoid him,if you law him. 

Fal. Hang him, mechanicall-falt-butter roguc^ I wil 
ftare him out of his wits : I will awe-hini with my cud- 
gell: it fhali hang like a xMeteor ore the Cuckolds horns: 
Mafkr®™*##*, thou flialt kn 6 w, I will predominate o- 
ucr the pedant, and thou fhalt lye with his wife. Come 
to me foone at night; Ford's a knauc, and I will aggra- 
uatchis (Vile :tbou (Mafter Broome) fhalc know him for 
knauc s and Cuckold. Come tome foone at night. 

Ford. YVfhat a damn’d Epicurian-Rafcall is this ?.my 
heart is readyrto cracke yvich impatience: who faics this 
isimprouidentiealouue^my w ; ife hath fentio him , the 
howre is.fixt, the m^t^bjf^de : wauid anj man haue 
thought this ? fee the hell offtauing a Silie woman : my 
bed fhali be abus’d, my Coffers ranfack’d, my reputati¬ 
on. gnawne at,and I fhaUposonely receiue this vilbnous 
wrong, but ftand vnder the adoption of abhominable . 
termer apd by him that docs mee this wrong : Termcs, 
names: Amatmon founds well: Lucifer , well \ f Barbafon t 
well: yet they al*c Dilieis.a 4 dition^, 4 fh^namcs offiends: 
But Cuckold, Wittpll v Cuckold ?*.d>e Diuellhimfelte 
hath not fuch a name. Page is an Affe, a fccurc A-ffe ; hcc 
w\U truft hi* Wl ^ e - > heeyyill fioc bciealpjus : I will rather 
truft a Fleming with my bur ter, Parfon Hugh the 
man with niy Cheefc,an Irtjh-man witn^y. Aqua^i^ge- 
bottle^or a fheefeto walke my ambling gelding, then 
my wife with her felfe* Then fhe plqt$,^bcn fccc rumi¬ 


nates, then flhee deuifes : and what they thinke in their 
hearts they may cffedl; they will breake their hearts but 
they will effeft. Heauen bee prais’d for my ieaJoufie: 
eleuen o’clocke the howre, I will preuent this, detect 
my wife, bee reueng’d on Falfiaffe , and laugh at Page . I 
will about it, better three houres too foone, then a my- 
nute toof&te :fie,fie, fie:Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckold. 

Exit. 


Seem Tertia . 


Enter Crum, Rugby. Page , Shallow , Slender, Hefl. 

Cains. lacke Ttygbj. 

Rug. Sir. 

Cams. Vat is the clockc, lack ,„• 

Rug, ’T is pail-thc bowre(Sir)that Sir Hugh promis’d 
to meet, 

Cai. By gar, he has fauc hii foule,dat he is no-come: 
hee has pray his Pible well, dat he is no-comc : by gar, 
(lac f Rugby) he is dead already, if he be come. 

Rug. Heeis wife Sir; hee knew your worfhip would 
kill him if he came. 

Cai. By gar, de herring is no dead, foasl vill kill 
him: take your Rapier, (lacke) 1 vill tell you how 1 vill 
kill him. 

Rug. Alas fir, I cannot fence. 

Cai. Villanie.take your Rapier. 

Rug. Forbeare :heer’s company, 

Hoft. Bleffe chee,bully-Do£tor. 

Shal. ’Saue you M r . Dodlor Cains. 

Page, Now good M r .Dodlor, 

Hen. ’Giue you good-morrow, fir. 

Cains. Vat be all you one,two,tree,fowre,come for? 

Hoft. To iee thee fight,to fee thee foigne,to fee thee 
trauerfc, to fee thee heere, ro fee thee there, to fee thee 
paffe thy pun&o, thy ftock,thy reuerfe,thy diftance*thy 
montant:Is he dead,my Ethiopian ? Is he dead,my Frati- 
eifeo ? haBully? what faies my Efctslapitu ? my <Salicn>my 
heart of Elder? ha ? is he dead bully-Stale? is he dead ? 

Cat. By gar,he is de Coward-Iack-Prkft ofde-vorld: 
he is not fhow his face. 

Hoft. Thou art a Caftalion-king-VrinaU.: Hcchrro f 
Greece( my Boy) 

Cai. I pray you bcare Witneffe, that me haue flay, 
fixe or feuen, two tree howres for hiipi, and hee is bo- 

cornc. ;oniMVvcio' , 

. Sh.tl. He is the wifer man (M.Dodlo)rhe is a curet of. 
f$ules,and you a curer of bodies: ifyou (hould fight,you. 
goc againtl the haire of your profeffions: is it Jiot true , 
Mafter Page ? 

Page. Mafter Shallow ; you haue your felfe beene a 
great fighter,though now a man of peace. 

Shal. Body-kins M. Page, though I now be old,and 
of the peace ; if I fee a fword out, my finger itches.lp 
make one: though wee are Iuftices, and Dodlors, and ‘ 
Church-men (M. Page) wee haue fome.falt ofour.yo.tah 
iriv s^ wc are the Tons of women (M.Pdge;) ; T. . 

Page. ’Tis true, M 1 . Shallow. 

Shal n It wil be found fo,(M.?^e : ) M.Dodior Cains, 

I am co.me to fetch you home: I am (worn of the.p^acc; 
you haue Avow'd your felfe a wife Phyfician , and Sir 
Hugh hath (howne himfelfc r, wife and patient Church- 
man: you muft goe with me, M.Podlor. 

Hoft. Par 
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i Heft. Pardon, Gucft-Iufticc; aMounfcur Mocke- 
watcr* 

Cai. Mock-vater? vat is dat? 

HoJi % Mock*water, in our Englifh tongue, is Valour 
(Bully.) 

Cat. By gar, then I haue as much Mock-vater as dc 
Englifomacnfcuruy-Iack-dog-Pricft : by gai^mcc vill 
cue his cares. 

He will Clapper-claw thee tightJy(Bully.) 

C«i. ^rhppcr-d^-daw ? vat is dat? 

ffojl. That is, He wtii make thee amends. 

/ Cai. By-gar, me dee locks hee (ball clappcr-dc-claw 
me, for by-gar,, me vill hauc it. 

Hoft. And I will prouoke him to*t, or let him wag. 

Cai. Me tanck-you for dat. 

Hoft . And morcoucr, (Bully ) but full, M 1 . Ghaeft, 
and M. P*ge> & ecke Caualeiro Slender, goc you through 
the Townc to Erogtnore. 

P*ge. Sir Hagb is there, is he ? 

Hoft. He is there, fee what humor he is in: and I will 
bring the Doctor about by the Fields: will it doc well ? 

Shal. We will doe ir. 

AH. Adieu, good M. Do<9or. 

Cai. By-gar, me vili kill dcPncft, for he fpeake for a 
Iack-an-Apc to Anne rage. 

Hoft . Let him die: fheach thy impatience : throw cold 
water on thy Chollcr : goc about the fields with mcc 
through FroqntoYCy I will brir*g thee where Miftri * Anne 
Page is f at a Farm-hpufc a Feafting: and thou fhalt wooc 
he r: Cride-gamc, faid I well ? 

Caim By-gar,n 4 cedanckcyotivordat:bygarI louc 
you : and I fhall procure *a you de good Gueft: de Earle, 
dc Knight, dc Lords, dc Gentlemen,my patients. 

Hoft . For the which, I will be thy aduerfary toward 
Anne Page : Faid I well ? 

Cai . By-gar, Vis good : veil faid. 

Hoft . Let vs wag then. 

Cai. Come at my hcelcs ftaehj^gby. 

Exeunt. 


MusTTertius. SccenaTrima, 


Enter Exans r Simp!e 7 Page, Shallot h SU*derailoft , Coitus, , 
RHgbj. 

Emus, I pray you now,good Maftcr Slenders feruing- 
man, and friend Simple by your name; which way hauc 
you look’d for Maftcr Caine, that calls himfclfc Do&or 
ofPhiftcke. 

Sim , Marry Sir, the pittii-ward, die Parke-ward : 
eucry way : oidc Wtndfor way, ar.d cucry way but the 
Townc-way. 

Euan, jmoft fehcmently defirc you, you will alfo 
lodkc that way. 

Sim. I wilMitV 

Euan. ’PldFcrny foufe: howfullofChollofrTamjaad 
trempling of minde : I fhall be glad if he hauc deceiucd 
me: how melancholics I am ? Twill knoghis Vrinallsa- 
bouc his khaues coftard,when I haue good oportunitics 
for the orke :’PlefTe my foulc: ToftoalkwRuins towhofe 
fails': melodious Birds fags Adaeltigailsi There veiH vet make 
outPids of Rofes: and a t hostfanafragrant pofies. To fhal• 
lo-x: ’Mercic on mcc, I hauc e great difpofitionsto cry. 


Melodious birds fug Madrtgalls : •— When as I fatTi' 
bijou : and a tbottfand vagram Poftes. To/battoro , &c* 
Sim. Yonder he is comming, this way,Sir hath' 
Euan. Hcc’s welcome: TofltaBew Ritters, to whirl fa 
Heauen profper the right: what weapons is he ? J 
Sim. No weapons. Sir: there comes my Maftcr M 
ShaUoto,znd another Gentleman ; from Froomorc *"*' 
the ftile, this way. * 0llCt 

- Euan. Pray you giue mcemy gowne,or elfc k Ce ., 
in your armes. " e 11 

Sbal. How now Maftcr Parfon? good morrow g0 

Sir Hugh : keepe aGamefter from the dice, and a f 0 °j 
Studient from his booke, and it is wonderfull. 6 °® 
Slen, Ah fweet Anne Page. 

Page. ’Saue you, good Sir Hugh. 

Euan. ’Plefl'c you from his mercy-fake,all of you. 
Sbal. What ? the Sword,and the Word ? 

Doe you ftudy them both,M r .Parfon ? 

Page. And youthfull ftill, in your doublet and hofe 
this raw-rumaticke day ? ’ 

Euan. There isieafons,and caufcs for it. 

Page. Wc arc come to you, to doc a good office Mr 

Parlon. 1 ’ 

Euan. Fery-wcll: what is it ? 

Page, Yonder is a moft reucrend Gentleman ; who 
( be-like) hauiog rccciued wrong by foroc perfon, ii at 

moft odds with his ownc grauity and pacience.that cuer 
you law. 

Sbal. I hauc liued foure-fcore yeercs, and upward :I 
neucr heard a man of his placc,grauity, and learning, f 0 
widcofhis ownc refpech 
Euan. What is he ? 

Page. I rhinke you know him; M r. Doctor Cairn the 
renowned French Phyficiaii. 

Euan. Got’s-will,and his paffion of my heart: Ihad 
as lief you would tell me of a mefTc ofpoircdge. 

Page. VVhy? 

Euan. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen,znd hee isaknauebefides: a cowardly ki> 3 ue, ai 
you would defires to be acquainted withall. 

Page.- 1 warrant you,hce’s theman fhould fight with 
him. 

Slen. o fweet Anne Page. 

Sbal. Icappearcsfo by his weapons .• keepe them a- 
funder: here comes Do if or Caine. 

Page. Nay good M r . Parfon, keepe in your weapon, 
Sbal. So doc you, good M r . Dotftor, 

Hoft. Difarmc them, and let them queftion: let them 
keepe their limbs who!e,and hack oar Englifh. 

Cat. 1 pray you Ict-a-mec fpeake a word with your 
eare; vherefore vill you not mect-a me? 

Euan, Pray you vfe your patience in good rime. 

Cai. By-gar, you arc de Coward :de lack dog: Iohn 
Ape. 

Euan. Pray you let vs not bclaughing-ftocks to other 
mens humors : Idefircyouinfncndfhip,and I willone 
way or other make you amends : I willknog yourVrinal 
about your knaues G>gs-combe. 

Cat. T)table: Iai\Rugby; mine Hoft de Iartetr: haoe I 
not flay for him, to kill him / haue I not at dc place I did 
appoint ? 

Pitan. As I am a Chriftians-foute, nowlookeyou: 
this is the place appointed, He bee iudcement by mine 
Hoft of the Garter. 

Hoft . Peace, I fay, Gallia zndGaulefrtncb Zc Welch, 
Soule-Gurer,and Body-Curer. 

Cai. I, 
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Cat. I, dat is very good, cxccllanr. 

Heft- Peace, I fay: heare mine Hoft of the Garter, 
Am I politicke d Am I fubtle ? Am I a Machiuell ? 

Shall I loofe my Do&or ? No, hee giucs me the Potions 
and the Motions. Shall I loofe my Parfon ? my Pried,? 
mySir HughWo, hegiuesmethe Prouerbes, and the 
No-verbes. Giue me thy hand (Oeleftiall) fo: Boyes of 
Art, I hauedccciu’d you both : I haue direacd you to 
wrong placesyour hearts are mighty, your skinnes are 
whole, and let burn’d Sackc be the iffuc: Come.lay their 
fwords to pawnc; Follow me, Lad of peace, follow,fol- 
low, follow. 

Sbal. Truft me, a madHoft:follow GcntIcmen,fol. 
low. 

Slen. O fweet Anne Page. 

Cai. Ha’do I perceiue dat? Haue you make-a-dc-fot 
ofvs,ha,ha? 

Etta. This is well, he has made vs his vlowting-ftog: 

I defire you that wc may be friends: and let vs knog our 
jraines together to be reuengcon this fame lcall lcur- 
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uy-cogging-companion the Hoft ofthe Garter. 

Cat* By gar, with all my heart : he promife to bring 
nic where is Anne Page : by gar he dcceiue me too. 

£nan. Well,I will imitc his noddles: pray you follows 


ScenaSecunda. 


Afift.Page, 'Robin >Ford y P age > S haUovo ft lender > Hoft % 
Euans^aitUo, 

MiftoPage . Nay keepe your way (little Gallant) you 
were wont to be a follower, but now you area Leader: 
whether had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye your ma. 
ftcrsheeles? 

Rob.l had rather (forfooth) go before you like a man, 
then follow him like a dwarfe. (Courtier. 

AioPa*0 you are a flattering boy, nov^I feeyou’ibea 
ForcL Weil met miftris /^ig^whether go you. 

Tvl.Va .Truly Sir, to fee your wife,is (be at home ? 

Ford. I, and as idle as fhc may hang together for want 
ofcompanyrlthmkeifyourhusbands were dead, you 
two would marry. 

' M.Pa* Be fure of that, two other husbands. 

Ford* Where had you this pretty weather-cocke? 

MoPa* I cannot tell what(thc dickens) his name is my 
husband had him of,what do you cal your Knights name 

Rob Sir lebnFalftaffe. " (firrah? 

Ford. Sir lohn Falftajfe. 

3 W.P 4 .Hc,he,I can neucr hit on*s name; there is fucha 
league bctwcenc ray goodman, and he: is your Wife at 

Ford. Indeed flic is. (home indeed? 

M.Pa . By your leaue fir,I am fickc till I fee her. 

F^.Has Page any braines?Hath he any eies ? Hath he 
any thinking?Sure they fleepe, he hath no vfc of them: 
why this boy will carrie a letter t wentie mile as cafic, as 
a Canon will ftioot point-blankc twclue fcore: hec pee- 
ces out his wiues inclination: he giues her folly motion 
and aduantage: and now file’s going to my wife,& Tal- 
ftaffes boy with her: A tpan may heart this fliowte fine 
inthewinde; and Falttajfesboy with her : good plots, 
t ey are laide, and our reuolted wiues fhare damnation 
together. Well, I willtake him, then torture my wife, 
pliicke the borrowed vaile of modeftic from the fo-fcc- 
ming divulge page himfelfe fora fecure and 


' wilfull Alteon, and to thefe violent proceedings all my 
neighbors fliall cry aime. The clockc giues me my Qn 
and my aflurance bids me fearch, there I fhall finde Fall 
fi a ff e • I fhall be rather praifd for this, then mock’d, for 
itisaspofficiue, astheearthis firmc, that Faldaffe is 
there: I will go. 

Sbal. Pagtydre. Well met M r Ford. 

Foid, Truft me,a good knottc; I haue good theerc at 
home,and I pray you all go with me. 

Sbal. I m u ft ex cufe my felfc M 1 Ford. 

Slen. And fo mufti Sir, 

We hauc appointed to dine with Miftris Anne, 

A nd I would not breake with her for more monv 
Then lie fpeake of. 7 

Sbal. We hauc linger’d about a match betweene An 
Page, and my cozen Slender, and this day wee fhall haue 
our nn fiver. 

Slen. I hope I haue your good will Father Pare. 

Pag. You haue W Slender,\ ftand wholly for you 
But my wife (M r Do< 5 h>r) is for you altogether. 5 
Cat . 1 be- gar, and dc Maid is ioue-a-mc: my nurfh- 
a-Quitkly tell mefomufh. 

Hoft. What lay you to yong M r Fenton ? He capers, 
he dances, he has cies ofyouth : he writes verfes hec 
fpeakes holliday, he Imels April and May, he wil carry’, 
he will carry’c,’tis in his buttons, he will carry’t. ’ 
Page. Not by my confent I promifeyou. The Gentle¬ 
man is ofnohauing, hee kept companic with the wilde 
Prince.and Pointx. .-he is of too high a Rcgion,he knows 
too much: no, hee fhall not knit a knot in his fortunes 
with the finger of my fubftancc: ifhe take her, -let him 
take her (imply; the wealth I hauc waits on my confcnt 
and my confent goes not that way. 

Ecrd. I bcfeechyou heartily, fome of you goc home 
with me to dinner .-befides your cheere you fhall hauc 

(port, I will (hew you a monftcr: M r Docftor, yeu fhal 
go,fo fhall you Mr Page ,and you Sir Hugh, 

Sbal. Weil,fare you well: 

We fhall haue the freer woing at M r Pages. 

Cat. Go home lohn Rugby ,\come 3non. 

Hoft. Farewell my heart$,I will to my honeftKnight 
Fa/jrajfe, and drinkc Canarie with him. 

Ford. I thinke I fhall drinkein Pipe-wine firft with 
him, lie make him dance. Will you go. Gentles ? 

All. Hauc with you, to fec this Monftcr. Exeunt 


Scena Tertia 


Enter CM.Ford, A4 t Page,SerHantsRobin y F*Iftaffe 9 
Ford y Page, CAiue^Euans* 

Mift . Ford. Whac Iohn, what Robert . 

MtPage. Quickly,quickly: Is the Buck-basker—• 
MifFord. I warrant. What Rebin I fay. 

Mif.Vage. Come, conae, come. 

TflifttFordu Hterc,fet it dovvne. 

M .F^.Giue your menthe charge,we muft be briefe, 
cJ^f.F«f?r#/.Marric,as I told you bciore^lebn & Robert ) 
be ready here hard-by in the Brcw-houfc, & when I fo- 
dainly call you,come forth, and (without any paufe, or 
ft a § 8 c ^ n g) ta ke this basket on your fhoulders: f done, 
trudge with it in all haft* and carry it among the Whit- 
fters in Dotchet Mead,and there empty it in the muddie 
ditch,clofe by the Thames fide. 

M.Page. You will do it ? (dircaion. 

TdtFord. I ha told them ouer and ouer> they lacke no 
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The Merry jVtues of Windfor. 


Be gone, and come when you are call’d. 

M.Page. Here comes little Rohm. (with you? 

Mifi.Ford. How now my Eyas-Musket, what newes 

J?o£.My is come in atyourbackcdoore 

('Mift.Fwdf > and requefts your company. 

M.Page.Yoa litlc Iack-a-lent,haucyoubin true to vs 
. l{pbA, lie be fworne: my Matter knowes not ofyour 
being heere: and hath threatnedtoput me intoeucrla- 
fting liberty, if I tell you ofit; for he fwearcs he’ll turnc 
me away. 

Mifi.Vag. Thou’rt a good boy: this fecrecy of thine 
fhall be a Tailor to thee,and fhalmakc thee a new dou- 
bletandhofe. Ilegohidemc. 

Mi.Ford. Do fo : go tell thy Matter, I am alone: Mi- 
ftris Page, remember you your SI 1 *. 

Mifi.Pag.l warrant thce,if 1 do not a& it, hifle me. 

Mifi.Ford. Go-toothen : we’l vfe this vnwhollome 
humidity,this grofle-watry Pumpion; we’ll teach him 
to know Turtles from Iayes. 

Fal. Haue I caught thee, my heauenly Icwell? Why 
nowlatmedie,forI haueliu’d long enough : This is the 
period of my ambition .• O this bleflcd hourc. 

Mifi.Ford. O fweet Sir John. 

Fed. Miftris Ford , I cannot cog, I cannot prate (Mitt. 
Ford) now fhall I fin in my wifh; I would thy Husband 
were dead. He fpeake it before the beft Lord, I would 
make thee my Lady. 

Mifi.Ford. I your Lady Sir lohnl Alas, I fhouldbce a 
pittifull Lady. 

Fal. LettheCourt of France fhewme l'uch another: 
I fee how thine eye would emulate the Diamond: Thou 
haft the right arched-beauty of the brow,ithat becomes 
the Ship-tyre, the Tyre-valiant, or any Tire of Venetian 
admittance. 

(JMtfi.Ferd. A plaine Kcrchiefc, Sir lobn : 

My bro wes become nothing elfc,nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to fay fo: thou wouldft make 
an abfolute Courtier, and the firme fixture of thy foote, 
would giue an excellent motion to thy gate, in a iemi- 
cirded Farthingale. I fee what thou vvert if Fortune thy 
foe, were not Nature thy friend: Come, thou canft not 
hide it. 

Mtfi.Ford.Bdccue mc,thet’s no fuch thing in me. 

Fal. What made me loue thee.? Let that perfwade 
thee. Ther’s fopiething extraordinary in thee : Come, I 
cannot cog, and fay thou art this and that, like a-manic 
of thefe lifping-hauthome buds, that come like women 
in mens apparrellf'and fmelllike, Bucklers-berry in fim- 
ple time: I cannot, but I loue thee, none but.thee j and 
thou deferu’ft it. 

M.Ferd. Do not betray me fir,I fear you loue M .Page. 

Fal. Thou mightft as well fay, 1 loue to walke by the 
Counter-gate, which is as hatefull to me, as the recke of 
a Lime-kill. 

MifFord. Well, heauen knowes how I loue you. 

And you (hall one day finde it. 

Fal. Keepc in that minde, He deferue it. 

Mifi.Ford: Nay, 1 mutt tell you, fo you doe; 

Or elfe I could not be in that minde. 

^.Miftris /W,Miftris Ford : heere’s Miftris Page at 
the doore,fweatin g, and blowing, and looking wildely, 
and would needs fpeake with you prefently. 

Fal. She (hall not fee me, I will enfconce mee behinde 
the Arras. 

M.Ford. Pray you dofo, (he’savory tailing woman. 
Whats the matter? How now? 


Mifi.Page. O miftris Ford what haue you done ? 
You’r ftiam’d.y’are ouetshrowne, y’are vndonc for cuer 

M.Ford. What’s the matter,good miftris Page l ' 

M.Page . O weladay,mift.F#rd,hauing an honeft 
to your husband,to gruc him fuch caufc of fufpition, 

M.Ford. What caufe of fufpition? 

M.Page. What caufe of fufpition ? Out vpon you; 
How am I miftooke in you ? 

M.Ford , Why (alas)what’s the matter? . 

M.Page. Your husband’s comming hether (Womi n \ 
with all the Officers in Windfor, to fcarch for a Gentle, 
man.thathcfayes is heere now in the houfe; by y 011r 
confent to take an ill aduantage of his abfence.*you j te 
vndone. 

C M.Ford. ’Tis not fo, I hope. 

M.Page. Pray heauen it be not fo, that you haue fi| C [, 
a man heere: but ’tis mod ccrtaine your husband’s conj. 
ming, with halfe Windfor at his heeles, to ferch for fud, 
a one, I come before to tell y ou: If you know your felf c 
clecrc, why I am glad ofit: but if you haue a friend here 
conuey, conuey him out. Be not amaz’d, call all your 
fenfes to you, defend your reputation, or bid farwell to 
your good life for cuer. 

M.Ford. What (hall Ido ? There is a Gentleman my 
dccre friend: and I fcare not mine owne (hame fo much 
as his perill. I had rather then a thoufand pound he were 
out of the houfe. 

M.Page. For (hame, neucr ftand (you had rather and 
you had rather:) your husband’s heere athand.bethinke 
you of forne conucyance: in the houfe you cannot hide 

him. Oh, how haue you dcceiu’d me? l.ooke, hccrc isa 

basket, if he be of any reafonable ftature, hernay creepe 
in heere, and throw fowle linnen vpon him, as if it were 
going to bucking t Or it is whiting time, fend him by 
your two men to Datcket- Meade. 

M.Ford , He’s too big to go in there: what (hall I do? 

Fal. Let me fee’t, let me fec’t, O let me fec’t: 
lie in, lie in : Follow your friends counfell, lie in. 

M.Page . What Sir lobn Faifiajfc ? Are thefe your Let¬ 
ters .Knight? 

Fal. I loue thee, helpe mee away ; letmecreepein 
heere: ile ncuer—— 

M.Page. Helpe to cower yourmafter (Boy:) Call 
your men (Mift.FW.) You diffembling Knight. 

M.Ford. What lobn, %gbert, John ; Go,take vp thefe 
eloathes heere,quickly: Wher’s the Cowle-ftaffeCLook 
how you drumble ? Carry them to the Landrcff? in Dat- 
chct mead : quickly, come. 

Ford. ’Pray you come nercsifl fufpect without caufe, 
Why then make fport at me, then let me be your ieft, 

I deferue it: How now? Whether beare you this ? 

Ser. To the Landreflc forfooth ? 

M.Ford. Why, what haue you to doe whether they 
beare it? You were beft meddle with buck-waftiing. 

Ford. Bucks’I would I could wa(b my felfc of^ Buck: 
Bucke, bucke, bucke, I bucke : I warrant you Bucke, 
And of the feafon too j it (hall appeare. 

Gentlemen, 1 haue dream’d to night, He tell you my 
dreame: heere, heere, heere bee my keyes, afeendmy 
Chambers, fcarch, feeke, finde out: He warrant wee’le 
▼nkennell the Fox. Let me flop this way firft: fo,now 
vneape. 

Page. Good matter Ferdy be contented: 

You wrong your felfe too much. 

Ford. True (mafterP^r) yp Gentlemen* 

You (hall fee (port anon: 

Follow 
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ThUta fay fimafticall humors and ieaioufies. 
Caitts. By gar, ’tis no-thc falhion of France: 

Itis not iealous in France. „ 

page. Nay follow him (Gentlemen) fee the yfiueof 

^Mifi.Pagel s there not a double excellency sn this ? 

Mifi. Ford. I know not which pleafes me better, 

Thar mV husband is deceiued,or Sir Iobn. 

jtldpago. What a taking was hce in. when your 

husband askt who was in the basket? 

Mifi.Ford. I am halfe affraid he will haue neede ef 
waflring: fo throwing him into the water, will doe him 

i Pc 

a WfioPage. Hang him difhoneft rafcall : I would all 
of the fame ftrainc,wcrc in the fame diftreffc, 

AJift.Ferd. Ithinkc my husband hath feme ipecial! 
fufpition of Falflaffs being heere: for 1 ncucr faw him fo 
groffe in his iealoufic till now. 

b I will lavaplocito try that, and wee will 

yet haue more trickcs with Faiftafe : his difiolutc ddcafe 
will fearfe obey this medicine. 

MifFord. Shall we fend that foolifhion Carion,Mifl:. 
Q^tckly to him, and excufehis throwing into the water, 
and giue him another hope, to betray him to another 
)uni(hment? 

We will do it; let him be fent for to mor¬ 
row eight a clockc to haue amends. 

ford . I cannot finde him: may be the knauebragg’d 
of chat he could not cornpalle. 

Mif.PagCo Heard you that ? 

MifFord . Y ou yfe me weH, Vi. F*rd> Do you ? 

Ford. Jjldofo* 

CM.forde Heauen make you better then your thoghts 
Ford. Amend 

CMuP*ge.You do your fclfc mighty wrong(M.F<?y^) 
Ford. beare it. 

Eu. If there be any pody in the houfe,& in the cham- 
)ers,and in the coffers, and in the prcilcs : heauen for- 
giue my fins at the day of judgement. 

Cains, Be gar, nor I too: there is no-bodies. 

Page. Fy,fy,M.fW,are you not afhem’d i What fpi- 
rit,what diuell fuggefts this imagination ? I wold not ha 
your diftempenn this kind/or ^ welch of urindfbrcafl/e. 
ForddTis my fault (M.Page)] fuffer for it. 

Euans. You fuffer for a pad confcicnce: your wife is 
as honeft a e o*naans, as I will defires among fiuc thou¬ 
fand,and fiue hundred too. 

Cat By gar,lfce *ci$ an honeft woman. 

Ford . Wclljpromifd you a dinnev:come,come,walk 
in the Parke,I pray you pardon me! I wil hereafter make 
knownctoyou why I haue done this. Come wife,comc 
Wi\.Pagc y l pray you pardon me.Pray bartly pardon me. 

page. Let’s-go in Gentlemen,but(truft me)wc*l mock 
him: I doe inuiteyouto morrow morning to my houfe 
to breakfaft: after wc*Il a Birding together, I haue a fine 
Hawke for the bufii. Shall it be fo: 

Ford. Anything. 

£«.Ifthereisone,Iftiall make two in the Companie 
Ca.\{ there be one, or two,I fhall makc-a-thcturd. 
Ford. Pray you go, M. Page. 

Eua,l pray you now remembrance to morrow on the 
lowfie knaue, mine Hoft. 

Cat, Dac is good by gar, whhall my heart. 

A lowfie knaue, to haue his gibes, and his moc- 
kencs * Exeunt. 


Sccena Quart a. 


Enter Fenton, ^inne. Page , Shallow, Slender, 
Quickly, 'Page, Mifi. Page. 

Fen: I fee I cannot get thy Fathers loue. 

Therefore no more turne me to him (fweet Nan.) 
zAnne. Alas, how then l 
Fen. Why thou mufl be thy fclfc. 

He doth ol>ie<ft, I am too great ofbirth. 

And that my ftate being gall'd with my cxpence, 

I feeke to heale it onely by his wealth. 

Bolides thefe, other barreshc layesbeforeme. 

My Riots part, my wilde Societies, 

And tels me’tisathing impottible 
I fhonld loue thee, but as a property. 

An. May be he rds you true. 

No, heauen fo fpeed inc in my time to come. 

Albeit I will coafcfle, thy Fathers wealth 
W as the firtt motiuc that I woo’d thee (fnne:) 

Vec wooing thee, I found thee of more valew ' 

Then ttampes in Gold, or fummes in fealed baoges: 
And tis the very riches of thy lclfe, 

I hat now'I aymeat. 

* An. Gentle M. Fenton, 

Ycc feeke my Fatherr loue, ttill feeke it fir. 

If opportunity an;-! humbled fuite 
Cannot attaine it, why then iiarkc you hither. 

Sbal. Breakc their talke Miftris gettekh. 

My Kinfman lliall lpcakefor him/cllc. 

Lt/en. Ile make a (hate or a bolt on t,(lid, tis fcut> ventu- 
Sbal. Benotdifmaid. (riiif’. 

Slen. No, fire fliall not difmay me: 

I care not for that,but that I am affcard. 
^*f-'.Harkye,M.S/e»</er would ('peak a word with you 
An. 1 come to him. This is my Fathers choice: 

O what a world of tilde ill-fanour‘d faults 
Lookcs Handfome in three hundred pounds a yctre? 

£fii- Ahd how do’s good Maflcr Fenton } 

Pray you a word with you. 

Sbal. Sheets comming; to her Goz: 

O boy, thou hadft a father. 

Slen A bad a father^ M.An) my vnde can tel you good 
lefts oi; him: pray you Vncle.tel Mift. jinne the ieft how 
my Father ftole tv/o Gecfe out of a Pen,good Vnckle. 
Shal, Miftris Anne, my Cozen loucsygft 
Slen. I that I do, as well as I loue any woman in Glo- 
cefterflhire. 

Sbal. He will maintaine you like a Gentlewoman* 
Slen, I that I will, come cut and long-railc, vnder the 
degree of a Squire. 

Shd. He will makeyou ^hundred and fiftie pounds 
ioynture# 

Anne. Good Maiftcr Shadow let him \yoo for Him - 
felfe. 

Sbal. Marric Ithanke you for it : I thankeyou for 
that good comfort: fhc cals you (Coz) lie Icaueyou. 
Anne. NowMafteri’Wr, 

Slen, Now good Miftris Amt. 

Anne. What is your will ? 

Slen. My will? OddVhart-lingt, that’s a picnic 
teftindeede: Ine’rcmademy Will y« (Ithanke I-ka- 

ucn:) lam not fuch a fickely creature, J giuc Heauen 
praise.' 

__ E ^ An. 
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The Merry tf 'iites ofWtndfor. 


Anne. I meane (M.5/^ierr)what wold you with me? 

Slcn. Truely, toi mine owne part, I would little or 
nothing with you : your father and my vncle hath made 
motion*: if it be my lucks,fo 5 if not, happy man bee his 
dole, they can teli you how things go,better then I can: 
you may askc your father, heerc he comes. 

Page. Now M r Slender \ Lone him daughter Anne. 
Why how now? What does M* - Fenter here i 
You wrong me Sir,thus ftill to haunt my houfe. 

I told you Sir, my daughter is difpofd of. 

Fen . Nay M r Page, be not impatient. 

Af[ft.Page. Good M. Fraftftf.comenot tomy child; 

Page. She is no match for you. 

Fen m Sir,wil!youhcareme? 

Page . No, good M. Fenton. 

Come M. Shallow: Come fonne Slender 9 in $ 

Knowing my minde,you wrong me(M. Fenton .) 

Qui. Spcake to Mlftris Page. 

Fen. Good Mitt. Page for that I loue your daughter 
In fuch a righteous fafhion as I do. 

Perforce,againft all checkes,rebukes,and manners, 

I mutt aduance the colours of my loue, 

Ar.d not retire. Let me haue your good will. 

An. Good mother, do not marry me to yond foole. 

Mtfl.Pagc. I meane it not, I fccke you a better huf- 
band. 

Qui. That’s my matter,M.Do&or. 

tsfn. Alas I had rather be fet quick i’th earth. 

And bowl’d to death with Turnips. 

CMift.Page. Come, trouble not your felfc goodM. 
Fenton , I will not be your friend, nor enemy: 

My daughter will I queflion how (lie loues you. 

And as 1 finde her, fo am I affedlcd: 

Till then, farewell Sir, (he mutt needs go in. 

Her father will be angry. 

Fen. Farewell gentle Mittris: farewell Nan. 

Qui. This is my doing now; Nay, faide J, will you 
catt away your childe on a Foole,and a Phyfitian : 

Looke on M. Fenton, this is my doing. 

Fen. I thanke thee: and I pray thee once to night, 
Giue my fweet Nan this Ring: there** for thy paincs, 

Qui. Now heauen fend thee good fortune, a kinds 
heart he hath: a woman would run through fire & wa¬ 
ter for fuch a kindc heart. But yet, I would my Maiftcr 
had Mittris Anne, or I would M.Slender hadheri or (in 
footh) I would M. Fenton had her; I will do what I can 
for them all three, for fo I haue promifd, and lie bee as 
good as my wdrcl, but lpecioufly for M. Fenton. Well, I 
mutt of another errand to Sir lohn Falttaffcixom my two 
Miftrefles: what a bcaft am I to flackc it. Exeunt 


Seem Quinta, 


Enter FalJlaffe } Bardolfe,Quickly y Ford. 

Fat % Bardoifel fay. 

'Bar. HeereSir. 

Fal. Go, fetch me a quart of Sackc,pur a toft in 3 t. 
Hauelliu’dto be carried in a Basket like a barrow of 
butchers Offall ? and to be thrownc in the Thames** Wei, 
iflbcferu’d fuch another tricke, lie haue my braines 
’cane out and butter’d, and giue them to a dogge for a 
New-yeares gift. The rogues flighted me into the riuer 
with as little remorfe, as they would haue drown’dea 


blindcbitches Poppicvfiftccne i’th W 

know by my fizc, that I haue a kinde of alacrity- io rj? 

I Tf A U bottome were .»deepe as hell, I flj d d ‘* * 
I had becne drown'd, but that thelhore was Iheluv? J 
{hallow: a death that I abhorre: for the water 3 d 
man; and what a thing {hould I haue becne wU ! 

had becne fwd’d? I Ihould haue becne a Mountain? ! 
Mummie. U1C °1 

Bar.Hctc $ M .Quickly Sir to fpeake with you» 

Fal.Comc, let me poure in fomeSack to theTham 
water: for my bellies as cold as if I had 1 wallow’d fij?* 
bals, for pillcs to code the reines. Cali her in. W * 

Bar. Come in woman. 

Qui. By your leaue: I cry you mercy/ 

Giue your worftiip good morrow. 

Fal. Takeaway thefe Challices : 

Go, brew me a pottle of Sackc finely. 

'Bari. With Egges,Sir? 

Fal. Simple ofit felfc: lie no Pullct-Sperfine in ra» 
brewage. How now? 

J&'-Marry Sir,I come to your worfliip from U.ForJ 

Fal. Mifi.Fordi 1 haue had Ford enough: J was thrown 
into the Ford; I haue my belly full of Ford. 

Q?*- Alas the day, (good-heart) that was not b« 
fault: {he do s fo take on with her men; they miftooke 
their ere&ion. (promif; 

Fal. So did I mine,to build vpon a foolifti Woman' 
£ui. Well, {he laments Sir for it, that it would vi 

Ur heart to ir • -_ .* 


—: ' — • w * **> .»««.«. «v vvuuju yern 

vour heart to fee it : her husband goes this morning, 
birding;(he defires you once more to come to her, be« 
twecnc eight and nine: I mutt carry her word quickelv 
(he 11 make you amends I warrant yon. 

Fal. Well, Iwillvifither, tell herfo .-and biddeher 
thinke what a^man is: Let her confider his frailety and 
then iudge of my merit. ’ 

Qui. I will tell her. 

Fal. Dofo. Betweenenine and ten faift thou? 

Qui. Eight and nine Sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone: I will not mifle her. 

Qui* Peace be with you Sir. 

Fal. I meruaile I hearenot of Mr Broome : he fentme 
word to flay within : I like his money well. 

Oh, heere be comes. 

Ford . Bleffe you Sir. 

Fal. Now M. 'Broome, you come to know 
What hath paft betweene me, and Fords wife. 

Ford. That indeed (Sir lohn) is my bufinefle. 

Fal. Al.BroomelwiWnotlyztoyow, 

I was at her houfe the hourc (he appointed me. 

Ford. And fped you Sir ? 

Fal. very ill-fauouredly M. Broome. 

Ford . How fofir,did fhe change her determination? 

F*/.No(M,Fr 00 j»e)but the peaking Curnutoherhuf- 
band(M.Fr<?^e)d welling in a continual larum of idou- 
ficjcoms me in the inftant of our encounter,aftcr wchad 
embraft,kift,protefted,&(as it wcre)fpoke the prologue 
ofour Comedy: and at his heeles,a rabble of his compa¬ 
nions,thither prouoked andinftigated by his diftemper, 
and(forfooth)to ferch his houfe for his wiucs Loue. 

Ford. What? While you were there ? 

Fal. While I was there. 

For. And did he fearch for you,& could not findyoiP 

Fal. You fhall heare. As good lucke would haueit, 
comes in one Mfi. Page, glues intelligence of Fords ap- 
proch: and in her inuention, and Forets wiues dittraettion, 
they conuey’d me into a buckc-basket. 

Fori 
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Ford. A Buck-basket ? . 

Fd Yes: a Buck-basket: ram d mec mwithfouie 

chirtsanJSmockes, Socks, foule Stockings, greafic 
Napkins, that (Matter Broome ) there was the rankeft 
compound of villanous fmell, that euer offended no- 

flrrill- , , , 

Ford. And how long lay you there? 

Fal. Nay, you.fliall heare (Matter Broome ,) what I 
hau^fufferd. to bring this woman to euill, for your 
good: Being thus cram’d in the Basket a cou P lc of 
Fords knaues, his Hindes, were cald forth by their Mi- 
ftris, to carry mce in the name ot fomc Cloathcs to 
Batchet-lane: theytooke me on their flioulders : met 
the icalous knaue their Matter in the doorc; who 
ask’d them once or twice what they had in their Baf. 
ket ? I quak’d for fcare leaft the Lunati^uc Knaue 
would haue fcarch’d it: but Fate (ordaining he {hould 
be a Cuckold) held his hand : well, on went hec, for 
x fearch , and away went I for foule Cloathes : But 
marke thefequell (Matter Broome) Ifuffered the pangs 
of three feuerall deaths: Firft, an intollerablc fright, 
to be detected with a iealious rotten Bell-weather: 
Next to be compals’d like a good Bilbo in the circum¬ 
ference of a Peeke, hilt to point, heele to head. And 
thentobeftoptin like a ftrong diftillation with {link¬ 
ing Cloathes, tha; fretted in their owne greafe: 
thinkeofthat, a man of my Kidney; thinkeof that, 
that am as fubieft toheate as butter; a man of conti- 
nuall diffolution. and thaw; it was a miracle to feape 
fuffocation. And in the height of this Bath (when I 
was more then halfeftcw’d in greafe (like a Dutch- 
dilh) to be throwne into the Thames, and 
coold, glowing-hot, in that ferge like a Horfe- 
flioo; thinkeofthat; hitting hot s thinke of that(Mafter 
Broome ,) 

Ford. In good fadneffe Sir,I am forry,that for my fake 
you haue fufferd all this. . 

My fuite then is defperate: You’ll vndertake her no 
more? 

Fal. Matter Broome ; I will be throwne into Etna, 
as I haue beene into Thames,ere I will leaue her thus; 
her Husband is this morning gone a Birding: I 
haue receiued from her another ambaflie of mee¬ 
ting.- ’twixt eight and nine is the hourc ( Matter 
Broome .) 

Ford. 'Tis paft eight already Sir. 

Fal. Is it? I will then addreftc mee to my appoint¬ 
ment : Come to mec at your conucnient leifure, and 
you fhall know how I fpeedc: and the condufion 
fhall be crowned with your enioyinghcr: adiew; you 
{hall hau.c her (Matter Broome ) Matter Broome , you {hall 
cuckold Ford. 

Ford. Hum: ha? Is this a vifion? Is this adreame/ 
doelfleepc? Matter Ford awake, awake Matter Ford: 
ther’sahole made in yourbeft coate (Matter Ford:) this 
‘tis to be married; this'tis to haue Lynnen, and Buck- 
baskets : Well, I will prodaime my lelfe what I am : 

I will now take the Leacher: hee is at my houfe : hec 
cannotfcapeme;’tisimpofllble hee fhould: hee can- | 
not creepe into a haife-penny purfe, nor into a Peppcr- 
Boxe: But leaft the Diuell that guides him, fhould 
aide him , I will fearch impoflible places; though 
what I am, I cannot auoide; yet to be what I would 
not, fhall not make me tame: If I haue homes, to make 
onemad.lcttheprouerbegoe with me, llebe horne- 

mad - exeunt. 


AclusQmrtm. SccenaPtima. 


Enter Miftris Page,Quickly,William y Suans. 
Mifi.Pag. Is he at M .Fords already think’ft thou ? 
Qui. Sure he is by this; or will be prefently; buc 
truely he is very courageous mad, about his throwing 
into the water. Mittris Ford defircs you to come fo- 
dainely. 

Mifi.Pag. llebe with her by and by: lie but bring 
my yong-mah here to Schoole; looke where his Matter 
comes ; ’tis a playing day I fee: how now Sir Hugh , no 
Schoole to day? 

Eua. Nc:Matter Slender is let the Boyes leaue to play. 
Qui ’BldTing of his heart. 

Mfi.Pag. Sir Hugb,my husband faies my fonne pro¬ 
fits nothing in the world at his Booke: I pray you aske 
him fome queftions in his Accidence. 

Eu. Come hither If^illiam ; hold vp your head;come. 
Mfi.Vag. Come-onSirha; holdvp your head; an- 
fwere your Matter, be not afraid. 

Eua. william % how many Numbers is inNownes? 
Will. Two. 

Qui. Truely, I thought there had bin one Number 
more^ecaufe they fay odVNownes. 

Eua. Peace,your taclmgs. What is (FairflMiiant ? 
Will. Pule her. 

Qu. Povvlcacs? there are fairer things then Powlcats, 
fure. 

Eua. You are a very fimplicity o*man: I pray you 
peace. What is (Lapis) William ? 

Wit. A Stone. 

Eua. And what is a Stone (William l) 

Will. APecble. 

Eua. No; it is Lapis : I pray you remember in your 
praine. 

Will. Lapis. 

Eua. That is a good William: what is he(^///>^)that 
do’s lend Articles. 

Will. Articles are borrowed of the Pronoune; and be 
thus declined. Singulariter nominatiuohtc hacfoc. 

Eua. Nommatttio higfagjhog: pray you marke : getu- 
tiuohuiHS: Well; what is your Accufatme-cafe ? 

Will. Accufattuohinc. 

Eua. I pray you haue your remembrance (childe) Ac- 

eufatiuo king ,bang fog. 

Qu. Hang-hog, is latten for Bacon,I warrant you. 
Sun. Leaue your prables (o’man) What is the Feet- 
tine cafe ( William?) 

Will. O y F?catiuo s O. 

Eua. Remember William,Focatiue, is caret. 

Qu. And that’s a good roote. 

Eua. O’manjforbeare. 

Mfi.Pag. Peace. 

Eua: What is your Genitive cafe plnrall (WiHiam>) 

Will. Genitiue cafe ? 

Eua . I. 

Will. Genitive horumftoarumforum. ' 

Qu. VengeanceofGinycs cafe; fie on her; neuer 
nameher(childe) iffhebea whoie, 

Eua. For fliamco’man. 

t Qu. \ on doe ill to teach the childe fuch words: hee 
teaches him to. hk, and to hac; which they’ll ;doe faft 
enough of chemlelucs, and to call horum ; fie vpon you. 

^ 3 Eua. ’Oman 
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The Merry lViues ofWindfor. 


Enans. O’man, arc thou Lunaties ? Haft thou no vn- 
derftandings for thy Cafes, & the numbers of the Gen- 
ders? Thou arc as foolifh Chriftian creatures, as I would 
defires* 

OMs.Page. PrcYnec hold thy peace. 

£n. Shew me now declenfions of your 

Pronounes. 

t Fill. Forfooth, I haue forgot. 

Ett. It is q He y quod ; if you forget your Qutes , 

your Ques y anA your Quods y you muft be preeches: Goe 
your waies and play, go. 

Ttf.Pag, He is a better fcholler then I: thought he was. 

Eft. He is a good fprag-memory:Farcwcl Mis .Page. 

Mif Fags. Adieu good Sir Hugh: 

Get you home boy. Come we ftay too long. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Falft offe, Mi ft .Ford, Mift . Page, Seruants.Ford, 

Page,Caites ,Euan s, Shallow. 

Fal. Mi. Ford, Yout forrow hath eaten vp my fuffe- 
r£nce -1 fecyouare obfequious in yourloue, and I pro- 
fcffcrequitall to a baires bredth, notonely Mift. Ford, 
in the fimple office of loue, but in all the accuftrement, 
complement, and ceremony of it ; But are you fure of 
your husband now ? 

Mif Ford. Hee’s a birding(fweet Sir John.) 

Mtf.Page. VVhathoa.goftjp Ford : what hoa. 

CMifFord. Step into tlr chamber, Sir John. < 

Mif. Page. How now (fwcctc heart) whofe at home 
befidesyour felfe ? 

Mif Ford Why none but mine ownc people. 

Mif.Page. Indeed ? 

Mif.Ford. No certainly: Spcake louder. 

Mift. Pag.T ruly,I am fo glad you haue no body here, 

Uilift.Ford, Why* 

Mif Page. Why woman, your husband is in his olde 
lines againc: he fo takes on yonder with my husband.fo 
railes againft all married mankinde ; focurfes all Eues 
daughters,ofwhat complexion loeuer ;andfo buffettes 
himfelfc on the for-head: crying peere-out, peere-out, 
that any madnefle I eueryet beheld, Teem’d but tamc- 
neffe, ciuility, and patience to this his diftemper he is in 
now : I am glad the fat Knight is not heere. 

Mift.Ford. Why, do’s he talke of him? 

Mtft.Page. Of none but him,and fwearcs he was ca- 
ried out the laft time lice fcarch’d for him, in aBasket: 
Protefts to my husband he is now heere, & hath drawne 
him and the reft of their company from their fport, to 
make another experiment ofhisfufpition: But I am glad 
thjKnight is not heere; now he fhall fee his ownc foo» 
lerie. 

Mift.Ford. How neere is he Miftris Page? 

Mi ft.Pag. Hard by,ac ftrect end ; he wil be here anon. 

Mift.Ford. I am vndone,the Knight is heere. 

Mift.Page. Why then you arc vtterly fham’d,& hce’s 
but a dead man. What a woman are you ? Away with 
him, away with him : Better fhame,th& murther. ^ 

Mift.Ford. Which way ftiouldbegoPHow fhouldl 
beftow him ? Shall I put him into the basket againe? 

Fed. No, He come no more i’th Basket: 

May I not go out ere he come t 


mi>ft.Page. Alas: three of Fords 

the doore with Piftols, that none fhall iflue out : ot L C " 
wile you might flip away ere hec came: But what mV' 
you heere i “***< 

Fal. W,hat fhall I do ? lie creepe vp into the chir»„ 
Mift.Ford. There they alwaies vfe to difeharge t h? 

Birding-peeces: creepe into the Kill-hole. ° 6 

Fal. Where is it f 

"Mitt.Ford. He will feeke there on my word • Npv.l 
P refte, Coffer,Cheft,Trunkc, Well, Vault,buchchV 
an abftra£t for the remembrance of fuch places and p 1 

houf Cmby hiS N ° tC : Thcrcis no biding you in dS 

Fal. He go out then. 

mttft.Ford. Ifyougoe out in your owne fcmblanee 
you die Sir Iohn, vnleffeyou go our difguis’d. 
Mift.Ford. How might we difguife him { 
MiU.Page. Alas the day I knownot.thereisnowo. 
mans gowne bigge enough for him; otherwifehemieh! 
put on a hat, a muffler, and a kcrchiefe, and foefcap. 

Fal. Good hearts, deuife fomethine: anv extremis, 
rather then a mifehiefe,' e < 

Mift.Ford. My Maids Aunt the fat woman of2r««. 

ford, has a gowne abouc. 

Mift. Page. On my word it will feruc him: fhee’s ai 
big as he is: and there s her thrum’d hat,and her muffler 
too: run vp Sir Iohn, 

Mift.Ford. Go,go,fweetSir Iohn: Mtftriie Page and 
I will looke fome linnen for your head. 

Mift.Page. QuickC,quicke, wee’le come dreffeyou 
ftraight: put on the.gowne the while. 

Mift.Ford. I would my husband would mecte him 
in this ftiape: he cannot abide the old woman of Brain- 
ford $ he fwearcs fhe’s a witch, forbad her my houfe and 
haththreatned tobeate her. 

Mift.Page. Heauen guide him to thy husbands cud- 
gell: and the diuell guide his cudgell afterwards. 
Mift.Ford. But is my husband comming ? 

Mift.Page. I in good fadneffe is he, and talkes of the 
basket too, howfoeuer he hath had intelligence. 

Mift.Ford. Wee’l try that: for He appoint mymente 
carry the basket againe, to mecte him at the doore with 
it,as they did laft time. 

Mift.Page. Nay, but hee’l be heere presently :!«’$ go 
drefle him like the witch of Brainford. 

Mift. Ford. lie firft dire# direift my men, what they 
fhall doe with the basket: Goe vp, lie bring linnen for 
him ftraight. 

Mtft.Page. Hang him difhoneft Varlct, 

We cannot mil’ufe enough: 

We’ll leaue a proofc by that which we will doe, 

Wiues may be merry, and yet honeft too : 

We do not a£lc that often, ieft, and laugh, 

’Tis old,but true, Still Swine eats all tlicdraugh. 

Mift.Ford. Go Sirs, take the basket againe on your 
fhoulders: your Mafter is hard at doore : if hec bid you 
fet it downe,obey him; quickly, difpatch. 

I Ser. Come, come,take it vp. 
a Ser. Pray heauen it be not full of Knight againe. 
i Ser. I hope not, I had liefe as beare fo much lead. 
Ford. I, but ifitprouetrue (Mr. Page ) haue youany 
way then to vnfoole me againe. Set downe the basket 
villaine: fome body call my wife: Youth in a basket: 
Oh you Panderly Rafcals, there’s a knot: a gin,a packe, 
a confpiracie againft me: Now fhall the diuel be fham’d. 
What wife I fay: Come, come forth: behold what ho. 

neft 
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,. ei t doathes you fend forth to bleaching. 

‘ Page. Why, this paffes M. Ford : you are not to goe 
loofc any longer, you muft be pinnion d. 

Emns. Why, this is Lunaucks: this is madde, as a 

Indeed M. Ford, thi is not well indeed. 

Ford. So fay I too Sir, come hither Miftris Fora, Mr- 
ftris Ford, the honeft woman, the modeft wile,the vertu- 
ous creature, that hath the iealious foole tocher husband: 
I fufpeift without caufe (Miftris)do I ? • 

Mift.Ford. Heauen be my witneffe you doc, if you 
fufpedmein any difhoneftv. 

Ford. Well faid Brazon-face, hold it out:Comc forth 

firrah. 

pa*e. This paffes. 

Mift.Ford. Are you not afham’d, let the cloths alone. 
Ford. I fhall finde you anon. 

Etta. ’Tis vnreafonablejwill you take vp your wiues 
doathes? Come, away. 

Ford. Empty the basket I fay. 

M. Ford. Why man, why? 

Ford. Mafter Page , as I am a man, there was one con- 
uay’d’out of my houfe yefterday in this baskec : why 
may not he be there againe, in my houfe l am fure he is: 
my Intelligence is true, my lealoufie is reafonablc, pluck 
me out aft tnelinnen. 

Mift.Ford. If you find a man there, he fhall dye a Fleas 
death. 

Page. Hcet’s no man. 

Shal. By my fidelity this is not well Mt.Ford: This 
wrongs you. 

Evans. Mr Ford, you muft pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of youc owne heart: this is iealoufies. 

Ford. Well,hee’s not heere I feeke for. 

Page. No, nor no where elfe but in your braine. 

Ford. Helpe to fearch my houfe this one time:ifl find 
not what I feeke, fhew no colour for my extremity: Let 
me for cuer be your Tablc-fport: Let them fay of mc,|as 
iealous os Ford, that fearch’d a hollow Wall.nut for his 
wiues Lcmman. Satisfie me once more,once more ferch 
with me. 

M. Ford. What hoa (Miftris Page,) come you and 
the old woman downe :i my husband will come into the 
Chamber. 

Ford. Old woman? what old womans that? 

M.Ford. Why it is my maids Aunt of Prainford, 

Ford. A witch,a Queane, an olde couzening queane: 
Haue I not forbid her my houfe. She comes of errands 
do’s fhe i We are fimple men, wee doe not know what’s 
brought to paffe vnder the profeffion ofFortune-telling. 
She workes by Charmes, by Spels, by th’Figurc,& fuch 
dawbry as this is, beyond our Element: wee know no¬ 
thing. Come downe you Witch, you Haggc you,come 
downe I fay. 

Mift.Ford. Nay, good fweet husband,goodGentle- 
men, let him ftrike the old woman; 

Mift.Page. Come mother Prat, Come giuemeyour 
hand. 

Ford. lie Prat-hev: Out of my doore, you Witch, 
you Ragge, you Baggage, you Poulcat, you Runnion, 
out, out: lie coniure you, lie fortune-tcll you. 

Mtft.Page. Are you not afham’d ? 

Ithinkeyou haue kill’d the poore woman, 

t Mift. Fora. Nay he will do it, ’tis a goodly credite 
for y 6 u. ® J 

Fori. Hang her witch. 


Eua. By yea,and no, I thinkc the o’man is a witch in- 
deede : I like not when a o’man has a great pcard ; I fpi e 
a great peard vnder his muffler. 

Ford. Will you follow Gentlemen, I befecch you fol- 
low : fee buc the iflue of my iealoufie; If I cry out thus 
vpon no triile, neuer truftmc when I open againe. 

Page. Let’s obey his humour a little further: 

Come Gentlemen. 

Mtft.Page. Truft me he beate him moft pittifully. 
MtJl.Ford. Nay by th’Maflc that he did not: he beate 
him moft vnpittifully, me thought. 

Mtft.Page, lie haue the cudgcll hallow’d, and hung 
ore the Altar, it hath done meritorious feruicc. 

Mift.Ford. What thinke you ? May we with the war¬ 
rant of woman-hood, and the witneffe of a good confci- 
encc, purfue him with any further reuenge > 

M.Page. The fpirit ofwantonneffe is ftfre fear’d out 
ofhim, if the diuell haue him not in fce-fimple. with 
fine and recouery, he will neuer (I thinke) in the vyay of 
vvaftc, attempt vs againc. 

Mift.Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how wee haue 
feru’d him ? 

Mtft.Page . Yes, by all meanes: ifit be but to ferape 
the figures out ofyour husbands braines: if they can find 
in their hearts, the poore vnuertuous fat Knight fhall be 
any further afflicted, wee two will ftill bee the mini- 
fters. 

Mift.Ford. lie warrant, they! haue him publiquely 
lham’d, and methinkes there would be no period to the 
ieft.ffiould he not be publikely fham’d, 

M,ft. Page. Come, to the Forge with it, then fhape it: 

I would not haue things code. Exeunt 


Scena Tertia . 


Enter Hoft and Bardolfe. 

Tar. Sir, the Germane defires to haue three of your 
horfes: the Duke himfelfe will be to morrow at Court, 
and they are going to meet him. 

Hoft. What Duke fhould that be comes fo fecretly ? 
I heare not ofhim in the Court: let mee fpeake with the 
Gentlemen, they fpeake Englifh? 

Tar. ISir?Ilecallhimto you. 

Hoft. They fhall haue my horfes, but lie make them 
pay: lie fauce them, they haue had my houfes a week at 
commannd : I haue turn’d away my other guefts, they 
muft come off, lie fawce them, come. Exeunt 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Page , Ford, Miftris Page, c JMiftris 
Ford , and Euans . 

£ua. Tis one of the beft diferetions of a o’man as c- 
ucr 1 did looke vpon. 

Page. And did he fend you both thefe Letters at an 
inftant ? 

MiJt.Vage . Within a quarter of an houre. 

Ford. Pardon me (wife^ henceforth do what ^ wilt; 
1 rather will fufpeft the Sunne with gold/ 

Then thee with wantonnes: Now doth thy honor ftand 

- — (In 





































































































The Merry Jf^iues of W^indfor. 


(In him that was of late an Heretike) 

Asfirme as faith. . 

Page, ’Tis wcll/cis well,no more: 

Be not as extreme in fuhmifTion,as in offence. 

But let our plot go forward : Let our wiucs 
Yet onceagaine (to make vs publike fport) 

Appoint a meeting with this old fat-fellow. 

Where we may take him, and difgrace him for it. 

Ford . There is no better way then that they fpokc of. 

Page . How-to fend him word they’ll meete him in 
the Parke at midnight ? Fic,fie,he'll neuer come. 

Ev> You fay he has bin throwneinthe Riuers : and 
has bin greeuoufly peaten, as an old o’man: me-thinkes 
there fhould be terrors in him, that he (hould not come: 
Me-thinkes his flefli is punifh’dj heefhall haue no dc- 
fires. 

Page. So thinke I too. 

TitFord . Deuife but how you'l vfe him whe he comes, 
And let vs two deuife to bring him thether. 

AfifPage. There is an old talc goes, that Herne the 
Hunter (fomccimc a keeper heere in Windfor Forrcft) 
Doth all the winter time, at ftill midnight 
Walke round about an Oakc,with great rag’d-hornes. 
And there he blafts the tree, and takes the cattle. 

And make milch-kinc yeeldblood,and {hakes a chainc 
In a moft hideous and dreadfull manner. 

You haue heard of fuch a Spirit,and well you know 
The fuperftitious idle-headed-Eld 
Rcceiu'd, and did dcliuer to our age 
This tale 6 f Herne the Hunter, for a truth. 

Page. Why yet there want not many that do feare 
In deepc of night to walke by this Herncs Oake: 

But what of this i 

Mi(l.ford. Marry this is our deuife. 

That Falftaffe at that Oaktrfhall meetewithvs. 

Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he’ll come. 
And in this fhape,when you haue brought him thether, 
What fhall be done with him? What is your plot? 

MiJt.VaJXhzi likewife haue we thoghc vpon:& thus: 
Nan Page (my daughter)and my little fonne, 

And three or foure more of their growth,wee’l dreffe 
Like Vrchins,Ouphes,and Fairies, grecne and white, 
With rounds of waxen Tapers on their heads, 

And rattles in their hands; vpon a fodaine, 

As Falftaffe , fhe, and I, are newly met, 
l et them from forth a faw-pit rafh at once 
With fome diffufed fong :Vpon their fight 
Wctwo, in great amazednefie will flye; 

Then let them all encircle him about, 

And Fairy-like to pinch the vncleanc Knight; 

And aske him why that houre ot Fairy Reuell, 

In their fo facred pathcs 3 he dares to tread 
Infhapeprophane. 

Ford. And till he tell the truth, 

Let the fuppofed Fairies pinch him, found. 

And burne him with their Tapers. 

Mift.Pagc. The truth being knowne. 

We’ll all prefent our felues; dif-hornc the fpirit, 

And mocke Him home to Windfor. 

Ford. The children muft 
Be pra&is’d well to this, or they’ll neu’r doo’r. 

Eva. I will teach the children their bchauiours: and I 
will be like a Iackc-an-Apcs alio, to burne the Knight 
with my Taber. 

Ford . That will be excellent, 
lie go buy them vizards. 


Tttifi.Page. My Nan fhall be the Quecne of^alTTk 
Fairies,finely attired in a robe of white. 

'Page. That filke will I go buy, and in that time 
Shall M.Slender Realc my Nan away. 

And marry her at Eaton : go, fend to Falftaffe Araioh t 
Ford . Nay, lie to him againe in name of Broome 
Hee’l tell me all his purpofe: fure hce’l come. 

Mi/t.Page. Feare not you that: Go get vs property 
And tricking for our Fayries. 1 

Evans. Let vs about it, 

It is admirable pleafurcs, and ferry honefi knaueries 
dHif.page.Go Mtft.Ford, 

Send quickly to S'nlohn, to know hisminde: 
lie to the Doctor, he hath my good will. 

And none but he to marry with Nan Page : 

That Slender (though well landed) is an Ideot: 

And he, my husband beft of all affe&s: 

The Doctor is well monied, and his friends 
Potent at Court: he, none but he fhall haue her. 
Though twenty thoufand worthier come to craucher. 


Seen a Quinta . 


Enter Hoft, Simple, Falftaffe, Bardelfe, Euans , 
taim, Quickly, 

Heft. What wouldft thou haue? (Boorcj what? (thick 
skin) fpeake, breathe, difeuffe: breefe, fhort, quicke 
fnap. . 

Simp. Marry Sir, I come to fpeake with Sir Iohn Fal . 
ftaffe from M. Slender. 

Hoft. There’s his Chamber, hisHoufe, hisCafllc, 
his ftanding-bed and truckle-bed : ’tis painted about 
with the ftory of the Prodigall, frefh and nev»:go,knock 
and call: hee’l fpeake like an Anthropophaginian vnto 
thee: Knocke I fay. 

Simp. There’s an olde woman, a fat woman gone vp 
into his chamber: lie be fo bold as ftay Sir till lire come 
downe: I come to fpeake with her indeed. 

Heft. Ha? A fat woman? The Knight may be robb’d: 
lie call. Bully-Knight, Bully Sir John.- fpeake fromthy 
Lungs Military: Art thou there? It is thine Hoft, thine 
Ephefian cals. 

Fal. How now,mine Hoft ? 

Hell. Here’s a Bohemian-Tartar tariei thecomming 
downe of thy fat-woman : Let her defeend (Bully) let 
her defeend: my Chambers are honourable .• Fie, priua- 
cy ?Fie. 

Fal. There was (mine Hoft) an old-fat-woman euen 
now with me, but fhe’s gone. 

Simp. Pray you Sir, was’t not the Wife-woman of 
Brain ford? 

Fal. I marry wasit(Mu{fel-fhell) what would you 
with her ? 

Simp. My Mafter (Sir) my mafter Slender,{e nttohet 
feeing her go thorough the ftreets, to know (Sir ) whe¬ 
ther one Ntm (Sir) that beguil’d him of a chaine,hadthe 
chaine, or no. 

Fal. I fpake with the old woman about it, 

Sim. And what fayes file, I pray Sir ? . 

Fal. Marry fhee fayes, xhatthc very fame man that 
beguil’d Mafter Slender of his Chaine,cozon’d him ofit. 

Simp. I would I could haue fpoken with the Woman 
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felfe, I had other things to haue fpoken with her 
too, from him. 

fat. What are they? let vs know. 

Hoft.lt come:quicke. 

Fal. I may not concealc them (Sir.) 

Hoft. Conceale them, or thou di’ft. 

Sim. Why fir, they were nothing but about Miftns 

Anne Page, to know if it were my Matters fortune to 

haue her,or no. 

Fal. Tis/cis his fortune. 

Sim. What Sir? • • - . , 

Fal. To haue her, or no: goe; fay the woman told 

me fo. 

Sm. May I be bold to fay fo Sir? 

Fal. I Sir: like who more bold. 

Sim. I thanke yout worfhip: I /hall make my Mafter 
glad with thefe tydings. 

° Hoft. Thou are clearkly: thou art clcarkly(Sir Iohn) 
was there a wife woman with thee ? 

Fal. I that there wasf mine Hoft )one that hath taught 
fjiemorcwitjtheneuerllcarn’d before in my life: and 
I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid formylear¬ 
ning. 

Bar. Out alas (Sir) cozonage: meere cozonage. 

Hoft. Where be my horfes? fpeake well of them var- 
etto. 

Bar, Run away with the cozoners: for fo foone as 
. came beyond Eaton, they threw me off, from behinde 
oneofthcm,inafloughofmyre; and fet fpurres, and 
away; like three Germane- diuels; three ‘Doctor Fau- 
1 affes. 

Hoff They are gone but to meete the Duke (villaine) 
doe not fay they be fled: Germanes are noneft men, 

Euan. Where is mine Hoft ? 

Heft. What is the matter Sir? 

Euan. Haue a care of your entertainments: there is a 
iicnd of mine come to Towne, tels mee there is three 
Cozen-Iermans.that has cozcnd all the Hofts of peadint , 
of Maidenhead' of Cole-brooke, of horfes and money : I 
tell you for good will (looke you) you arc wife, and full 
ofgibes, and vlouting-ftocks: and ’tis not conuenient 
you (hould be cozoncd. Fare you well. 

Cat. Vet’is mine Hoft de Iarteere ? 

Hoft. Hcre(MafterX> 0 #(»-)inperplcxitie,and doubt¬ 
ful! delemma. 

Cai. I cannot tell vat is dat :but it is tell-a-me, dat 
you make grand preparation for a Du Ye.de Iamanie: by 
my trot: der is no Duke that the Court is know, *o 
come: I tell you for good will: adieu. 

Hoft. Huy and cry, (villaine) goe: aflift me Knight.I 
amvndonc: fly, run: huy, and cry (villaine) I am vn- 
donc. 

Fal. I would all the world might be cozond, for I 
lauebecnc cozond aud beaten too: ifit fhould come 
to the care of the Court,how I haue bcene transformed; 
and how my transformation hath becnc wafhd, and 
cudgeld, they would melt mee out of my fat drop by 
drop, and liquor Fifhermens-boots with me: I warrant 
they would whip me with their fine wits, till I were as 
creft-falneas adride-pcare: I neuer profper’d, fince I 
fotfworemyfelfeat Primero: well, if my windewcrc 
but long enough; I would repent: Now? Whence come 
you? 

Qui. From the two parties forfooth. 

Fal. The Diuell take one partie, and his Dam the 
other: and fo they (hall be both bellowed; Phaueluf- 


| fer’a more for their lakes; more then the villanous in- 
c onftancy ofmans difpofi tion is able to heart, 

Qui. And haue not they fuffer’d? Ycs,I warrantee, 
cioufly oneofthem; Miftris iW(goodhearc)isbeaten 
blacke and blew, that you cannot leea white fpot about 
her. 

Fal. What tell’ft thou mee of blacke, and blew? I 

was beaten my felfe into all the colours of the Raine- 
bow: and I was like to be apprehended for the Witch 
of 'Braineford, but that my admirable dexteritie of wit, 
my counterfeiting the aftion of an old woman deliuer’d 
me,the knaueConftable had fet me ich’Stocks,ith’ com¬ 
mon Stocks, for a Witch. 

Oh, Sir: let me fpeake with you in your Chamber, 
you fhall heare how things goe,and (I warrant) to your 
content: here is a Letter will fay fomewhat: (good- 
hearts) whac a-doe here is to bring you together ? Sure 
one of you do’s not ferueheauen well, that you are fo 
crofT’d. 

Fal. Come vp into my Chamber. Exeunt. 


Seen3 Scxta. 


Enter Fenton^ Hof. 

Hoft. Mafter Fenton, talke not to mee, mymindeis 
heauy : I will giue ouer all. 

Fen. Yet heare me fpeake: aflift me in my purpofe 
And (as lama gentleman) ile giue thee 
A hun dred pound in gold, more then your lofle. 

Haft. I will heare you( Mafter Fenton) andl*will(ac 
the lcaft) keepeyour counfcll. v 

Fen. From time to time,I haue acquainted you 
With the deare lone I beare to faire Anne Page, 

Who,mutually, hath anfwer’d my affection, * 

(So farre forth, as her felfe might be her choofer) 

Euen to my wifh ; I haue a letter from her 
Of fuch contents, as you will wonder at; 

The mirth whereof, fp larded with my matter, 

That neither (fingly) can be manifefted 
Without the fhew ofboth :far Falftaffe 
Hath a great Scene; the image of the ieft 
lie fhow you here at large (harke good mine Hoft:) 

To night at Hemes-Oke, iult 'twixt twelue and one, 

Muft my fweet Nan prefent the Faerie-gueene : 

The purpofe why,is here: in which difguife . 

VVhile other lefts are fomething ranke on foote. 

Her father hath commanded her to flip 
Away with Slender, and with him,at Eaton 
Immediately to Marry; She hath confented :Now Sir, 
Her Mother,(euen ftrong againft that match 
And firme for Doaor Cairn) hath appointed 
That he fhall likewife fhuffle her away. 

While other fports are tasking of their mindes, 

And at the Deanry, where a Prieft attends 
Strait marry her: to this her Mothers plot 
She feemingly obedient) likewife hath 
Made promife to the Dolior : Now,thus it refts, 

Her Father meanes fhe fhall be all in white; 

And in that habit,when Slender fees his time 
To take her by the hand,and bid her goe, 

She flial! goe with him: her Mother hath intended 
(The better to deuote her tothe Dottoy, 

For they muft all bemask’d,and vizarded) 

That 
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The Merry Wines ofWtndfor, 


Sitter Falftaffe, Aiifiris Page, CMiftns Ford,Eum, 
Anne Page, F(tines,Page,Ford, Quickly, 
Slender,Fenton,Catus,PiFboJl. 

Fal. The Windfor-bell hath ftroke twclue: 'the Mi* 
nute drawes-on: Now the hot-bloodied-Gods afliftme: 
Remember lou», thou was’t a Bull for thy Europa,love 
fet on thy homes. O powerfull Louc, that in fomc re- 
fpe&s makes a Bead a Man: in fom other ,a Man a bead. 
You were alfo (Iupiter) a Swan, for the louc of Leda : 0 

omnipotent 


That quaint in greene, (he (hall be loofe en-roab’d, 
With Ribonds-pendant, flaring ’bout tier head ; 

And when the Doctor fpics his vantage ripe, 

To pinch her by the hand, and on that token, 

’ The maid hath giuen conient to go with him. 

I Jo ft. Which meanes flic to dcceiuc ? Father, or Mo¬ 
ther. 

Fen. Both (my good Hoft) to go along with me: 
And heere it reits, that you’l procure the Vicar 
To flay for me at Church,’tvvixctwelue,and one, 

And in thelawfull name of marrying, 

To giue our hearts vnited ceremony. . 

Ho ft. Well, husband your deuice; lie to the Vicar, 
Bring you the Maid, you fhall not lacke a Prieft. 

Fen. So fhall I euermore be bound to thee; 

Befides, Ucmakeaprefcntrccompence. Exeunt 


Jftus Quintus, Scan a Trim a. 


Enter Eunns and Fairies . 

Shahs. Trib, trib Fairies: Come, and remember your 
parts: be pold (I pray you) follow me into the pit, and 
when I giue the watchwords* do as I pidyou : Come, 
come, tribyCrib. " Exeunt 


Seem Secunda, 


Seen a Quinta. 


FaL Pre’thee no more pratling : go, He hold, this is 
thethird time: I hope good lucke lies in odde numbers: 
Away, go, they fay there is Diuinity in odde Number*, 
either in naciuity, chance, or death; away. 

J>ai. Ileprouideyou achaine, and lie do what I can 
to get youapaireof homes. 

Fall . Away I fay, t ime wcares, hold vp your head & 
mince. How now M. / Maftcr the mat¬ 

ter will be knowncto night, or neuer. Bee you in the 
Parke about midnight, at Hernes-Oake, and you ftiall 
fee wonders. 

Ford . Went you not to her yefterday(Sir)as you cold 
me you had appointed ? 

Fal, I went co her (M after 2>?wtf?c) as you fee, like a 
poore-old-man, butl came from her (Matter Broome) 
like a poorc-old-woman; that fame knaue (lord hir hui- 
band) hath the fitieft mad diuell of lealoufie in him(Ma- 
fter Brooms) that ever gouern'd Frenfie. I wiiltcli you, 
he beate me grecuoufly, in the fhspe of a woman;^(for in 
the fhape of Man (Mailer B/oome) I fearejnot Goliali 
with a Weauers beame, becaufe I know alfo, life is a 
Shuttle) I am in haft, go along with mee, lie. tell you all 
(Matter Broome:) fincc I plucktGecfe, plaideTrewant, 
and whiptTop, I knew not what kwas to be beaten, till 
lately. Follow mee, lie tell you ftrangc things of this 
knaue Ford y on whom to night I will be reuenged, and I 
will dcliuer his wife into your hand . Follow, ftraungc 
things in hand ( \A,Broome) follow. Sxennt. 


Scena Quart a. 


Enter Page,Shallow,Slender. 

Page. Come, come: wee'll couch i’th Caftle.ditch, 
till we fee the light of our Fairies. Remember ion Slen¬ 
der, my 

Slcn. I forfooth, I haue fpoke with her, & we haue 
a nay-word, how to know one another. I come to her 
in white, and cry Mura; flic cries Budget, and by that 


Enter Falftoffe, Quickly, and Ford. 


That’s good too .• But whatneedes either» 

? The white will decipher her ^ 


we know one another. 

Shal. 

Mum, or her Budget 
enough. Ithathflrooketena’clocke. 

Page. The night is-darkc. Light and Spirits will b 
come it wel: Heauen profper our lport. No man tn e ** 
euill but the dcuill,and we flial know him by his h orn an * 
L ets a way: follow me. Ext*# 


Scena Tertia . 


Enter Wft. Page,' Mift. Ford, Caine. 


Mft,Page. Mr Doaor.roy daughter is in green, when > 
you fee your time, take her by the hand, away with her : 
to the De3iierie, and difpatch it quickly ; go beforeinto 
the Parke: we two muft go together. 

Cat. 1 know vatlhauetodo, adieu. 

MiftPage. Fare you well (Sir:) my husband will not I 
reioyce fo much at the abufe of Falftaffe , as he will chafe ! 
at the Doaors marrying my daughter: But ’tis no mat¬ 
ter; better a little chiding, then i great dealc of heart. ! 
breake. 

Mi ft. Ford. Where is Nan now i and her troop ofFai. \ 
rics?andthc Wclch-dcuill Heme? 

Mift.Page. T hey arc all couch’d in a pit hard by Hemes 
Ojke, with obicur’d Lights; which at the very inflam i 
ofFa/ftajfes and our meeting,they will at once difplay to f 
the night. 1 | 

Mi ft.Ford. That cannot cboofe but amaze him„ 
Mift.Page. If he be not amaz’d he will be mock’dtlf 
he be amaz’d,he will eucry way be mock’d. 

Mift. Ford. Wee’ll betray him finely. I 

Mift.Page. Againft fuch Lcwdflers,and their lechery, j 
Thofe that betray them, do no treachery. 

Mtft,Ford. Thehourcdra\vcs-ou:tothcOake,fotlie l 
^ 3 kc. Exeunt, ' 



The Mtrty Wines of Windjor , 

—^7nt Louc. how nerc the God drew to the com- 

0 jeflonofaGoofe: a fault done firft in the forme of a 

f TfOIoue abcaftlyfault:) and then another fault, 

UbUncc of aFowlc, thinke on’c (lone) a fowle- 
n the lemPMPCC 01 • r , t ,,U„ <r. a ll ooore- 




faulc. When Gods haue hot backes. 


_ _ what fhall poore 

me n "do? For me,I am heere a Wind’fot Stagge, and the 
f „a/t thinke^ i’th Forrcft. Send me a coole rut-time 
(jou^ or whffcan blame me to piffe my Tallow^ Who 

‘^W.Fcrd.'sUilobni Art thou there (my Deere ?) 

^Fal My Doe, with the blacke Scut ? Let the skie 
raine Potatoes: let it thunder, to thetune of Greene- 
(leeueijhailc-kifflng Comfits, and fnow E ”"g° cs: Lec 
there come a tempeft of prouocation, Iwillfhekcr mee 

Ford. Miftris Page is come with me(fweet hart.) 
Fal. Diuide me like a brib’d-Bucke,each a Haunch : 
rwillkeepemyfidcstoroy fclfe, my fhouldcrstorthe 
fellow ofthiswalke ; and my home* 1 bequeath your 
hu»bands. Amla Woodman,ha?SpeakcI hkc//er« 
the Hunter > Why, now is Cupid a child of confcience, 
he makes reftitution. As I am a true fpirit,welcome. 
M.Page. Alas, what noife? 

M.Ford. Heauenforgiuc our finnes. 

Fal. What fhould this be ? 

M.FordM.Page. Away, away. 

Fal. I thinke the diucliwil not haue me damn’d, 

Leaft the oyle that’s in me fhould fet hell on fire; 

He would neuer elfe croflc me thus. 

Enter Fairies. 

Qui. Fairies blacke, gray, greetie,and white,’ 
YouMoone-fhine reuellers,ond fhadcs of night. 

You Orphan heires offixed deftiny. 

Attend your office, and your quality. 

Crier Hob-goblyn, make the Fairy Oyes. 

Pift. Elucs, lift your names : Silence you aiery toyes. 
Cricket, to Windfor-chimniesfhalt thou leape; 

VVhere fires thou find’ft vnrak’d, and hearths vnfwcpt. 
There pinch the Maids as blew as Bill-berry, 

Our radiant Quecne, hates Sluts,an cl Sluttery. 

Fal .They are Fairies,hc that lpcaks to them fhall die, 
lie winke,and couch: No man their workes muft eic. 

Eu. Wher’s 13ede}Go you,and where you find a maid 
That ere flic fleepe has thrice her prayers faid, 

Raife vp the Organs of her fantafic, 

Sleepe (he as found as carelclfe mfancie, 

But thofe as fleepe, and thinke not on their (ins. 

Pinch themarmes, legs,backes,fhoulders,fides,& fhins. 
jQu. About,about: 

Search Windfpr Cafllc(Elues)within,and out. 

Strew good lucke (Quphes) on euery facred rpome. 
That it may ft and till the perpetuall doomc, 

In ftate as wholfome, as in (fate ’tis fit, 

Worthy th$Qwner, and the Owner it. 

The feuerall Cbaires of Order, looke you feowre 
With iuyceof Balme; and eucry precious flowre. 

Each faire Inftalment, Goatc, and feu’rall Crcft, 

With loyall Blazon, euermore be blcft. 

And Nightly-meadow-Fairies, looke you fing 
Like to the Garrerr-Compaffe, in a ring, 

Th’expreffure that it beares: Greene let it be, ' ’ 

Mote fertile-frefh then all the Field to fee: *' ' 4 ' 
And,IftnjSoit gui Mal-j-pence , write 
In Emrold-tuffes, Flowrcs purple, blew,and white. 
Like Saphire-pearle,and rich embroiderie. 


Buckled below faire Knight-hoods bending knee; 
Fairies vfe Flowres for their chara&erie. 

Away, difperfe: But till ’tis one a clocke, 

Our Dance ofCuftome, round about the Oke 
Of FJerne the Hunter, let vs not forget. (fee: 

Ettan .Pray you lock hand in hand:your felues in order 
And twenty glow-wormes fhalloyr Lanthornes bee 
To guide our Meafure round about the Tree. 

But flay, I fmell a man of middle earth. 

Fal. Heauen* defend me from that Welfh Fairy, 

Leaft he transformc me to a peece of Cheefc. 

Pift. Vildc worme, thou waft ore-Iook’d cuen in thy 
birth. 

. WithTriall-fire touch me his finger end.: 

If he be chafte, the flame will backc defeend 
And turne him to no painc: but if he ftart. 

It is the flefh of a corrupted hart. 

Pift. Atriall, come. 

Ena. Gome: will this wood take fire? 

Fal. Oh, oh, oh. 

Qm. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in defire. 

About him (Fairies) fing a fcornfull rime, 

And as you trip, ftill pinch him to your time. 

The Song. 

Fie »n ftnnefullphantafte' Fie on Luft , and Lnxarie : 

Lnft u but a bloudy fire, kindledwith vncbaSle defire. 

Fed in heart vehofe fames ajptre, 

eAs thoughts do blow them higher and higher. 

Pinch him ( Fairies ) mutually : Pinch him for his v titanic. 
Pinch him, and burne him, and turne him about, 

TidCandlesStar-light(JMeonc-fhmebcout. 

Page. Nay do not flye, I thinke wehaue watcht you 
now.- Will none but Herne the Hunter ferue your 
turne ? 

M. Page.l pr 2 y you come,hold vp the ieft no higher. 
Now (good Sir John) how like you Wtndfor wiues ? 

See you thefe husband i Do not thefe faire yoakes 
Become the Forreft better then the Towne ? 

Ford. Now Sir, whofe a Cuckold now? 

M r Broome, Falflaffes a Knaue.a Cuckoldly knaue, 

Heere are his homes Matter ’Broome : 

And M after 'Broome, he hath enioyed nothing of Fords, 
but his Buck-basket, his cudgell, and twenty pounds of 
money, which muft be paid to M r 'Brodmt, hfs hotfes are 
arrefted for it, M r Broome. 

M.Ford. Sivlebn, we haue hadill lucke: weecould 
neuer meete: I will neuer take you for my Louc),againe, 
but I will alwayes count you my Deere. 

Fal. I do begin to perceiue that I am made an Afle. 
Ford. J, and an Oxe too: both the proofes are ex¬ 
tant. 

Fal. And thefe are not Fairies: 

I was three or foure times in the thought they wrf e not 
Fairies, and yet the guiltinefie of my minde, the iodaine 
furprize ofmy powers, droue the grofleneffe of the fop¬ 
pery into a receiu’d beleefc, in defpight of the teeth of 
all rime and reafon, that they were Fairies 1 . See now 
how wit may bp made a Iacke*a-Lenc,whcn ’tis vpon ill 
imploymenr. 

Sfant. S\r John Falflaffe, ferue Got, and lcauc your 
defires,and Fairies will not pinfe you. 

Ford. Well faid Fairy Hugh. 

Euanst And lcauc you your iealeuzies too, I pray 
you. 

Ftrd. 
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tord. Iwillneucrmiftruftmywife againe, till thou 
art able to woo her in good Englifh. 

Fsl. Hauc I laid my braine in the Sun, and dri’de it, 
that it wants matter to preuent fo grofl’c ore-reaching as 
this ? Am I ridden with a Welch Goate 1001 * Shal I haue 
a Coxcombeof Frize? Tiscimel werechoak’d with a 
peece of toafted Cheefe. 

Ett. Seefe is not good to giue putter; your belly is al 
putter. 

Fal. Seefe, and Putter? Haue I liu’d to ftand at the 
taunt of one that makes Fritters of Englifli ? This ise- 
nough to be the decay of luft and late-walking through 
thcHealme. 

' Mt/l.Page. Why Sir lob a, do you thinke though wee 
would haue thruft vertueoutof our hearts by the head 
and fhoulders, and haue giuen our felues without icru* 
pie to hell, that cuer the deuill could haue made you our 
delight? 

Ford What,a hodge-pudding?Abagofflax? 
Mifi.Fage. Apuftman? 

Pago. Old, cold, withei’d, and of intolerable en- 
trailcs ? 

Ford. And one that is as flandcrous as Sathan ? 

Page. And as poore as lob ? 

Ford , And as wicked as his wife? 

Euan. And giuen to Fornications, and to Tatternes, 
andSackc,and Wine,and Metheglins,and to drinkings 
and fwearings, and ftarings ? Pribies and prables ? 

Fal. Well, I am your Theame: you haue the ftart of 
me, 1 amdeie&ed : I am not able to anl'wcr the Welch 
Flannell, Ignorance it fclfe is a plummet ore me, vfe me 
as you will. 

Ford. Marry Sir, wee’l bring you to Windfortoone 
M r Broome, that you hauc cozon'd of money, to whom 
you ftiould haue bin a Pander: ouer and aboue that you 
haue fuffer’d, I thinke, to repay that money will be a bi¬ 
ting affli&ion. 

Page. Yet be chccrefull Knight: thou fhalt eat a pof- 
fet to night at my houfe, wher I will defire thee co laugh 
at my wife, that now laughesat thee: Tell her M * 1 Slen- 
der hath mafried her daughter. 

TMft.Pdge. Doftors doubt that; 

If Avne Page be my daughter, fhe is (by this) Dodlour 
Cams wife. 

Slot. Whoa hoe, hoe. Father ‘Page. 

Page. Sonne? How how ?How now Sonne, 

Haue you difpatch’d ? 

Slen. Difpatch’d? He make thcbeftin'Glofterflrirc 
know on’t: would i werehang’dla,elfe. 

Page. Of what fonne ? 

Slot. I came yonder at Eaton to marry Miflris Anne 
Page , and flic’s a great lubberly boy. If it had not bene 
i’th Church, Iwouldhauefwyigahim, orheefliould 
haue fwing’d me. If I did not thinke it had beene Anne 
Pagejytculd I might ncuer ftirre.and ’tis a Poft-mafters 
Boy.- 3...1 ? 


The <ZAferry JViues l^lVindf 


in <•*' 


their,T^bu tooke thevn^P"' 
you telf roe that ? I think fo wk. 
Girle: Iflhadbcne married to W ° 
I would not hi 


Page. 

Sltn* 

Itooke a 
(for all he was in 
bad him. ^ 

Page* Why this is you^owne folly. 

Did not I tell you how you ftiould know my dauok. 
By her garments ? 7 u 8 nt cr l 

Slen. I went to her in grccne, and cried Mu m , nJ 
lhe ende budget, as vim* and I had appointed an/ 
it was not eAnnc,bat a Poft-mafters boy. ’ 

Mitt.Page. Good George be not angry, I W™ 
your purpofe : turn’d my daughter into white Z ° 
deede fhe is now with the Doaor at the Dcanrie d 
there married. nc > 

Caj Vet is Miflris Page : by gar I am cozoned, H. 
married oon Garfoon,a boy; oon pefanr.bv car A k ' 
it is not AnPage, by gar,I am cozened. * Ab °* 

CM.Page. Why? did you take her in white ? 

Windfor! bCC8ar,and t ' Sa b ° y: bC ^ Ileraife »l 
Ford. This is ftrange: Who hath got the right Am 
Page. My heart mifgiues me,hcre comes M r Pent** 
How now .M r Fenton ? 

Anne, Pardon good fatherhood my mother pardor 
Page. Now Miflris : p ** 

How chance you went not with Slender ? 

Z' P % e ' wcnt y° u l,ot with M r Doftor, maid! 
ren. You do amaze her: heare the truth of it 
You would haue married her mod ftumcfully 
Where there was no proportion held in loue;' 

The truth is, fhe and i (long fincc contra&ed) 

Arc now fo furethat norhing can diflolue vs: 

Tn offence is holy, that fhe hath committed, 

And this deceit loofcs the name of craft. 

Of difobedience, or vnduteous title, 

Since therein flic doth euicate and fhun 
A thoufand irreligious curfed hourcs 
Which forced marriage would haue brought vponher, 
Ford. Stand not amaz’d, here is no remcdic: 

In Loue, the heauens themfelues do guide the ftate 
Money buyes Lands,and wiues are fold by fate. * 

Fal. I am glad, though you haue tanc a fpecial ftand 
to ftrike at me, that your Arrow hath glanc’d. 

Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton , heauen giuethte 
ioy,wh3t cannot beefchew’d.muft be embrac’d. 

Fal. When night-dogges run, all forts of Deere iri 
chac’d. 

MiJt.Page. Well, I will mufe no further: WFentn, 
Heauen giue you many, many merry dayes: 

Good husband, let vs euery one go home, 

And laugh this (port ore by aCoumriefue, 
Sir/e£»andall. 

Ford. Let it be fo (Sir /*&«:) 

To Mafler Broome, you yet fhalt hold your word, 

For he, to night, ftiall lye with Miflris Fords Extm t 


su.’i'j a.ou iiiwT •'* ■ 
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measvre, 

For Mealure* 

> . , * , ' * 

izJ Hus primus, Scena prima. 


Enter Duke, Efcaltu , herds. 

Dnke. 

^jf&Scaltes. 

pm®® Efc. My Lord. (fold, 

Duk^ OfGouernment,the properties to vn- 

Would feeme in me t’affea lpcech difeourfe. 
Since I am put to know,thar your owne Science 
Excccdes (in that) the lifts of alladuice 
My ftrength can giue you : Then no more remaines 
But that, to your fufficiency,as your worth is able, 

And let them worke •• The nature of our People, 

Our Cities Infiitutions , and the Termes 
For Common Iuftice,y’are as pregnant in 
As Art,and praaifc.hath inrichc J any 
That we remember; T here is our Commiftion, 

From which,we would not hauc you warpe; call hither, 
I fay, bid come before vs Angelo : 

What figure of vs thinke you,be will beare. 

For you muft know, we haue with fpcciall foule 
Eletfledhim our abfence to fupply ; 

Lent him our terror,dreft him with our louc. 

And giuen his'Deputation all the Organs 
Ofour owne po wre : What thinke you ofit ? 

£fc. If any in Venna be of worth 
To vtidergoc fuch ample grace,and honour, 

Itis Lord Angelo. 

Enter Angelo. 

Duk. Looke where he comes. 

Ang. Alwayes obedient to your Graces will, 

I come to know your plcafure. 

Duke. Angelo : 

|r There is akindc ofChara&er in thy life. 

That to th’obferuer, doth thy hiftory 
Fully vnfold: Thy felfe,and thy belongings 
Are not thine oWric fo proper,as to wafte 
Thy felfe vpon thy vertucs ; : thcy on thee • 

Heauen doth with vs, as vvc,with Torches doe, 

Not light them for themfelues: For if our vertucs 

Did not goe forth of vs, ’t were all alike 

As if we hadthem not: Spirits are not finely tonch’d. 

But to fine fflW: nor nature rieucr lends 
Thefmalleft fcruplc of her excellence. 

But like a thrifty goddefle,flie determines 
Herfelfetheglory of a creditour. 

Both thanks,and vfe j but I do betid my fpeech 


To one that can my part in him aduertife; 

Hold therefore Angelo : 

In our remoue,be thou at full,our felfe: 

Mortallitie and Mcrcie in Vienna 

Liue in thy tongue,and heart: Old Efcaltu 

Though firft in queftion,is thy fecondary. 

Take thy Commiffion. 

Ang. Now good my Lord 
Let there be fome more tcft,made of my mettle. 

Before fo noble, and fo great a figure 
Be ftamp’typon it. 

Dak,•. Nomoreeuafion: 

We haue with a Ieauen’d,and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you; therefore cake your honors: 

Our hafte from hence is of fo quicke condition. 

That it prefers it felfe, and leaues vnqueftion’d 
Matters of needfull value: We fliall write to you 
As time,and our concernings fhall importune. 

How ir goes with vs, and doe looke to know 
What doth befall you here. So fareyou well; 

To ch’hopefull executidudoclleaucyou, 

Of your Commiffion*. 

Ang. Yet giue leaue (my Lord,) 

That wc may bring you fomeching on the way. 

Du My hafte may not admit it. 

Nor neede you (on mine honor) haue to doe 
With any fcruple: your fcope is as mine owne. 

So to inforce.or qualific the Lawcs 

As to your foule feetnes good: Giue me your hand, 

Ilepriuily away: I loue the people. 

But doe not like to ftage me to their eyes: 

Though it doe well, I doe not rellifli well * 

T heir lowd applaufe.and Aues vehement: 

Nor doe I thinke the man of fafediferetion 
That do’s afteft it. Once more fare you well, 

Ang. T he heauens giue fafety to your purpofes. 

Efc. Lead forth, and bring you backe in happ'u 

nefle. Sxit. 

Dak. I thanke you, fare you well. 

Efc. I fhall defire you, Sir.to giue me leaue 
To haue free fpeech with you ; and it concernes me 
To lookeinto thebottomeof my place; 

A powre I haue, but of what ftrength and nature, 

I am not yet inftrudled. 

Ang.'Th fo with me: Let vs with-draw together,! 
And we may foone our fatisfaiflion haue 
Touching that point. 

Efc. He wait vpon your honor. Exeunt. 

F Sccena 
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Meajure for Meajure . 


Scena Secunda . 


Enter Lucio, and two other Gentle men. 

Luc. If the Duke, with the other Dukes, come not to 
compofition with the King of Hungary,xv hy then all the 
Dukes fall vpon the King. 

i.Gent. Heaucngrant vs its peace, but not the King 
of Hmgaries. 
i.Gent . Amen. 

Luc. Thoueonclud’ftlike the Sanftimonious Pirat, 
that went co fea with the ten Commandenfients, but 
lcrap’d one out of the Table. 

•2 .Gent. Thou (halt not Steale? 

Luc. I, that he raz’d. 

i .(fent. Why?'twasacommandement, to command 
the Captaine and all the reft from their functions: they 
put forth to ftcale: There’s not a Souldier of vs all, that 
in the thankf-giuing before meate.do rallifh the petition 
well, that praies for peace. 

i.Cjent. I neuer heard any Souldier diflike it. 

Luc . I beleeue thee : for I thinke thou neuer was't 
where Grace was faid. 

i.Gent. No? a dozen times at leaft. 

I . Gent. What ? In mcctcr ? 

Luc. In any proportion, or in any language. 

I.Cjent-. I thinke, or in any Religion. 

Luc. I, why not ?Grace,is Grace,defpight of all con* 
trouerlie: as for example; Thou thy fclfe art a wicked 
villaine, defpight of all Grace. 

i.Gent. Well :thcre went but apaire of (hccresbe- 
twecne vs. 

Luc. I grant.* as there may bctwccne the Lifts, and 
the Veluet. Thou art the Lift. 

i.Gent. And thou the Veluet; thou art good veluet; 
thou’rt a three pild-peece I warrant thee .* I had as ljefe 
beaLyft ofanEnglishKerfey, asbepild, as thou art 
pifd,for a French Veluet. Do I fpeake feelingly now? 

Lu'c. I thinke thou do’ft: and indeed with moll pain¬ 
full feeling of thy fpeech: I will, out of chine owne con- 
feflton.learne to begin thy health; but.whilftl hue for¬ 
get to drinke after thee. 

i .Gen. I think I haue done my felfe wrong,haue I not? 
i.Gent. Yes,that thou haft;whether thou art tainted, 
or free. Enter Bawde. 

Lw.Behold,behold,where Madam Mitigation comes. 
I haue purchaf d as many difeafes vnder her Roofe, 

As come to 

i.Gent. To what.Ipray^ 

Luc. Iudge* 

i.Gent. To three thoufand Dollours a ycare. 

I.Gent. I,and more. 

Luc. AFrenchcrovvnemore. 
i.Gent. Thou art alwayes figuring difeafes in me;but 
thouart full of error ,1 am found. 

Luc. Nay, not (as one would fay ) healthy: but fo 
found, as things that are hollow; thy bones are hollow j 
Impiety has made a feaft of thee. 

i.Gent. How now, which of your hips hasthemoft 
profound Ciatica? 

Bawd. Well,well: there’s oneyonder arrefted, and 
carried to prifon,was worth fiue thoufand of you all. 
i.Gent. Who’s that I pray’thec? 

Bawd. Marry Sir,that’s Claudio, Signior ('/audio* 


i .Gent. Claudio to prifo.n ? ’tis not fo. 

'Bawd. Nay, but I know’tis fo : Ifaw him arrefted- 
law him carried away: and which is more, within thefe 
three daies his head to be chop’d off. 

Luc. Bnt, after all this fooling,I would nothaue it f 0 . 
Art thou fure of this ? 

"Bawd. 13m too fure of it: and it is for getting Madam 
Julietta with childe. 

Luc. Beleeue me this may be: he promis’d to ineete 
me two howres fince, and he was euer precifc in promif. 
keeping. 5 

i.Gent. Befides you know, it drawes fomthingneere 
to the fpeech we had to fuch a purpofe. 

i.(yent. But moftofall agreeing with theproclamatio 

Luc. Away: let’s goclcarnc the truth of it. £ xit 

r Bawd. Thus, what with the war; what with the fweat* 
what with the gallowes, and what with pouerty, J an J 
Cuftom-fhrunke. How now ? what’s the newes with 
you. Enter Clowne. 

CL. Yonder man is carried to prifon. 

Baw. Well: what has he done? 

Clo. A Woman. 

Haw. Cut what’s his offence i 

Clo. Groping for Trowts,in a peculiar Riuer. 

Haw. What ? is there a maid with child by him l 
Clo. No : but there’s a woman with maid by him .- 
you bane not heard of the proclamation, haue you ? ’ 

Baw. What proclamation, man i 
Cow. Allhowfesin tire Suburbs of Ftenna muftbee 
pluck’d downe. 

Bawd. And what (hall become ofthofe in theCitie? 
Clow. They (hall (land for feed .* they had gon down 
to, but that a wife Burger put in for them. 

Bawd. But (hall all our houfes of refort in the Sub. 
urbs be puld downe ? 

Clow. To the ground, Miftris. 

Bawd. Why hcere’s a change indeed in the Common¬ 
wealth : what (hall become of me ? 

Clow. Come: fcare noc you: good Counfellors lacke 
no Clients: though you change your place, youneede 
nocchange your Trade: lie bee your Tapfter (till; cou¬ 
rage, there will bee pitty taken on you ; .you that haue 
worne your eyes almoft out in the feruice, you will bee 
confidered. 

Bawd. What’s to doe heere, Thomas Tapfter ? let’s 
withdraw? 

Clo. Here comes Signior Claudio , led by the Prouoft 
to prifon.- and there’s Madam Juliet. Exeunt. 


Scena Tenia. 


Enter Prouoft,Claudio Juliet,Officers,Lucio,& i.Gent. 

C/a. Fellow,why do’ft thou (how me thus to th’woftd? 
Beare me to prifon,where I am committed. 

Pro. Idoitnotineuilldifpofition, 

But from Lord ^Angela by fpeciall charge. 

Clau. Thus can the demy-god(Authority) 

Make vs pay downe, for our offence,by waight 
The words of heauen; on whom it will, it will. 

On whom it will not (foe) yet ftill ’tis iuft. (ftraint, 

Luc, Why how now Claudio i whence cetnes thisrc* 
Cla. From too much liberty, (my Lucie) Liberty 
As furfet is the father of much faft, 

So euery Scope by the immoderate vfe 
Turnes to r eftrainc: Our Natures doe purfue 

r Like 



Medfurefor Meajurei 

, Like Rats that rauyn downe their proper Bane, 

A thirfty euill, amfwhcn wd drinke, we die. 

Luc. If I could fpeake fo wifely vnder an arreft, I 
would fend fot bertainc of mj( Creditorsand yet,to fay 
the truth, I had as lief tiaUe the foppery of frecdomc, as 
the mortality of itripfifetimcht T. what’s thy offence, 

Claudio ? ,jnR , 

Cla. What (but-to fpeake of) would offend agnne. 

Luc. WhatjtTc murder? ; 

Cla. No. 

Luc. Lecherie ? 

Cla. Call irfo.' 

Pro. Away,'Sir,you muftgoe. 

(la. One word, good friend: 

Lucto,* word with you. 

Luc. A hundred: 

If they’ll doc you any good: I s Lechery fo look’d after ? 

Cla. I hus Bands it with me: vpon a true contraft 
I got poffdfion of Juliet as bed, 

You know the Lady, (he is faft my wife, 

Saue that we doc the denunciation lacke 
Of outward Order. This we came not to, 

Onely for propogacion of a Dowre 
Remaining in the Coffer of her friends, 

From whom we thought it meet to hide our Lone 
Till Time had made them for vs. But itchances 
Theftealchofour moft mutual! entertainment 
With Charafter too grofle, is writ on Iuliet. 

Luc. With childe, perhaps ? 

Cla. Vnbappely, euen fo. 

And the new Depude, now for the Duke, 

Whether it be the fault and glimpfe of newnes, 

Or whether that the body publique, be 
A horfc whereon the Gouernor doth ride. 

Who newly in the Seate, that it may know 
Tc can command; lets it ftraitfecle thefpur: 

Whether the Tii/annv be in his place, 1 

Or in his Eminence that fills ievp 
1 dagger in : But this new Gouernor 
Awakes me all the inrolled penalties 
Which haue (like vn-fcowr’d Armor) hung by th’wall 
So long, that nintcenc Zodiacks haue gone round, 

And none of them beetle worne; and for a name 
Now puts the drowfic and neglected Ad 
Frc/hiy on me: ’tis furely for a name. 

Luc. I warrant it is: And thy head ftands fo tickle on 
thy (houlders, that a milkc-maid,if (hebeinloue, may 
figh it off: Send after the Duke, and appeale to him. 

Cla. 1 haue done fo, but hee’s not to be found. 

I pre thee (Lucio) doc me this kindc feruice .* 

This day, my filler fhould the Cloyfter enter, 

And there receiuc her approbation. 

Acquaint her with thedanger ofmy (late. 

Implore her, in my voice, that (he make friends 
To the drift depusie: bid her lelfe aflay him, 

Ihauc great hope in that: for in her youth 
There is a prone and fpecchlefl'e dialed, 

Such as moue men: befide^c hath profperous Art 
When (he will P l ay with reafon, and difeourfe. 

And well flie can perfwade. 

f ^P ra yP lccma y? afwellfor the encouragement 
0 t c ike, which elfe would ftand vnder grecuous im* 

ETrrv fk’* ml 7 C ^, C cnio y in R °fohy life, who l would be 

tacke: He to h« tHUS loft » at a § apic ot “cke- 

CL. I thankc you good friend Lucie. 


Luc. Within two houres. 
Cla. Come Officcr,away. 


-■ / 
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Exeunt, 


Scena Quartan 



Enter Duke and Frier Thomas. 

Duk; No: holy Father,throw away that thought 

Beleeue not that the dribling dart of Loue ° * 

Can pierce a compleat bofome : why,I defire thee 
To giue mefecret harbour, hath a purpofe 
Morcgrauc,and wrinkled,then the aimes, and ends 
Of burning youth. 

Fri. May your Grace fpeake ofit ? 

Duk. My holy Sir, none better knovves then you 
How I haue cuerlou’d the life remoued 
And held in idle price,to haunt affemblies 
Where youth, and coft,witIcffe braucry keepes, 

I haue deliuerd to Lord Angelo 
(A man of ilridlureand firme abftinence) 

My abfolutepower,and place here in Vienna, 

And he fuppofes me trauaild to Toland , 

(For fo I haueftrewdit in the common care) 

And fo it is recciu’dNow (pious Sir) 

You will demand ofme,why I do this. 

Fri. Gladly,my Lord. 

Duk. We haue drift Statutes,and moftbitino Laws 
(The neeofull bits and curbes to headftrong vveedes ) 
Which for this fourereeneyeares,wehaucTet flip 
Lucn like an ore-growne Lyon in a Cauc 
That goes not out to prey: Now,as fond Fathers, 
Hauing bound vp the threatning twigs of birch 
Onely to fticke it in their childrens fight, 

For terror.not to vie: in time the rod 
More mock’d,then fear’d: fo our Decrees, 

Dead to infliftion, to thertifclues are dead 
And libertie.plucks Iuftice by the nofe 5 
The Baby beates the Nurfe,and quite ath w ait 
Goes all decorum. 

Fri. 1 1 refted in your Grace 
To vnloofe this tyde-vp Iuftice,when you pleafd * 

And It in you more dreadful! would haue iccm’d 
Then in Lord slxgelo. 

Duk. Idoefcare:toodreadfull: 

Sith ’twas my fault,to giue the people fcope, 

’T would be my tirrany to ftrike and gall them. 

For what I bid them doe: For,we bid this be done 
When euill deedes haue their permiftiue paffe, 

And not the punifhment: therefore indeede (my fatherl 
I haue on Angelo impos’d the office, J 

Who may in th’ambufli of my name,ftrike home 
. And yet,my nature neuer in the fight 
To do in (lander: And to behold his fway 
I will, as ’twere a brother of your Order 
Vific both Prince,and People: Therefore I pre’thec 
Supply me with the habit,and inftruft me 
How I may formally in perfon beare 
Like a true Frier: Moc rcafons for this aftion 
At our more leyfure.ftiall I render you; 

Oneiy.this one: Lord Angelo\s precife. 

Stands at a guard with Enuic: fcarce confefles 
Thar his blood ftowes: or that his appetite 
Is more to bread then done: hence (hall we fee 
If P owcr cha °g c purpofe: what our Seemcrs be. Exit. 
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Meafure fir Meafure. 


Seen a • Quinta . 


Enter I fib ell and Francifca a Nun. 

Ifi* And haue you Aftw no farther priuiledges ? 
Nun. Are not chefe large enough ? 

Ifi. Yes truely; I fpeake not as defiring more. 

But rather wifhing a more ftri& rettrainc 
Vpon the Siftcrftood,the Votarifts of Saint Clare • 

Lucio within. 

Luc. Hoa? peace be in this place. 

Ifi: Who's that which cals? 

Nun. It is a mans voice : gentle IfibelU 
T urne you the key^and know his bufinefle of him; 

You may ; I may not: you are yet vnfworne: 

When you haue vowd, you muft not fpeake with men, 
Butin the prefence of the Prioreffe ; 

Then if you fp<*ike,you mutt not fhow your face; 

Or if you fhow your face,you muft not fpeake : 

He cals againc: 1 pray you anfwere him. 

Ifi* Peace and profperitic: who is’t that cab? 

Luc. Haile Virgin, (if you be) as thofe cheeke-Rofcs_ 
Proclaime you arc no lefle; can you fo fteed me. 

As bring me to the fight of [fi&elL *, 

ANouiceofthisplacc^and tKefaireSiftcr 
To her vnhappic brother Claudio ? 

Ifi. Why her vnhappy Brother * Letmeaske, 

The rather for I now muft make you know 
\ I am that IfibelU , and his Sifter. 

Luc. Gentle & faire.• your Brother kindjy greets you; 
Not to be weary with you; he’s in prifon. 

Ifi. Woe me; for what i 

Luc. For that, which if my fclfe might be his Judge, 
He fhould receiuc his punifhmencdn thank es : 

He hath got his friend with childe. 

Ifi. Sir,make me not your florid 
Luc PE is true;I would not,though Yu my familiar fin. 
With Maids to feeme the Lapwing, and to ieft. \ 
Tongue,far from heart : play with all Virgins (o .• 

I hold you as a thing cn-skied, and fainted. 

By your renouncement, an imortall fpirit 
And to be talk’d with in iincerity. 

As with a Saint. 

Ifi . You doe blafpheme the good, in mocking me, 
Luc ♦ Doe hot belceuc it: fewnes,and truth; tisthus, 
Your brother,and his louer hauc embrac’d; 

As thole that feed,grow full.-as blcfloming Time 
That from the feednes,the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foyfon .* e^en fo her plenteous wombe 
Exprcfleth his full Tilth,and husbandry# 

Ifi. Some one with childe by him? my cofcn lulieti 
Luc. Is (he your cofen? 

Ifi . Adoptedly ,as fchoolc-maids change their names 
By vaine,though apt afte£iion. 

Luc. She it is. v 

Ifi . Oh, let him marry her. 

Luc. This is the point. 

The Duke is very ftrangely gone from hence; 

Bore many gentlemen (my felfc being one) 

In hand, and hope of a&ion: but we doe learnc. 

By thofe that know the very Nerues of State, 

His giuing-out, were of an infinite diftancc 
From his true meant defi gne: vpon his place. 


( And with full line of his authority ) 

Goucmcs Lord Angelo ; A man,whofe blood 
Is very (how-broth: one, yyho neuer feelcs 
The wanton ftings,and motions of the fence; 

But doth rebate, and blunt his naturall ed ge 
With profits of the minde: Studie,and faft 
He (to giue feare to vfc,and libertie. 

Which hauc,for long,run.by the hideous law* 

As Myce,by Lyons) hath pickt out an a&, 

Vnder whole hcauy fence, your brothers life 
Fals into forfeit: he arrefts him on it. 

And followes elofethe rigor of the Statute 
To make him an example; all hope is gone, 

Vnlcfle you haue the grace,by your faire praicr 
To foften Angelo: And that’s my pith ofbufinefle 
Twixt you,and yourpoore brother- 
Ifi . DothTiefo, 

Seeke his life? 

Luc. Has cenfur’d him already. 

And as I ficare,theProuoft hatha warrant 
. Por’s execution. 

Ifi. Alas: what poore 
Abilitic’s in me,to doc him good, 

Luc. A (fay the powre you haue. 

Ifi. My power? alas, I doubt. 

Luc. Our doubts are traitors 
And makes vs loofc the good wc oft might win. 

By fearing to attempt: Goc to Lord Angelo 
And let him learnc to know, when Maidens fue 
Men giue like gods: but when they vveepe and knede, 
AM their petitions, arc as freely theirs 
As they themfelues would owe them. 

Ifi. lie fee what I can doc* 

Luc . Bucfpeedily. 

Ifi. I wilUbout itftrait; 

No longer (laying,but to giue the Mother 
Notice of my affaire: I humbly thankeyou ; 
Commend me to my brother: foone at night 
lie fend him certaine word of my 
Luc. J take my leaue of you. 

Ifi. Good fir,adieu. " Exeunt, 

--—i--— - ■ - — 

Attus Secundus. Sccena c Pnma. 


Enter Angelo, Efcahu, andferuantsyluftice. 
A»g, We mull not make a fcar-crow oi the Law, 
Setting it vp to feare the Birds of prey. 

And let it keepe one (hape,till cultome make it 
Their pearch, and not their terror. 

£fc. I, but yet 

Let vs be keene,and rather cut a little 

Then fall,and feruife to death: alas,this gentleman 

Whom I would faue,had a mod noble father. 

Let but your honour know 

(Whom I beleeue to be mod ftrait in vertue) 

That in the working of your owne affe&ions, 

Had time coheard with Place, or place with wilting, 
Or that the refolute ailing of our blood 
Could haue attaind th’effeil of your owne purpofe, 
Whether you had not fometime in your life 
Er’d in this point, which now you cenfurc him. 

And puld the Law vpon you. 

Ang. ’Tis one thing to be tempted ( Sfcaltu ) 
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Another thine to fall: I not deny 
The Itiry paffing on the Prisoners life 
May in the fwornc-twclut hauc a thicfe,or two 
Guiltier then him they try; what’s open made to Iufhce, 
That Iuftice ceizes; What knowes the Lawcs 
Thattheeues do palTeon theeues? ’Tis very pregnant. 
The Icwell that wefinde,we lloope,and take t, 

Becaufe we fee it; but what we doe not lee, 

Wc tread vpon,and neuer thinke of it. 

You may not fo extenuate his offence. 

For I haue had fuch faults; but rather tell me 
When I, that cenfure him,do fo offend. 

Let mine owne Judgement patterne out mv death. 

And nothing come in pafciall. Sir,he muft dye. 

Enter Prouofl. 

Efc- Beit as your wifedome will. 

Ang. Where is the Vrouofi ? 

Pro. Here if it like your honour. 

Ang. See that Claudio 
Beexecutcd by nine to morrow morning. 

Bring him his Cbnfcffor,lechim be prepar'd, 

For that’s the vtmoft of his pilgrimige. 

Efc. Well .* heauenforglue him; and forgiuc vs all .* 
Some rife by jtnne^and fowe by vertue fall: 

Some run from brakes oficc,and anfwere none. 

And feme condemned for a fault alone. 

Enter Elbow, Froth , Clowne , Officers . 

Elb. Come,bring them away .• if thefc be good peo¬ 
ple in a Common-weale, that doe nothing but vfc their 
abufes in common houfes, I know no law: bring them 
away. 

Ang. How now Sir, what’s your name i And what’s 
the matter ? 

Elb. If it pleafe your honour , I am the poore Dukes 
Conftable, and my name is Elbow ; ! doeleane vpon Iu¬ 
ftice Sir, and doe bring in here before your good honor, 
two notorious Benefactors. 

Ang. Benefa61ors?Wcll:What Benefa&ors are they? 
Are they not Malefactors ? 

Elb. Ifit pleafe your honour, I know not well what 
they arc: But prccife villaines they are, that I am fare of. 
and voidofallpiophanation in the world, that good 
Chriftians ought to haue. 

Efc. This comes off well: here’s a wife Officer. 

Ang. Goeto: What quality are they of i Elbow is 
your name ? 

Why do’ftthou not fpeake Elbow ? 

Clo. He cannot Sir: he's out at Elbow. 

Ang ♦ What are you Sir? 

Elb. HeSir: ; aTapfterSir: parcell Baud : one that 
feruesabad woman: wnofchoufeSir was (as they fay) 
plucktdowne in the Suborbs: andnowfiiecprofeflTes a 
hot-houfe; which,I thinkc is a very ill houfc coo. 

Efc. How know you that? 

Elb . My wife Sir ? whom I deteft before heaucn 3 and 
your honour. 

Efc . How? thy wife? 

Elb . I Sir: whom I ehankeheauen is an honeft wo¬ 
man. 

Efc. Do’ft thou deteft her therefore ? 

Elb. I fay fir, 1 will deteft my fclfe alfo,a$ well as flhe, 
that this houfe,if it be not a Batids houfcjic is pitty of her 
life, for it is a naughty houfe. 

Efc. How do’ft thodkribw that, Conftable? 

Elb. Marry fir, by my wife, who,if fhe had bin a wo¬ 
man Cardinally giuen, might haue bin accus’d in fomi- 


cation,adultery,and all vncleanlineffe there. 

Efc. By the womans meanes ? 

Elb. I fir,by Miftris Oner-dons meanes: but as (he (pit 
in his face, fo fhc defide him. 

(lo. Sir, ifit pleafe your honor,this is not fo. 

Elb. Proueit before thefe varlets here,thou honora¬ 
ble man,proueit. 

Efc. Doeyouhearehowhemifplaces? 

Clo . Sir, (he came in great with childe: and longing 
(fauing your honors reucrence) for ftewd prewyns; fir, 
we had but two in the houfe, which at that verydiftant 
time (food, as it were in a fruit di(h(a di(h offomc three 
pence;your honours haue feenc fuch di(hes)thcy are not 
China-di{hes,but very good difhes. 

Efc. Go too : go too: no matter for the diflh fir. 

Clo. Noindcedefirnotofa pin; you are therein in 
the right: but,to the point: As 1 fay, this Miftris Elbow , 
being (as I fay) with childe, and being great bellied,and 
longing (as I laid) for prewyns: andhauingbut two in 
the di(h (as I faid) Mafttr Froth here,this very man, ha- 
-ifing eaten the reft(a$ I faid)&(as I fay) paying for them 
very honcftly: lor,as you know M after Froth y I could not 
giue you three pence againe. 

Fro . Noindcede. 

Clo. Very well: you being then (if you be remem- 
bred) cracking the (iones of the forefaid prewyns. 

Fro. I,fo l did indeede. 

Clo. Why,very well; I celling you then (if you be 
remembred) that fuch a one, and fuch a one, were pdft 
cure of the thing you wot of,vnlcfle they kept very good 
diet, as I told you. 

Fro. All this is true. 

Clo. Why very well then* 

Efc . Come: you arc a tedious foole : to the purpofe : 
what was done to Llbowes wife, that hce hath cauicto 
complaint of? Come me to what was done to her. 

(flo. Sir,your honor cannot come to that yet. 

Efc. No fir,nor 1 meane it not. 

Clo. Sir, but you fhallcometo it, by your honours 
leaue : And I befecch you, looke into Mafter Froth here 
fir, a man offoure-fcore pound a yeare ; whofe father 
died at Hallowmas: Was’t not at Hallowmas Mafler 
Froth ? 

Fro. Allhallond-Eue. 

Clo . Why very well: I hope here be truthes: he Sir, 
fitting (as I fay) in a lower chaire,Sir,’twa$ in the bunch 
ofGrapes, where indeede you haue a delight to fit,haue 
you not ? 

Fro ♦ I haue fo, becaufe it is an open roome,and good 
for winter. 

Clo . Why very well then : I hope here be truthes. 

Ang. This will laft out a night in %ufsia 
When nights are Jongeft there: 11c take my leaue. 

And leaue you to the hearing of the caufe; 

Hoping youle finde good caufe to whip them all. Exit. 

Efc. I thinke no lefle: good morrow to your Lord- 
fhip. Now Sir, come on: What was done to Elbowes 
wife, once more* 

Clo. Once Sir? there was nothing done to her once. 

Elb. I befeech you Sir,aske him what this roan did to 
my wife. 

(flo. I befeech your honor,aske me. 

Efc. Well fir, what did this Gentleman to her? 

Clo. I befeech you fir,looke in this Gentlemans face: 
good Matter Froth looke vpon his honor; ’tis for a good 
purpofe: doth your honor marke his face ? 
_F 3 Efc. I 
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Ffc. I fir, very well. 

0°' Nay, I befeech you marke ic well. 

Efc. Well, I doe fo. 

Cla. Doth your honor fee any harme in his face ? 

Efc. Why no. 

Cla. He be fuppofd vpon a booke,his face is the worft 
thing about him: good then: ifhisface be the worft 
thing about him, how could Mafter Frath doe theCon- 
ftables wife any harrnc? I would know that of your 
honour. 

Efc. He’s in the right (Conftable) what fay you to it? 

Fib. Firft,andit like you, the houfc is a relpe&cd 
houlejnextjthisis arefpeited fellow; andhisMiftrisis 
arefpefted woman. 

Clo- By •his hand Sir,his wife is a more refpedted per- 
fon then any of vs all. 

Sib. Varlet,thou lyefl; thou lycft wicked varlet: the 
time is yet to come that fhec was euer refpedted with 
man,woman,or childe. 

Cla. Sir.fhe was refpedied with him, before he mar¬ 
ried with her. 

Ejc. Which is the wifer here; Eafticc or Iniqmtts ? Is 
this true ? 

Fib. O thou caytiffe/ O thou varlet : O thou wick¬ 
ed Hanniball ; I reipedted with herjbcforc I was marrie d 
to her? Ifeuer Iwasrefpedted with her, or the with me, 
let not y our worfiiip thinkc mec the poore2)«£?x Offi¬ 
cer : proue this, thou wicked Hamiball, or ilc h'aue 
mine action ofbattry on thee. 

Efc. If he tooke you a box ’oth’eare, you might haue 
your a&ion of flander too. 

Elb. Marry I thanke your good worfhip for it: what 
is’tyour Worifiips pleafure I fhall doe with thiswick- 
ed Caitiffe > 

Efc. Truly Officer, becaufe he hath fome offences in 
him, that thou wouldftdifcouer.if thou couldft, let him 
continue in his courfes, till thou knowft what they are. 

Elb. Marry I thanke your worfhip for it c Thou feeft 
thou wicked varlet now, what’s come vpon thee. Thou 
art to continue now thou Varlet,t‘hou art to continue. 

Efc, Where were you borne, friend? 

Froth. Here in Vienna, Sir. 

Efc. Are you of fourcfcore pounds a yeere ? 

Froth. Yes, aad’c pleafe you fir. 

Efc. So: what trade are you of, fir? 

* Clo. ATapfter.apoorewiddowesTapfttr, 

Efc. Your Miftrisname? 

Clo. Miftri sOuer-don. 

Ffc. Hath fhe had any more then one husband ? 

Clo. Nine, fir : Ouer-don by the laft. 

Efc. Nine ? come bether to me,Mafter Froth ; Mafter 
Frothy I would not haue you acquainted with Tapfters} 
they will draw you Mafter Froth, and you wil hang them: 
get you gon, and let me heare no more of you. 

Fro. I thanke your worfiiip: formineownepart, I 
neuer come into any roomein a Tap-houfe, but lam 
drawne in. 

Efc. Well : no more of it Mafter Froth : farewell: 
Come you hether tome,M r .Tapfter: what’s your name 
M r . Tapftcr? 

Clo. Pompey. 

Efc. Whatelfc? 

Clo. 'Bum. Sir* 

Efc. Troth,and your bum is the greateft thing about 
you, fo chat in the bcaftlieft fence, you are Pompty the 


great; Pompty , you are partly a bawd, Pompey ; howf^ 
euer you colour it in being a Tapfter.are you not? con> e 
tell me true, it (hall be the better for you. 

Clo. Truly fir, I ana a poore fellow that would liue 

Efc. How would you liue Pompty? by being a bawd* 
what doe you thinks of the trade Pompey ? is it a lawfuM 
trade ? 

Clo. If the Law would allow it, fir. 

Efc. But the Law will not allow it Pompty ; nor « 
ftiall not be allowed in Vienna. 

Clo. Do’s your Worlhip meane to geld and fplaya]; 
the youth of the City£ 

Efc. No, Pompey. 

Clo. Truely Sir, in my poore opinion they will too’t 
then : if your worlhip will take order for the drabs and 
the knaues, you need not to fearc the bawds. 

Efc. There is pretty orders beginning I can tellyou: 
Ic is but heading, and hanging. 

Clo. If you head, and hang all that offend that way 
but for ten y care together; you’ll be glad to giue out a 
Commiffion for more heads : if this law hold mVtenn» 
ten yeare, ilc rent the faireft houfe in it after three pence 
a B ly: if you liue to fee this conic to paffe , fay Pompej 
told you fo. 

Efc. Thanke you good 'Pompey ; and in requitall of 
your prophefie, harke you : 1 aduife you let me not finde 
you before meagaine vpon any complaint whatfocuer- 
no, not for dwelling where you doe : if I do c Pompey,] 
fhall beat you to your Tent, and proue afhrewd Cafr 
to you: in plaine dealing Pompey, I ftiall haue you whipt; 
fofor thistime, Pompey Save you well. 

Clo. I thanke your Worfhip for your good counfell; 
but I fhall follow it as the flefh and fortune fhall better 
detcrmme.Whip me ? no,no, let Carman whip his lade, 
The valiant heart’s not whipt out ofhis trade. Exit, 

Efc. Come hether to me, Mafter Elbow: comehither 
Mafter Conftable : how long haue you bin in this place 
of Conftable ? 

Elb. Seuenyeere,anda halfefir. 

Efc. I thought by the readineffe in the office,you had 
continued in it fome time: you fay feauen ycarestoge. 
thcr. 

Elb. And a halfe fir. 

Efc. Alas, it hath beene great paines to you: they do 
you wrong to put you fo oft vpon’t. Are there not men 
in your Ward fufficient to ferue it? 

Elb. ’Faith fir, few of any witin fuch matters: as they 
are chofen, they are glad to choofe me for them; I do it 
for fome peece of money,and goe through with all. 

Ffc. Looke you bring mec in the names of fome fixe 
or feuen, the moft fufficient of your parifh. 

Elb. To your Worffiips houfe fir? 

Efc. To my houfc: fare you well: what's adocke, 
thinkc you ? 

lull. Eleuen,Sir. 

Ffc. I pray you home to dinner with me. 

Iufi, I humbly thanke you. 

Efc. It grieues me for the death aiClaudb 
But there’s no remedie: 

lufl. Lord eAngelo is feuere. 

Efc. Ic is but needfull. 

Mercy is not it fclfe, that oft lodkes fo. 

Pardon is ftill the nurfe of fecond woe: 

But yet, poore Claudio j there is no remedie. 

Come Sir. Exeunt. 

Sect** 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Protto&t Struts. 

Ser. Hec’s hearing of a Caufe; he will come ftraight, 

Tie tell him ofyou. 

Pro, ’Pray you doe; lie know 
His pleafure, may be he will relent; alas 
He hath but as offended in a dreame, 

All Seas, all Ages fmack of this vice, and he 
To die for’t ? 

Enter Angelo. 

Ang. Now, what’s the matter Prouofl ? 
pro. Is it your will Claudio, fhall die to morrow i 
Ang. Did not I tell thee yea l hadft thou not order ? 
\Vhy do’ft thou aske againe ? 

Pro. Left 1 might be too rafh: 

Voder your good correaion, I haue feene 
When after execution, Iudgtmcnt hath 
Repented ore his doomc. 

Jug. Goe to; let that be mine. 

Doe you your office, or giue vp your Place, 

And you fhall well be fpar’d. 

Pro. I craue your Hodflyrs pardon : 

What fhall be done Sir^with the groaning Iuliet ? 

Shee’s very neere her howre. 

Ang. Difpofeofhcr 

To fome more fitter place; and that with fpeed. 

Ser. Here is the fiftcr of the man condemn d, 

Defires acceffe to you. 

Ang. Hath he a Sifter i 
Pro. I my good Lord,a very vertuous maid. 

And to be fhortlie ofa Sifter-hood, 

If not alreadie. 

Ang. Well: let her be admitted, 

Sceyou the Fornicatreffe be remou’d, 

Let her haue needfull, but not lauifh meancs, 

There fhall be order for’t. 

Enter Lucio and Ifabclla. 

fro. ’Saue your Honour. (will ? 

Ang. Staya littlcwhile:y’arewclcome:vvhat’syour 
I fab. Iam a wofull Sutor to your Honour, 

’Pleafe but your Honor heare me. 

Ang. Well: what’s your fuite. 

I fan. There is a vice that moft I doe abborre, 

And moft defire fhould meet the blow of 1 uftice; 

: or which I would not plead,but that I muft, 

: or which I muft not plead,but that I am 
At warre, twixt will, and will not. 

Ang. Well: the matter ? 

Ifab. I haue a brother is condemn’d to die, 

I doe befeech you let it be his fault, 

And not my brother. 

Pro. Heauen giue thee raouing graces. 
y4»g.Condemne the fault, and not the aiior of it. 
Why euery fault ’$ condemnd ere it be done: 

Mine were the verie Cipher of a Function 
To fine the faults, whofefinc (lands in record. 

And let goehy the A&or: 

lfab. Oh tuft,but feuere Law: 

I had abrothcr then; heauen keepe your honour. 

Luc. Giue ’c not ore fo .* to him againe, entreat him, 
Kneeiedowne before him, hang vpon his gowne. 

You are too cold: ifyoufhooldneedapin. 




You could not with more tame a tongue defire it: 

To him,I fay. 

I fob. Muft he needs die? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedie. 

I fab. Yes: I doe thinkc that you might pardon him. 
And neither heauen,nor man grieue at the mercy. 

Ang. I will not doe’t. 

Ifab. But can you if you would? 

Ang. Looke what I will not, that I cannot doe. 

Ifab. But might you doe t & do the world no wrong 
If fo your heart were touch’d with that remorfe, 

As mine is to him? 

Ang. Hee’s fcntcnc’d, tis too late. 

Luc. You arc coo cold. 

Ifab. T 00 late ? why no: I that doe fpeak a word 
May call it againe swell, belceue this 
No ceremony that to great ones longs, 

Noc the Kings Crowne; nor the deputed fword. 

The Marfhails Truncheon, nor the Iudges Robe 
Become them with one halfe fo good a grace 
As mercie does: It he had bin as you, and you as he. 
You would haue flipt like him,but he iike you 
Would not haue beene lo fteroe. 

Ang. Pray you be gone. 

Ifab. I would to heauen I had your potencie, 

And you were IfabeS: fhould it then be thus ? 

No /1 would tell whac’twere to bea Judge, 

Ana what a prifoncr. 

Luc . I, touch him: there’s the vaine. 

Ang. Your Brother is a forfeit of the Law, 

And you but waftcyour words. 

Ifab. Alas,alas: 

Why all the foules that were, were forfei; once. 

And he that might the vantage beft haue tooke. 

Found out the remedie; how would you be, 

If he, which is the top of Iudgcmenr,fhould 
But iudge you, as you are l Oh, thinkc on that, 

And mercie then will breathe within your lips 
Like man new made. 

Ang. Be you content, (faire Maid) 

It is the Law, not I, condemne your brother. 

Were he my kinfman, brother, or my fonne, 

Ic fhould be thus with him: he muft die to morrow. 

Ifab. To morrow ? oh,that s fodaine. 

Spare him, fpare him : 

Hce’s noc prepar’d for death; euen for our kitchins 
We kill the fowlc of fcafon: fhall we ferue heauen 
With leffe refpedl then we doe minifter 
To our groffe-felues?good,goQd my Lord,bethink you; 
Who is it that hath di’d for this offence ? 

There’s many haue committed it. 

Luc. I, well laid. 

Ang. The Law hath not bin dead.thoghitbathflapt 
Thofe many had not dar’d to doe that cuill 
If the firft, that did th’ Edidt infringe 
Had anfwer’d for his deed. Now ’tis awake. 

Takes note of what is done, and like a Prophet 
Lookes in a glaffe chat fhewes what future euils 
Either now, or by remiffeneffe, new concern'd, 

And fo in progreffc to be hatc’hd.and borne, 

Are now to hauenofucccfliuc degrees, 

But here they liue to end. 

Ifab. Yet ffiew fome pittie. 

Ang. I fhew it moft of all, when I {how luftice; 

For then I pittie thofe I doe not know, 

Which a difmis’d offence, would after gaule 

And 
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. And doc him right, that anfwcring one foule wrong 
Liucs not to aft another. Be fatisfied; 
j Your Brother dies to morrow; be content. 

I fab. So you muft be j firft that giucs this fentence, 
And hce, that fufifers: Oh, it is excellent 
To haue a Giants ftrength: but it is tyrannous 
To vfeit like a Giant. 

Luc, That’s well faid. 

I fab. Could great men thunder 
As loue himfelfe do’s, lone would neucr be quiet , 

For cuery pelting petty Officer 
Would vfe his hcauen for thunder; 

Nothing bat thunder: Mercifull heauen, 

Thou rather with thy fharpe and fulpherousbole 
Splits the vn-wedgabk and gnarled Oke, 

Then the foftMertill: Butman, proud man, 

Dreft in a little briefc authoritie. 

Mod ignorant of what he’s moll affiirM, 

(His glafsie Eflcnce) like an angry Ape 

Plaies fuch phantaftique tricks before high heauen. 

As makes the Angels weepe: who with our fpleenes, 
Would all themfelues laugh mortall. 

Luc . Oh,to him,to him wench: he will relent, 

Hee’s comming : I perceiue’c. 

Pro. Pray heauen fhe win him, 

I fab. We cannot weigh our brother with our felfe, 
Great mentftiy Veil with Saints :tis wit in them, ^ 
But in the lefle fowle prophanation. • 

Luc . Thou’it i’th tight (Girle) more o’that. 

I fab. That in the Captainc’s but-a chottericke word, 
Which in the Souldier is flat blafpheone. *" 

Luc. Art auis’do’that? more on't. 

Ang, Why doc you put thefe fayings vprita me ? 

/fab, Bccaufe Authoritie, though if erre like others, 
Hath yet a kind.c of medicine in it felfe 
That skins the vice o’th rop ; goe to your bofomC, 

Knock there, and aske your heart what it doth know 
That’s like my brothers fault: if it confeflc 
A naturall guiltineffe,iuch as is his, 

Let it not found a thought vpon your tongue 
Againft my brothers life. 

Aug. Shee fpeakes, and Yis fuch fence 
That my Sence breeds witlvit; fare you well. 

I fab. Gentle my Lord,turncbacke. 

Aug. I will bethinke me: come againe to morrow. 
//*.Hark,howlle bribe you:good my Lord turn back. 
Aug. How? bribe me? 

If I,with fuch gifts that heauen fhall lliare with you. 
Luc . You had mat’d all elfc. 

/fab . Not with fond Sickles of the tefted-gold, 

Or Stones, whofe rate are either rich, or poore 
As Yancie values them: but with true prayers, 

Thst fhall be vp at heauen, and enter there 
Ere Sunne rife: prayers from preferued foule*, 

Fromfafting Maides, whofe mindes arededisace 
To nothing temporall. 

Aug. Well: come to me to morrow. 

Luc. Goe to :’tis well;away. 

Ifab, Heauen keepe your honour fafe. 

Aug. Amen. 

For I am that way going to temptation, 

Where prayers crofle* 

/fab. At what hower to morrow. 

Shall Fattend your Lordflhip? 

Aug. At any time’fore-noone. 

/fab. Yatfc your Honour. 


EMeafure for tlMeafure. 


-U n g. ■ From thee: euen from thy vertue. 

What’s this ? what’s this i is this her fault, or mine ? 
The Tempter.or the Tempted, who fins moft ? ha ? 
Not flie: nor doth file tempt: but it is J, 

That, lying by the Violet in the Sunne , 

Doc as the Carrion do’s, not as the flowre. 

Corrupt with vertuous feafon; Can it be. 

That Modefty may more betray our Sence 
Then womans lightneffe? hauing wafteground enough 
Small we defire to raze the Sanctuary » "> 

And pitch our euils there ? oh fie, fie, fie: 

What doft thou? or what art thou tAngelo* 

Doft thou defire her fowly.for thole things 
That make her good ? oh, let her brother liuc 
Thceues for their robbery haue authority. 

When Iudges fteale thcmfelues: what, doe I loue her 
That 1 defire to heare her fpeake againe? * 

And feaft vpon her eyes? what is’tl dreamc on ? 

Oh cunning enemy, that to catch a Saint, 

With Saints doft bait thy hooke: moft dangerous 
I s that temptation, that doth goad vs on' 

To finne, in louing vertue: neuer could the Strumpet 
With ali her double vigor, Art, and Nature * 1 
Once ftirmy temper: but this vertuous Maid 
Subdues me quite : Euertifinow 
When men were fond, I fmi^jj^d wondred how. Exit 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Duke and Prouofl. 

Duke. Haile to you,Prouoftfo I thinkc you are. 

Pro. I am the Prouoft rwhats your will, good Frier? 

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my blcft order, 

I come to vifitc the affli&cd fpirits 
Here in the prifon: doe me the common right 
To let me fee them : and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes,that I may minifter 
To them accordingly. 

Pro. I would do more then that,ifmore were needfuil | 
Enter Juliet. 

Looke here comes one: a Gentlewoman of mine, 

Who falling in the flawes of her owne youth, 

Hath blifterd her report: She is with childe. 

And he that got it, fentenc’d: a yong man. 

More fit to doe another luch offence. 

Then dye for this. 

Duk. When muft he dye? 

Pro. As I do thinke to morrow, 
j haue prouided for you.ftay a while 
And you fhall be conducted. 

Duk. Repent you (faire one) ofthe fin you carry? 

Iul. I doe; and beare the fhame moft patiently. 

Du. He teach you how you ftial ataign your confcifce 
And try your penitence, ifit be found. 

Or hollowly put on. 

Iul. He gladly learne. 

Duk. Loue you the man that wrong’d you? 

ltd. Yes,as I loue the woman that wrong’d him. 

Duk* So then it feemes your moft offence full aft 
Was mutually committed. 

Iul. Mutually. 

Duki Then was your fin of heauicr kinde then his. 

Iul. 1 doc confefie it, and repent it (Father.) 

Du. *Tis 
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meet fo (daughter) but leaft you dorepent ' 
K ; that the fmhatUfereugbtyd?it* Ow 

&forrovvisalwaksto W Hourfcld«,not heauen. 

Sho wing we would nociparc hcauen,as w<1oue *ty 

Rut as we ftand in fcar-e, . 

hi. I doc repent eie,$s tt.ts afl enul. 

And take the frame withiov. 

Duke. There reft : 

Your partner (as I biarc) muft die to morrow, . 

And lam going wjih inttruftm nto h.m. 

Grace ~oe with yavr, cxif - 

luL Muft die to morrow ? oh miitnous Loue 

ThatVefpits me a hfe; whole very eoanort 

Is ftill a dying horror. 

Pro. ’Tis piety of ham,. • ■. n ■ - XfMnt - 

Seem Qutirta. 

To pardon him,that hath from nature ftolnc 

A man already made, as to remit 

Their fawcic fweetnes,that do coyne hcauens Image 

In ftamps that arc forbid: ’tis all as ealic, 

Falfcly to take away a life true made, 

A« to put mettle in reftrained meanes 

To make a falfe one. 

Ifab . Tis fee downe lo in heauen, but not in earth, 

^ing. Say you fo: then I fhall poze you quickly. 
Which had you rather,that cbe moft iuft Law 

No w tooke your brothers life,and to redeeme him 

Giue vp your body to fuch fwcet vncleannefl'c 

As flic that he harh ftaind ? 

Ifab. Sir,bclecucthis. 

I had rather giue my body,then my foule. 

Ang. 1 talke not of your foule : our compel’d fins 
Stand more for number,thcnfor acccmpt. 

Ifab. How fay you ? 

Ang. Nay lie not warrant that •• for I can fpeake 
Againft the thing I fay ; Arifwcre to this, 

I (now the voycc of the recorded Law) 

Pronounce a fentence on your Brothers life. 

Might there not be a charitiein finne. 

To faue this Brothers life ? 

Ifab. Pleafe you to doo’r, 
lie take it asaperillto my foule, 

It is no finne at all,but charitie. 

Ang. Pleaf’d you to doo’c,at peril! of your loulc 

Were cquall poize of finne,and charitie. 

Ifab. That I do beg his life,ifit be finne 

Heauen let me beare it : you granting of my fuit, 

If that be fin,He make it my Morne-praier, 

To haue it add«d to the faults of mine. 

And nothing ofyour anfwere. 

Ang. Nay,but heare me. 

Your fencepurfucs not mine: either you are ignorant, 
Orfeemefo crafty; and that’s not good. 

Ifab. Let be ignorant,and in nothing good. 

But graciopfly to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wifdome wifhes to appeare moft bright. 
When it doth taxe it felfe .• As thefe blackc Mafques 
Prodaime an en-ftueid beauty ten times louder 

Then beauty could difplaied : But marke me. 

To be receiued plaine. He fpeake more groffe ; 

Your Brother is to dye. 

Ifab. So. 

Ang. And his offence is fo,as i: appearcs. 

Accountant to the Law, vpon that painc. 

Ifab. True. 

Ang. Admit no other way to faue his life 
(As I fubferibe not that,nor any other, 

But in the Ioffe ofqueftion) that you,his Sifter, 

Finding your felfe defir’d of fuch a perfon, 

Whofe creadit with the Iudge,or owr.e great place. 

Could fetch your Brother from the Manacles 

Ofthe all-building-Law : and that there weie 

No earthly raeane to faue him,but that either 

You muft lay downe the treafurcsof your body. 

To this fuppofcdjorclfe to let him fuffer : 

What would you doe ? 

Ifab. As much for my poore Brother,as my felfe ; 

That is : were I vnder the tearmes of death, 

Th’impreffion of kcene whips,I’ld wearc as Rubies, 

And ftrip my felfe to death,as to a bed. 

That longing haue bin ficke for,ere I’ld yccld 

My body vp to fhame, 

Aug. That 

Enter lAngelo. 

jn. When I would pray,& think, I thinke,and pray 
Jo leuerall fubiefts; heauen hath my empty words, 

^ Whilft my Inuention, hearing not my Tongue, 

Anchors on Ifsbcll : heaiyn in my mouth, 

As iff did buc onety'chew his name , 

And in my heart the ftrong and i welling euill 

Of my conception: the ftate whereon 1 flu died 

Is like a good thing, being often read 

Growne feard, and tedious: yea, my Grauitie 

Wherein (let no man heare me) I take pride. 

Could I, with boote, change fpr an idle plume 

Which the ayre beats for vaine: oh place, oh forme. 

How often doft thou with thy cafe, thy habit 

Wrench awe from fooles, and tye the wifer foules 

To thy falfe Teeming ? Blood, thou art blood, 

Let’s write good Angell on the Deuills home 
TisnottheDeuills Crcfhhow now ? who’s there? 

Enter Seruant. 

Ser. One Ifabell ,aSifter, defires accefie to you. 

Ang. Teach her the way : objheauens 
. Why doe's my bloud thus mufter to my heart, 

Making both it vnablefor it felfe, 

And difpolTefsing all my other parts 

Of neceffary fitneffe ? 

So play the ibolifh throngs with one that fwounds, 

Come all to help him, and io ftop the ayre 

By which hee fhould reuiuc .• and euen fo 
Thegenerallfubiecl: to a wel-wifhtKing 

Quit their owne parr, and in obfequious fondnefle 

Crowd to his prefence,where their vu-taught loue 

Muft needs appear offence: how now faire Maid. 

Enter Ifabella. 

Ifab. Iamcometoknowyourpleafure. ( mc . 

An. That you might know it,wold much better pleafe 
Then to demand what ’tis: your Brother cannot liue. 

Ifab. Euen fo : heauen keepe your Honor. 

Ang. Yet may he liue a while: and it may be 

As long as you, ot I : yet he muft die. 

Ifab. Vnderyour Sentence? 

Ang. Yea. 

Ifab. When, I bcfeech you: that in his Repricue 
(Longer, or fhorter) he may be fo fitted 

That his foule ficken not. 

aing, Ha ? fie,thefe filthy yices.Tt were as good 
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Ang. Then mu ft your brother die. 

If*. And’ewer the cheaper way: 

Better it were a brother dide at once. 

Then that a fiftcr, by redeeming him 
Should die for cucr. 

Ang. We^e not you then as cruell as the Sentence, 
That you haue flander’d fo ? 

I fa. Ignomie in raniome, and free pardon 
Arc of two houfes: lawfull mercic, 

Is nothing kin to fowle redemption. 

*Ang. You feem’doflacetomakctheLawatirant, 
And rather prou’d the lliding of your brother 
A merrimentjthen a vice. 

I fa. Oh pardon me my Lord, it oft fals out 
To haue, what we would haue. 

We fpeake not what vve mcane • 

I fomething do excufe the thing I hate, 

For his aduantage that I dearely loue. 
eAng. We are all fraile, 

I fa. Elfe let my brother die, * 

If not a fedarie but onely he 
Owe, and fucceed thy weaknefle. 

Ang. Nay,women*arc fraile too. 

Ifa. I, as the glaflcs where they vie w themfelucs, 
Which arc as eafic broke as they make formes > 
Women? Hclpe heauen ; men their creation marre 
In profiting by them : Nay, calLvs ten times fraile, 
Forwve are foft, as our complexions are. 

And credulous to falfe prints.. ! 

A»g. I thinke it well: 

And from this teftimonicofyour owne fex - 
(Since I fuppofe we are made to be nor ftrbngcr 
Then faults may ftiakc our frames) let-nae be-bold; 

I doarreft your words. Be that you arc, \y 
That is a woman; if you be more, you’r none. 

If you be one (as you are well txpreft . . 

By all externall warrants ) fhew it now'. 

By putting on the deftin’d Liucrie. 

Ifa . 1 haue no tongue but one; gentle my I ord. 

Let me entreate you fpeake the former language. 

Ang. Plainlie conceiuc lloueyou, 

Ifa. My brother did loue Iultet^ 

And you tell me that he fhall die for’t. 

Ang, He (hall not lfabell if you giue me loue.t 
Ifa. I know your vercue hath a licence in’c. 

Which feemes a little fouler then it is, 

Topluckeon others. 

Ang . Belceue me on mine Honor, 

My words expreffe my purpofe. 

Ifa. Ha? Little honor, to be much beleeu'd. 

And moft pernicious purpofe: Seeming,feeming. 

I will proclaime thee Angelo , looke for’t. 

Signe me a prefent pardon for my brother. 

Or with an out-ftrecchc throate lie tell the world aloud 
What man thou art. 

Ang. Who will beleeuc thee Ifabell ? 

My vnfoild name, th’aufteerenefle of my life, i 
My vouch againft you, and my place i’th State, 

Will fo your accufation ouer^weigh. 

That you fhall ftifle in your owne repony 
And fmell of calumnie. I haue begun, 

And now I giue my feNfuall race, the reine, 5 
Fit thy confent to my fharpeappetite, 

Lay by all nicetie, and prolixious blufhes 

That banifh what tfticy fue for : Redecme thy brother, 

By yeclding vp thy bodic to my will, 
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Or elfe he muft not onelie die the death, 

But thy vnkjndnefle {hall his death draw out 
To lingrtng fuffetance: Anfwer me to morrow 
Or by the affe&ion that now guides me moft, 

He proue a Tirant to him. As for you. 

Say what you can; my falfe, orc-weighs your true. £* 
Ifa. To whom flhould I complaine ? Did I tell this " 
Who would beleeue me ? O perilous mouthes ’ 
~l hat beare in them, one and the felfefame tongue 
Either of condemnation, or approofe, 

Bidding the Law make curtfie to their will. 

Hooking both right and wrong to th’appetite, 

To follow as it drawes. lie to my brother, 

Though he hath falne by prompturc of the blood, 

Yet hath he in him fuch a mindc of Honor, 

That had he twentie heads to tender downe 
Ontwentiebloodie blockcs,hee’ld yecld tbemvp 
Before his ftfler fliould her bodie ftoope . 

To fuch abhord pollution. 

T hen IfabellWue chafte, and brother die; 

“More tbervour Brother, is our Chaftitie. 
lie tell him yet of Angelo’s requeft. 

And fit his minde to death, for his foules reft. £ Xl{ 


rictus Tertius. Scena T^rima. 


Enter Duke, Claudio, and ‘Trouofi. 

Du. So then you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo) 

Cla. The nuferable haue no other medicine 
But onely hope : I’hauc hope to liue,and am prepar’d to 
die. 

Duke. Be abfolure for death: either death or life 
Shall thereby be the fweeter. Reafon thus with life: 
If I do loofe thee, I do loofe a thing 
That none but fooles would kcepc: a breath thou art 
Seritile toall the skyie-influences, 

Thatdoft this habitation where thou keepft 
Hourely afflitft : Mecrely,thou 3 rt deaths foolc, 

For him thou labour!! by thy flight to fliuti, 

And yet runft toward him ftill. Thou art not noble, 
For all th’accommodations that thou bearft, 
Arenurftby bafenefle : Thou’rt by no mcanes valiant, 
For thou doft feare the foft and tender forke 
Of a poore worme: thy beft of reft is fleepc, 

And that thou oft prouoakft, yet groflelie fearft 
Thy death, which is nd more. Thou art not thy felfe, 
For thou exifts on manie a thoufand graines 
That iflue out ofduft. Happie thou art not. 

For what thou haft not, ftill thou ftriu’ft to get, 

And what thou haft forgetft. Thou art not certaine, 
For thy complexion Ihifts to ftrange cffe&s, 

After the Moone: If thou art rich, thou’rt poore, 

For like an A fie, whofe backe with Ingots bowes; 
Thou bearft thy heauic riches but a iournie. 

And death vnloads thee; Friend haft thou none. 

For thine owne bowels which do call thee, fire 
T he mccre effufion of thy proper loines 
Do curfc theGowr, Sapego, and the Rheume 
For ending thee no fooner.Thou haft nor youth,nor age 
But as it were an after-dinners fleepe 
Dreaming on both, for all thy blefied youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth begge the almcs 
Ofpalfied-Erld: and when thou art old, and rich 

Thou 
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^^^herheate.affeaionjimbe^or beautie 
Tomalcc thy riche* pleafant: what s yet in t n S 
That beates the pame of life? Yet m this lie 
I iehidrooe thoufand deaths; yet death we feare 
That makes thefc oddes, all eucn. 

Cla. I humblie thanke you. 

To fue to liuc, I finde I feeke to die, 

And feeking death, finde life: Let it come on. 

Enter Ifabella. 

I fab. What hoa? Peace heere; Grace.and good com- 

? * D pro. Who’s there i Come in, the wifhdeferucs a 
welcome. 

D uke. Deere fir, ere long He vifit you agame. 

Cla. Moft bolie Sir, I thanke you. 

Ifa. My bufineffe is a word or two with Claudio, 
pro. And verie welcom : looke Signior,here’s your 

After. 

Duke- Prouoft,a word with you, 
fro. Asmanieasyoupleafe.^ 

Duke. Bring th§m toheare me ipeak.whfrel mayibe 

conceal’d. ^ 

Cla. Now fifter, what’s the comfort? 

Ifa. Why, 

As all comforts arc: moft good, moft good indeede. 
Lord Angelo hauing affaires to heauen 
Intends you for his fwift Ambaftador, 

Where you fhall be an eucrlafting Leiger; 

Therefore your bell appointment make with (peed. 

To Morrow you fet on. 

(flau. Is there no remedie ? 

Ifa. None,‘but fuch rcmcdie,as to faue a head 
Jo cleaue a heart in twaine: 

Clau. But is there anie ? 

Ifa. Yes brother, you may liue; 

There i* a diuellifh mercic in the Iudge, 

Ifyou’l implore it, that will free your life. 

But fetter you till death. 

Cla. Perpetuall durance ? 

Ifa. I iuft, perpetuall durance. a reftraint 
Through all the worlds valliditie you had 
To a determin’d l'cope. 

Clan. But in what nature? 

Ifa. In fuch a one, as you confenting too’t, 

Would barke your honor from that trunke you beare, 
And leaue you naked. 

Clau. Let me know the point. 

ifa. Oh, I do feare thee Claudio , and I quake, 

Leaft thou a feauorous life {houldtt entertaine. 

And fix or feue* winters more refpedl 
Then a perpetuall Honor. Dar’ft thou die * 

The fence of death is moftin apprehenfion. 

And the poore Beetle that we treade vpon 
Jn corppiallfufferance, finds a pang as great. 

As when aGiant dies. 

Cla. Why giue you me this flume. ? 

Thinke yon I can a refolution fetch 
From flayy/ie tender nefle ? if I muft die, 

I will enciqnntcr darknefife as a bride. 

And huggeitin mine armes. 

_ 7/i.ThCTe fpake my brother .* there my fathers graue 
Did vtter forth a voice. Ycs,thou muft die; 

Thou att too noble, tq conferue a life . 

In bafe appliances. This outward fainted Dcputie, ; 
Wnofc fetled vifage, and deliberate word 
Nips youth i th head, and follies doth eminew 


v n 


V'V' 


As Falcon doth the Fowle, is yet a diuell : 

His filth within being caft,hc would appeare 
A pond, as deepc as hell. 

Cla. The prenzie, Angelo ? 

Ifa. Oh’tis the cunning Liuerie of hell. 

The damneft bodie to inueft, and couer 
In prenzie gardes; doft thou thinke Claudio, 

If I would yceld him my virginitie 
Thou might’!! be freed ? 

Cla. Oh heauens, it cannot be. 

Ifa. Yes,he would giu’t thee; from this rank offence 
So to offend him ftill. This night’s the time 
That I fhould do what I abhorre to name. 

Or elfe thou die!! to morrow. 

Clan. Thou fhalt not do’r. 

Ifa. O, were it but my life, 

I’de throw it downe for your deliuerance 
As frankcly as a pin. 

Clau. Thankei dccre Ifabell. 

Ifa. Be readie Claudio , foryour death to morrow. 

Clau. Yes. Has he affe£!ions in him. 

That thus can make him bite the Law by th’nofe. 
When he would force it ? Sure it is no finne. 

Or of the deadly feuen it is the leaft. 

Ifa. Which is the leaft * 

Cla. If it were damnable, he being fo wife. 

Why would he for the momentarie tricke 
Be perdurablie fin’de ? Oh JfabeH. \ 

Ifa. What faics my brother? 

£ la. Death is a fcarefull thing. 

Ifa. And ftiamed life,a hateful!. 

Cla. I, but to die, and go we know not where, 
Tolieincoldobftnuftioniand to rot. 

This fenfible warme motion, to become 
A kneaded clod ; And the delighted fpirit 
To bath in fierie floods, or to recid e 
In thrilling Region of thickc-ribbcd Ice, 

To be imprifon’d in the viewlefte windes 
And blowne with reiileffe violence round about-' 

The pendant world: or to be worfe then worfl 
O! chofe, that lawleffe and incertainc thought, 

Imagine howling, ’cis too horrible. 

The wearieft, and moft loathed worldly life 
That Age, Ache, periury, and imprifonment v 

Can lay on nature, is a Paradife 
To what we feare of death. 

Ifa. Alas, alas. 

Cla. Sweet Sifter, let me liue. . 

What finne you do, to faue a brothers life. 

Nature difpenfes with the deedc fo farre. 

That it becomes a vertue. 

Ifa. Ohyoubcaft, 

Oh faithlcffe Coward, oh difhoneft wretch. 

Wilt thou be made a man, out ofmy vice ? 

Is’t not a kinde of Inceft, to take life 

From thine owne lifters ftiame ? What fliould I thinke, 

Heauen fliield my Motherplaid my Father faire; 

For fuch a warped flip of wildernefle 
Nere ifiu’d from his blood. Take my defiance. 

Die, peri!h: Might but my bending downe 
Repteeue thee from thy fate, it (hould proccede, 
lie pray a thoufand praiers for thy death. 

No word to faue thee. 

Cl*’ Nay hcare me IfabtB, 

Ifa. Oh fie, fie,fiec 

‘Thy (inn’s pot accidental!, but a Trade j 

Mercie 
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• Mercy to thee would proue it fclfe a Bawd, 

’Tis beft that thou dieft quickly. 

Cla. Oh heare me Iftbella. 

Dttk. Vouchfafc a word.yong fifter.butonc word. 

If*. What is your Will. 

Duki Might you difpcnfe with your leyfure, I would 
by and by haue fome fpeech with youthe faciffa&ion l 
would require, is likewife your owne benefit. 

If*. 1 haue no fuperfluous leyliit c, myftaymuftbe 
ftolen out of other affaires.- but I will attend you a while. 

Duke, Son,l haue ouer-heard what hath paft between 
you & your fiftcr. Angelo had neuer the purpofc to cor¬ 
rupt her; onely he hath made an affay of her vertue, to 
prailife his lodgement with the difpofition of natures. 
She (hauing the truth of honour in her) hath made him 
that gracious deniall, which he is moft glad to receiue: I 
am Confeffor to Angelo, and I know this to be truc.ther- 
tore prepare your fclfe to death : do not fatisfie your re- 
folution with hopes that are fallible, tomorrow you 
muft die, gbe to your knees,and make ready. 

Cla. Let me ask my lifter pardon, I am fo out of loue 
with life, that I will fuc to be rid of it. 

Dukf. Hold you there : farewell ; Preuofi, a word 
with you. 

pro. What’s your will (father ?) 

Dttk. That now you arc come,you wil be gone.-leaue 
me a while with the Maid, my minde promiles with my 
habit, no loffie fhall touch her by my company. 

Pro. In good time. Exit. 

Duk- The hand that hath made you faire, hath made 
you good .- the goodnes that is chcapc in beauty, makes 
beauty briefe in goodnes ; but grace being the foule of 
your complexion, fhall keepc the body of it euer faire: 
the affault that Angelo hath made to you, Fortune hath 
conuaidtomyvnderftanding;andbut that frailty hath 
examples for his falling.I fhould wonder at Angelo-, how 
will you doc to content this Subftitute, and to faue your 
Brother? 

I fab. I am now going to refolue him : I had rather 
my brother die by the Law,then my fonne fhould be vn- 
lawfullie borne. But (oh) how much is the good Duke 
deceiu’d in : ifeuerhereturne, and I can (peake 

to him, 1 will open my lips in vainc, or difeouer his go- 
uernment. 

Duke. That (hall not be much amiffe: yet.as the mat¬ 
ter now ftands,hc will auoid your aceufation : he made 
triall of you onclic. Therefore faften your care on my 
aduifings, to the loue I haue in doing good ; aremedie 
prefents it fclfe. I doe make my felfe beleeuc that you 
may moft vprighteoufly do a poor wronged Lady a me¬ 
rited benefit; redeem your brother from theangry Law; . 
doe no ftaine to your o wne gracious perfon, and much 
pleafe the abfent Duke, if peraduenture he fhall euer re- 
turne to haue hearing of this bufineffe. 

I fab. Let me heare you fpeakc farther; I haue fpiritto 
do any thing that appcarcs riot fowle in the truth of my 
fpirit. 

Duke. Vertue is bold, and goodnes neuer fearefull: 
Haue you not heard fpeakc of Mariana the fifter of Fre¬ 
dericks the great Souldicr, who mifearried at Sea? 

I fa. I haue heard of the Lady, and good words went 
with her name. 

•Duke. Shce fhould this Angelo haue married •• was af¬ 
fianced to her oath,and the nuptial! appointed: between 
which time ofihe contract, and limit of the folemnitie, 
her brother Frederick-ms wrackt at Sea, hauing in that 


perifhed veffeli, the dowry of his fifter: but marke how 
heauily this befell to the poore Gentlewoman, there (h 
loft a noble arid renowned brother, in his loue toward 
her, euer moft kinde and naturall: with him theportio 
and finew of her fortune, her marriage dowry ; 
both, her combynate-husband, this well-fcemj n „ 
Angelo. ° 

Iftb. Can thisbefo?did>^»ge/tf foleaucher? 

Duke. Left her in her teares, & dried not one of then, 
with his comfort: fwallowcd his vowes who!e,preten 
ding in her, difeoueries ofdifhonor : in few, bellow’d 
heron her owne lamentation, which (he yet weares fo t 
his fake: and he, a marble to her teares, is wafhed with 
them, but relents not. 

I fab. What a merit were it in death to take this poore 
maid from rhe world ? what corruption in this life, that 
it will let this man liue f But how out of this can ff ec a. 
uaile? 

‘Duke- It is a rupture that you may eafily heale: and the 
cure of it not onely faues yoftr brother, but kcepes you 
from dilhonor in doing it. 

I fab. Shew me how (good Father.) 

Duk. This fore-named Maid hath yet in her the con. 
tinuanccofherfirftaffc&ion : his vniuft vnkindenelTe 
(that in all rcafon fhould haue quenched her loue ) hath 
(like an impediment in the Current) made it more vio¬ 
lent and vnruly: Goe you to Angelo , anfwere his requi¬ 
ring with aplaufible obedience, agree with his demandi 
to the point: onely referre your felfe to this aduantagt • 
firft, that your (lay with him may not be long.- that the 
time may haue all fhadow,and filencein it rand the place 
anfwere to conuenience this being granted in coutfe, 
and now followes all : wee fhall aduife this wronged 
maid to ftccdvp your appointment, goe ir.yourplace: 
if the encounter acknowledge it felfe heereafter, it may 
compellhimtoherrccompence ; andhecre, by this is 
your brother failed, your honor vnrainted, the poore 
Mariana aduantaged, and the corrupt Deputy fealed, 
The Maid will I frame, and make fit for his attempt: if 
you thinkc well to carry this as you may, the doublenes 
ofthc benefit defends the deceit from reproofe. What 
thinke you of it ? 

I fab. The image of it giues me content already, and] 
truft it will grow to a moft profperous perfection. 

Duk.. It lies much in your holding vp: hafteyou fpee- 
dily to Angelo , if for this night he intreat you to his bed, 
giue him.promife of fatisfaclion: I will prefently to $, 
Lukes / there at the moated-Grange recidcs this deie- 
Cled Mariana ; at that place call vpon me, anddifpatch 
with Angelo, that it may be quickly. 

I fib. I thank you for this comfort:fare youwell good 
father. Exit. 

Enter Elbow, Clowne, Officers, 

Sib. Nay, ifthere be no remedy for it, but that you 
will needes buy and fell men and women like beads, we 
fhall haue all the world drinke browne & white baftard. 

Duk- Oh heauens,what ftuffe is heere. 

Clow. Twas neuer merry world fince of twovfuriei 
themerrieft wasputdowne, and the worfer allow’d by 
order of Law; a fur’d gowne to keepc him warmc; and 
furd with Foxe and Lamb-skinstoo,to fignifie.that craft 
being richer then Innocency, (lands for the facing. 

Eli. Come your way fir .* ’bleflc you good Father 
Frier. . 

Z)«^. And you good Brother Father; what offence 
hath this man made you, Sir ? 

Sib. Marry 
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7jT Marry Sir, he hath offended the Law; and Sir, 
« c take him to be a Thecfc too Sir: for wee haue found 
* po n him Sir,a ftrange Pick-lock, which we haue fent 

tG £«£Tc>tab, a Bawd, a wicked bawd. 

The euill that thou cauteft to be done, 

Sat is thy meancs to liue. Do thou but thinke 
WhaCtis to cram a maw.or cloath aback 
From fuch a filthie vice: fay to thy (cite. 

From their abbominable and beaftly touches 
I drinke,I cate away my fclfe,and Hue: 

Canft thou beleeuc thy liuing is a lire. 

So ftinkingly depending i Go mend, go mend. 

Clo. Indeed, it do’s (finite in iomc lort. Sir: 

Rut yet Sir I would proue. 

Duke. Nay, if the diuell haue giuen thee proofs tor fin 
Thou wilt proue his. Take him to priton Officer: 
Corre&ion, and Inftru&ion muft both vvorke 

Ere this rude beaft will profit. ... 

Elb. He muft before the Deputy Sir, fie has giuen 
him warning : the Deputy cannot abide a Whore-ma- 

fter: ifhc be a Whore-rnonger,and comes before him, 
he were as good go a mile on his errand. 

Duke- That wc were all,as fome would feeme to bee 
From our faults,as faultsfrom feeming free. 
gnter Lucio. 

Elb. His necke will come to your waft, a Cord fir, 
Clo. I fpy comfort, l cry baile: Here’s a Gentlerxlan, 
and a friend of mine. 

Luc, How nqW noble Pempeyl What, at the wheels 
of Ctftr ? Art thou led in triumph ? What is there none 
oiPigmitlions Images newly made woman to bee had 
now, for nutting the hand in the pocket, and extracting 
clutch’d i What reply ? Ha ? What faift thou to this 
Tune,Matter,and Method i Js’tnot drown d i’th laft 
raine ?Ha? Whac faift thou Trot? Is the world as U was 
Man? Which is the way ? Is it fad, and few words? 
Or how ? The trickeofit? 

Duke* Still thus, and thus: ftili vvorfe ? 

Luc. How doth my deere Morfeil, thy Miftris? Pro¬ 
cures (he (till? Ha ? 

Clo. Troth fir, ftiee hath eaten v^all her beefe, and 
Ihe is her felfe in the tub. 

Luc. Why ’tis good : ItistbeiJght of it: it muft be 
fo. Euer your frefh Whore, and your pouder’d Baud,an 
vnflhun’d confcquence, it muft be fo. Arc going to pri - 
fon Povfpey ? 

Clo . Yes faith fir. 

Luc . Why Yis not amiffe Pompey : farewell; goe fay 
I fent thee thether: for debt Pomps y?.Or how i 
Elb . For being a baud, for being a baud. 

Luc. Well, then imprifon him : Ifimprifonmenrbe 
the due of a baud, why ’tis his right. Baud is he doubc- 
leffe, and of antiquity too .-Baud borne. Farwellgood 
Pompcy ; Commend me to the prrfon Pcmptj, you will 
turnc good husband now P.ompey, you will keepc the 
houfe. r 

Clo,! hope Sir, your good Worfhip wil be my baile? 
Luc . No indeed wil I not'Bompcy,\tis not the wear: 
I will pray ( Vcmpsj ) to encreafe your bondage if you 
take it not patiently: Why, your mettle is the,more: 
Adieu truftie Pompey. 

Bleflc you Friar. 

2)#^. And you. 

Luc. Do’s Bridget paint &i\ty Pompcy ?Ha ? 

Elb. Come youijwaics fir, comcj 


Clo . You will not baile me then Sir i 

Luc. Then Pompeyjaoi now : what newes abroad Fri¬ 
er l Whatncwcs ? 

Elb. Come your waies fir, come. 

Luc. Goe to kennell ( Pompey ) goe 
What newes Frier of the Duke ? 

J )uke* I know none: can you tell me of any ? 

Luc ♦ Some fay he is with the Emperor oi'RttJfia :other 
fome, he is in Rome: but where is he thinke you ? 

Duke. I know not where: but wherefipeuer, Iwifii 
him well. 

Luc. It wasamadfantafticalltrickeofhimto fteale 
from the State, and vfurpe the beggeric hec was neuer 
borne to: Lord Angelo Dukes it well in his abfence : he 
purstranlgreffion too t. 

Duke. He do's wellin’t. 

Luc. A little more lenicieto Lechcrie would doe no 
harme in him : Something too crabbed that way, Trier. 

Duk. It is too general a vice,and fetieritie muft cure it. 

Luc . Yes in good lboth,the vice is of a great kindred; 
it is well allied, bur it is impoffibleto extirpeit quite, 
Frier, till eating and drinking be put downe. They fay 
this Angelo was not made by Man and Woman, "after 
this downe-righc way of Crj^cion : is it true, thinke 
you? ” i 

Duke. How fhould he be trnde then? 

Luc. Some report, a Sea-maid fpawn’d him. Some, 
that he was begot betweene two Stock-fifhes. But it 
is certaine, that when he makes water, his Vrincis con¬ 
geal'd ice, that I know to bee true: and he i# a motion 
gcneratiue,thac’s infallible. 

Duke. You are plcafant.fir,and fpeakc apace. 

Luc , Why, whataiuthlcffe thing is this in him, for 
the rebellion ofa Cod-peece, to take away.the life of a 
man ? Would the Duke that is ablcnt haue done this ? 
Ere he would haue hang’d a man for the getting a hun¬ 
dred Baftards, he would haue paide for the Nurfing a 
thoufand. He had lome feeling ofthc fport, hec knew 
the fcruicc, and that inftruSed him to mercie, 

Duke. I neuer heard the abfent Duke much detejfted 
for Women, he was not endin’d that way. 

Luc. Oh Sir,you are deceiifd. 

Duke . ’Tis not poffible. 

Luc. Wiio, not the Duke ? Y es,your beggar of fifty: 
and his vfe was, to put a ducket ir. her Clack.difb; the 
DukehadCrochetsinhim. Hce would bedrunketoo, 

, that let me informe you. 

Duke. You do him wrong,furely. 

Luc. Sir,I was an inward of his: a fhie fellow was 
the Duke, 3nd I bclceuel know the caufe of his with¬ 
drawing, 

Duke. What (I prethee) might be the caufe ? 

Luc. No, pardon ; ’Tis afecretmuftbcelockt with¬ 
in the teeth and the lippes: but this I can let you vnder- 
Rand, the greater file of the fubieft held the Duke to be 
wife. I 

Duke. Wife? Why no queftion but he w v as. 

Luc. Avery fuperficiall A ignorant,vnweighing fellow 

Duke . Either this is Enuie in you, Folly, or mifta- 
king; The very ftreamc of his life, and the bufineffe he 
hath helmed, muft vppon a warranted ncedc, giuc him 
a better proclamation. Let him be but fccftimoQied in 
his owne bringings forth, and hee fliall apocarc to the 
enuious, aSchollcr, aStatefman,3nd a Soldier : there¬ 
fore you fpeake vriskilfully; or^ if your knowledge bee 
more, it is much darknedia your malice* 

Luc. 
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Luc. Sir,I know him, and I louc him. 

Duke. Loue talkes with better knowledge^ know¬ 
ledge with dearc loue. 

Luc . Come Sir, I know what I know. 

Duhy. I can hardly beleeue that, fince you know not 
what you fyeake. But if euer the Duke retnrne (as our 
praiers arc he may) let tnee defire you to make your an- 
fwer before him : if it bee honed you haue i'poke, you 
haue courage tomaintaine it; 1 am bound to call vppon 
you, and I praj»you yotir name ? 

Luc. Sir my name is Lucio,we\ known to the Duke. 

‘Duke. He (ball know you better Sir, iflmayliueto 
report you. 

Lac. I feare you not. 

Duke. O, you hope the Duke will rcturnenomore: 
or you imagine me to vnhurtfull an oppofite:but indeed 
I can doc you little harme: You’ll for-fweare this a- 


Lac. Tie be bang’d firft : Thou art deceiu’d in mee 
Friar, But no mote of this: Canft thou tell if Claudia 
die to morrow, or no ? 

Duke. Why fhouldhedieSir? 

Luc. Why? For filling a bottle with a Tunne'difh : 
I would the Duke \vc talke of were return’d againe: this 
vngenitur’d Agent will vn-people theProuince with 
Continencie. Sparrovves mull not build in his houlc- 
ceues,becaufethey are lecherous: The Duke yet would 
haue darke deeds darkclieanfwered, hee would ncuer 
bring them to light: would hee were return’d. Marrie 
this Claudio is condemned for vntrulfing.Far w ell good 
Friar, Iprcthee pray forme : The Duke (1 fay to thee 
againe) would eate Mutton on Fridaies. He’s now pall 
it, yet (and I fay to thee) hee would mouth with a beg¬ 
gar, though fhe fraclt browne-bread and Garlicke: lay 
that I faid fo: Farewell. Exit. 

Duke. No might, nor greatnclfc in mortality 
Can cenfure fcape: Back-wounding calumnie 
The whiteft vertue ftrikes. What King fo ftrong, 

Can tic chegall-vp in theflanderous tong ? 

But who comes heere ? 

Enter Efcaltu , frouofl , and Bawd. 

Efc. Go, away with her to prilon. 

Bawd. Good my Lord be good to mee, your Honor 
is accounted a mercifull man : good my Lord. 

Efc. Double, and trebblc admonition, and (fill for- 
feite in the lame kinde ? This would make mercy l’weare 
and play the Tirant. 

Pro. A Bawd ofeleucnyearcs continuance, may it 
pleafe your Honor. 

Bawd. My Lord, this is one Lucto t information a- 
gainft me, Miftris Kate Keepe~downe was with childc by 
him in the Dukes time, he promis’d her marriage : his 
Childc is a yeere and a quarter oldccom ef hi/ip andAr- 
cob: I haue kept it my fclfc; and fee how hee goes about 
to abufe me. 

Efc. That fellow is a fellow of much Licenfe : Let 
him be call’d before vs. Away with her to prifon :Goe 
too, no more words. Prouoft, my Brother Angela will 
not be alter’d, Claudio muft die to morrow: Let him be 
furnifii’d with Diuhies, and haue ail charitable prepara¬ 
tion. Ifmy brother wrought by my pitie.it fliould not 
be fo with him. 

Pro. So pleafe you, this Friar hath been? with him, 
and aduis’d him for th’entertainment of death. 

Efc. Good’tuen, good Father. 

‘Duke. Bliffe, and goodneffeon you. 


Efc. Of whence are you ? 

Not of this Countrie,though my chance is now 
To vfe it for my time: I am a brother 
Of gracious Order, late come from the Sea, 

In fpeciall bufinefie from his Holinefle. 

Efc. What newes abroad i’th World ? 

Duke. None, but that there is fo great a Fcauor on 

goodnefle, that the diflblution of it muft cure it. No- 
ueltic is ouely in requeft, and as it is as dangerous to b e 
aged inanykindeofeourfe, as ic«s vertuous to be con 
ftantinany vnderraking. There is fcarfe truth enouph 
aliue to make Societies fecure, but Securitie enouoh to 
make Fellowfhips accurft: Much vpon this riddle°runi 


the wifedome of the world; This newes is old 


enough, 


yet it is euerie daies newes. I pray you Sir,of what dif- 
pofition was the Duke? • 

Efc. One, that aboue all other ftrifes. 

Contended cfpccially to know himfelfe. 

•Duke. Whatpleafurewashegiuento? 

Efc. Rather reioycing to fee another merry, then 
merrric a t anie thing which profeft to make him reioice 
A Gentleman of all temperance. Butleauewee him to* 
his euents, with a praier they may proue profperous & 
let me defire to know, how you finde CAW/o prepar’d? 
I am made to vnderftand, that you haue lent him vifitj. 
tion. * * 

Duke. He profefles to haue rcceiued nofiniftermea- 
fure from his Iudgc, but moft willingly humbles him. 
fclfc to the determination of luftice : yet had he framtd 
to himfelfe (by the inftru&ion of his frailty) manic de. 
ccyuing promifes oflife, which I (by my good leifurc) 
haue diferedited to him, and now is he refolu’d to die. 

Efc. You haue paid the hcauens your Funftion, and 
the prifoner the verie debt of your Calling. I haue la¬ 
bour’d for the poore Gentleman,to the extreme!! fliott 
ofmy modcftie,but my brother-Iuftice haue I found fo 
feuere,that he hath forc’d rae co tell him, hee is indeede 
luftice. 

Duke. Ifhisowne life, 

Anfwere the ftraitneffeof his proceeding. 

It fhall become him well: wherein if he chance to faile 
he hath fentenc’d himfelfe. 

Efc. I am going to vifit the prifoner, Fare you well. 

Duke. Peace be with you. 

He who the fword ofHeauen will beare. 

Should be as holy, as feueare: 

Patterne in himfelfe to know, 

Grace to ftand, and Vertue go: \ 

More, nor IcfTe to others paying. 

Then by fclfe-offences weighing. \ 

Shame to him, whofecrucll ftriking, 

Kilsfor faults of his owne liking: 

Twice trebblc fhame on Angela , 

To vveede my vice, and let his grow. 

Oh,what may Man within him hide. 

Though Angel on the outward fide? 

How may likeuefle made in crimes, 

Making pra&ife on the Times, 

To draw with ydleSpiders firings 
Moft ponderous and fubftantiall things ? 

Craft againft vice, I muft applic. 

With Angelo to night (hall lye 
His old betroathed (but defpifed:) 

So difguife (hall by th’difguifed 
Pay with fal(hood,falfe exa&ing. 

And per forme an olde contracting. 
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Jflus Quartus. Sccetta *P tuna. 


Enter Mariana, andBoy ftnging. 

Song. Take , oh take thofe lips away, 
b thatfofweet/y wereforfworne. 

And thofe eyes: the breake of day 
lights that doe mtflead the Mor tie ; 

Hut my kiffes bring againe,bring againe, 

Seales of loue f tit feal d in vaine feal d invaine. 

Enter Duke. 

Mar .Breake off thy fong,andhaftc thee quick away, 
Here conics a man ofcomfort,whoie-aduicc 
Hath often ftilf cl my brawling difeontent. 

I cry you mercic,Sir,and well could wilh 
You had not found me here fo muficall. 

Let me cxcufe me, and beleeue me fo. 

My mirth it much difpleafd,butpleafd my woe. 
P4,Tis good 5 though Mufick oft hath fuch a charme 
To make bad, good; and good prouoake to harme. 

I pray you tell me,hath any body enquir’d for mee here 
today; much vpon this time haue I promiPd here to 
mccte. 

Mar. You haue not bin enquir’d atcer : I haue fat 
here all day. 

Enter I fab ell 

Duk* I doe conftantly beleeue you : the time is come 
cuennow. I fhall craue your forbearance alittle,may be 
I will call vpon you anone for feme aduantage to your 
fclfc. 

Mar. I am alwayes bound to you. Sxiu 

Dtik. Very well met,and well come: 

What is the newes from this good Deputie? 

Ifab. He hath a Garden circurnmur’d with Bricke, 
Whofe wefterne fide is with a Vineyard bnck’c; 

And to that Vineyard is a planched gate. 

That makes his opening with this bigger Key : 

This other doth command a little doore, 

Which from the Vineyard to the Garden leases, 

There haue I made my promife, vpon the 
k Hcauy midlc of the night,to call vpon him. 

Duk. Butfliallyouon your knowledge find this way? 
Ifab . I haue t'anea due.and wary note vpon’t. 

With whifpering,and moft guilcic diligence. 

In aftion all of precept,he did lliow rric 
The way twice ore. 

Du^. Are there no other tokens 
Bctweene you ’greed,concerning her obferuancc? 

Ifab . No: none but onely a repairc ith’ darke, 

And thatlhaue pqflcft him,my moft ftay 
Can be but briefe .-Tor I haue made him know, 

I haue a Seruant comes with me along 
That ftaies vpon me; whofe perfwafion is, 

I come about my Brother. 

Duk. Tis well borne yp, 

I haue not yet made knowne to Mariana 
Enter Mariana. 

A word ofthis: what hoa,within; come forth, 

I pray you be acquainted with this Maid, 

She comes to doe you good. / 

Ifab. I doc defire the like. 

Lnku Do you perfwade your fclfe that I refpc& you? 


Mar . Good Frier, 1 know' you do,and haue found it, ' 
Dxks* Take then this your companion by the hand 
Who hath a ttorifc readie for your care : 

I fhall attend your leifure, but make hafte 
The vaporous night approaches. 

Afar. Wilt pleafe you walke afide. Exit. 

Dme. Oh Place,and greatnes: millions offalfeeies 
Are ftucke vpon thee: volumes of report 
Run with thcfcfalfe, and moft contrariousQueft 
Vpon thy doings: thoufand elcapcs of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dreame. 

And racke thee in their fancies. Welcome,how agreed ? 
Enter \’Mariana and Ifabella. 

I jab. Shee'il take the cnterprize vpon her father, 

If you aduife ir. 

Duke. It is not my confent. 

But my entreaty too. 

I fa. Little haue you to fay 
Wheivyou depart from him, but foft and low. 

Remember now my brother. 

Mar. Feare me not. 

€ Duk. Nor gentle daughter, feare you not at all: 

He is your husband on a pre-contraft : 

To bring you thus together’tis no finnc, 

Sith that the luftice of your title to him 
Doth flourifh the deceit. Come, let vs goc. 

Our Cornc’s to reape,for yet our Tithes to low. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Prouofi and (jlewns. 

Pro . Come hither firha ; can you cut off 3 mans head? 

Clo. If the man be a Bachelor Sir,I can: 

But if he be a married man, he's his wiucs head, 

And I can ncuer cut off a womans head. 

Pro . Come fir,leaue me your fn 2 tcbes, and yeeld mee 
a direft anfwere. Tomorrow morning are todi e Clau¬ 
dio and Barnardine: heere is in our prifon a common exe¬ 
cutioner, who in his office lacks a helper, if you will take 
it on you to aflift him, it fhall redeeme you from your 
Gyucs : if not,you fhall haue your full time of imprifon- 
ment, and your dcliuerance with an vnpitfied whipping; 
for you haue beene a notorious bawd. 

Clo. Sir, I haue beene an vnlawfuli bawd.time out of 
minde, but yet I will bee content to be a lawfull hang¬ 
man : I would bee glad to receiue fome inftrueftion from 
my fellow partner. 

Pro. What hoa, Abhorfon: where's Abhorfon there ? 

Enter dbborfon. 

Abh. Doe you call fir ? 

TV*?. Sirha,here's a fellow will helpc you to morrow 
in your execution : if you thinke it meet,compound with 
him by the yeere, and let him abide here with you 3 if not, 
vfe him for theprefent, and difmiflfe him , hee cannot 
plead his eftimation with you: he hath beene a Bawd. 

Abh. A Bawd Sir ? fie vpon him,he will difcredic our 
myfteric. 

Pro . Goe too Sir, you waighequallic: a feather will 
turne the Scale. Exit. 

Clo. Pray fir, by your good fauor : for furely fir, a 
good fauor you haue,but that you haue a hanging look: 
Doc you call fir,your occupation a Myfterie ? 

G 2 Abh. I, 
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Abb* I Sir,a Mifterie. 

Clo, Painting Sir,Ihaue heard fay, is aMiflerie;and 
your Whores fir, being members of my occupation, v- 
fing painting, doprouc my Occupation, a Mifterie;buc 
what Mifterie there fliould be in hanging, if I fhould 
bchang’d, I cannot imagine. 
udbh. Sir, it is a Miftcrie. 

(lo. Proofe. 

*Abh. Euerie true mans apparrell fits your Thecfe. 

Clo. If it be too little foryour thcefe,your true man 
thinkes it bigge enough. Ifitbeetoo bigge for your 
Thecfe, your Thecfe thinkes it little enough : So cucrie 
true mans apparrell fits your Thecfe. 

Enter Prouofi . 

Pro . Are you agreed ? 

Clo. Sir, I will icruehim : For I do findc your Hang¬ 
man is a more penitent Trade then your Bawd: he doth 
oftner askc forgiueneffe* 

Pro. You firrah, prouide your blocke and your Axe 
to morrow, foure a clocke. 

Abb. Come on (Bawd) I will inftruclthee in my 
Trade rfollow* v 

Clo . Idodefiretolcarnc fir: and I hope, ifyou haue 
occafion to vfe me for your ownc cun>e, y ou £hall findc 
mey’are. For truly fir, for your kindneffe, I owe you 3 
good turne. Exit 

fro. Call hether B<trv<trdinc and Claudio : 

Th’one has my pitic ; not a io't the other, 

Being a Murthcrcr, though he were my brother. 

Enter Claudio, 

Lookc, here’s the Warrant £laudio, for thy death/ 

Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to morrow 
Thou muft be'Tnade immortal!. Where’s Barnardine i 

CU. As faft lock’d vp in flcepc,as guiitlcfle labour, 
When it lies ftarkely in the Trauellers bones, 

He will not wake. 

Pro. Who can do good on him ? 

Wcll,go,prcparc your felfe. But harke, what noife ? 
Hcauen giue your fpirits comfort: by, and by, 

I hope it is lame pardon, or repreeue 

For the moligentl [audio. Welcome Father. 

Enter Duke* 

Duke. The beft, and wholfomft fpirits of the night, 
Inuellop you,good Prouolbwho call’d hcere of late ? 

Pro None fince the Curphew rung. 

Duke. Not Ifabell} 

Pro. No. 

Duke. They will then er’t be long. 

Pro. What comfort is for Claudio ? 

Du^. There’s feme in hope. 

Pro. It is a bitter Deputie. 

Duke. Not fo, not fa : his life is paralel’d 
Euen with the ftrokcsnd line of his great Iuftice: 

He doth with holic abflinencc fubdue 
That in himfelfe, which he fpurres on his powrc 
To qualifie in others: were he meal’d with that 
Which he corrcite, then were he tirrannous, 

But this being fo, hes iuft. Now are they come, 

This is a gentle Prpuoft, fildomc when 
The fteelcd Gaoler is the friend of men: 

How now? whatnoife i That fpirits pofleft with haft. 
That wounds th’vnfifting Pofterne with thefe ftrokes. 

Pro. There he muft ftay vntil the Officer 
Arife to let him in: he is call’d vp. 

Duke. Haue you no countermand for flaudio yet ? 
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But he muft die to morrow ? 

Pro. None Sir, none. y 

As neere the dawning Prouoft, as It is; 
You fhall hearc more ere Morning. 

Pro. Happely 

You fomething know: yet I belccuc there comes 
No countermand: no fuch example haue we: 
Befides, vponche verie fiege of Iuftice, 

Lord Angelo hath to the publike care 
Profeft the contrarie. 

Enter a Meffienger.\ 

Duke, This is his Lords man. 

Pro. And hcere comes Claudio's pardon. 

Mtffi My Lord hath fent you this note," 

And by mee this further charge; 

That you fwerue not from the fmalleft Article of it 
Neither in time, matter, or other circumftancc. 
Good morrow: for as I take it, it is almoft day. 

Pro . I fhall obey him. 

Duke. This is his Pardon purchas’d by fuch fin 
For which the Pardoner himielfe is in : 

I Hence hath offence hisquickeceleritie, 

; When it is borne in high Authority, 
i YV hen Vice makes Mercic; Mercies fo extended, 

I That for the faults loue, is th’offendcr friended. 

Now Sir, what newes ? 
j Fro. I told you: 

Lord Angelo (be-like) thinking me remifle 

In mine Office, awakens mee 

With this vnwonted putting on, methinks ftrangely: 

For he hath not vs’d it before. 

D*ks Pray you let’s heare* 

The Letter* 

What[betteryou may heare to the contrary f let Claudio be ex 
ecu ted by foure ofthe cloche^and in the after noon e Berm 
dine: For my better fatisfaltion , let mee bane CUndid 
bead fent me by fine* Let this be duel) performed mt\u 
thought that more depends on it y then we mufiyet dcliuer 
1 hm faile not 1 0 doe your Office 3 as you will anfwere it it 
your peri 11. 

What lay you to this Sir ? 

Duke. Wbat is that Barnardine , who i$ to be execu¬ 
ted in th’afternoonc ? 

Pro. A Bohemian borne: But here nurftvp & bred. 
One that is a priloner nine yeercs old. 

Duke* How came ir, that the abfent* Duke had no! 
cither deliuer’dhim to his libercie, or executed himf 1 
haue heard it was cuer his manner to do fo. 

Pro. His friends (fill wrought Rcpreeues for him: 
And indeed his faSf till now in the gouernment of Lord 
Angelo , came not to an vndoubtfull ptoofe. 

Duke. It is now apparant ? 

Pro. Mod manifeft, and not denied by himfelfe. 
Duke. Hath he borne himfelfe penitently in prifoift 
How feemes he to be touch’d ? 

Pro. A man that apprehends death no more dread¬ 
fully, but as a drunken fleepe, carelefle, wreaklefle,and 
fearelcfic of what’s part, prefent, or to come: infenfible 
of mortality, and delperatcly mortall. 

Duke. He wants aduice. 

Pr*.He wil heare none:he hath* euermorehad the li¬ 
berty of the.prifon:giue himleaueto efcapehence, bcc 
would not. Drunkc many times a day,if not many daics 
entirely drunke. We haue vcric oft awak’d him, as ifto 
carrie him to execution, and fhew’d him a feeming war¬ 
rant for it, it hath not moued him at all. 

Duke. 
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Seen a Tertia . 

Enter Cloxone. 

Clo. I am is well acquainted heere, as I was in our 
noulcofprofeffion tone would thinke it .Vrcrc Mlftris 


’ More of him anon : There is written in your 

\ brow Prouoft, honefty and conftanciej if I rcade it not 

trulv mv ancient skill beguiles me: but in the boldnes 
ofnw cunning, I wUl lay my felfe in hazard: Claudio, 
whom hcere you haue warrant to exccute is no greater 
forfeit to the Law.then Angelo who hath fentenc d him. 
To make you vndcrftand this in a mamfefted efteft, I 

craue but foure daiesrefpit: for the which, you arc to 

do me both a prefent, and a dangerous courtcfie. 

Fro. Pray Sir,in what/ 

Duke. In the delaying death. 

Pro. Alacke, how may I do it /Hauing the houre li- 
mited. and an exprefle command, vnder penajtie, to dc¬ 
liuer his head in the view of Angelo ? I may make my 
cafe as CUudtd%, to crofle this in the fmalleft. 

Duke. By the vow of mine Order, 1 warrant you. 

If my inftru&ions may be your guide, 

Let this Barnardine be this morning executed. 

And his head borne to jlngelo. 

Pro. Angelo hath fecnc them both. 

And will difcouer the fauour. 

Duke. Oh, death’s a great difgtiifer, and you may 
adde to it; Shaue the head, and tie the beard, and fay it 
was the defire ofthe penitent to be fo bar’de before his 
death:you know thecotirfc is common. If any thing 
fall to yon vpon this, more then thankes aud good for¬ 
tune, by the Saint whom I profefle, I vviUplead againft 
ic with my life. 

Pro. Pardon me, good Father, it is againft my oath. 
Dukg. Were you fworne cothe Duke, ortotheDe- 
putie t 

Pro. Tohim, and to his Subftitutes. 

Duke. You will thinke you haue made no offence, if 
the Duke auouch the iuftice of your dealing ? 

Fro. But what likelihood is in that? 

Duke. Not a refemblance, but a certainty; yet fince 
fee you fearful!, that neither my coate, integrity, nor 
lerfwafion, can with cafe attempt you, I wil go further 
thenlmeant, toplucke all feares out of you . Looke 
fouSir.heere is the hand and Seale of the Duke : you 
enow the'Charraftcr I doubt not, and the Signet is not 
Irange to you? 

Pro. I knew them both. 

Duke. The Contents of this, is thereturneof the 
Duke; you fhall anon ouer-readcit at your pleafure: 
where you fhall finde within thefe two daics, he wil be 
heere. This is a thing that Angelo knowes not, for hee 
this very day receiues letters of ftrange tenor,perchance 
oftheDukesdeath,perchance entering into fomeMo- 
nafterie, but by chance nothing of what is writ.Looke, 
th’vntolding Starre callesvp the Shcpheard; put not 
your felfe into amazement, how thefe things fhould be; 
ail difficulties arc but eafie when they arc knowne. Call 
your executioner, and off with Barnardines head: I will 
giue him a prefent fhrift, and aduife him for a betcer 
place. \ etyou are amaz’d,but thisfhall absolutely re- 
folue you : Come away, it is almoft clcere dawne. Exit. 


77 


Otter-ddns o wnc houfe, for hcere be manic of her olde 
Cuftsmers. Firft, here’s yong M r Raft, hee’sinfora 
commoditie ofbrowne paper, and oldc Ginger, nine 
fcorc and feuenteeoe pounds, of which hee made fiue 
Markes readie money: marrie then, Ginger was not 
muchinrequeft, for the olde Women were all dead. 
Then is there heere one M r Caper, at the fuitc ofMafter 
Three-Pile the Mercer, for fomc foure fuites of Peach- 
colour’d Satten, which now peaches him a beggar. 
Then haue we heere, yong ©»*<>, and yong M r Deepel 
vote, and M r CopperJpurre, and M r Stevrue-Lackey the l(a- 
pier and dagger man, and yong Drop-hetre that kild Iu- 
ftie Pudding . and M ■ Forthlight the Tiltcr,and braue M r 
Shootie the great Traucller, and wilde Halfe-Canne that 
flabb’d Pots,and I thinke fortic more,all great doers in 
our Trade,and are now for the Lords fake. 

Enter Slbborfen. 

Ahh. Sirrah, bring Barnnrdine hether, 

Clo. M r Barnardine, you muft rife and be hand’d 
M r Barnardine. 

Abh. What hoa Barnardine. 

Barnardine rvithin. 

Bar. A pox o’your throats: who makes* that noyfe 
there? What areyou? 

Clo. Your friends Sir, the Hangman : 

You muft be fo good Sirtorilc,andbep;it todeath. 

Bar. Away you Rogue, away, I am fleepte. 

%Abh. Tell him he muft awake. 

And that quickly too. 

Clot Pray M after Barnardine, awake till you arc ex.-. 
ecuted,and Hcepe afterwards. 

Ab. Go in co him, and fetch him our. 

Clo. He is comming Sir.hc is comming : I heare his 
Straw ruffle. 

Enter Barnardine. 

Abh. Is the Axe vpon the blocke,firrab? 

Clo. Verie readie Sir. , ’ 

Bar. How now Abhorfan ? 

What’s the newes with you ? 

Abh. Truly Sir, I would defirc you to clap into yaur 

prayers: for looke you,the Warrants come. " 

Bar. You R ogue, I baue bin drinking all night, 

I am not fitted for’t. ° 

Clo. Oh,the better Sir: for he that drinkesall night, 
and is hanged berimes in the morning, may fleepe’the 
founder all the next day. 

Enter ‘Duke. 

Abh. Looke you Sir, hcere comes your ghoftly Fa¬ 
ther : do weleft rtow thinke you ? 

Duke. Sir,induced by my charitie, and hearing how 
haftily you are to depart, I arp come to aduifcyou. 
Comfort you,andpray with you. a*:.-'. 

Bar. Friar.not I: I haue bin drinking hard all night, 
and I will haue more time to prepare race, or they ftiall 
bear ont my braines with billets: I will not confent to 
die this day, that’s certainc. 

Duke.Oh fir, you mutt: and therefore I befcccb you 
Lookc forward on the iournic you fhall go. 

Bar. I fwcarc I will not die to day foraniemansper- 
fwafion. r 

Dukjr* Buthcarcyou: * V 

5^r.Not a word; ifyou haue ani* thing ro fay to me 
come to my Ward: for thcncc will not I to clay. 

Exit 

Enter Prouofi. 

Duke. Vnfitto liue,ordie lobgraucll heart, ■ 

5? 3 . After 
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After him (Fellowes) bring him to the blocke. 

Pro. Now Sir, how do you findc theprifoner ? 

Duke* A creature vnpre-par’d, vnmeet for deaths 
And to tranfport him in the mindc he is. 

Were damnable. 

Pro . Heerc in the prifon, Father, 

There died this morning of a cruell Feauor, 

One 'Pago^ine, a raoft notorious Pirate, 

A man ot yeares ; his beard,and head 

Iuft of his colour. What ifwe-do omit 
This Reprobate, til he were wel enclin’d. 

And facisfictheDeputie with the vifage 
Of Ragozsitte, more like to Claudio ? 

, Duke. Oiij’tis an accident that hcauenprouides: 
DHpatch itprefcntly, t\\c houre drawes on 
Prenxt by Angelo: See this be done. 

And fent according to command, whiles I 
Perfwade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

Pro. This fhall be done (good Fathcr).prcfently : 
But Barnardine muft die this afternoone. 

And how fhall we continue Claudio, 

Tofauemefrom the danger that might come, 
if he were knowne afiue ? 

Duke. Let this be done. 

Put them in fecrct holds, both Barnardine and Claudio , 
Ere twice the Sun hath made his iournall greeting 
To yond generation, you fhalfinde 
, Your fafetie manifefted. 

Pro. I am your free dependant. Exit. 

Duke. Quickc,difpatch,and fend the head to Angelo 
Now wil I write Leuers lOtAngqlo, 

(The Prouoft he fhal beare them)whofe contents 
Shal witnefle to him I am neerc at home : 

And that by great Injunctions I am bound 
To enter pubhkely .* him He defire 
Tomeccmeatthcconlccrated Fount,- 
A League below the Citie: and from thence, 

By cold gradation, and weale-ballancd forme.' 

We (hal proceed with Angelo . 

Enter rrottoft. 

Pro. Heerc is the head, lie Carrie it my felfe. 

Duke. Convenient is it :jVlake a fwift resume, 

For I would commune with you ot fuch things. 

That want np care but yours. 

Pro. Jlemakeallfpecde, Exit 

Ifbell within* 

Ifa. Peace hoa, be heere. 

Dul\e. Thetongue of IfabeH. She’s come to know, 
Ify ether brothers pardon be come hither: 

But I will keepe her ignorant of her good, 

To make her heauenly comforts of difpaire. 

When it is leaft expe&cd. 

Enter Ifabe&a* 

Ifa. Hoa, by your leauc. 

.Duke. Good morning to you, fairc, and gracious 
daughter. 

Ifa. The better giuen me by foholy a man, 

Hath yet the Deputic fent my brothers pardon ? 

Duke. He hath relea fd him } IfabeH ,from the world. 
His head is oft, and fent to Angelo . 

Ifa. Nay, but it is not fo # 

Duke . It is no other. 

Shew your vyifedome daughter in your clofe patience. 
Ifa. Oh,I wil to him, and pluckc out his eies. 

Duks You fhal noebe admitted to his fight. 

Ifa. Vnhappie Claudio, wretched IfabeU, 


Iniurious world, moft damned Angelo . 

Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a iot 
Forbeare it therefore, giue your caufe to heauen, * 
Marke what I fay, which you (Lai finde 
By cucry fillablc a faithful veritic. 

The Duke comes home to morrow: na ydric your eyes 
One of our Coucnt, and his ConfelTor 
Qiucs me this inftance: Already he hath carried 
Notice to Efialui and Angelo , 

Who do prepare to mcete him at the gates, (dome 
There togiue vp their powre: Ifyou can paceyourwjf. 
In that good path that I would wiflh it go. 

And you dial haueyourbofome on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke,reuengcstoyour heart. 

And general Honor. 

Ifa. I am directed by you. 

c Dnk. This Letter then to Friar Peter giue, 

’Tis that he fent me ofthe Dukes teturne: 

Say, by this token, I defirc his companic 
At Mariana s houfe to night. Her caufe,and yours 
lie perfeft him withall, and he dial bring you 
Before the Duke; and to the head of Angelo 
Accufehim home and home. For my poore felfe, 

I am combined by a facred Vow, 

And fhall be abfent. Wend you with this Letter; 
Command thefe fretting waters from youreies 
With a light heart; truft not my holie Order 
If I peruertyour courfe : whole heerc ? 

Enter Lucio, 

Lnc. Good’euen; 

Frier, where’s the Prouod ? 

Duke. Not within Sir. 

Lnc. Oh prettie Ifabella, I am pale « mine heart, to 
fee thine eyes fo red : thou muft be patient; I am faint 
to dine and fup with water and bran: I dare not for my 
head fill my belly. One fruitful Meale would fetmec 
too’t: but they fay the Duke will be heerc to Morrow. 
By my troch Ifabeil I lou’d thy brother, if the olde fan. 
radical Duke of darkc corners had bene at home,he had 
liued. 

Duke. Sir, thcDukcis marueilous little beholding 
to your reports, but the bell is, he hues not in them. 

Luc. Friar, thou knoweft not the Puke lb wel as I 
do : he’s a better woodman then thou tak’ll him for. 

Duke. Well tyou’lanfwer this one day.Fare ye well. 

Luc. Nay tarrie, lie go along with thee, 

I can tel thee pretty tales of the Duke. 

Duke* You haue told me too many of him alreadyfit 
if they be true: if not true, none were enough. 

Lncio. 1 was once before him forgetting a Wench 
withchilde. 

Duke. Did you fuch a thing ? 

Luc. Yes marrie did I; but I wasfaineto forfwearit, 
They would elfe haue married me to the rotten Medler, 

Duke. Sir your company is fairer then honed,reftyou 
well. 

Lucio. By my troth lie go with thee to the lanes end: 
ifbaudy talke offend you,we’el haue very litle ofitmay 
Friar,I am a kind of Burte, Ifhal fticke. Exeunt 


Scena Quarta. 

Enter Angel* & Efcatm. 

Efc. Euery Lcttcrhc hath writ, hath difoouch’d other. 

H 
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"^rTnmoft vneuen and diftra&ed manner,his adions 
/how much liketomadneffc,pray heauenhis wifedome 
ble not tainted: and why meet him at the gates and re¬ 
iser ou rauthoritics there ? 

Andwhy'ilw.h we p.ocleime i. m >n home 
before**. enOT*, if »ny er.oe redtcAof mu.fl.ee, 
they ftiould exhibit their petitions in the " rect • 

ECc He fhowes his reafon for that.-to haue a di patch 
ofComplai.it*. and to deliue, .. from deuice. heete- 
after, whirb Dull then baoe no power to ftand agamft 

'jfa Well: I befecch you let it bee proclaim’d be¬ 
times ^ch’ morne, He call you at your houfe: giue notice 
to fuch men of fore and fuitc asarctomcccelnm. 

Efc. I fhall fir: farcyoowcih Extt * 

Ang* Good night. 

This deede vnfhapes me quite, makes me vnpregnant 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflowred maid. 

And by an eminent body, that entorc d 
The Law againft it ? But that her tender fhame 
Will'not prodaime againft her maiden lofle. 

How might (he tongue me ? yet rcaton dares her no, 

For my Authority beares of a credent bulke, 

That no particular fcandall once can touch 

But it confounds the breather. He llioulu haue liu d? 

Saue that his riotous youth with dangerous tenae 

Might in the times to come haue ta ne reuenge 

By fo receiuing a diflionor’d life 

With ranfomc of fuch fhame: would yet he had liued. 

Alack,when once our grace we haue forgot, 

Nothing goes right,we would^nd we would not. Exit. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Duke and Frier Peter . 

Duke. Thefe Letters at fit time deliuer me. 

The Prouoft knowes our purpofe and our plot. 

The matter being a footc, kcepeyour inftrudtion 
And hold you euer to our fpeciall drift, 

Though fometimes you doe blench from this to that 
As caufe doth minifter: Goe call a if lout a* i houfe. 

And tell him where I ftay: giue the like notice 
To Valentins y r R^wland^ and to Craffm , 

And bid them bring the Trumpets to the gate: 

But fend me Tlauiut firft. 

Peter. Itlhall be fpceded well. - 
Enter Varriiu. 

Duke. I thank thee Varriusy thou haft made good haft, 
Come,we will walkeb There’s other of our friends 
Will greet vs heere anon: my gentle ZJarritu. Exeunt. 


\ 


Scena Sexta* 


■JSlb 


Enter Ifabeilaand (JMariaifa; 
Ifak To fpcak fo indirc&ly I am loath, 

I would fay the trueh,but to accufe hlmfo 
That is yout part, yet I am aduis’d todoe it, 

He lain, to vaile full purpofe. 

Be rul’d by hi<H. - 


*riA 






Ifak Bcfides he tells me, that ifperaduenture 
He ipcakc againft me on the aduerfe fide, 

Ifhouldnoc thinkeit ftrange, for’tisaphyfickc 
That’s bitter, to fweet end. 

Enter Peter. 

Tilar. I would Frier Peter 
Ifab. Oh peace, the Frier is come. 

Peter. Come I haue found you out a ftand moft fit. 
Where you may haue fuch vantage on the Duke 
He fhall not pafle you: 

Twice haue the Trumpets founded. 

The generous,and graueft Citizens 
Haue hent the gates, and very neere vpon 
The Duke is entring : 

Therefore hence away. Exeunt. 


JFIus Quintus* Scosna Prima . 


EnterDukefJarrite^Lords^ngdoffcHlw,Lucio, 
Citizens at feneraU doores. 

Duk. My very worthy Cofen.fairely met. 

Our old,and faithfull friend,we arc glad to feeyou. 
Ang.Efc. Happy returne be to yonr royall grace. 
Duk- Many and harty thankings to you both: * 

W c haue made enquiry of you, and wc hcare 
Such goodnefle of your Iuftice,that our foule 
Cannot but yeeld you forth topublique thankes 
Forerunning more requital!. 

eying. You make my bonds ftill greater. 

Duk, Oh yourdefert (peaks loud,8d I fhould wron^ it 
To locke it in the wards ofcouert bofomc 
When it deferues with charadlcrs of brafTe 
A forted rcfidence ’gainft the tooth of time. 

And razure of obliuion : Giue we your hand 

And let the Subied fee,to make them know 

That outward curtefies would faine proclaijne 
Fauotirs that keepe wichin: Come Ffcalw , 

You muft walke by vs, on our other hand ; 

And good fupporters are you. 

Enter Veter and Ifaidla. 

Peter. Now is your time 
Spcake loud,and kneele before him. 

Ifak lufticc,0 royall D«^e,vaile your regard 
Vpon a wrong’d (I would fainc haue (aid a Maid) 

On worthy Prince, dilhonor not your eye 
By throwing it on any other obieift, ' 

Till you haue heard me,in my true complainr. 

And giuenmeIufticc,Iuftice,Iuftic<f,'ltiftice* 

Duk. Relate your wrongs; 

In wh3t,by whom / bebriefe : ‘ v “ 

Here is Lord Angelo fhall giucyoil Iuftice, 

Reucalc your felfe to him. 

I fab. Oh worthy Dnke t , 

You bid me feeke redemption oftfie'IdiTucll, 
Heafemeyour felfe: for that which I muft fpcake 
Muft either punifh me,iibt being beleeu’d, 
Orwringredreffcfromyou: , " •< ' 

Heare rtie: oh hcare me, heere. 

Ang. My Lord,her wits I feare me are not fimie: 

She hath bin a fuitor to me, for her Brother 
Cut off by courfe ofluftice. 

I fab. By courfe ofluftice. ‘ i 

Ang. And fbe will fpeake moft bitterly,and ftrihge. 

- tfab.. Moft 
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!fik. Moft ftrangc: buty.et moft truely vvil I fpcake 
That Angelos forfworne, i* it not ftrangc? 

That Angelo's a murtherer,is’t not Granges’ 

That Angelo is an adulcerous thiefe. 

An hypocrite.a virgin violator, * 

I* it not ftrangc ? and ftrangc ? 

Duke, Nay it is ten times ftrangc ? 

Ifa. It is not truer he is Angelo, 

Then this is all as true,as it is ftrangc; 

Nay,it is ten times true,for truth is truth 
To th’end ofreckning. 

Duke. Away with her:pooreloulc 
She fpeakes th:s,in th’infirmity of fence. 

Ifa. Oh Prince,I coniure thce.as thou bclecu’ft 
There is another comfort,then this world, 

7 hat thou ncgleft me not,with that opinion 
That I am touch'd with madnefte: make not impoflible 
That which but feemes vnlike/cis not impoifible 
But one.tnc wickedft caitiffe on the ground 
i May feeme as fhie,as graue.as iuft,as abfolutc: 

As Angelo , euen fo may Angelo 

In ail his dre0ings,cara<fts,ticIcs,formes, 

Be an arch-villainc .* Beleeue it,royall Prince 
ifhe be leffe.he’s nothing } but he’s more. 

Had I more name for badnefle. 

Duke. Byminehonefty 
If (he: be mad,as I beleeue no other. 

Her madneftc hath the oddeft frame of fcnlc. 

Such a dependancy of thitig,on thing, 

As ere 1 heard in madneftc. 

Iftb. Oh gracious Duke 
Harpe not on that; nor do net banifti rcafon 
For inequality, but let your rcafon ferue 
To make the truth appeare,where it feemes hid. 

And hide the falfe feemes true. 

Duke Many that are not mad 
Haue fure more lacke of rcafon: 

What would you fay ? 

I fab, I am the Sifter of one f laudio, 

Condcmnd vpon the Aft of Fornication 
T- Ioofe his head, condemn’d by Angelo, 

I,(in probation of a Siftcrhood ) 

Was fent to by ray Brother; one Lucie 
As then the Meflcngc’r. 

Luc. Thar’s I.and’t like your Grace : 

I came to her from. (Laudio, and defir’d her. 

To try. her gracious Fortune with Lord Angelo, 

For her poore Brothers pardon. 

I fob. That's he indeedc. 

Duki You were riot bid to fpcake, 

Luc. No,my good Lord, 

Nor wifh’d to hold my peace, 

Duk, . I wifli you now then. 

Pray you take note of i t: and when you haue 
A bufinefle fof your felfe: pray heauen you then 
Be perfeft. 

Luc. I warrant; your honor. 

Duk. The warrant'*' for your felfe: take hcede toV’ 

I fib", '"This O'entleman told fomewhat of my Talc. 

Luc. Right." . 

Duk,. It may be right, but you ryei’the wrong 
To fpcake before your time: proceed, 

//S^Tivent- ": ^ .V. ; 

To this pernicious Caitiffe Depiitic. 

Duk. That’s fomewhat madly fpoken. 

Ifybi Pardon it. 


The phrafe is to the matter. 

'Duke. Mended againe: the matter .• proceed. 
] f*b. Inbriefe,to fet the needleflc proceffe by • 
How I perfwaded, how I praid, and kneel’d, 1 * 
How he refeld me, and how I replide 
(For this was of much length) the vild conclufion 
I now begin with griefe, and ftiarae to vtter. 

He would not, but by gift ofray chafte body 
To his concupifcible intemperate luff 
Releafc my brother; and after much debaternent 
My fiftcrly remorfe, confutes mine honour. 

And I did yeeld to him: But thenext mornc betimes 
His purpofe furfetting, he fends a warrant 5 

For my poore brothers head. 

Duke. This is moft likely. 

/fob. Oh that it were as like as it js true. (I'peak 

Duk. By heaucn(fond wretch)^ knowftnot whatth 
Or clfe thou art fuborn’d againft his honor 
In hatefull praftife; fuft his Integritie 
Stands without blemifb: next it imports no reafon 
That with fuch vehemency he flhould purfue 
Faults proper to himfelfe: ifhe had fo offended 
He would haue waigh’d thy brother by himfelfe, 
And not haue cut him off: fome one hath fet you’ on : 
Confclle the truth, and fay by whofe aduice 
Thou cam’ft heere to complaine. 

Ifab. And is this all ? 

Then Gh you blefled Minifters abo.uc 
Keepe me in patience, and with ripened time 
V nf.dd the euill, which it hecre wrapt vp 
In countenance: heauen (hield your Grace from woe 
As I thus wrong’d, hence vnbclceued goe. 

Dukg. I know you’ld faine be gone: An Officer: 
To prifon with ber: Shall we thus permit 
A blafting and a fcandalous breath to fall. 

On him fo neerc vs ? This needs muff be a praftife; 

Who knew ofyour intent and comroing hither? ’ 

If*. One that I would were heere ,Frier Lodouui. 
Duk. A ghoftly Father, belike: 

Who knowes that Lodowtcke} 

Luc. My Lord,I know him, ’tis amcdliog Fryer, 

I doc not like the man: had he been Lay my Lord, 

For certainc words he fpake agaiuft your Grace 
In your retirment, I had Twing’d him foundly. 

Duke. Words againft met ? this ’a good Fryer belike 
And to fet on this wretched woman here 
Againft our Subftitutc: Let this Fryer be found. 

Luc. But yefternight my Lord, fhc and that Fryei 
I law them at the prifon: afawey Fryar, 

A very feuruy fellow. 

‘Peter. Blcfled be your Royall Grace: 

I haue flood by my Lord,and I haoc heard 
Your royall earc abus d: firfl hath this woman 
Moft wrongfully accus’d your Subfticute r 
Who is as free from touch, or Gayle with her 
As fhe from one vngot. 

Duke. We did beleeue no lefle. 

Know you that Frier Lodoveickj.hu £he fpeakes of? 

Peter. I koo w him for a man diuine and holy. 

Not feuruy, nor a temporary medlcr 
As he’s reported by this Gentleman: 

And on my truft, a man that neucr yet 
Did (as be vouches) mif-report your Grace. 

Luc. My Lord, moft viliaooufly,beleeue it. 

Peter,yy* 11: hein time may come to clcere himfelfe; 
But at this inftant he is ficke, my Lord: 

Of 
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rfAhtnzcFctiuor : vpon his meerc requeft 
B ein a come to knowledge, that there was complaint 
Intended’gainft Lord Angelo, came I hether 
To fpcake as from his mouth,what he doth know 
Is true, and falfe: And what he with his oath 
And all probation will make vp mil cleare 
Whenfoeuer he’s conucnted: Firft for thii woman, 

To iuftifie this worthy Noble man i 

So vulgarly and perfonally accus’d. 

Her fhall you heare difproued to her eyes. 

Till fhe her felfe confefle ir. 

Duk. Good Frier,let’s liearc it: 
poe you not fmilc at this, Lord Angelo 1 
Oh heauen,the vanity of w retched -tooles, 

Giuc vs fome feates. Come cofen Angelo , 

In this I’ll be impartial!: be you Iudgc 
Ofyour owne Caufe: Is this the Wicncs Frier ? 

Enter Mariana. 

Firft,let her fhew yoiir Face, and after, fpcake. 

Mar. Pardon my Lord, I will not fhew my face 
Viitill my husband bid me. 

What, arc you married i 
Mar. No my Lord. 

Duke. Are you a Maid? 

Mar. No my Lord. 

Duk. A Widow then ? 

Mar. Neither,my Lord. 

Duk. Why you arc nothing then: neither Maid,Wi- 
dow, nor Wife? 

Luc. My Lord, (lie may be a Punckc^: formanyot 
them, arc neither Maid, Widow,nor Wile. 

Duk. Silence that fellow: I would he had fome caufe 
to prattle for himfelfe. 

Luc. Well my Lord. 

TAar. My Lord, I doe confefle I ncre was married, 
And I confefle befidcs, I am no Maid, 

I haue known my husband, yet my husband 
Knowes not, that euer he knew me. 

Luc . He was drunk then,my Lord/it can be no better. 

J Duk. For the benefit of filcncc^would thou wert fo to. 

Luc. Well,my Lord. 

Duk. This is no witnefle for Lord Angelo. 

Mar . Now I come to’t, my Lord. 

Shee that accufes him of Fornication, 

Infclfe*fame manner, doth accufc my husband, 

And charges him, my Lord 3 with fuch a time. 

When Fie depofe 1 hadhim in mine Armcs 
With all th’effecJ of Loue# 

Ang. Charges (he moe then me ? 

Mar . Not that I know. 

‘Duk. No? you fay your husband. 

Mar. Why iuft, my Lord, and that lV Angelo , 

Who thinkes he knowes, that he nere knew my body, 
But knows, he thinkes^that he knowes Ifabels. 

Aug. This is a ftrangc abufe 2 Let's fee thy face. 

Trlar, My husband bids me,now I will viimaskc. 

This is that face, thou cruell Angelo 

Which once thou fworft, was worth the looking on: 

This is the hand, which with a vowd contra# ^ 

Was faft beloclft in thine: This is. the body 
?That tooke away the march fro mlfabell % 

And did fupply thee at thy garden-houfe* 

In her Imagin'd perfon. 

. Know you this woman ? 

Luc. Carnallic The faies. 


Duk. Sirha, no more. 

Luc . Enoug my Lord. 

Ang. My Lord,I muft confefle, I know this woman, 
And fiue yeres fince there was fome fpeech of marriage 
Betwixt my felfe, and her: which was broke off, 

Partly for that her promis’d proportions > 

Came fhort of Compofition: But in chiefe 
For that her reputation was dif-valued 
In leuitie : Since which time of fiueyeres 
I neucr fpake with her, faw her, nor heard from her 
Vpon my faith, and honor. 

Mar . Noble Prince, 

As there comes light from heauen,and words fro breath 
As there is fence in truth, and truth in vcmic, 

I am affianced this mans wife, as ftrongly 
As words could make vp vowes: And my good Lord, 
But Tuefday night laft gon, in’s garden houfc. 

He knew me as a wife. As this is true. 

Let me in fafety raife me from my knees, 

Or elfe for euer be confixed here 
A Marble Monument. 

Ang. I did but fmilc till now. 

Now, good my Lord, giuc me the fcope of Iufticc, 

My patience here is touch'd : I doe percciue 
Thcfc poore informall women* are uo more 
But inftruments of fome more mightier member 
That lets them on. Let me haue way, my Lord 
To finde this praftife out. 

Duke. I, with my heart, 

And punifluhem to your height of pleafure. 

Thou foolifh Frier, and thou pernicious woman 
Compact with her that's gone : rhmkft thou,thy oathes, 
t I hough they would fwear downc each particular Saint, 
Were teftimonies againft his worth, and credit 
That’s feald in approbation ? you. Lord Efcaliu 
Sit with my Cozen, lend him your kinde paincs 
To finde out this abule, whence "tis deriu’d. 

There is another Frier that fee them on, 

Lee him be fept for. 

^ Peter . Would he were here, my Lord, for he indeed 
Hath fet the women on to this Complaint; 

Your Prouoft knowes the place where he abides, 

And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Goc, doc it inftantly : 

And you, my noble and well-warfanted Cofen 
Whom it conccrncs to heare this matter forth. 

Doe with your injuries as feemes you beft 
In any chaftifement ; I for a while 
Will leaue you ; but ftir not you till you haue 
Well determin’d vpon thefe Slanderers. Exit . 

Efc. My Lord, wee’ll doe it throughly : Signior Lu- 
ch, did not you lay you knew that Frier Lodowickjto be a 
difhoueft perfon? ’ 

Luc. Cuculliunonfacit Monachum^ honefl in nothing 
but in his Clothes, and one that hath fpokc moft villa- 
nous fpceches ofthe Duke. 

Efc. We fhall intreat you to abideTwre till he come, 
and inforce them againft him: we fhall finde this Frier a 
notable fello w. 

Luc. As any in Vienna^ on my word. 

Efc. Call that fame ffabeHheic once againe, I would 
fpeake with her: pray you, my Lord,giuemee leaue to 
queftion, you (hall fee how He handle'her. 

Luc. Not better then he, by her oyvnc report. 

Efc. Say you 4 

Luc. Marry fir, I thinke, ifyou handled her priuately 
_ fticc 
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She would fooner confeflc,perchance publikely file’ll be 
aftiam’d. 

Snter Duke,Prouojl Jfabella. 

Sfc. I will goe darkely to worke with her. 

Luc. That’s the way: for women are light at mid¬ 
night. 

Sfc. Come on Miftris, here’s a Gentlewoman, 

Denies all that you haite laid. 

Luc. My Lord, here comes the rafcall I {poke of. 
Here, with thtDrouo/l. 

Efc. In very good time: fpeake not you to him, till 
we call vpon you. 

Luc. Mum. 

Efc. Come Sir, did you fet thefe women on to Han¬ 
der Lord Angelo ? they haue confel’d you did. 

Duk ’risfalie. 

Sfc. How ? Know you where you are ? 

Duk Refpcdto your great place; and let the diuell 
Be fometime honour’d, for his burning throne. 

Where is the Duke ? ’tis he fhould heare me fpeake. 

Efc. TheZ)«^e’rinvs: and we will heare yon fpeake, 
Looke you fpeake niftly. 

Duk Boldly,at lead. But oh poorc fotiles, 

Come you to feeke the Lamb here of rhe Fox; 

Good night to your redrefle: Is the Duke gone ? 

Then is your caufc gone too: The Dukes viiiuft, 

Thus to retort your manifeft Appeale, 

And put your triall in the villaines mouth, < 

Which here you come toaccufe. 

Luc, This is the rafcall; this is he I {poke of. 

Sfc. Why thou vnreuerend, and vnhallowc'd Fryer : 
Is’t not enough thou haft.fuborn’d thefe womfen, 
Toaccufethis worthy man? but in foule mouth. 

And in the witneffe of his proper eave. 

To call him villaine; and then to glance from him, 

To th 'Duke himfelfe, to taxe him with hriullice ? 

Take him hence;toth’racke with him : we ll towzcjyou 
Ioynt by ioynt, but we will know his purpofc : 

What ? vniuft ? 

Duk Be not fo hot: the .Outdare 
N o more ftretch this finger of mine,then he 
Dare racke his owner his Subtext am 1 not. 

Nor here Prouinciall: My bufinefle in this State 
Made me a looker on here in Vienna, 

Where I haue feene corruption boyle and bubble. 

Till it ore-run the Stew .• Lawcs,for all faults, 

But faults fo countenanc’d,that the ftrong Statutes 
Scand like the forfei tes in a Barbers fhop, / 

As much in mocke.as marke. / 

Efc. Slander to th’ State: 

Away with him to prifon. 

Ang. What can you vouch againfl him Signior Luctdl 
Is this the man that you did tell vs of? 

Luc. ’Tis he,my Lord : come hither goodman bald- 
patc, doe you know me? 

Duk. I remember you Sir,by the found ofyour voice, 

I met you at the Prifon,in the abfence of the 'Duke, 

Luc. Oh,did you fo?and do you remember what you 
faid of the Duke. 

Duk Moft notedly Sir. 

Luc. Do you fo Sir: And was the Duke a flefh-mon- 
ger, a foole, and a coward, as you then reported him 
to be ? 

Duk_. muft(Sir)change perfons with me,ere you 

make that my report: you indeedefpokefo of him, and 



much more, much worfe. 

Luc. Oh thou damnable fellow: did not I plucke 
by the nofc, for thy fpeeches ? ** 

Duk. I proteftj loue the Duke, as I loue tny f c jf c 

Ang. Harke how the villaine would clofe now aft 

histreafonableabufes. * tf 

Sfc. Such a fellow is not to be talk’d withall: Aw 
with him to prifon: Where is the Prouojl ? away w 
him to prifon: lay bolts enough vpon him: let him fn. t 
no more: away with thofe Giglets too,and with the * 
ther confederate companion. 

Duk StaySir,ftayawhile. 

Ang. What,refills he?hclpehim Lucio. 

Luc. Come fir,come fir,come fir: fohfir, why v 
bald-pated lying rafcalbyou mud be hooded muft vo > 
(h:>w your knaues vifage with a poxe to you; fhow vo 
fheepc-biting face, and be hang’d an houre: wilL 
notoff? * "* t 

Duk Thou art the firft knaue, that ere mad’ft a DhI 
Firft Prouojl,let me bayle thefe gentle three: 

Sneake not away Sir,for the Fryer, and you, 

Muft haue a word anon.- lay hold on him. 

Luc. This may prouc worfe then hanging. 

Duk What you haucfpokc,I pardon: fit ytfu <) 0wnt 
We’ll borrow place of him; Sir,by your leaue: * 

Ha ft thou or word,or wit, or impudence. 

That yet can doe thee office ? If thou ha’ft 
Rely vpon it, till my talc be heard, 

And hold no longer out. 

Ang. Oh,my dread Lord, 

I fhould be guiltier rhen my guiltineffe. 

To thinke 1 can be vndifccrneable, 

When I perceiue your grace, likepowre diuinc, 

Hath look’d vpon my p affes. Then good Prince, 

No longer Selfion hold vpon my Ihame, 

But let my Triall,be mine owne Confclfion: 

Immediate fentence then, and fequent death. 

Is all the grace! beg. 

Duk C ome h i ther Mariana, 

Say: was’t thou crecontra&ed ro this woman? 

Ang. I was my Lord. 

Duk Goe take her hence, and marry her inftantly, 
Doc you the office (fryer') which confummate, 
Rerurne him here againe: goe with him Prouojl. Exit, 

Efc. My Lord,I am more amaz’d at his dishonor, 
Then at the ftrangeneffe of it. 

Duk Come hither IfabeH, 

Your Frier is now your Prince: As I was then 
Aduertyfing, and holy to your bufinefle, 

( Not changing heart with habit) I am ftill, 

Atturnied at your feruice. 

Ifab, Oh giue me pardon 
That I,your vaflaile, haue imploid,and pain'd 
Your vnknowneSoucraigntie. 

Duk You are pardon’d Ifabell: 

And noWjdcerc Maide, be you as free to vs. 

Your Brothers death I know fits at your heart: 

And you may maruaile, why I obfeur’d my felfe, 
Labouring tofauehis life: and would not rather 
Make rafh remonftrance of my hidden powre. 

Then let him fo be loft: oh moft kindc Maid, 

Ic was the fwift celcritie ofhis death, 

Which I did thinks,with flower foot came on, 

That brain’d my purpofe: but peace be with him, 

That life is better lifepaft fearing death. 

Then that which liucs to feare: make it your comfort, 

* So 
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?^happy~ri your Brother. 

Enter Angelo,CMaria,Veter fProuoft. 

If A b. I doe my Lord. 

Duk For this new-raaried man,approaching here, 
Whole fait imagination yetbath wrong’d 
Your well defended honor t you muft pardon 
For Mariana % fake: But as he adiudg’d your Brother, 
Being criminall.in double violation 
Offacred Chaftitic,and ofpromife-breach, 

Thereon dependant for your Brothers life. 

The very mercy of the Law cries ouc 
Moft audible, euen from his proper tongue. 

An Angelo for flaudio,dt ath for death : 

Hafte itill paies hafte.and leafure,anfwers leafure; 

Like doth quit like, and Meafurc ftil! for Meafure : 

Then Angela, thy fault’s thus manifefted ; 

Which though thou would’ft dcny.deniesrhee vantage. 
We doe condemne thee to the very Blocke 
Where Claudio ftoop’d to death, and with like hafte. 
Away with him. 

Mar. Oh my moft gracious Lord, 

I hope you will nor mocke me with a husband? 

Duk It 15 your husband mock’tyou witha husband, 
Confenting to the fafe-guard of your honor, 

I thought your marriage fit: clfe Imputation, 

Foi that he knew you, might reproach your life. 

And choake your good to come: For his Poffcffions, 
Although by confutation they are ours; 

We doc en-lhte,and widow you with all. 

To buy you abetter husband. 

Mar. QhmydeereLord, 

I craue no other,nor no better man. 

Duke-' Ncuer craue him,we arc definitiuc. 

3 Mar. Gentle my Liege. 

Duke* You doe but loofc your labour. 

Away with him to death: Now Sir, to you. 

Mar. Oh my good Lord,fweet IfibeH, take my part, 
Lend me your knees,and 3ll my life to come. 

I’ll lend you all my life to doe you feruice. 

Duke. Againlt all fence you doc importune her. 
Should (he kncele downe, in mercie of this fail. 

Her Brothers ghoft,hispaued bed would breake. 

And take her hence in horror. 

CMar. Ifabell: 

Sweet Ifabel, doe yet but kneele by me. 

Hold vp your hands, fay nothing: I’ll fpeake all. 

They fay beft men are moulded out of faults, 

And for the moft, become much more the better 
For being a little bad: So may my husband. 

Oh Ifabel; will you not lend a knee ? 

Duke- He dies for Claudio's death. 

Ifab. Moft bounteous Sir. 

Lookeif it plcafe you, on this man condemn’d, 

As if my Brother liu’d: I partly thinke, 

A due finceritie gouerned his deedes, 

Till he did looke on me: Since it is fo. 

Let him not die: my Brother had but luftice. 

In that he did the thing for which he dide. 

For Angelo, his Ail did not ore-take his bad intent, 

And muft be buried but as an intent 

That perifh’d by the way: thoughts are no fubieih 

Intents,but meerely thoughts. 

'Mar, Mecrely my Lord. 

Your fuite’s vnprofitablc: (land vp I fay: 

I haue bethought me of another fault. 

Prouojl, how came it Claudio was beheaded 


At an vnufuall howre ? 

Pro. It was commanded fo. 

Duke. Had you a fpcciall warrant for the deed ? 

Pro. No sny good Lord : it was by priuate meflage. 

Duk. For vVhich I doc difeharge you of youroffice, 
Giue vp your keyes. 

Tro. Pardon me,noble Lord, , 

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not. 

Yet did repent me after more aduice. 

For teftimony whereof, one in the prifon 
That fhould by priuate order elfe haue dide, 

I haue referu’d aliuc. 

Duk What's he? 

Pro. His name is Barnardine. 

Duke. I would thou hadft done fo by flaudio: 

Goe fetch him hither, let me looke vpon hwn. 

Efc. 1 am lorry, one fo learned, and fo wife 
As you, Lord Angelo, haue ftil appear’d. 

Should flip fo groflelie, both in the heat of bloud 
And lacke of temper’d iudgement afterward. 

Ang. I am forrie, that fuch forrow I procure, 
Andfodeepe flicks it in my penitent heart, 

That 1 crane death more willingly then mercy, 

’Tismy deferuing, and I doe entreat it. 

Enter 'Barnardine and Prouojl , 1 Claudio , Julietta. 

DubC‘ Which is that Barnardine ? 

Pro. This my Lord. 

Duke. There was a Friar told me of this man. 

Sirha, thou art faid to haue a ftubborne foule 
That apprehends no further thenehis world. 

And fquar’ft thy life according : Thou’rt condemn’d, 

But for thofe earthly faults, I quit them all. 

And pray thee take this mercic to prouide 
For better times to come: Frier aduife him, 

I leaue him to your hand. What muffeld fellow’s that? 

Pro. This is another prifoner that I fau’d, 

Who fhould haue di’d when Claudio loft 1 Js hejd , 

As like almoft to Claudio, as himfelfe. 

Duke. If he be like your brother, for his fake 
Is he pardon’d, and for your louelie fake 
Giue me your hand, and fay you will be mine. 

He is my brother too: But fitter time for that s 
By this Lord Angelo perceiues he’s fafe, 

Vethinkes I fee a quickning in his eye : 

Well Angelo, your euill quits you well. 

Looke that you loue your wife: her worth,worth yours 
I findc an aperemiflion in my felfe: 

And yet beerc’s one in place I cannot pardon, 

You firha, that knew mefor a foole,a Coward, 

One all of Luxurie, an affe, 3 mad man: 

Wherein haue I fo dcleru’d of you 
That you extoll me thus ? 

Luc. ’Faith my Lord, I (poke it but according to the 
trick : ifyou will hang me for it you may: but I had ra¬ 
ther it would plcafe you,I might be whipt. 

Dukf. Whiptfirftjfir,andhang’dafter. 

Proclaime it Prouoft round about the Citie,' 

Ifany woman wrong’d by this lewd fellow 
(A* I haue heard him fweare himfelfe there’s one 
whom he begot with childe) let her appeare, 

And he (hall marry her: the tiuptiall finifh’d. 

Let him be whipt and hang’d, 

Luc. I befeech your Highneffe doe not marry me to 
a Whore : your Highnefie faid euen nowtl made you a 
Duke,good my Lord do not rccompence me.in making 
me a Cuckold. 


Duk Vpon 
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There’s more behinde that is more gratula te. 
Thanks Trottefi for thy care,and fecrecie, 

We fhall imploy thee in a worthier place. 

Forgiue him Angelo t that brought you home 
The head o{Ragoz,ine for QUudi«’s t 
Th’oflfcnce pardons it felfe. Deere /Jkfall, 

I haue a motion much imports your good. 

Whereto if you’ll a willing eare iodine; 

What’s mine is yours,and what is yours is mine. 

So bring vs to our Pallace,where wee’ll fliow 
What’s yet behinde,thatnaeete youallftiould know. 


Duke. Vpon mine honor thou {halt marrie her. 

Thy Handers I forgiue,and therewithall 
Remit thy other forfeits: take him to prifon. 

And fee our pleafurc herein executed. 

Luc. Marrying apunkc my Lord,is prefling to death. 
Whipping and hanging. 

Duke. Slandering aPrince deferues ir. 

She Claudio that you wron®’d,!ooke you reftbre. 

Ioy to you JHarianay loue her Angela : 

I haue confcs’d her, and I know her vertue. 

Thanks good friend, Sfcdlut^ for-thy much goodnefle. 


The Scene Vienna. 

The names of all the Actors. 

Vincentto: the Duke, 

Angelo , the Deputie . 

Eftalus^anancient Lord. 

Claudio, ayong Gentleman, 

Lucia , afantaftique, 

2 . Other like Gentlemen. 

Prouoft. 


Thomst. 1 >J . 

Peter.' S*-™*”- 
Elbow , aJimp leConftable . 
Froth 3 afoolifh Gentleman, 
Clowne, 

Abhorfon^ an Executioner, 
Barnardine % a dijjoluteprtfiner, 
Iftibella , fifter to Claudio. 
Mariana , betrothed to Angelo. 
Iulietjbeloued oftClaudio. 
Francifca^ a 2{un. 

Miflris Ouer-don , a Bawd. 
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The Comedie of Errors. 


roJHuiprimus, Scena prima. 



Znttrthc Duke ofEphefts , with the Merchant of Straw fa, 
laj lor,and other attendants. 

Mar chant. 

Rocced Solinua to procure my fall. 

And by the doome of death end woes and all. 

Duke* Merchant of Stracttfa.pic ad no more. 
1 am not partrall to infringe our Lawe.s; 

The enmity and difeord which of late 

Sprung from the rancorous outrage ot your Duke, 

To Merchants our well-dealing Countrimen, 

Who wanting gilders to redeeme their hues, 

Haue feal’d his rigorous Aatutes with their blouds, 
Excludes all pitty from our threatning lookes: 

For fince the mortall and inteftine iarres 
Twixt thy feditious Countrimen and vs, 

It hath in folemne Synodes bcene decreed , 

Both by the Siracufians and our felues, 

To admit no trafticke to our aduerfc towncs: 

Nay more, if any borne at Epheftts 
Befeene at any Siracufian Marts and Fay res: 

Againe, if any Stracufan borne 
Come to the Bay of Ephefttt, he dies: 

His goods confiscate to the Dukes dilpofe, 

Vnleflca thoufand markes be leuied 
To quit the penalty, and to ranfome him : 

, Thy fubftanpc, valued at the higheft rate, 

Cannot amount vnto a hundred Markes, 

Therefore by Law thou art condemn’d to die. 

Trier. Yet this my comfort,when your words are done. 
My woes end likewife with the eucning Sonne. 

‘Dukj Well Siracuftan ; fay in briefc the caufe 
Why thou departed!! from thy natiue home ? 

And for what caufe thou cam’ft to Epheftts. 

Trier. A heauier taske could not haue beenc impos'd. 
Then I to fpcake my griefes vnfpcakeable : 

Yet that the world may wirnefle that my end 
Wai wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 
lie vtter what my forrow giucs me lcaue. 

In Syracttfa was I borne, and wedde 
Vnto a woman,happy but forme. 

And by me; had not our hap beenc bad: 

With her I liu d in ioy, our wealth increaft 
By profperous voyages I oftenmade 
T p Epidamiunt, till my fa flora death, 

And he^great care of goods at randone left, 

Drew me from kinde cmbraccmcnts of my fpoufe; 

From whom my abfencc was not fixe moneths olde, 
Before her felfe (almoft at fainting vndcr. 


' 


— -. 


The plcafing punifhment that women bearc ) 

Had made pruuifion for her following me. 

And foone, and fafe,arriued where I was : 

There had file not beene long,but fhe became 
A loyfull mother of two goodly fonnes : 

And, which was ftrangc,chc one fo like the other, 

As could not be diftinguifli’d but by names. 

That very howrc,and in the ielfe-fame lime, 

A mcane woman was dcliucrcd 

Of luch a burthen Male, twirls both alike : 

Thofc,for their parents were exceeding poorc, 

1 bought,and brought vp to attend my ionnes. 

My wife,not meanely prowd of two luch boyes. 

Made daily motions for our home recurne: 

Vnwilling I agreed, alas, too foone wee came aboord. 
A league from Eptdamitim had we faild 
Before rhealwaics winde-obeying deepe 
Gaue any Tragickc Inftance of our harme : 

But longer did we not recaine much hope; 

For what obfeured light the heauens did grant. 

Did but conusy vnto our fcarcfull mindes 
A doubtfull warrant of immediate death, 

Which though my felfe would gladly haue imbrac’d. 
Yet the mediant weepings ofmy wife. 

Weeping before for what file faw mult come. 

And pitteous playnings of the prettic babes 
That mourn’d for fafiiion,ignorant what to fearc, 

Fort! me to fccke delayes for them and me, 

And this it was: (for other meanes was none) 

The Sailors fought for fafety by our boate, 

And left the lliip then finking ripe to vs; 

My wife, more carefull for the latter borne. 

Had faftned him vnto a fmall fpare M/fi, 

Such as fca-faring men prouide for ftormes : 

To him one of the other twins was bound, 

Whil’ft I had boenelike hccdfull of the other. 

The children thus dilpos’d, my wife and I, 

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixe , 

Fafined our lelues at cythcr end the malt. 

And floating ftraighc, obedient to the ftrearoe, 

Was carried towards Corinth , as we thought. 

At length the fonne gafcing vpon the earth), 

Difpcrft thole vapours that offended vs. 

And by the benefit of his wifhed light 
The Teas waxt calme* and we difeouered 
Two fhippesfrom farre, making amaincto vss 
Of Corinth that, of Epidarw this , 

But ere they came, oh let me fay no more, 

Gather the fcquell by that went before# 

Dnk* Nay forward old mau,doc not breake off fo, 
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The Qomedie of Errors. 


For we may pitty, though not pardon thee. 

Merck. Oh had the gods done fo,I had not now 
Worthily tearm’d them mcrcilcffcto vs: 

For ere the fhips could meet by twice flue leagues, 

We were encountred by a mighty rocke, 

Which being violently borne vp, 

Our helpefull fhip was fplitted in the midft; 

So that m this vniuft diuorce of vs. 

Fortune had left to both of vs alike. 

What to delight in, what to forrow for. 

Her part, poove foule, fceming as burdened 
With leffer weight, but not with lefl’cr woe, 

Was carried with more fpced before the vvindc. 

And in our fight they three were taken vp 
By Fifhcrmen of Corinth, as we thought. 

At length another fhip had fciz’d on vs, 

| And knowing whom it was their hap to faue, 
j Gaue hcalthfull welcome to their fhip-wrackt guefts. 
And would haue reft the Fifiiers of their prey. 

Had not their backe beene very flow offailc; 

And therefore homeward did they bend their couric. 
Thus haue you heard me feuet’d from rr.y bliffe. 

That by misfortunes W3S my life prolong’d. 

To tell fad ftories of my owne mifhaps. 

Duke. And for the lake of them thou forroweft for, 
Doe me the fauour to dilate at full. 

What haue befalne of them and they till now. 

Merck. My yongeft boy,and yet my eldeft care, 

At eighteenc yecrcs became inquifitiuc 
After his'brother; and importun’d me 
That his attendant, fo his cafe was like, 

Rcfc ofhis brother.but retain’d his name, 

Might beare him company in thequeft of him: 

Whom wbil’ftl laboured ofa loue to fee, 

I hazarded the Ioffe of whom I Iou’d. 

Fiuc Sommers haue I fpent in fartheft Greece, 

Roming clcane through the bounds of Afa , 

And coafting homeward, came to Epkefeu : 

Hopeleffc to finde,yct loth to leauc vnlought 
Or that,or any place that harbours men : 

Butheercmuft end the ftory of my life. 

And happy were I in my timelie death, 

Could all my trauells warrant me they Hue, 

Duke. Hapleffe Sgeon whom the fates haue markt 
To beare the extremitie of dire mifliap : 

Now truft me, were it not againft our Lawes, 

Againft my Crowne,my oath,my dignity. 

Which Princes would they may not difanull, 

My foulc fhould fue as aduocatc for thee : 

But though thou art adiudged to the death. 

And paffed fentence may not be tccal’d 
But to our honours great difparagemenc: 

Yet will 1 fauour thee in what I can; 

Therefore Marchant, lie limit thee this day 
To feeke thy hclpe by beneficiall helpe. 

Try all the friends thou haft in Spheftu , 

Beg thou,or borrow, to make vp the fumme, 

And Hue: if no,then thou art doom’d to die: 
Iaylor,takehimto thycuftodie. 

I ay lor. I will my Lord. 

Merch. Hopeleffc and helpeleffe doth Egean wend. 
But to procraftinatc his liueleffe end. Exeunt. 

Enter Antiphtlio Erotes , a Marchant,and Dromio. 
Mer. Therefore giuc out you arc of Epidamium, 

Left that your goods too foone be confiscate: 


This very day a Sjracufan Marchant 
Is apprehended for a riuall here, 

And not being able to buy out his life. 

According to the ftatute ofthe townc. 

Dies ere tne wearie funne fet in the Weft: 

There is yout monie that I had to keepe. 

Ant. Goe beare it to the Ccntaurc,whcre yrehoft 
And ftay there c Dremio,i\W I come to thee; 

Within this houre it will be dinner time. 

Till that He view the manners of the townc, 

Perufc the traders,gaze vpon the buildings. 

And then returne and fieepe within mine Iune, 

For with long trauaile I am ftiffc and wearie. 

Get thee away. 

Dro. M any a man would take you at your word, 
And goe indeede,bauing fo good a raeane. 

Exit Drouth 

Ant. A truftie villaine fir,that very oft. 

When I am dull with care and melancholly, 

Lightens my humour with his merry lefts: 

What will you walke with me about the towne, 

And then goe to my Inne and dine with me? 

E.Tflar. I am inuited fir to certaine Marchants, 

Of whom 1 hope to make much benefit: 

I craue your pardon, fooncatfiueadocke, 

Pleafe you,He mcctc with you vpon the Matt, 

And afterward confort you till bed time .• 

My prefont bufineffe cals me from you now. 

Ant. Farewell till then: I will goe loofe my felfe, 
Andiwander vp and downe to view theCitie. 

E.CMar. Sir, I commend you to your owne content 

Exeunt 

Ant. He that commends me to mine owne content, 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get: 

I to the world am like a drop ofwatcr, 

That in the Ocean feekes another drop, 

Who falling there to findc his fellow forth, 

( Vnfeene,mquifitiue) confounds hinffelfe. 

,So I,to finde a Mother and a Brother, 

In queft ofthem(vnhappica)loofemy felfe. 

Enter Dromio ofEphefu. 

Here comes the almanacke of my true date: 

What now ? How chance thou art return’d fo foone. 

E.Dro. Return’d fo foone, rather approacht tooUtt 
The Capon burnes, the Pig fals from the fpit; 

The clocke hath ftrucken twclue vpon the,bell: 

My Miftris made it one vpon my cheekc: 

She is fo hot becaufe the mcate is colde: 
Thcmeateiscoldc, becaufcyou come not home: 

You come not home,becaufe you haue no ftomacki; 
You haue no ftomacke,hauing broke your faft: 

But we that know whac’tis to faft and pray, 

Are penitent for your default to day. 

Ant. Stop in your winde fir.tell me this! pray ) 
Where haue you left the mony that I gaue you. 

E.Dro. Oh fixe pence that I had a wenfday laft, 

To pay the Sadler for my Miftris crupper: 

The Sadler had it Sir,l kept it not. 

Ant . I am not in a fportiue humor now : 

Tell me,and dally not,where is the monie? 

We being ftrangers here,how dar’ft thou truft 
So great a charge from thine owne cuftodie. 

E.Dro. I pray you ieft fir as you fit at dinner: 

I from my Miftris come to you in poft: 

If I returns I (hall bepoft indecdc. 
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Referue them till amerfier houre then thisi: 

Where is the gold I gaiie in charge to thee? 

EDro. To me fir? why yuu gaue no gold to e. 

Ant. Come on fir knaue, haue done ycur (bohfhnes. 
And tell me how thou haft difpos’d thy charge. 

E Dro. My charge was but to fetch y ou fi6 the Mart 
Home to your houfe, the Phoenix fir,to dinner} 

Mv Miftris and her fifter ftaies for you. 

^Ant. Now as I am a Chriftian anfwcr rne, 

Tn what fafe place you haue beftow’d my monie ; 

Or I (hall breake that mcrric fconce ofyoui s 
That ftands on tricks, when I am vndifpos d: 

Where is the thoufand Markes thou hadll of me ? 

E.Dro. I haue fome markes of yours vpon my pate: 
Some of my Miftris markes vpon my fhouldcf s: 
gut not a thoufand markes betweenc you both. 

Ifl fhould pay your worfhip thofe againe, 

perchance you will not beare them patiently. 

Ant. Thy MiftrismarkcsPwhat Miftris ftauehaft thou? 
E-Dro- Your worfhips wife,my Miftris at the Phoenix; 
She that doth faft till you come home to dinner: 

And praies that you will hie you home to dinner. 

Ant. What wilt thou flout me thus vnto my face 
Bein» forbidPThcrc take you that fir knaue. 

g?Dro. Whattneanc you fir, for God fake hold your 
Nay,and you will not fir,llc take my heclcs. (hands: 

Exeunt Dromio £p. 

Ant. Vpon my life by fome dcuife or other, 

The villaine is ore-wrought of all my monie. 

They fay this towne is full of cofenage: 

As nimble Iuglers that deceiuc the eic: 

Darke working Sorcerers that change the minde: 
Soule-killing Witches,that deformc the bodie: 
Difguifcd Cheatcrs,pracing Mountcbankes; 

And manic fuch like liberties offinne: 

Ifit proue fo,l will be gone the fooner: 
lie to the Centaur to goe feeke this flaue, 

I greatly fcarc my monie is not fafe. 


Zxa, 


(fjBusSecundus. 


Enter Adriana,wife to AntipholU Sereptut ,with 
Luc tana her Sifter. 

Adr. Neither my husband nor the flaue return'd. 
That in fuch hafte I fent to feeke his Mafter ? 

Sure Luciana it is two a clocke. 

Luc. Perhaps fome Merchant hath inuited him. 
And from the Mart he’s femewhere gone to dinner: 
Good Sifter let vs dine,and neuer fret; 

A man is Mafter ofhis libertie: 

Time is their Mafter, and when they fee time. 

They’ll goe or come; iffo, be patient Sifter. 

Adr . Why fhould their libertie then ours be more? 
Lnc. Becaufe their bufineffe ftill lies out adore. 
Adr. Looke when I ferue him fo,he takes it thus. 
Luc. Oh,know he is the bridle of your will. 

Adr. There’s none but affes will be bridled fo. 


Lnc. Why, hcadftrong liberty is lafht with woe: 
There’s nothing fituace voder heauens eye. 

But hath his bound in earth, in fea, in skie. 

The bcafts,the fifties,and the winged fowlcs 
Are their males fubiefts, and at their controules: 

Man more diuine, the Mafter of all thefc. 

Lord of the wide world,and wilde watry feas. 

Indued with intelle&uall fence and foules, 

Ofmoreprcheminence then fifh and fowlcs. 

Are mafters to their females, and thcirLords: 

Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adri. This feruitude makes you to keepe vnwed. 
Luti. Not this,but troubles of the marriage bed. 
Adr, But were you wcddcd,you wold bear fomefway 
Luc. Ere I learne loue,I!e pra&ife to obey. 

Adr. How if your husband ftart fome other where ? 
Luc. Till he come home againe,I would forbeare. 
Adr. Paticncevnmou’d,nomaruei though fhe paufe. 
They can be tncckc,that haue no other caufc: 

A wretched foule bruis’d with aduerfitie. 

We bid be quiet when we hearc it crie. 

But were we burdned with like waight ofpaine, 

As much,or more, we fhould our felues complaine: 

So thou that haft no vnkindc mate to greeue thee. 

With vrging helpeleffe patience would releeue me; 

But if thou liue to fee like right berefu. 

This foole-bcg’d patience in thee will be left. 

Luci. W T e!l,I will marry one day but to trie: 

Hecre comes your man, now is your husband nie. 

Enter Dromio Efh. 

Adr. Say.is your tardie mafter now at hand ? 

E.Dro. Nay, hce’s at too hands with mce,and that my 
two cares can witneffe. 

Adr. Siy, didft thou fpeake with him ? knowft thou 
his minde ? 

E. Dro. I,I,lie told his minde vpon mine care, 
Befhrew his hand,I farce could vnderftand it. 

Luc. Spakeheefo doubtfully, thoucouldftnotfcele 
his meaning. 

E. Dro. Nay, hee ftrooke fo plainly, I could too well 
fecle his blovves; and withall fo doubtfully, that I could 
fcarcc vnderftand them. 

Adri. Buc fay,l prethee, is be comming home ? 

It feemes he hath great care to pleafe his wife. 

E. Dro. Why M iftreffe, furc my Mafter is borne road. 
Adri. Horne mad,thou villaine ? 

E.Dro. I meane not Cuckold mad. 

But fure he is ftarke mad: 

When I defir’d him to come home to dinner, 

He ask’d me for a hundred markes in gold : 

’Ti« dinner time quoth I: my gold, quoth he: 

Your meat doth burne,quoth I: my gold quoth he: 

Will you come, quoth I: my gold, quoth he; 

Where is the thoufand markes I gaue thee villaine ? 
ThcPigge quoth I, is burn’d: my gold,quoth he: 

My miftreffe, fir, quoth I: hang vp thy Miftreffe: 

I know not thy miftreffe, out on thy miftreffe. 

Luci, Quoth who? 

E.Dr. Quoth my Mafter,I know quoth he,no houfe, 
no wife, no miftreffe : fo that my arrant due vnto my 
tongue, I thanke him,<I bare home vpon my (boulders : 
for in conc!ufion,he did beat me there. 

Adri. Go back againe,thou flaue,& fetch hhn home. 
Dro. Goe backe againc,and be new beaten home t 
For Gods fake fend fome other meffenger. 

H t Adri. Backe 
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88 The Qomedie of Errors. 

Adri. Backeftaue.orlwiUbreakethy pate a-crofle. 

Dro. And he will bleffe f crofte with other beating: 
Betweene you,I (hall haue a holy head- 

Adri. Hence prating pefant,fetch thy Mafter home 
Dro. Am 1 fo round with you, as you with me. 

That like a foot-ball you doe fpurne me thus: 

You fpurne me hcnce,and he will fpurne me hither, 

If I laft in this feruice,you muft cafe me in leather. 

Luci. Fie how impatience lowreth in your face. 

Adri. His>company muft do his minions grace, 
Whil’ft I at home ftarue for a merrie locke: 

Hath homelie age th’alluring beauty tookc 

From my poorc cheeke i then he hath wafted it. 

Are my difeourfes dull ? Barren my wit. 

If voluble and (harpe difeourfebe njar’d, 

Vnkindneffe blunts it more then marble hard. 

Doe their gay veftments his affedlions baite ? 

That’s not my fault, hee’s maftcr ofmy (late. 

What ruir.es are in me that can be found , 

By him not ruin’d ? Then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures. My decayed faire, 

A funnie looke of his,would foonc repaire. 

But, too vnruly Deere,he breakes ihc pale. 

And feedcs from home ; poore 1 am but his dale. 

Luci, Sclfe-harming Iealoufie •, fie beat it hence. 

Ad. Vnfecling fools can with fuch wrongs difpcnce: 

I know his eye doth homage other-where j 

Or elle, what lets it but he would be here ? 

Sifter,you know he promis’d me a chaine, 

Would that alone,a loue he would detaine, 

Soheiwould keepe faire quarter with his bed: 

I fee thelewell beft enamaled 

Wdlloofe his beautie: yet the gold bides ftill 

That others touch, and often touching will. 

Where gold and no man that hath a name. 

By falfliood and corruption doth it (Fame: 

Since that my beautie cannot plcafc his eie, 
lie weepe (what’s left away) and weeping die. 

Luci. How manje fond fooles ferue mad lcloufie? 

£xit. 

"Enter Antipholit Errotis. 

Ant, The gold I gauc to Dromto is laid vp 

Safe at the Centaur, and tbehecdfull flauc 

Is wandred forth in care to feeke me out 

By computation and mine hofts report. 

I could not fpeake with Dromio , fince at firft 

I fent him from the Mart ? fee here he comes. 

Enter Dromio Siracujta. 

How now fir, is your merrie humor alter’d ? 

As you loue ftroakes, fo ieft with me againe: 

You know no Centaur ? you receiu’d no gold ? 

Your Miftreffc fent to haue me home to dinner t 

My houfe was at the Phoenix? Waft thou mad. 

That thus fo madlie thou did didft anfwcre me? 

S.Dro. What anfwer fir ? when fpake I fuch a word ? 
E.Ant. Euen now,euen here,nothalfe an howre fince. 
S.Dro , I did not fee you fince you fent me hence 
Home to the fintaur with the gold you gauemc. 

A»t. Villaine, thou didft denie the golds receit. 

And toldftme of a Miftreffe.and a dinner. 

For which I hope thou feltft I was difpleas’d. 

S.Dro'. 1 am glad to fee you in this merrie vaine, 

What meanes this ieft,Ipray you Mafter tell me? 

Ant. Yea,doftthouiccre&flowrmeinthe teeth? 
Thinkft 1 ieft? hold.take thou that,& that. Beats Dro. 
S.Dr. Hold fir,forGods fakc,now your ieft is earned. 

Vpon what bargaine do you giUe it me? ' 

Anttpb. Becaufe that I familiarlie fometimes 
Doevfe you for my foole, and chat with you, 

Your faweineffe will ieft vpon my loue. 

And make a Common of my ferious howres, 

When the funne fhincs,let foolifh gnats make fpo rc 

Bu t creepe in crannies,whcn he hides his beatnes : ‘ 
If you will ieft with me, know my afpe& , 

And fafhion your demeanor to my lookes. 

Or I will beat this method in your fconce. 

S.Dro. Sconce call you it?fo you would leauebat tc 
ring, I had rather haue it a head, and you vfc thefebW 
long, I muft get a fconce for my head, and Infconce i! 
to, or clfc I (hall feek my wit in my flioulders,but Ip tl 
fir, why am I beaten ? * ‘ 

Ant. Doft thou not know ? 

S. Dro, Nothing fir,but that I am beaten. 

Ant. Shall I tell you why? 

S.Dro. I fir, and wherefore ; for they fay, euery v»U 
hatha whetefore. * 

Ant. Why firft for flowting me,and then wherefore 
for vrging it the fccond time to me. ’ 

S.Dro. Was there cuer anie man thus beaten out of 
feafon, when in the why and the wherefore, is neither 
rime nor reafon. Well fir,I thaukc you. 

Ant. Thankemcfir,forwhac? 

S.Dro. Marry fir, for this fomething that you gauemc 
for nothing. 

Ant. He make you amends next.to giue you nothing 
for fomething. But fay fir, is it dinner time? 

S.Dro. No fir, I thinke the meat wants that Ihaue. 

Ant. In good time fir: what’s that? 

S.Dro. Bailing. 

Ant. Well fir, then ’twill be drie. 

S .Dro. If it be fir, I pray you eat none of it. 

Ant. Your reafon? 

S.Dro. Left it makeyou cho!lericke,andpurchafeuic 

another drie bailing. 

Ant. Well fir, lcarneto ieft in good time, there’ia 
time for all things. 

S.Dro. Idutft haue denied that before you were fo 
chollericke. 

Anti. By what rule fir? 

S.Dro. Marry fir, by aruleasplaineas the plainebald 
pate of Father time hhnfclfe. 

Ant. Let’s hears it. 

S.Dro. There’s no time for a man to recouer his haire 
thaqgrowcs bald by nature. 

Ant. Maybe not doe it by fine and rccouerie ? 

S.Dro. Yes,topayafineforaperewig, and recouer 
the Loft haire of another man. 

Ant. Why, is Time fuch a niggard ofhaire, being (as 
itis)foplentifull an excrement? 

S.Dro. Becaufe it is a blefiingthacheebeftoweson 
beads, and what he hath fcanted them in haire, hee hath 
giuen them in wit. 

Ant. Why, but theres manie a man hath more haire 
then wit. 

S.Dro. Not a man of thofe but he hath the wit to lofe 
his haire. 

Ant. Why thou didft conclude hairy men plain dea¬ 
lers without wit. 

S.Dro. The plainer dealer, the fooncrloftjyetheloo- 
fech it in a kinde of aollitie. 

An, For what reafon. 

S.Dro. For two, and found ones to. 

An. Nay 
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■^TNay not found I prayyou. ;. . 

S.T)rt. Sure ones then. . 

Nay, not furc in a thing falfing. 

$.Drt. Ce^aine.onesxben. 

SDn. TheoMtoi'aue the money that he fpendsin 
tryfnguheother.that at dinner they foouldnot drop m 

would all this time haue prou’d,‘hcrc is no 

““y.S^Mwry* and did fir: namely, in no time to re- 

^^Swas not fubftantiall, why there 

**^.©r^Thus^^mend it s Timehimfelfc is bald, and 
therefore to the worlds end,will haue bald followers- 
jin I knew’twould be a bald condufion: butfoit, 
who wafts vs yonder. 

jEnter Adriana and Luciana. 

jidri- 1,1. Antiphohu, looke firangeand frowne. 

Some other Miftreffehath thy fweetaipc&s = 

I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. 

The time was once, when thou vn-vrg’d would!* vow, 
That neuer words were muficke to thine eare, 

Tim neuer obieft plcafing in thine eye. 

That neuer touch well welcome to thy hand. 

That neuer meat fwccc-lauour’d in thy tafte, 

Vnlelfe I fpake,ot look’d, or touch’d,or earn’d ro thee. 
How comes it now,my Husband,oh how comes it, 

That thou art then eftranged from thy felfe ? 

Thy felfe I call it, being ftrange to me: 

That vndiuidablc Incorporate 
Am better then thy deere felfes better part. 

Ah doe not tcarc away thy felfe from me; 

For know my loue :as eafic maid thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gtilfe, 

And take vnmingled thence that drop againe 
Without addition or diminifhing, 

As take from me thy feife, and not me too. 

How deercly would it touch thee to the quicke. 

Should!* thou but hearc I were licencious ? 

And that this body confecrate to thee, 

By Ruffian Luft (hould be contaminate ? 

Would!* thou not fpit at me, and fpurne at me. 

And hurlc the name of husband in my face, 

And tcarc the ftain’d skin of my Harlot brow, 

And from my falfc hand cut the wedding ring, 

And breake it with a dccpe-diuorcing vow ? 

I know thou can!*, and therefore fee tnou doe it. 

I am poffeft with an adulterate blot, 

My bloud is mingled with the crime of luft: 

For if we two be one, and thou play falfe , 
Idoedigeftthepoifonof thy flefii, 

Being ftrumpeted by thy contagion : 

Keepe then faire league and truce with thy true bed, 

I Hue diftaih’d.thou vndifhonoured. 

Antip. Plead you to me faire dame ? I know you not: 
In tphefios I am but two houres old, 

As ftrange vnto your towne,as to your talke. 

Who euery word by all my wit being fcan’d. 

Wants witin all,©ne word to vnderftand. 

• ^ ie brother how the world is chang’d with you: 
When were you wont to vfemy fitter thus ? 

-ie lent toryou by Dr emit home to dinner. 


Ant. By Dromio ? Drom. By me. 

Adr. By thee,and this thou didft returnc from him. 
That he did buffet thee, and in his blowcs, 

Denied my houfe for his, me for his wife. 

Ant. Did you conuerfe fir with this gentlewoman: 
What is the courfe and drift ofyour compadt? 

S.Dro. I fir? I neuer favv her till this time. 

Ant. Villainc thou lieft, for euen her yerie words 
Didft thou deliuer to me on the Mart. 

S.Dro. I neuer fpake with her in all my life. 

Ant. How can flic thus then call vs by our names ? 
Vnlcffe it be by infpiration. 

Adri. How ill agrees it with your grauitic. 

To counterfeit thus grofely with your flauc. 

Abetting him to thwart me in my moodc j 
Be it my wrong,you are from me exempr. 

But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come 1 will fatten on this fleeuc of chine : 

Thou arc an Elme my husband, I a Vine : 

Whofie weakneffe married to thy ttranqer ftate. 

Makes me with thy flreiigth to communicate: 

If ought poffcffe thee from me, it is droffc, 

Vfurping luie,Brier,or idle Mode, 

Who all for want of pruning,with intrusion, 

Infed* thy fap,and hue on thy confufion. . 

Ant. Tomeclhee fpeakes, fheemoues meeforher 
theame; 

What,was I married to her in my dreame ? 

Or fleepe I now,and thinke 1 hearc all this ? 

What error driues our cics and earcsamiffe ? 

Vntill I know this fure vnccrtaintic, 
lie cr.tcrtainc the f ree’d fallacie. 

Luc. Dromio , goe bid the feruants /pred for dinner. 

S. Dm. Oh for my beads, I crofte me for a (inner. 
This is thcFairie land,oh fpight of l'pights. 

We talke with Goblins, Owlcs and Sprights j 
Ifwcobay them not.this willinfue: 

They’ll fucke our breath,or pinch vs blacke and blew. 

Luc. Why prat'll thou to thy felfe,and anl wcr'ft not. 7 
Dromio,thouDromio,t\\nw fnaile,thou fiug,thou fot. 
S.Dro. I am transformed Mailer,am I not ? 

*Ant. I chinke thou art in n)inde,and fo am I. 

S.Dro. Nay Mafter,both inmi»de,andinmy fh ape . 
tAnt. Thou haft thine ownc forme. 1 

S.Dro. No.IamanApe. 

Luc. If thou arc chang’d to ought, ’tis to an Affe. 

S.Dro. ’Tis true flie rides mc,and I long for graffe. 

Tis lo,l am an Aflc^clic it could neuer be. 

But I (hould know her as well as (he knowes me. 

Adr. Come,comc,no longer will I be a foole. 

To put the finger in the eie and weepe; 

Whil’ft man and Matter laughes my woes tofeorne: 
Come fir to dinner, Dromto keepe the gate ? 

Husband lie dine aboue with you to day, 

And Ihtiuc you of a thoufand idle prankes: 

Sirra,ifany askeyou for your Maftcr, 

Say he dines forth, and let no creatureenter: 

Come filler, Dromio play the Porter well. 

tAnt. Ami in earth,in heauen,or in hell? 

Sleeping or waking,mad or well aduifdc: 

Knownevnto thefe, and to my felfe difgujfde : 
lie fay as they fay,and perfeuer fo: ■ ' 

And in this mift at all aduentures go. 

S.Dro. Mafter,(hall I be Porccr ac the gate ? 

Adr. I, and let none enter,leaft I breake your pate. 
Luc. Come,come, Antipholtu^c dine coiatc. 
___________ ^ 3 tAcbts 
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Thou wouldft hauc chang’d’foy face for a tWihtTor 
name for an affc. 


lh 


(i AtlusTertius. Scena Trima. 


Enter Antipholus of Ef befits, his men Dromio , Angelo the 
Goldfmith > and Balt heifer the Merchant. 

E.Anti. Good figtiior Angelo you mutt excufc vs all. 
My wife is forewifo when 1 keepe not ho wres; 

Say that 1 lingerd with you at your foop 
To fee the making of her Carkanet, 

And that to morrow you will bring it home. 

But here’s a villaine that would face me downe 
He met me on the Mart, and that I beat him, 

And charg’d him with a thoufand markes in gold. 

And that I did denie my wife and houfe; 

Thou drunkard thou, what didtt thou mcane by this ? 

E.Dro. Say what you wil fir,but I know what I know. 
That you beat me at the Mart I hauc your hand to (Low; 
Ify skin were parchment.& y’ blows you gaue were ink, 
Your ownc hand-writing would tell you what I thinke. 
E.Ant. I thinke thou art an afte. 

E.Dro. Marry fo it doch appcarc 
By the wrongs 1 fufter, and the blowcs I beare, 

I fhould kickc being kickt,and being at that palle, 

You would keepe from my heelcs,and beware of an aflc. 

E.An, Y’arefad fignior Halthasar ,pr3y God our cheer 
May anfwcr my good will,and your good w'eicom here. 
Bul.1 hold your dainties cheap fir,& your weleom deer. 
E.An. Oh fignior Balthasar. either atfkfoorfifo, 

A table full of welcome,makes fcarce one dainty difo. 
"Bal Good meat fir is comon that euery churlc affords. 
Anti. And welcome more common,tor thats nothing 
but words. 

Bal, Small checte and great welcome, makes a mer- 
riefeaff. 

Anti. I, to a niggardly Hoft,and more fparing gueft: 
But though my cates be m«3ne,take them in good part, 
Better cheerc may you hauc,but not with better hart. 
But foft,my doorc is loekt; goe bid them let vs in. 
E.Dro. 7Hand,Briget,7*larian,CiJlej y GilUan , Ginn. 
S.Dro. MomejMilchorfc.Capon, Coxcombc , Idi¬ 
ot, Patch, 

Either get thee from the dore,or fit downe at the hatch : 
Doftthou coniurefor wcnchcs,that y cahi for iuchflorc, 
When one is one too many, goe get thee from the dore. 
E.Dro. What patch is made our Porter ! my Matter 
ftayes in the ftreet. 

S.Dro. Let him walke from whence he came,lctt hee 
catch cold on’s feet. 

S.Ant. Who talks within there ? hoa,open the dore. 
S.Dro. Right fir, lie tell you when , and you’ll tell 
me wherefore. 

Ant. Wherefore ? fojr my dinner: I haue not din’d to 
day. 

S.Dro. Nor to day here you mutt not come againe 
when you may. 

Anti. What art thou that keep’ftmee out from the 
howfe I owe? 

S.Dro. The Porter for this time Sir, and my i&me is 
Dromto. 

E. Dro. O viIlaine,thou haft ftolne both mine office 
and my name. 

The one nere got me credit, the other mickle blame: 

If thou hadft beene Dromio to day in my place, 


Ekter Luce. 

Luce. What a code is there Dromio ? who ate 
at the gate? 

E.Dro. Let niy Maftcr in Luce. 

Luce. Faith no, hee tomes too late, arid fo tell yen 
Mafter. 

E.Dro. O Lord I muft laugh,hauc at you with a p t0 . 
uerbe, 

Shall I fet in my ftaffc. 

Luce. Hauc at you with another, that’s when; can 
you tell? 

S.Dro. Ifthy name be called IstcofLuct thou haft an- 
fwer’d him well. 

Anti. Doeyouheare you minion, you’ll let vs in? 
hope? 

Luce. I thought to haue askt you. 

S.Dro. And you faid no. 

E.Dro. So come hclpe, well ftrooke, there wa* blow 
for blow. 

Anti. Thou baggage let me in. 

Luce . Can you tell for whofe fake? 

E.Drom. Mafter, knocke the doore hard. 

Luce. Let him knocke till it ake. 

Ant-. Y ou’ll cric for this minion , if I beat the dooit 
downe. 

Luce. What needs all that,and a paire offtocksin the 
towne? 

Enter Adriana. 

A dr. Who is that at the doorc f keeps all thisnoife; 

S.Dro. By my troth your towne is troubled with to- 
ruly boies. 

tAnti. Are you there Wife ? you might haue come 
before. 

Adri. Your wife fir knaue ? go get you from the dore, 

£. Dro. Ifyou went in paine Maftcr,this knaue weld 
goe fore. 

Angelo. Heere is neither cheerc fir, nor welcome.we 
would faine haue either. 

Baits,. In debating which was beft, wee (hall part 
with neither. 

E.Dro. They ftand at the doore, Mafter, bid them 
welcome hither. 

tAnti. There is fomething in the winde,that we can¬ 
not get in. 

E.Dro. You would fay fo Mafter, if your garments 
were thin. 

Your cake here is warmc within: you ftand here in the 
cold. 

It would make a man mad as a Bucke to be fo bought 
and fold. 

Ant. Go fetch me fomething,IIe break ope the gate. 

S.Dro. Breake any breaking here,and lie breakeyour 
knaues pate. 

E.Dro. A man may breake a word with your fir, and 
words are but winde: 

I and breake it in your face,fo he break it not behitide. 

S.Dro, It feemes thou want’d breaking,out vpon thee 
hinde. 

E.Dro. Here’s too much out vpon thee,I pray thee 1« 
me in. 

S.Dro. I,when fowles haue no fcathert,and filh haue 
no fin. 

Ant. Well, lie breake iorgo borrow ttie a crow- 

E.Dro.A crow without feather,Mafter meanc you w, 

For 
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aM,tfier’s a fowie Without afether, 

r r row help P lucft * a to ? cthcr ’ 

efo4et thee go'n, fetch me ah iron 1 Crow. 

^,/fS Hauc ddcrcnce fir, oh let it hot be f o, 

JtoovTJ'ritkm W reputotion, 


fecaufe to you vnknownc; 

And doubt not fir, but foe wilt well excu.e 
Why at this time foe Mi aremade agdnft you. 

B eml’dbyme,dfe>artinjatlence, 

And let vs fo foeTyger ill to dinner 

And about eucnmg come your felfc alone. 

To know the reafon of this ftran'ge reftraiht: 

If by firong hand you offer to bredtke iu 
Mow in the ftirring paffage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be fnidc of it; 

And that fuppofed by foe common rowt 
Aeainft your yet vngalled eftimdr/ion, 

That may with foule intrufion enter in. 

And d&cll vpon your graue when you are dead; 

For ftander hues vpon fucceflion; 

For eucr hows’d, where it gets poflefoon. 

Anti. You haue prevail’d,I will depart in quiet. 

And in defpighc of mirth meane to be merrie: 

I know a Wench of excellent difeourfe , 

Prettic andwitue; wilde, and yet too gentle; 

There will wt dine: this woman that I meane 
My wife (but I proteft without defert) 

Hath oftentimes vpbraided me withsll: 

To her will we to dinner, get you home 
And fetch the chaine, by this I know ’tis made, 

Bring it I pray you to the Porpentine, 

For there’s foe boufc: That chaine will I beftow 
(Be it for nothing but to fpight my wife) 

Vpon mine hoftell'c there, good fir make hafte: 

Since mine owne doorcs refufe to encertaine me, 
lie knocke elfe-whcre, to fee ifthey’ll dildainc me. 

A»g. He meet you at that place l'omc houre hence. 
Anti. Do fo,this ieft foall coft me l'omc expcnce. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Miana, with Antipkolus ofSiracufa. 

Inlia. And may it be that you hauc quite forgot 
A husbands office? (hall /.Intipholus 
Euen in the fpring of Loue,thy Loue-fprings rot ? 

Shall loue in buildings grow fo ruinate ? 

If you did wed my filler for her wealth. 

Then for Her wealths-fakc vfe her with more kindnefie: 
Or ifyou like elfe-where doe it by Health, 

Muffle your falfc loue with fome foew of blindndTe: 

Let not my After read it in your eye: 

Be not thy tongue thy owne foames Orator: 

Looke fyveet, fpeakefairc, become difloyaltie: 

Apparel! vifce like vertues harbengcr: 

Beare a fairc prefence,though your heart be tainted. 
Teach finne the carriage bf a holy Saint, 

Be fecret falfe: what need foe be acquainted ? 

What fimglc thicfe brags of his owne attainc ? 

’Tis dodble wrong to truant with your bed 
And let her read it in thy lookes at boord : 

Shame hath a baftard fame,well managed, 

III deeds is doubled with an euill word: 

Alas poore women, make vs not beleeue 
(Being cotopaSl of credit) that you loue vs, 


Though others haue the arme, foew vs the fleeuc: 

We in your motion turne, and you may moue vs. 

Then gentle brother get you in againe; 

Comfort my fitter, cheerc her, call her wife; 

’Tis holy fport to be a little vaine, 

When the fweet breath of flatterie conquers ftrife. 

S■ Anti. Swectc Miftris, what your name is elfc I 
know not; 

Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine: 

LcfTc in your knowledge, and your grace you foow not. 
Then our earchs wonder, more then earth diuinc. 

Teach me deere creature how to thinke and fpeake: 

Lay open to my earthie grofl'e conceit ; 

Smothred in errors, feeble,foallow,wcake, 

T he foulded meaning of your words deceit: 

Agriinft my foules pure truth,wby labour you, 

To make it wander in afi vnknownc field ? 

Are you a god ? would you create me new ? 

Transforme me then,and to your powre lie yeeld. 

But if that I am I, then well I know. 

Your weeping fitter is no wife of mine. 

Nor to her bed no homage doe I owe: 

Farre more,farrc more,to you doe I decline: 

Oh trainc me not fweet Mermaide with thy note. 

To drownc me in thy fifter fioud oftearcs: 

Sing Siren for thy felfe,and I will dote: 

Spread ore the filuer waucs thy golden haires; 

And as a bud lie take thec.and there lie: 

And in that glorious fuppofitiou thinke, 

He games by death, that hath fuch meanes to die: 

Let Loue,being light,be drowned it foe finke. 

Luc. What are you mad,that you doe r eafon fo ? 
oAr.t, Not mad,but mated,how I doe not know. 
Luc. It is a fault that fpringeth from your tie. 

Ant. For gazing on your bcames fairc fun being by. 
Luc. Gaze when you fhould, and that will cleere 
your fight. 

Ant. As good to winke fweet loue,as looke on night. 
Luc. Why call you me loue? Call my fifter fo. 

Ant. Thy fitters fitter. 

Luc. That’s my fifter. 

Ant. No; it is thy felfe,mine own*: fclfes bttter part: 
Mine eics cleere eie, my deere hearts dccrer heart • 

My foode,my fortune,and my fweet hopes aime; 

My foie earths heauen.and my heauens claime. 

Luc. All this my fifter is,or elfc fhould be. 

Ant. Call thy fclfe fitter fwcet,for I am thee f 
Thee will I loue, and with thee lead my life* 

Thou haft no husband yet,not I no wife: 

Giueme thy hand. 

Luc. Oh foft fir,hold you ftill: 
lie fetch my fitter to get her good will. Exit. 

Enter Dromio , Siracufia. 

tAnt. Why how now Dromio t whete run’ft thou fo 
faft? 

S.Dro. Doe you know rae fir? Am I Dromio ? Am I 
your man? Amlmyfelfe? 

Ant. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 
thy felfe. 

Dro. Iamanafie, I am a womans man, andbefides 
my felfe. 

Ant. What womans man ? and how befides thy 
Felfe? 

Dro. Marrie fir,befides my felfe,I am due to a woman: 
One that claimes me, one that haunts me, one that will 
hauc me. 

Ant. What 
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Anti. What claimc laies (he to thee ? 


The fymedie of Errors . 


Dro. Marry fir,fuch claime as you would lay to your 
horfc, and (he would haue me as a bcaft, not that I bee- 
tng a beaft fhe would haue me, but that (he being a ve- 
rie beaftly creature layes claime to me. 

*4nti, What is fhc 

Dro, A very reucrcnt body : Iluch a one, as a man 
may not fpeake of, without he fay fir reucrence, 1 haue 
hue leane luckc in the match, and yet is (he a wondrous 
tat marriage. 

Anti. How doft thou gieane a fat marriage ? 

Dro, Marry fir,(he’s the Kitchin wench,& al greafe, 
and I know not what vfc to put her too, but to make a 
Lampeof her, and run from her by her owne light. 1 
warrant, her ragges and the Tallow in them, will burnc 
a VoUnd Winter: If (lie hues till doomcfday,fiic’l burne 
a weeke longer then the whole World- 

Anti. What complexion is file of? 

Dro . Swart like my fhoo, but her face nothing like 
fo cleanc kept: for why? flic fvveats a man may goe o- 
uer-fhooes in the grime of it. 

Anti . That’s a fault that water will mend. 

Dro. No fir, ’cis in graine, Noahs flood could not 
doit. 

Anti. What\ her name ? 

"Dro. NeR Sir : but her name is three quarters, that’s 
an Ell and three quarters ^will not mcafure her from hip 
to hip. 

Anti. Then fhc bearcs fomc bredth ? 

Dro. No longer from head to foot, then from hippe 
to hippe: (he is fphericail, like a globe: 1 could find out 
Countries in her. 

Anti. In what part of her body (buds Ireland > 

Dro. Marry fir in her buctockes, I found it out by 
thebogges. 

Ant, Where Scotland? 

bro* I found it by the barrenneffe, hard in the palme 
ofche hand. 

Ant. Where France ? 

Dro . In her forhead, arm’d and reuerted, making 
warr<e againft her heire. 

Ant. Wiicr 9England} 

Dro. I look’d for the chalklc Cli(Fes,but I could find 
no whiteneffe inthem. But I guefle,it flood in her chin 
by the fait rheumc that ranne hecweenc France, and it. 

Ant. Where Spaine ? 

Dro. Faith I fa wit not: but I felt it hot in her breth. 

Ant. Where America, the Indies ? 

Dro. Oh fir, vpon her nofe, all ore embcllifhed with 
Rubies, Carbuncles, Sapffires, declining their richAf- 
peelto the hot breath ofSpaine, who fent whole Ar* 
madoes of Carrccls to be ballad at her nofe. 

Anti. Where flood Belgta , the Netherlands? 

Dro. Obfir, Ididnot lookefplow. To conclude, 
this drudge or Diuiner layd claime to mce, call'd mec 
Dromio, (wore I was alTurd to her, told me what priuie 
markes I had about mec, aYthe marke of my (boulder, 
the Mole in my nccke, the great Wart on my left armc, 
that 1 amaz’d ranne from her as a witch. And I thinkc^if 
my breft had not beenc made of faith, and my heart of 
flcele, (lie had transform’d me to a Curtulldog,& made 
me turnc i’th wheele. 

Anti. Go hie thee prefently. port to tberodc. 

And if the winde blow any way from (hore, 

I will not harbour in this Towne to night. 

If any Barkeput forth, come to the Mart, 




cere 


Where I will walke till thou returne to me: ' 

one knowes vs, and we know none, 

Tis time I thinke to trudge, packe.and be gone, 

^ ro ' As from a Beare a man would run for lift 

So flic I from her that would be my wife. 

Anti. There’s none but Witches do inhabite hi 
And therefore’tis hie time that I were hence: 

She that doth call me husband, eucn my foule 
Doth for a wife abhorre. But her faire filler 
Poflcft with fuch 3 gentle foueraigne grace. 

Of fuch inchanting prefence and difeourfe. 

Hath almoft made me Traitor to my lelfe: 

But leaft my felfc be guilty to felfe wrong, 

He flop mine eares againft the Mermaids fong. 

Enter uAugelo with the Chaim. 

•Ang. M r Ant if holm. 

Anti , I that’s my name. 

Ang. I know it well fir, Ioe here’s the chaine, 

I thought to haue tane you at the Porpentine, 

The chaine vnfimfli’d made me flay thus long. • 
•Anti. What is your will that 1 lhal do with this? 

•Ang. What plcafc your felfe fir: I haue madcitfo 
you. 

Anti. Made it for me fir, I befpoke it not. 
j Not once, nor twice, but twcntic times yot 

Go home with it, andpleafeyour Wifcwithall 
And foone atfuppertime lievifityou. 

And then receiue my money for the chaine,' 

Anti. I pray you fir receiue the money now. 

For feaic you ne’re fee chaine, normony more. 

Ang. You are a merry man fir, fare you well. Exit 
Am. What I (hould thinke of this, I cannot tell: 
But this 1 thinke, there’s no man isfo vaine. 

That would refufe fo faire an offer’d Chaine. 

I fee a man hecre needs not hue by fhifts, 
w hen in the flreets hemeetes fuch Golden gifts: 
lie to the Mart, and there for Dfomio flay. 

If any fhip put out, then ftraight ayvay. Exit. 


Alius Quartus. SccenaTrima. 


€nter a Merchant fioldfmith. and an Officer. 

Mar. You know fince Pcntccoft the fum is due. 
And fipcel haue not much importun’d you. 

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound * 

To Verfia , and want Gilders for my voyage: 
Therefore make prefent fatisfa&ion, 

Or lie attach you by this Officer. 

Gold . Euen iuft the fum that I do owe to you, 

Is growing to me by Antipholm, 

And in the inftant that I naec with you. 

He had ofme a Chaine, at Hue a clocke 
I (hall receiue the money for the fame: 

Plealech you walke with me downe to his houfe, 

I will difeharge my bond, and thankc you too. 

Enter oAutipholou EphefDromio fronu the CMrtixaUtt. 
Off *-That labour may you faue; See where he ca nes. 
•Ant. While I go to theGoldfimths houfe, go chou 

And 


T^dbuTaropes^nd, that wiU I beSow 
Among my Wife, and their confederates. 




: monie: 


Among my wuc,--: * 

For locking me out of my doores by day : 

But foft I fee the Goldfinith; get thee gone, 

Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

Drt. I buy a thoufand pound a yeare, I buy a rope. 
V 1 Exit Dromto 

Efh.Jnt. A man is well holpe vp that trufts to you, 
I promifed your prefence, and the Chaine, 
Butneither.Chaine nor Goldfmith came to me: 

Belike you thought our loue would laft too long 
Ifit were chain’d together: and therefore came not. 

Cold. Sauing your merrie humor: here’s the note 
How much your Chaine weighs to the vtmoft chare#* 
The finenefle ofche Gold, and chargefull fafhion. 
Which doth amount to three odde Duckets mote 
Then I ftand debted to this Gentleman, 

I pray you lee him prefently diicharg’d, 

For he is bound to Sea, and ftayes b ut for it. 

Anti. I am not fumifh’d with the prelent 
Befides I haue fomebufinefle in the towne. 

Good Signior take the ftranger tomy houfe, 

And with you take the Chaine,and bid my wife 
Disburle the fumme, on the rcceit thereof, 
perchance I will be there as foone as you. 

Gold. Then you will bring the Chaine to her your 
felfe. 

Anti. No beare it with you, leaft I come not time e- 
nough. 

Gold. Well fir, I will? Haue you the Chaine about 
you? 

tAnt. And if I haue not fir, I hope you haue: 

Or elfe you may returne without your money. 

Gold. Nay come I pray you fir, giue me the Chaine : 
Both winde and tide ftayes for this Gentleman, 

And I too blame haue held him hecre too long. 

lAnti. Good Lord, you vfe this dallianceto cxcufe 
Your breach of promife to the Porpentine, 

Ijfliould haue chid you for not bringing it. 

But like a fhrew you firft begin to brawle. 

Mar. The houre fteale* on, Iprayyoufirdifpatch. 
Cold. You hearc how he importunes mc,the Chaine. 
Ant. Wh y giue it tomy wife, and fetch your many. 
Gold. Come,comc,you know I gaue it you cuen now': 
Eitherfend the Chaine, orlcnd me by fome token. 

tAnt. Fie, now you run this humor out ofbreath. 
Come where’s the Chaine, I pray you let me fee it. 

CMar. My bufinefle cannot brookc this dalliance, 
Good fir fay, whe’r you’l anfwcr me, or no: 

If not, Ileleauehim to theOfficer. 

Ant. I anfwcr you ? What fhould I anfwcr you. 

Gold. The monie that you owe me for the Chaine. 
Ant. I owe you none, till I receiue the Chaine. 

Gold. You know I gaue it you halfean houre fince. 
Ant. You gaue me none, you wrong mec much to 
fay fo. 

Qold. You wrong me more fir in denying it. 

Confider how it ftands vpon my credit. 

Mar. Well Officer, arreft him at my fuite. 

Off,. I do, and charge you in the Dukes name to o- 
beyine. 

> Gold. This touches me in reputation. 

Either confent to pay this fum for me. 

Or I attach you by this Officer. 

Am. Confent to pay thee that I neuer had: 

| Afreftme foolifh fellow if thoudar’ft. 


Gold. Heerc is thy fee, arreft him Officer. 

I would not fparc my brother in this cafe. 

If he fhould fcorne me fo apparantly. 

Gffiic. I do arreft you fir, you hearc the finite. 

Ant. I do obey thee, til! I giue thee baile. 

But firrah, you fhall buy this fport as deere. 

As all the mettall in your fhop will anfwcr. 

Gold. Sir,fir, I fhall haue Law in Epheftu , 

To your notorious fhame, I doubt it not. 

Enter Drontio Sira, from the Bay, 

'Dro. Mafter, there’s a Barke of Epidaminm , 

That ftaies but till her Owner comes aboord. 

And then fir fhe beares away. Our fraughtage fir, 

I haue conuei’d aboord, and I haue bought ° 
TheOyle, the Balfamum, and Aqua-vitae. 

The fhip is in her trim, the merrie winde 
Blowes faire from land : they flay for nought at all 
But for their Owner, Mafter,and your felfe. 

^».How now? a Madman? Why thou peeuiffi fheen 
What (hip of Epidaminm ftaies forme. P 

S.Dro. A fhip you fent me too, to hicr wafrage. 
Ant. Thou drunken flaue, I fent thee for a rope. 

And told thee to what purpofe,and what end, 

S.Dro. Yon fent me for a ropes end as foone. 

You fent me to the Bay fir, for a Barke. 

Ant. I will debate this matter at more leifure 

And teach your eares to lift me with more heede: 

To tAdriana Villaine hie thee ftraight: 

Giue her this key, and tell her in the Deske 
That’s couer’d o’re withTurkiffi Tapiftrie, 

There is a purfe of Duckets, let her fend it: 

Tell her, I am arrefted in the ftrecte, 

And that (hall baile me: hie thee flaue, be gone. 

On Officer to prifon, till it come. Exeunt 

S. Dromio. To osfdriana,that is where we din’d 
Where Dowfabell did claime me for her husband * 

She is teobigge I hope for me to compaffe. 

Thither I muft, although againft my will: 
Forferuantsmuft their Maftersmindes fulfill. Exit 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr, Ah Luciana , did he tempt thee fo i 
Might ft thou pcrceiue aufteerely in his eie, 

That he did plead in earned, yea or no: 

Look d he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 

What obferuation mad’ft thou in this cafe i 
Oh, his hearts Meteors tilting in his face. 

Luc. Firft he deni’deyoijii^adinhimnoright. 

Adr. He meant he did roe hone: the more my (pight 
Luc. Then fwore he tharhe was a ftranger heerc. 

Adr. And true he fwore, though yet forfwomchee 
were. 

Luc. Then pleaded I forybu. 

Adr. And what faid he hj 
Luc. 1 hat loue I begg’cj&r you, he begg’d ofme. 
Adr. With whatperfwsrfion did he tempt thy loue ? 
Lw.With words, that in an honeft fujt might mouc! 
ritftjhe didpraifemy beautie, then my (pecch. 

Adr. Did’ft fpeake him faire ? 

Luc. Haue patience I befecch. 

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not hold roe ftill. 

My tongue, though not my heart, (hall haue his will. 

He is deformed, crooked, old, and fere, 

Ill-fac’d, worfe bodied, fbapeleffc euery where: 

Vicious, vngentle, fooliffi, blunt, vnktnde. 
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The fomedie of Errors. 


Stigmaticall in making w orfe in minde, 

Luc. Who would be iealous then of fuch a one ? 

No euill loft is wail’d,when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah but I thinke him better then I fay: 

And yet would herein others eies were worfe: 

Farre from her neft the Lapwing cries away; 

My heart praies for him,though my tongue doe curfc. 

Enter S.Dromio. 

Dro. Here goc: the deske,the purfc.fweetnow make 
hafte. 

Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath? 

S.Dra. By running faft. 

Air. Where is thy Mafter Dromia ? Is he well ? 
S.Dro. No, he’s in Tartar limbo, worfe then hell: 

A diuell in an euerlafting garment hath him; 

On vvhofchard heart is button’d ?p with ftcelc: 

A Feind,aFairie,pittilefie and ruffe: 

A Wolfe,nay worfe, a fellow all in buffc: 

A back friend,a fhoulder-clapper, one that countcrmads 
The paffages of allies,creekes,and narrow lands: 

A hound that runs Countrr.and yet draws drifoot well, 
One that before the Iudgmct carries poore foulcs to hel. 
Adr. Why man,what is the matter ? 

S.Dro. I doe not know the matter, hce is refiedon 
the cafe. 

Adr. What is he arrefted?tell me at whole fuite? 
S.Dro. I know not at whofe fuite he is arefted well; 
but is in a fuite of buffc which refted him,that can I tell, 
will you fend him Miftris redemption, the tuonie m 
his deske. 

Adr. Go fetch it Sifter: this I wonder at. 

Exit LlKtlViA. 

Thus he vnknowne to me (hould be in debt: 

Tell me,was he arefted on a band? 

S.Dro. Not on a band,but on a ftronger thing: 

A chainc,a chaine, doe you not here it ring. 

Adrsa. What,the chaine ? 

S.Dro. No,no,the bell, 'tis time that I were gone : 

It was two ere I left him,and now the clocke ftrikes one. 
Adr. The houres come backe, that did I neuer here. 
S.Dro. Ohyes,ifany houte meetc a Serieant,a turnes 
backe for veric fcare. 

Adri. As if time were in debt: how fondly do’ft thou 
reafon? 

S.Dre.Timc is a verie bankerout,and owes more then 
he’s worth to feafon. 

Nay .he’s a theefe too: haue you not heard men fay. 

That time comes dealing cn.by night and day? 

If I be in debt and thcft,and a Serieant in the way. 

Hath he not reafon to turne backe an houre in a day? 

Enter Luciano. 

Adr. Go Drontio, there's the monie,beare it ftraight. 
And bring thy Mafter hojmiftjmcdiatcly. 

Come lifter, I am p reft dovflfc with.conccit : 

Conceit,my comfort and myWiurie. Exit. 

Enter Antipholm Siracupa. 

There’s not a man I meetc but doth faluterae 
As if I were their well acquainted friend. 

And eucrieonc doth call me by my name: 

Some tender monie to me, fome inuite me ; 

Some other giue roethankes for kindneffes; 

Some offer me Commodities to buy, 

Euen now a tailor cal’d me in his Ihop, 


And (how’d me Silkes that he had bought forme 
And therewithal! tooke tneafure ofmy body. 5 
Sure thefe arebutimaginarie Wiles, 

And Upland Sorcerers inhabitehcrc. 

Enter Drtmie.Sir. 

S.Dro. Mafter,here’s the gold you fent me for ilwhat 
haue you got the picture of old Adamnevt appavel’d? ” 

*Ant. What gold is this? What %Adam d*’ft th 0 » 
mcane? u 

S.Dro . Not that Adam that kept the Paradife : but 
that Adam that keepcs the prifonj hcethat goes inthe 
calues-skin, that was kil’d for the Prodigall: hec that 
came behinde you firjike an euill angel,and bidyoufor. 
fake your libertie. 

Ant. I rnderftand thee not, 

S.Dro. No?why’tisaplainecafe: he thatwentlike 
aBafe-Violeinacafeofleather; the man fir, that when 
gentlemen are tired giues them a fob, and refls them: 
he fir,that takes pittie on decaied men, and giues them 
fuites of durance: he that fets vp his reft to doe more ex¬ 
ploits with his Mace,then a Moris Pike. 

oAnt. What thou mean’ft an officer? 

S.Dro. 1 fir,thc Serieant of the Band : hethatbrings 
any man to anlwer it that breakes his Band: one that 
thinkes a man alwaies going to bed, and faies.God giue 
you good reft. 

Ant. Well fir,there reft in your fooleric: 

Is there any Ihips puts forth to night? may we be gone? 

S.Dro Why fir,) brought you word an houre fince, 
that the Batke Expedition put forth to night, and then 
were you hindred by the Serieant to tarry for the Hvj 
Delay : Here are tbc angels that you fent for to ddiuer 
you. 

Ant. The fellow is diftra£l,and fo am I, 

And here we wander in illufions: 

Somc blcflcd power ddiuer vs from hence. 


Enter a Curt icon. 

Cur. Well met,well met, Mafter tAntipbolsu : 

I fee fir you haue found the Gold«fmith now: 

Is that the chaine you promis'd me to day. 

Ant. Sathan auoide,I charge thee tempt me not.t 

S.Dro. Mafter,is this Miftris Sathan} 

Ant. It is the diuell. 

S.Dro. Nay,flic is worfe,flie is the diuels dam: 

And here flie comes in the habit of a light wench, and 
thereof comes,that the wenches fay God dam me,That’s 
as much to fay, God make me a light wench: It is writ* 
ten,they appease to men like angels of light, light is an 
effeft of fire,and fire will burner ergo,light wenches will 
burnc.come not necre her. 

Cur. Your man and you are raaruailous merrie fir. 
Will you goc with me,wee’ll mend our dinner here ? 

S.Dro. Mafter,if do «pe& fpoon-meate, or belpeake 
along fpoone. 

Ant. Why Dromio ? 

S.Dro. Marrie he muft haue a long fpoone that mud 
cate with the diuell. 

Ant. Auoid then fiend, what tei’ft thou me of fup* 
Thou art,as you are all a forcerefle: (ping f 

I coniure thee to leaue me,and be gon. 

Cur. Giue me the ring of mine you had at dinner. 

Or for my Diamond theChaineyou promis'd. 

And lie be gone fir,and not trouble you. 

S.Dra. Some diuels askc but the parings of ones naile, 

a 
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-^THTThaireT* drop of blood, ajdn, a nut, a cherrie- 
(lone: but fhe more couetous, woldI haue a ‘ ha, » c : Ma¬ 
lt be wife, and if you giue it her, the diuell will (hake 

S.Dro. Flie pride faies the Pea-cocke, Miftris that 
k w i*xit • 

^ oW out of doubt Antipholtts is niad, 

Elfe would he neuer fo dcmcanc himlclfe, 

A Ring he hath of mine worth tortie Duckets, 

And for the fame he promis’d me a Chaine, 

Both one and other he denies me now : 

The reafon that I gather he is mad, 

Befides this prefent inftance ofhis rage. 

Is a mad tale he told to day at dinner, 

Ofhis owne dooresbeing (hut againft his entrance. 
Belike his wife acquainted with his fits. 

On purpofe (hut the dootes againft his way: 

My way is now to hie home to his houfc, 

And tell his wife, that being Lunaticke, 

Herufti'd into my houfe, and tooke perforce 
My Ring away. This courfc I fitted choofe. 

For fortie Duckets is too much to loofe. 

Enter Antiphohu Ephef. with a latlor. 

An. Feare me not man, I will not breake away, 
lie giue thee ere I leaue thee fo much money 
To warrant thee as I am refted for. 

My wife is in a wayward moodeto day. 

And will not lightly truft the Meffcngcr, 

That I (hould be attach’d in Epheftu, 

I tell you ’twill found harfhly in her cares. 

s . ' I ■. * ,t 

Enter Dromio Epb.with a ropA end. 

Heere comes my Man, I thinke he brings the monie. 
How now fir? Haue you that I fent you tor ? 

E.Dro. Here’s that I warrant you will pay them all. 

Anti. But where’s the Money ? 

E. Dro. Why fir, I gaue the Monie for the Rope. 

Ant. Fiue hundred Duckets villaine for a rope? 

E. Dro. lie ferue you fir fiue hundred at the rate. 

Ant . To what end did I bid thee hie thee homes' 

E.Dro. To a ropes end fir, and to that end am Ire* 
turn’d. 

Ant. And to that end fir, I will welcome you. 

Ojfi. Good fir be patient. 

E. Dro. Nay ’tis for meto be patient, I am in aduer- 
fitie. 

Ofi. Good now hold thy tongue. 

E.Dro. Nay, rather perfwadc him to hold his hands. 
Anti- Thou whorefon fenfeleffe Villaine. 

E.Dro. I would I were fenfeleffe-fir, that I might 
not feelc yonr biowes. 

eAnti. Thou art fenfible in nothing but bio wes,and 
foisanAffe. 

E. Dro. I am an Affe indeede, you may prooue it by 
my long earcs. I haue ferued him from the houre of my 
Natiuitie tothisinftant, and haue nothing at hi* hands 
fotmy feruice but blewcs. When I am cold, he heates 
me with beating: when I am warme.he codes me with 
beating: I am wak’d with it when Ifleepe, rais’d with 
it when I fit, driuen out of doores with it when I goc 
rom home, welcom'd home with it when I returne,nay 


1 beareit on my fhoulders, as abegger woont her brat 
and I thinke when he hath lam’d me, Ifhall beggewith 
it from doore to doore. 

Enter tAdrima, Luciana, Courtixan i and aSchoole- 
mafier, calld Pinch. 

tAnt. Come goc along, my wife is comming yon¬ 
der. 

E.Dro . Miftris refpicefiucm, refpeft your end, or ra¬ 
ther the prophefic like the Parrat,bcware the ropes end. 

Anti. Vy ilt thou ftill talke? Beats Dro. 

Curt. How fay you now? Is not your husband mad ? 

Adri. His inciuility confirmes no leffe: 

Good Doctor Pinch, you are a Coniurcr, 

Eftabiifh him in his true fence againe. 

And I will ple3feyou what you will demand. 

Luc* Alas how fiery, and how fharpe he lookes- 

Cur. Marke,how he trembles in his extaiie. 

Pmch. Giue me your hand, and let mcc fecle your 
pulfe. 

tAnt. There is my hand, and let it fcelc your eare. 

Pinch. I charge thee Sathan,hous’d within this man, 
Toyceld pofleffion to my holie praiers. 

And to thy ftate of darkneffe hie thee ftraight, 

I coniure thee by all tl\c Saints in heauen. 

Anti. Peace doting wizard, peace ; I am not mad. 

Adr. Oh that thou w^r’t not, poore diftrefled Joule. 

Anti. You Minion yoH, are thefe your Cuftomeis? 
Did this Companion with the faffron face 
Reuell and feaft it at my houfe to day, 

Whil’ft vpon me the guiltie doores were ffiut. 

And I denied to enter in my houfe. 

Adr.Q husband,God doth know you din’d at home 
Where would you had remain’d vntill this time. 

Free from thefe danders, and this open fhamc. 

Anti. Din’d at home ? Thou Villaine, what fayeft 
thou f 

Dro. Sir footh to fay, you did not dine at home. 

Ant. Were not my doores locktvp, andlfiiucout? 

Dro. Pcrdie, your doores were loekt, andyouflm?’ 
out. 

Anti. And did not fhe her felfc reuile me there ? 

Dro. Sans Fable, flie her felfe reuil’d you there. 

Anti. Did not her Kitchen maideraile, taunt, and 
fcorne me ? 

Dro. Certie die did, the kitehin vcftall fcorn’d you. 

Ant, And did not I in rage depart from thence ? 

Dro. In veritic you did, my bones bcares witndTe, 
That fince haue felt the vigor of his rape. 

Adr. Is’t good to footh him in thefe crontraries? 

Pinch. It is no fhame, the fellow finds his vaine, 

And ycelding to him, humors well his frenfie. 

Ant. Thou baft fubborn’d'theGoidfmith to arreft 
mee. 

Adr. Alas, I fcntyouMometoredcemeyou, 

By Dromio heere, who came in haft for it. 

Dro. Monie by me? Heart and good will you might, 
But iurely Mafter not a ragge of Monie. 

Ant. Wentftnot thou toher fora purfc of Duckets. 

Adri. He came to me, and I deliuer’d it. 

Luci. And I am witnefle with her that fhe did.- 

Dro. God and the Rope-maker beare me witnefie, 
That I was fent for nothing but a rope. 

Pinch. Miftris, both Man and Mafter is pofleft, 

I know it by their pale and deadly lookes, : - 

___ They 
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They muft be bound and laidc in f 0 mc darke roomc. 

uint .Say wherefore did ft thou locke me forth to day, 
And why doft thou denie the bagge of gold? 

jidr . I did not gentle husband locke thee forth* 
Dro. And gentle M r I rccciud no gold : 

But I cbnfcfle lir, that we were lock’d out# 

Adr. Diflembling Villain, thou fpcak’ft falfe in both 
Ant. Diflembling harlot, thou art falfe in all. 

And art confederate with a damned packc, 

To make a loathfome abie£l fcorneof me : 

But with thefe nailes, lie pluckc out thele falfe eyes. 
That would behold in me this fhamefull fport. 

Enter three or foure, and offer to binde bint: 
Heefiriues. 

Adr. Oh binde him, binde him, let him not come 
necre me. 

ftneb.Move company, the fiend isftrong within him 
Luc. Aye me poore man, how pale and wan he looks. 
Ant. What will you murthcr me, thou Tailor thou ? 
I am thy prifoner, wilt thou fuffer them to make a ref- 
cue? 

Offi . Matters let him go: he is my prifoner, and you 
(hall not hauc him. 

finch. Go binde this man, for he is franticke too. 
*Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peeuifh Officer ? 
Haft thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and difplcafurc ro himfelfe? 

Offi. He is my prifoner, if I let him go. 

The debt he owes will be requir’d of me. 

Adr. I will difeharge thee ere I go from thee. 

Scare me forthwith vnto his Creditor, 

And knowing how the debt growes I will pay it. 

Good Mafter Doctor fee him fafe conuey’d 
Home to my houfe, oh moll vnhappy day. 
isfnt. Oh moft vnhappie {Trumpet. 

CDro. Mafter, I am hecrc entree! in.bond for you. 

Ant. Out on thee Viilaine, wherefore doft thoumad 
mcc ? 

Dro. Will you be bound for nothing, be mad good 
Mafter, cry the diueli. 

Luc. God hclpe poore foulcs, howidlely doc they 

talke# 

Adr # Go beare him hence, lifter go you with me: 

Say now, whole fuitc Uhe arrefted at ? 

Exeunt. Manet Offic. Luci.Courtiz.an 

Off • One dAngelo a Goldfmith, do you know him? 
Adr. I know the man : what is the fumme he owes ? 
Off. Two hundred Duckets. 

Adr. Say, how growes it due. 

Off. Due for a Chaine your husband had of him. 

Adr* He did befpeake a Chain for mc,but had it not. 
Cur. When as your husband all in rage to day J 
Came to my houfe, and tooke away my Bing,. 

The Ring I faw vpon his finger now. 

Straight after did I mcete him with a Chaine# 1 
Adr. 11 may be fo, but I did neuer fee it. 

Come lailor,bring me where the Goldfmith is, 

I long to know.thc truth hecreofat large. j 7 

,1 ..isV/-.ivK 

Enter Ant if bolus Siracufta with his Rafter dr awn e , 
and Dromto Sirac. * .. \ 

‘ > .nV\ 

Luc. God for thy mercy, they are loofe agauie*r ' 
^r# And come with naked fwords, \ 

Let s cali more helpc to hauc them bouad againe. 

unneallout . 1 


The fomedie of Errors. 


Off. Away, they’1 kill vs. 

■ ^ , Exeuntomnes,atfafi Mmn y fc .- j 

S. I fee thefe Wiiche* are affraid offao j ' 

S. Dro. She that would be your wife, now ranfron, 

xAnt. Come to the Centaur, fetch our ftuff- r 
thence: Iro ® 

I long that we were fafe and found aboord. 

Dro. Faith (lay heere this night, they will furclyd 
vs no harme: you faw they fpeake vs fairc,giue v s .T i° 
me thinkes they arc fuch a gentle Nation, that but f • 
theMountaincofmad flefli thatclaimes manage of nT 
Icoujdfindeinmy heart today hcerc dill, and tutnc 

A»t. I will not day to night for all theTowne 
Therefore away, to get our duffe aboord. Exeunt 


ABus Quintus. Scma Trim a. 


Enter the Merchant and the Goldfmith. 

Gold. I am forry Sir that I haue hindred you. 

But I proted he had the Chaine ofme. 

Though mod difhoneftly he doth denie ic. 

Mar. How is the man edeem’d heere in the Citie? 
Gold. Of very reuerent reputation fir. 

Of credit infinite, highly belou’d. 

Second to none that liues heere in the Citic: - 

His word might beare my wealth at any t me. 

(-Mar. Spcake loftly,yonder as 1 thmke he walker 

Enter Antipholm andDromio againe. 

Gold. '7 is fo: and that felfe chaine about his neck 
Which he forfwore mod mondroufly to haue. 

Good fir draw neerc to me, lie fpeake to him;: 
Signior Antipholm, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this fhame and trouble. 
And not without fotiie fcandall to your lelfe. 

With circumdance and oaths, fo to denie 
This Chaine, which now you weare fo openly. 

Befide the charge, the ftiame, imprifonmentj' 

You haue done wrong to this my honed friend. 

Who but for daying on our Controuerfie, 

Had hoided faile, and put to fea to day: 

This Chaine you had of me, can you deny it? 

Ant. I thmke I had, I neuer did deny it. 7 

Mar. Yej that you did fir,and forfwore it too. 

Ant. Who heard me to denie it or forfweare it ? 
Mar.Thefe eares of mine thou knowd didhearthee: 
Fie on thee wretch, ’tis pitty that thou liu’ft 
To walke where any honed men cefort. 

Ant. Thou art a Villaine to impeach me thus, 

lie proue mine honor, and mine honedie 

Againd thee pfcfenrly, ifthoudar.’ftftand: ! v7 
Mar. I dare and do defie thee for a villaine. ' 

; Jisiioo . vr.rnuov ■n'.-tii 77/. ns .tt- ; 

Thtpdraw. Enter Adriana,Luciaxa.^ Courtcxaat,& others, 
Adr. Hold,- Kurt him not for God fake, he.is mad, 
Some get within hln»i take his fwordaway iv:i\ y . 
Binde Drotnio too, and beare them to my houle. 

‘ tnafter run, for Gods fake take a houfe, 

Tbitii fome Priorie, in,or we are fpoyl’d. I r^ii- 

rj.'dw :ic- :orf b’ Exeunttotht JW»*' 

Entir 


The Qomedie of Errors . 



Enter Ladie Abbeffe. 

Ab Be quiet people, wherefore throng you hither ? 
Adr. To fetch my poore didrafted husband hence. 
Let vs come in, that we may biftde him fad, 

And beare him home for his rccouerie. 

Gold, I knew he was not in his perfect wits. 

Mar. I am forty now that I did draw on him. 

Ab. How long hath this poflcflfion held the man. 
Adr. This weeke he hath beene heauie, lower lad, 
And much different from the man he was: 

Bat till this afternoone his paffion 
Ne’re brake into extremity of rage. 

Jb. Hath he not lod much wealth by wrack of fea. 
Buried fome deerc friend, hach not clfe his eye 
Stray’d his affe&ion in vnlawfull loue, 

A (inne preuailing much in youthfiill men. 

Who giue their eics the liberty of gazing. 

Which of thefe forrowes is he lubiedt too t 
Adr. To none of thefe, except it be the lad. 

Namely, feme loue that drew him oft from home. 

Jb. You fliouid for that hauc reprehended him. 
Adr. Why fo I did. 

Ab. I but not rough enough. 

Adr. As roughly as my modcdic would let me. 

Ab. Haply in priuate. 

Adr. And in adcmblies too. 

Ab. I, but not enough. 

Adr. It was the copie of our Conference. 

In bed he flepe not for my vrging it, 

At boord be fed not for my vrging it: 

Alone, it was the fubiedl of my Theamc: 

In company I often glanced it: 

Still did I tell him, it was vilde and bad. 

Ab, And thereofcame it, that the man was mad. 

The venome clamors of a icalous woman, 

Poifons more deadly then a mad dogges tooth. 

It feemes his deeper were hindred by thy railing. 

And thereof comes it that his head is light. 

Thou laid his meate was fawe’d with thy vpbraidings, 
Vnquiet meales make ill digedions. 

Thereof the raging fire of feauer bred, 

And what’s a Feauer,but a fit of madneffe? 

Thou fayed his fporrs were hindred by thyjaralles. 

Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth cnfuc 
But moodie anddull melancholly, 

Kinfman to grim and comfortlcfledifpaire. 

And at her heeles a huge infectious troope 
Ofpale didemperatures ,and foes to life ? 

In food, in fport, and life-preferuing reft 
To be didurb’d, would mad or man, or bead: 

The confcquence is then, thy iealous fits 
Hath fear’d thy husband from the ?fe of wits. 

Lac. She neuer reprehended himbutrfiildely. 

When he demean’d himfeife,rough,rude,and wildly, 

Why beare you thefe rebukes, and anfwer not? 

Adri. She did betray me to my owne reproofc. 

Good people enter,and lay hold on him. 

Ab. No, not a creature enters in my houfe. 

Ad. Then let your feruants bring my husband forth 
: h et0 °k c this place for fan&uary, 
Tinu ^ pduiledge him from your hands, 

I ill I haue brought him to his wits againe. 

Or loofe my labour in adaying it. 

Adr. I will attend my husband,bc his nurfe, 


i Diet his ficknefle, for it is my Office, 

i And will haue no atturncy but my felfe. 

And therefore let me haue him home with mtf.' 

Ab. Be patient, for I will not let him ftirre. 

Till I hauc vs’d the approoued meanes I haue, 

With wholfome firrups, drugges,and holy prayers 
To make of him a formall man againe: 

It is a branch and parccll of mine oath, 

A charitable dutie of my order, 

Therefore depart, and leaue him heere with me. 

Adr. I will not hence, and leaue my husband heere: 
And ill it doth befeeme your holineflc 
To feparate the husband and the wife. 

Ab. Be quiet and depart, thou /halt not haue him. * 
Luc. Complaine vnto the Duke of this indignity. 
Adr. Come go, I will fall proftrate at hi» feete. 

And neuer rife vntill my tearea and prayers 
Haue won his grace to come in perfon hither. 

And take perforce my husband from the Abbcfle. 

Mar. By this I thinke the Dial! points at fiuc: 

Anon l’mc fare the Duke himfelfe in perfon 
Comes this way to the melanchollv vale ; 

The place ofdepth, and forrie execution, 

Behinde the ditches of the Abbey heere. 

Gold. Vpon what caufe? 

Mar. To fee a reuerent Siracnfan Merchant, 

Who put vnluckily into this Bay 
Againft the Lawcs and Statutes of this Towne, 
Beheaded publikely for his offence. 

Gold. See where they come,we vvil behold his death 
Luc. Kneele to the Duke before he pafie the Abbey.' 

Enter the Duke of Fphefm,andthe Merchant of Siraettfe 
bare head, with the Neadfman , & other 
Officers. 

Duke. Yet once againe proclaimed publikely, 

Ifany friend will pay the fumme for him. 

He fhnll not die, fo much we tender him. 

Adr. Iufticcmoft facredDukeagainft the Abbcffe. 
Duke. She is a vertuous and a reuerend Lady, 

It cannot be that fhe hath done thet wrong, 
yldrM.zy i t plcafeyour Grace, Antipholtu my husbacJ, 
Who I made Lord of me, and all r had. 

At your important Letters this ill day, 

A moft outragious fit of madneffe tooke him: 

That defp rately he hurried through the ftreet j. 

With him his bondman, all as tnad as hi, 

Doing dilpleafurc to the Citizens, 

By rulhing in their houfes : bearing thence 
Rings, lewcls, any thing his ragi did like. 

Once^lid I get him bound, and fent him home, 

Whil ft to take order for the wrongs I went. 

That heere and there his furie had committed, 

Anon I wot not, by what ftrong efcape 
He broke from thofc that had the guard ofhim. 

And with his mad attendant and himfelfe. 

Each one with ircfull paffion, with drawne fwordi 
Met vs againe, and madly bent on vs 
Chac d vs away: till railing of more aide 
We came againe to binde them: then they fied 
Into this Abbey, whether wepurfu’d them, 

And heere the Abbeffc (huts the gates on ts. 

And will not fuffer vs to fetch him out, 

\ Nor fend him forth, that we may beare him hence. 
_ I _ Therefore j 
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The Qomedie of Errors, 


Therefore moft gracious Duke with thy command, 

Let him be brought forth,and borne hence for hclpe. 

Duke, Long fince thy husband icru’d me in my wars 
And I to thee ingag’d a Princes word. 

When thou didtt make him Matter of thy bed, 

To do him all the grace and good i could. 

Go fomeofyou,knocke at the Abbey gate. 

And bid the Lady Abbeflc come to me : 

I will determine tins before l ttirre. 

Enter a Afejfcngcv. 

Oh Miftris,Miftris, (Lift and lauc your fclfc. 

My Matter and his man are both broke loofe, 

Beaten the M aids a-row, and bound the Doctor, 
Whofe beard they haue findg*d off with brands of fire. 
And cuer as it blaz’d, they threw on him 
Great pailes of puddled myre to quench the haire; 

My M 1 preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with Cizers nickcs him like a foolc : 

And fure (vnlefle you fend fomc preient hclpe) 
Betweene them they will kill the Coniurcr. 

j4dr. Peace foolc, thy Matter and his man arc here. 
And that is falfe thou doft report to vs. 

Trleff. Miftris, vpon my life I tel you true, 

I haue not breath’d almolt fince I did fee it. 

He cries for you, and vowes if he can take you, 

To fcorch your face, and to disfigure you : 

Cry within, 

Harke,harke, I hearc him Miftris: flic, be gone. 

Dufy. Come ftand by mc,fcarc nothing: guard with 
Halberds. 

sldr. Ay me, it is my husband : witnefle you. 

That he is borne about inuifible, 

Eucn now we hous’d him in the Abbey hccrc. 

And now he’s there, paft thought of humane reafon. 


Enter zAnttyholiu and E.Dromio ofEpbefpu. 


(ftice. 


E.Ant. Iufticc moft gracious Duke,oh grant me iu- 
Euen for the fcruicethat long fince I did thee. 

When I bedrid thee in the warres, and tookc 
Deepe fearres to fine thy life; eucn for the blood 
That then I loft for thee,now grant me iuftice. 

C JM.ar.Fat, Vnlefle the fearc of death doth make me 
d ote, I fee my fonne Antiphslits and Dromio. 

£.>4»r.Iuftice(fvvcet Prince)againft Woman there: 
She whom t'noti gau’ft to me to be my wife ; 

That hath abufed and difnonored me, 

Euen in the ftrength and height ofiniurie: 

Beyond imagination is the wrong 

That fhc this day hath fhamelefle throwne on me. 

2 )ukf. Difcouerhow,and thou fhaltfindcmeiuft. 
E.Ant. This day (grearDukc) fhcfhuc thedoores 
vpon me. 

While fhc with Harlots feafted in my houfe. 

Duke. A grecuous fault: fay woman,didft thou fo ? 
Adr. No my good Lord. My felfe,he,and my fiftcr, 
To day did dine together: fo befall my foule. 

As this is falfe he burthens me withall. 

Lw. Nere may 1 looke on day,nor fleepe on night. 
But (lie tcls to your Hi ghnefl'e Ample truth. 

Gold. O periur’d woman! They are both forfworne. 
In this the Madman iuftly chargeth them. 

E,Ant. My Liege, I am aduifed what I fay. 

Neither difturbed with the effe&of Wine, 

Nor headie-rafh prouoak’d with raging ire. 

Albeit my wrongs might make one wifer road. 


This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner* 
Tha: Goldfmith there, were he sot pack’d with her 
Could witnefle it: for he was with me then. 

Who parted with me to go fetch a Chainc, 

Promifing to bring it to thePorpcntine, 

Where Balthafar and I did dine together. 

Our dinner done, and he not comming thither, 

I went to feeke him. In the ftreet I met him. 

And in his companic that Gentleman. 

There did this periur’d Goldfmith fweare me downe 
That I this day ofhim receiu’d the Chaine, 

Which God heknowes, I fawnot. For the which 
He did arreft me with an Officer. 

I did obey, and fent my Pefant home 
For certaine Duckets: he with none return’d. 

Then faircly I befpoke the Officer 
To go in perfon with me to my houfe. 

By'th’way, we met my wife,her fiftcr,and a rabble more 
Of vilde Confederates: Along with them 
They brought one Pinch, a hungry leane.fac’d Villaine 
A meere Anatomic, a Mountebankc, 

A thred bare Iugler, and a Fortune-teller, 

A needy-hollow-ey’d-ftiarpc-looking-wretch; 
Aliuing dead man. This pernicious flauc, 

Forfooth tooke on him as a Coniurer: 

And gazing in mine eyes, feeling mypulfc. 

And with no-face (as ’twere) out-facing me, 

Cries out, I was pofleft. Then altogether 
They fell vpon me, bound me, bore me thence, 

And in a darke and dankifh vault at home 
There left me and my man, both bound together. 

Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds in funder, 

I gain’d my frccdomc; and immediately 
Ran hethcr to your Grace, whom 1 befeech 
To giue me ample fatisfa&ion 
For thefe deepe fhames, and great indignities. 

Gold. My Lord, in truth, thus far I witnes with him; 
That he din’d not at home, but was lock’d out. 

‘Duke. But had he fuch a Chaine of thee,or no ? 
Gold. He had my Lord,and when he ran inhecrc, 
Thefepeople faw the Chainc about his necke. 

Mar . Befides,I will be fworne thefe cares of mine, 
Heard you confefle you had the Chaine ofhim. 

After you firft forfworc it on the Mart, 

And thereupon I drew my fword on you: 

And then you fled into this Abbey heere. 

From whence I thinkc^ou arc come by Miracle. 

E.\Ant. I neuercamc within thefe Abbey wals, 
Nor euer didft thou draw thy fword on me: 

I ncuer faw the Chaine, fo hclpe mchcauen: 

And this is falfe you burthen me withall. 

Duke. Why what an intricate impeach is this ? 

I thinkc you all haue drunke of Circes cup: 

If heere you hous’d him, heere he would haue bin. 
if he were mad, he would not pleade fo coldly : 

You fay he din’d at home, the Goldfmith heere 
Denies that faying. Sirra, what fay you? 

E.Dro. Sir hedin’de withher there,at thcPorptn* 
tine. 

Car. He did, and from my finger fnacht that Ring. 
8 . Anti. Tis true (my Liege) this Ring 1 had of her. 
Duke. Savv’ft thou him enter at the Abbey heere ? 

Curt. As fure (my Liege) as I do fee your Grace. 

Duke. Why this is ftraunge: Go call the Abbeffehw 
ther. 

I thinkc you are all mated, or ftarke mad. 

* Exit 




Exit tut to the Abbejfe. 

Fa. Moft mighty Duke.vouchfafe me fpeak a word: 
Haply I fee a friend will faue my life. 

And pay the fum that may deliuerme. 

Duke. Speake freely Stracuftan what thou wilt. 
path. Is not your name fir call’d •/Antif bolus > 

And is not that your bondman Dromio ? 

£. Tiro. Within this houre I was his bondman lir, 
But he I thankc him gnaw’d in two my cords, 
p]ow am I r Dromio ) and his man, vnbound. 

path. I am fure you both of you remember me. 

<Dro. Our felues wc do remember fir by you : 

For lately we were bound as you are now. 

You are not Pinches patient, are you fir ? 

father. Why looke you ftrangc on me ? you know 
me well. 

E.Ant. I ncuer faw you in my life till now. 

Fd.Oh! griefe hath chang’d me fince you faw me laft, 
And carefull houres with times deformed hand, 

Haue written ftrange defeatures in my face : 

But tell me yet, doft thou not know my voice f 
Ant. Neither. 

Pat. Dromto, nor thou ? 

Dre. Notruftmefir,norI. 

Fa. 1 am fure thou doft ? 

E.Dromio. I fir, but I am fure I do not, and whatfo- 
euer a man denies, you are now bound to belecuc him. 

Path. Not know my voice, oh times e tremity 
daft thou fo crack’d and fplitted my poore tongue 
; in feuen fliort yeares, that heere my onely fonne 
Knowes not my feeble key of vntun’d cares? 

’ ’hough now this grained face of mine be hid 
! n fap-confuming Winters drizled fnow. 

And all the Conduits ofmy blood froze vp : 

Yet hath my night of life fome memorie: 

My wafting lampes fomc fading glimmer left; 

My dull deafe cares a little vfe to hearc: 

All thefe old witnefles, I cannot erre. 

Tell me, thou art my foDne eAntipholsv. 
tAnt. I neuer faw my Father in my life. 

Fa. But feuen yeares fince, in Siracufa boy 
Thouknow’ft wc parted, but perhaps my fonne. 

Thou fham’ft to acknowledge me in miferie. 

Ant. The Duke, and all that know me in the City, 

Can witnefle with me that it is not fo. 

I ne’re faw Stracufa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee Siracupau, twentie yeares 
Haue I bin Pa tron to tAntipholus, 

During which time, he ne’rc faw Siracuja : 

I fee thy age and dangers make thee dote. 

Enter the Abbeffe with tAntipholus Sir eft fa, 
and Dromio Sir. 


Abbeffe. Moft mightie Duke, behold a man much 
wrong’d. 

AH gather tt fee them. 

Adr. I fee two husbands, or mine eyes deceiuc me. 
Duke- One of thefe nicn is genius to the other: 

And fo of thefe, which is the naturall man, 

And which the fpirit ? Who deciphers them ? 

* I Sir am Dromio, command him away. 

• rt. I Sir am Dromio, pray let me ftay. 

S.Ant. Egeonttx. thou not? or elfe his ghoft. 
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S.Drom. Oh my eldc Matter, who hath bound him 
heere ? 

Abb. Who euer bound him, I will Iofc his bonds, 
And gaine a husband by his libertie : 

Speake olde Sgeon, if thou bee’ft the man 
That hadft a wife once call’d tASmilia , 

That bore thee at a burthen two faire fonnes ? 

Oh if thou bee’ft the fame Sgeon, Ipeake: 

And fpeake vnto the fame tAEmilia. 

Duke. Why heere begins his Morning ftorieright: 
Thefe two Antipholus , thefe two fo like. 

And thefe two Dromio’s, one in fcmbiance: 

Befides her vrging of her wracke at fca, 

Thefe are the parents to thefe children, 

Which accidentally are met together. 

Fa. If I dreame not, thou art tABmilia, 

If thou art fire, tell me, where is that fonne 
That floated with thee on the fatall rafte. 

Abb. By men of Epidamium, hc,and I, 

And the twin Dromio, all were taken vp; 

But by and by, rude Fifticrmen of Corinth 
By force tooke Dromio, and my fonne from them 
And me they left with thofe of Epidamium. 

What then became of them, I cannot tell: 

I, to this fortune that you fee mee in. 

Duke. Antipholw thou cam’ft from (forinth firft. 

S. tint. No fir, not I, I came from Siracufe. 

Duke. Stay, ftand apart, I know not which is which. 
E. Ant. I came from Corinth my moft gracious Lord 
E.Dro. And I with him. 

E.Ant. Brought to this Town by that moft famous 
Warriour, 

Duke Menaphou, your moft renowned Vnckle. 

Adr, Which of you two did dine with me to day? 
S.Ant. I, gentle Miftris. 

Adr. And are not you my husband? 

E.Ant. No, I fay nay to that. 

S. Ant. And fo do I, yet did Ihe call me f®: 

And this faire Gentlewoman her filler heere 
Did call me brother. What I told you then, 

I hope I (ball hauelcifure to make good, 

Ifthis be not a dreame I fee and heare. 

Goldfmith. That is the Chaine fir, which you had of 
mee. 

S.Ant. I thinke it be fir, I denie it not. 

E. Ant. And you fir for this Chaine arretted mc» 

(fold. I thinke I did fir, I deny it not. 

Adr. I fent you monic fir to be your baHc 
By Dromio f but I thinke he brought it not. 

S.Dro. No,none by me. 

S.Ant ■ This purfe of Duckets I recciu’d from you. 

And Dromio my man did bring them me: 

1 fee we ftill did meete each others roan. 

And I was tanc for him, and he for me. 

And thereupon thefe errors are arofe. 

S.Ant . Thefe Duckets pawne I for my father heere. 
Duke. It {hall not neede, thy father hath his life. 

Cur. Sir I muft haue that Diamond from you. 

E.Ant. There take it,and much thanks for my good 
cheerc. 

Abb. Renowned D tike, vouchfafc to take the paincs 
To g® with vs into the Abbey heere. 

And heare at large difeourfed all our fortunes. 

And all that are aflcmbled in this place: 

That by thisfimpathized one daies error 
Haue fuffer’d wrong. Goe, keepc vs companie, 

I % And 
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And we fhall make full fatisfailioru 

Thirtie three yeares haue I but gone in trauaile 
Of you my fonnei, and till this prelent houre 
My heauie burthen arc deliuered: 

The Duke my husband, and my children both. 

And you the Kalenders of their Natiuiry, 

Go to a GolTips fca.t, and go with mee. 

After fo long grcefe fuchNatiuitie. 

Duke- With all my heart,lie Golfip at this fcaft. 

o 4 • 

Exeunt omnts. (Jlianet the two Dromios and 
two Brothers. 

S.Dro. Maft.fliall I fetch your ftuffefrom fhipbord? 
E.An.DromtosNhii ftuffc of mine haft thou imbarkt 
S.Dro .Your goods that lay at hoft fir in the Centaur. 
S.Ant. Hclpcakestome,! am your niaftcr Dromio. 
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gowith vs, wcc’l lookc to that anon, ^ 

Embrace thy brother there, reioyce with him. f 

S.Dro. There is a fat friend at your matters houf e 
That kitchin’d me for you to day at dinner: * 

She now lhall be my fitter, not my wife, 

e.D.Mc thinks you aremy glafle,& not my broths 
I fee by you, I am a fweet-fac d youth. 

Will you walke in to fee their goffipping? 

S.Dro. Not I fir,you are my elder. 

E.Dro. That’s a qucftion,how fhall we trie it. 
S.Dro. Wee’l draw Cuts for the Signior, till then 
lead thou firft. n 

S.Dro , Nay then thus: 

We came into the world like brother and brother: 
j And now let’s go hand in hand, not one before another 

Exen„ t 


FINIS. 









Much adoe about Nothing. 


Hus primus , Scena prima. 


Enter Leonato Getter*our ofMejfm a, Innogen bis wife,He¬ 
ro hit daughter, And Beatrice hu Neece,with a mejfcnger. 

"Leonato. 

Lcarnc in this Letter, itiat T^on Peter of uirra- 
gorty conics this night to Meflina. 

, Mejf. He is very nccre by this : he was not 
three Leagues off when I left Kim. 

Lew* How many Gentlemen haue you loft in this 
aftion? 

Mejf. But few of any fort, and none of name,’ 

lco„. A vi&orie is twice it fclfe, when the atchicuer 
brings home full numbers: 1 findc hcere, that Don Pe¬ 
ter hath beftowed much honor on a yong Florentine gal¬ 
led Claudio. 

MeJfMwch deferu’d on his part,and equally remem- 
bred by Don Pedro, he hath borne himfelfe beyond the 
promife of his age, doing in the figure of a Larabe, the 
feats of a Lion, he hath indeede better bettred expecta¬ 
tion, then you muft expert of me to tell you how. 

Leo. He hath an Vnchlc hccrc in Tsieffina^xX be very 
much glad of ir. 

Tilejf. I haue alreadie deliuered him letters, and there 
appeares much ioy in him, eucn fo much, that ioy'could 
not (hew it fclfe modeft enough, without a badg of bit- 
terneffe. 

Leo* Didhcbrcakeout into tearcs ? 

Meff. In great mcafure. 

Leo. Akindeouerflowofkindneffe, there are no fa¬ 
ces truer, then thofe that arc fo wafh’d, how much bet¬ 
ter is it to weepe at ioy,then to ioy at weeping? 

Be a* I pray you, is Signior Mount ante return’d from 
tbcwarrc$,orno? 

Mejf* I know none of that name, Lady, there was 
nonefuch in the armie ofany fort. 

Leon . What is he that you askc for Neece? 

Hero. My coufin meancs Signior Benedick of Padua 

Mejf. Ohe’sreturn'd, and asplealant aseuerhe was. 

Beat. He fet vp his bill here in MeffinafSl challeng’d 
Cupid at the Flight: and my Vncklcs foolc reading the 
Challenge,fubferib’d for Cupid, and challeng’d him at 
theBurbolt. I pray you,how many hath hee kil’d and 
eaten in thefe warres?Buthow many hath he kil’d? for 
indeed, X promis’d to eace all ofhis killing. 

Leon. ’Faith Neece, you taxc Signior Benedicke too 
much, but hee*! be meet with you, I doubt it nor. 

BfeJf.Hc hath done good feruice Lady in thefe wars. 

Beat. Youhadmufty vi&uall,* and he hathholpe to 
case it: he s a very valiant Trencher-mac, hee hath an 
excellent ftomacke. 


Mejf. And a good fouldicr too Lady. 

Beat. And a good fouldicr to a Lady. But what is he 
to a Lord ? 

Meff. A Lord to a Lord, a man to a man, ftufewith 
all honourable vertucs. 

Beat, It is fo indeed, he is no lefle then a ftufeman: 
but for the fluffing well, we are all mortall. 

Leon. You muft not (fir) miftake my Neece, there is 
a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick, & her ; 
they neuer meet, but there’s a skirmilh of wit between 
them. 

Bsa. Alas,he gets nothing by that. In our laft con¬ 
flict, foure ofhis fiuc wits went halting off, and now is 
the whole man gouern’d with one : fo that ifhee haue 
wit enough to kcepe himfelfe warme, let him beare it 
for a difference betwcenc himfelfe and his hotfc: For it 
is all the wealth that he hath left, to be knownc a reafo- 
nablecreature# Who is his companion now? He hath 
cuery month a new fwornc brother. 

Mejf. rstpofliblc? 

Beat. Very cafilypoffiblc: he wcares his faith but as 
the fafliion ofhis hat, it cUer changes with J next block. 

CMejf. I fee (Lady) the Gentlemanis not in your 
book es. 

Bea. No,and he were, I would burne my ftudy. But 
I pray you, who is his companion ? Is there no young 
*!t]uarcr now/ that will make a voyage with him to the 
diucll? 

CMeff. He is moft in the company of the right noble 
Claudio. 

Beat. O Lord, he will hang vpon him like 3 difeafe: 
he is fooncr caught then the pcftilence, and the taker 
rnnsprefently mad. God helpe the noble Claudio, ifhee 
haue caught the Benedict, it will coft him a thoufand 
pound crc he be cur’d. 

“Mejf. I will hold friends with you Lady. 

Bea. Do good friend. 

, ‘ Leo . You’l ne’re run mad Neece. 

Bea. No, not till ahotlanuary, 

Mejf* Don Pedro is approach’d, 

I 

Enter dsn Pedro,Claudio,Btnediche, Baltbafar, 
tend fobn the b*ftnrd. 

Pedro. Good Signior Leonato , you are come to meet 
your trouble : the faftiion of the world is to auoid coft, 
and you encounter it. 

Leon. Neuer came trouble to my hoole in the likenes 
ofyour Grace: for trouble being gone, comfort (hould 
remaine: but when you depart from me,farrow abidcr, ; 
and happinefle takes his lcauc. 

I 5 Pedro- 
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Much adoe about Nothing. 


*Pedro. You embrace your charge too willingly: I 

thinkc this is your daughter. 

Leonato. Her mother hath many times told me fo. 

Bened. Were you in doubt chat you askt her ? 

Leonato. Signior Bencdicke, no, for then were you a 
childe. 

Pedro. You haue it full Bcncdicke,we may gheffc by 
this,what you 3rc, being a man, truclythe Lady fathers 
her ielfc: be happic Lady,for you aie like an honorable 
father. 

Ben. IfSignior Leonato be her father, fhe would not 
haue his head on her fhoulders for al Mc(Tina,as like him 
as fhe is. 

Heat. I wonder that you will Bill be talking, fignior 
Benedicke.no body markes you. 

Ben. What my deere Ladie Difdaine ! are you yet 
liuinq; ? 

Beat. Is it pofliblc Difdaine fiiould die, while fhea 
hath fuch mecte foode to feedc it,as Signior Bencdicke? 
Curtefic it felfc mult conucrt to Difdaine,if you come in 
her prcfcncc. 

Hcnc. Then is curtefic a turnc-coste, butitisccr- 
taine lam loued of all Ladies, oncly you excepted : and 
I would I could findc in my heart that I had not a hard 
hcart,for truely I louc none* 

Beat. Adccrehappineffeto womcn,thcy would clfc 
haue beenc troubled with a pernicious Surer, 1 thanke 
God and my cold blood,I am of your humour for chat, 1 
had rather hearc my Dog barke at a Crow, than a man 
fweare heloucsmc. 

Hene. God kcepe your LadifTiip fiill in that uiinclc, 
fo fome Gentleman or other (hall feape a predeftinate 
fcratcht face. 

Beat . Scratching could not make it worfc,aiu]’twere 
fuch a face as yours were. 

Bene. Well,you arc a rare Parrat teacher. 

Beat . A bird of my tongue, is better than a bead of 
your. 

Ben. I would my hot fe had the fpeed of your tongue, 
and fo good a continuer, but kcepe your way a Gods 
name,I haue done. 

Beat. Youalwaics end with a lades tricke, I know 
you of old. ^ 

Vedro. This is the fumme of all: Leonatofi*ri\oz QUh- 
dio, and fignior Bencdicke ; my deere friend Leonato 9 hath 
inuited you all, I cell him we (hail flay here, at the leaft 
a moneth, and he heartily praies fome occafion may de- 
taine vs longer : I dare fweare hce is no hypocrite, but 
praies from his heart. 

Leon. If you fweare, my Lord, you (hall not be for- 
fworne, let mee bid you welcome, my Lord, being re¬ 
conciled to the Prince your brother: I owe you all 
duetie. 

lohn. Ithankeyou, I am not of many words, but I 
thanke you. 

Leon. Pleafc it your grace leadc on? 

Pedro . Your hand Leonato jWe will goe together. 

Exeunt. Manet bencdicke and Claudio. 

Clan. Benedick ?,didft thou note the daughter of fig¬ 
nior Leonato ? 

Bene. I noted her not,but I lookt on her. 

Clan. Is fhe not amodeftyong Ladie ? 

Bene. Doe you queftion me a i an honeft man (hould 
doe, for my Ample true iudgemenc ? or would you haue 
me fpeake after my cuftomc, as being a profeffed tyrant 
to their fexc ? 


CUh. No,I pray thee fpeake in foberiudgetnent 

'Bette: Why yfaith me thinks (hce’s too low for a hi 
praife,toobrowne for afaircpraife, and toolittle for 
great praife,onely this commendation I can affoord U 
that were (hee other then (he is, flie were.vnhandfon lt ' 
and being no other,but as (hcis,I doe not like her. 

CUu. Thou think’ft I am in fport, I pray thee tell 
truely how thou lik’ft her. * 

'Bene. Would you buic her, that you enquier after 
her? * r 

(fat. Can the world buie fuch a iewell ? 


Ben. Yea,and a cafe to put it into,but fpeake you this 
with a lad brow? Or doe you play theflowtingiacketo 
tcllvsCupid isa good Hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare 
Carpenter: Conic, in w hat k cy (hall aman take you t0 
goe in thefong? 

Clau. Inmineeie, fhe is the fweeteft Ladie that su?r 
Ilookton. 

Bene. I can fee yet without fpeftades, and I fee Do 
fuch matter: there’s her cofin, .and flic were not poffeft 
with a furie, exceedcs her as much inbeautie, as thefitft 
of Maic doth the laft of December: but I hope you haue 
no intent to turne husband,haue you ? 

CUu. I would fcarcctruft my felfc, though I h$ 
fvvornc the contraric,if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. 1ft come to this? in faith hath not the world one 
man but lie will wearc his cap with fufpition ? (hall I ne- 
ucr fee a batcheller of three fcore againc ? goe to yfaith, 
and thou wilt itecdes thtuft thy necke into a yoke,vveare 
the print of it,and figh away fundaies: lookc, ionPtkt 
is returned to leeke you. 


Enter don Pedro, 1ohn the bafiard. 

Pedr. What fccret hath held you here, that you fo|. 
lowed not to Leonatoes ? 

Betted. Iwouldyour Grace would conflrainc mee to 
tell. 

Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegeance. 

Een. You heare, Count Claudio, I can be fecret as a 
dumbeman, I would haue you thinkc fo (but on my al. 
lcgiance, marke you this, on my allegiance) hee is in 
louc. With who? now that isyourGraces part :marke 
how fhort his anfwere is, with Hero, Leonatoes fhort 
daughter. 

CUu. If this wcrefo,fo were it vttred. 

Bened. Like the old tale,my Lord,it is not fo,nor ’twai 
not fo: but indeedc.God forbid it fhould be fo. 

(lent. If my paflion change not fhorcly, God forbid it 
fhould be ©therwife. 

Pedro. Amen, ifyouloue her, for the Ladie is vetic 
well worthie. 

CUu. You fpeake this to fetch me in,my Lord. 

Pedr. By my troth I fpeake my thought. 

(lau. And in faith,my Lord,I fpoke rtiine. 

Betted. And by ray two faiths and troths,my Lord, I 
fpeake mine. 

CUu. That I loue her, I feele. 

Pedr. That fhe is worthic.I know. 

Betted. That I neither feele how (hec fhould belo- 
ued , nor know how (hce (hould be worthie, is the 
opinion that fire cannot melt out of me, I will die in it at 
the ftake. 

Pedir.Thou waft cuer an obftinate herctique in the de- 
fpightofBcautie, 

C/ 4 *. And neuer could maintaine his part, but in the 
force of his will. 

Bette. That 
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-^^r^avvoniaa concerned me, I thanke her: that 
-ighcnjecvp, Ilikcwifc giueher moft humble 
.i, • but that I will haue a rechate winded in my 
thaoKe • bugle in an inuifible baldricke,all 

I will not do .hem rf,c 
vl0tRC to oiiftruft any, I will doe my fclfe the right to 
vW 55 Hne • and the fine is, (for the which I may goe the 
c HwiiniucaBatcheHor. 

Pdre 1 fc al1 fcc thee crc 1 dic > lookc P alc Wltl1 loUC * 
J' Vith anger, with fickncfTe, or with hunger, 

Lord not with louc.-prouc that cuer 1 loofc more 

Sod with louc, then I will get agamewith dunking, 

Veouc mine eyes with a Ballet-makers penne, and 

E‘ C ,« me vp at the doore of a brothel-houfc lor the figne 
hang n ’ c r ^ 

°‘ b p'edro. Well, if cuer thou dooft fall from this faith, 
rhouwiltptouc a notable argument. 

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a Cat,& i hoot 
me and he that hit’s me,let him be clapt on ch.c flioul- 
d e r and cal’d Adam. 

ftdrt. Well, as time firalltric: In time the lauagc 

Bull doth bearetneyoakc. 

Bent. The fauage bull may, but if cuer the fenlible 
Benedicke bearc it, plucke off the bullcs homes, and let 
them in my forehead, and let me be vildcly painted, and 
in fuch oreat Letters as they write, heerc is good boric 
to hire fl# them fignifie vndcr my figne, here you may 
fee Benedick* the married man. ‘ 

CUu. If this fhould euer happen, thou wouldltbce 

home mad. ,. . 

Pedro. Nay,if Cupid haue not fpent all his Quiucr in 

Venice, thou wilt quake for this fliortly. 

Bene. I looke for an earthquake too then. 

Pedro. Well, you will temporiz-e with the houres, in 
themeane time, good Signior Benedicke, repute to Leo- 
natoet) commend me to him, and tell him I will not fafle 
himatfuppcr,for indeedehehath tmde great prepara¬ 
tion. , 

Bene. I haue almoft matter enough in me for fuch an 

Embaffage,and fo I commityou. 

CUu. To the tuition of God. From myhoufc, if I 

Pedro. The fist of Inly .Your louing u\cnd,Bene.vc^. 
Bene. Nay mockc not, mockc not} the body ofyour 
difeourfe is fometime guarded with fragments, and the 
guardes are but ftightly bafted on neither, ere you flout 
old ends any further, examine your conftience, and fo 1 
leaueyou. Exit. 

CUu. My Liege, your Highneffc now may doe mee 
good. 

Pedro. My loue is thine to teach,teach it but how. 
And thou (halt fee how apt it is to learnc 
Any hard Lcffon that may do thee good. 

CUu. Hath Leonato any fonne my Lord ? 

Pedro, No childe but Hero, One % bis onely heire. 
Doft thou afteft her C Uttdro ? 

CUu. O my Lord, 

When you went onward on this ended a&ion,* 

I look avpon her with a fouldiars eie. 

That lik’d, but had a rougher taske in hand. 

Than to driue liking to the name of louc: 

But now I am return’d, and that warre-thoughts 
Haue left their places vacant: in their roomes. 

Come thronging foft and delicate defires. 

All prompting mee how fairc yong Hero is, 

Saying Hik’d her ere I went to warres. 


Pedro. Thou wilt be like a loucr prefently. 

And tire the hearer with a booke of words: 

Ifthou doft loue faire Hero , cherifli it. 

And I will breake with her: waft not to this end. 

That thou beganft to twift fo fine a ftory ? 

CUu. How fwcetly doc you mimfter to loue. 

That know loues griefc by his complexion! 

But left my liking might too fodaine feemc, 

1 would haue falu’d it with a longer treacife. 

Ped. What need ^bridge much broderthen the flood? 
The faireft graunt is the ncceflitie: 

Looke what will ferue,is fit: ’tis once,thou loueft. 

And I will fit thee with the remedie, 

I know wcfhall haue reuelling to night, 

I will afiiitwc thy part in lomc difguiisr 
And tell fairc Hero I am Claudio , 

And in her bofomc He vnclafpe my heart. 

And take her hearing prifoner with the force 
And ftrong incountcr of my amorous tale: 

Then after, to her father will I breake. 

And the condition is, (hec (Trail be thine. 

In pradiife let vs put it prefently. Exeunt. 

»Enter Leonato and an old man brother to Leonato. 

Leo. How now brother,where is my colen your fon : 
hath he prouided this mulicke ? 

Old. He is very bufie about it, but brother, I can tell 
you newes that you yet dreamt not of. 

Lo. Are they good ? 

Old. As the eucuts (lamps them,but they haue a good 
couer: they fliew well outward, the Prince and Count 
Claudio walking in a thick pleached alley in my orchard, 
were thus ouer-heard by a man of mine: the Prince dif- 
couered to Claudio that hec loued my niece your daugh* 
ter, and meant to acknowledge it this night in a dance , 
and if hee found hcraccordant, hce meant to take the 
prefent time by the top , and inllantly breake with you 
of it. 

Leo. Hath the fellow any wit that told you this ? 

Old. A good fliarpe fellow, I will fend for him, and 
queftion him your felfc. 

Leo. No,no; weewiilholditasadreame 3 tillit ap- 
pt^ire it felfe: but I will acquaint my daughter with all, 
.that (lie may be the better prepared for an anfwer,if per- 
aduenture this bee true : goe you and tell her of it: coo- 
fins, you know what you haue to doe, O I crie you mer- 
cie friend, goe you with mee and I will vfe your skiH, 
good eofin haue a care this bufie time. Exeunt. 

Enter Sir lohn the Bajlard.and C&nrade his companion. 

Cpn. What the good ycerc my Lord , why arc you 
thus outofmeafure fad? 

lob. There is no meafure in the occafion that breeds, 
therefore the fadneffc is without limit. 

Con. You (hould heare reafon. 

lohn. And when I haue heard it, what blefling brin- 
gethit? 

Con. Ifnot a prefent remedy,yet a patient fufFcrance. 

loh. I wonder that thou (being as thou faift thou art, 
borne vnder Saturne) goeft about to apply amorall me¬ 
dicine, to a mortifying roifehiefe : I cannot hide what I 
am : I muft bee fad when I haue caufe, and fmile at ho 
mans iefts, eat when I haue ftomacke, and wait for no 
manslcifure:fleepewhenIamdrowfie, and tendon no 
mans bufineffe,laugh when I am merry,atid claw no man 
in his humor. 

Con. Yea,but you muft not make the ful (how of this 
till you may doe it without controllment, you haue of 
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, late ftood out againft your brother, and hee hathtane 
you newly into hi* grace, where it is impoflibleyou 
fhould take root,but by the faire weather that you make 
your felfe.ic is needful that you frame the fcafon for your 
owne harueft. 

loan. I had rather be a canker in a hedge, then a rofe 
in his grace,and it better fits my bloud to be difdain’d of 
all.then to faftiion a carriage to rob louc from any.in thr* 
(though I cannot be faid to be a flattering honeft man ) 
Tt muft not be denied but I am a plaine dealing villaine,I 
am trufted with a muflell, and enfranchifde withaclog, 
therefore I haue decreed, not to (ing in my cage: ifl had 
my mouth,I would bite: ifl had my liberty,I would do 
my liking: in the meane time, let me be that I am , and 
feeke not to alter me. 

Cm. Can you make no vfe of your difeontent ? 

Iobn. I will make all vfe of it,for I vfc it onely. 

Who comes here ? what ncwc$ Berachio ? 

Enter Borachio. 

Bor. I came yonder from a great flipper, the Prince 
your brother is royally entertained byLeonato,m&l can 
giueyou intelligence of an intended mart iage. 

Iobn. Will ic feruc for any Modell to biuld mifehiefe 
on ? What is hee for a foole that betrothes himfclfe to 
vnquietnefle ? 

Bor. Mary it is your brothers right hand. 

John. Who^he moft exquifitc Claudio} 

!Bor . JEucnhe. 

Iobn. A proper fquier, and who,and whe, which way 

lookes he ? 

Bor. Mary on Hero, the daughter and Heirc of Leo¬ 
nato. 

John. A very forward March-chicke, how came you 
to this i 

Bor. Being entertain’d for a perfumer,** I was flnoa- 
king a mufty roome, comes me the Prince and Claudio, 
hand in hand in fad conference: i whipt behind the Ar¬ 
ras,and there heard it agreed vpon,that thePrince fhould 
wooe Hero for himfclfe, and hauing obtain’d her, giue 
her to Count Claudio. 

Iobn. Come,com5,let vs thither, this may prouc food 
to my difpleafure.that young ftart-vp hath all the gloric 
of my ouerthrow : ifl can erode him any way, Iblefle 
my felfe euery way, you arc both fure, and will aflift 
mee? 

Conr. To the death my Lord. 

Iobn. Lee vs to the great fupper, their cheere is the 
greater that I am fubdued,would the Cooke were of my 
mindc:(hall we goe proue whats to be done ? 

Bor. Wee’ll wait vpon your Lordfhip. 

Exeunt. 


adfliuSecundus. 


Enter Leonato , hie brother, hie wife. Hero hit daughter, and 
Beatrice his neece, and a kinfman. 

Leonato. Was not Count John here at fupper ? 
Brother. I faw him not. 

Beatrice. How tartly that Gentleman lookes, Ineuer 
can fee him,but I am heart-burn’d an howre after. 

Hero . He is of a very melancholy difpofltion. 


iS Mwb adoe ab out flfotbi 
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. ?. e * tr,ct - Hee were an excellent man that werernTr 
juft tn the mid-way betweene him and Bekedicte th c d ‘ 
is too like an image and laics nothing, and the other f”' 
like my Ladies cldcft fonne, eucrmore tatling. 00 

Leon. Thenhalfefignior ‘Benedicks tongue in Con 
Iolms mouth, and halfc Count Johns mclancholv in 
nior “Benedi cks face, ’S' 

Beat. With a good legge.and a good foot vnckle an j 
money enqugh in his purfe, fuch a man would winne^Q 
woman in the world, if he could get her good will, 

Leon. By my troth Neece, thou wilt ncuer get thee 
husband,if thou be fo Ihrewd of thy tongue. 

Brother. Infaith Ihee’s too curft. 

Beat. Too curft is more then curft,I Ihall leflen God 
fending that way: foritisfaid, God fend# a curft Co * 
Ihort homes,but to a Cow too curft he fends none. 

Leon. So, by being too curft, God will fend you no 
homes. 

Beat. Iuft, if he fend me no husband, for the which 
blefling,I am at him vpon ray knees euery morning and 
cuening : Lord, I could not endure a husband with 
beard on his face had rather lie in the woollen. 

Leonato. You may light vpon a husband that hath no 
beard. 

Batrice. What fhould I doe with him ? drefle him in 
my apparell,and make him my waiting gentlewoman?!* 
that hath a beard.is more then a youth : and he that hath 
no beard, is lefle then a man : and hee that is more thena 
youth, is not for mec:and he that is lefle then a man,I am 
not for him: therefore I will eucntakefixepenceinear- 
neft of the Bcrrord,and lcade his Apes into hell. 

J^eon. Well then,goe you into hell. 

Seat. No, but to the gate, and there will the Dcuill 
meete mec like an old Cuckold with homes on his head, 
and fay,get you to heauen Beatrice , get you to heauen, 
heere’s no place for you maids, fodeliuet I vp my Apes, 
and away toS.Peter : for the heauens, heeIhcwesmce 
where the Batchcllers fit, and thereliuc wee a* mcriyai 
the day is long. 

Brother. Well neece, I truft you will be rul’d by your 
father. 

Beatrice. Yes faith, it is my cofcns dutie to make curt* 
fie,and fay, as it plcafeyou: but yet for all that cofin,l« 
liimbeahandfomc fellow,orclfemakeanother curlie, 
and fay, father,as it pleafe me. 

Leonato. Well neece,I hope to fee you one day fitted 
with a husband. 

Beatrice. Not till God make men of fome other met* 
tall then earth, would it not grieuc a woman to beouer. 
maftred with a peece of valiant duft i to make account of 
her life to a clod of wai ward marie ? no vnckle, ilcnonc: 
Adams fonnes are my brethrcn,and truly I hold it a finne 
to match in my kinred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you, if the 
Prince doe folicit you in that kinde, you know youc an* 
fwere. 

Beatrice. Thefaultwillbeinthemufickc cofin,ifyou 
be not woed in good time: if the Prince bee too impor¬ 
tant, tell him there is meafure in euery thing, 8c fo dance 
out the anfwcre,for heare me Her.,wooing, wedding, S 
repenting, is as a Scotch ijgge, a meafure, and a cinque- 
pace : the firft fuite is hot and hafty like a Scotch ijgge 
(andfullasfantafticall) the wedding manerly model!, 
(as a meafure) full of ftate 8c aunchentry,and then comes 
repentance, and with his bad legs fall* into the cinque- 
pace faftcr and faftcr, till he finkes into his graue. 

Ltontte. 
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Beat. Do, do, hce’l but breake a comparifon or two 1 
onmc,whichperaduenture(notmarkt, or not laugh’d 


-- -rrCBGavoul pprehend pafflng fhrcwdly. 

l Cmcc. 1 haue l good eye vnckle,I can fee a Church 

by Si g ThcrCucUets are entring brother, make good 

jootnc* 

Prince , Bedro,Claudio , and Benedtcke,*»d Balthafxr, 

°v ‘dflX ’vSuywi'mike about with your friend? 
0 0 So vou vvalke foftly.and looke fweetly,and lay 
Gthing,! am yours for thc walke, and cfpecially when 1 

With me in your company. 

Hero. I may fay fo when 1 pleafe. 

Pedro. A°d when pleafe you to iav fo ? 

Here. When Hike your faiiour, for God defend thc 

r tefliould be like the cafe. 

Pedro. My vifor is MiUmons roofe, within thc houfc 

lS Why then y our viforlhould be thatcht. 

pedro. Speakelow ifyou fpeakc Louc. 

Bene. Well, I would you did like me. . 

CAUr. So would not I for your otvnc fake,for I haue 
manieiil qualities. 

Pent. Which is one ? 

Mat. I lay my prayer* alowd. 

Bitt.l loueyou the bctter,thc hearers may cry Amen. 
Mar. God match me with a good dauncer. 

Balt. Amen. 

Mar. And God keepe him out of my fight when the 
daunccis done: anfwcr Clarke. 

No more words the Clarke isanfwcred. 

Vrfuleu I know' you well enough,you arc Sigriioryfo- 

thordo. 

Jnth. At a word, I am not. 

VrfuU. I know you by thc wagling of your head, 
Aiith. To tell you :rue,I counccrfet him. 

Vrfti. You could ncuer doe him fo ill welt, vnlefle 
you were the very man: here’s his dry hand vp & down, 
you are he, you are he. 

Anth. At a word 1 am not. 

Vrfula. Come t comc,doe you thinke 1 doe not know 
you by your excellent wit ? can vertuc hide it felfc i goe 
to,nwnme,you are he, graces will appeare, and there’s 
an end. 

Boat. Will you not tell me who told you fo? 

Bene. No, you {hall pardon me. 

Beat , Nor will you not tell me who you arc e 
Bcncd . Not new. 

Beat. That I was difdainfull.and that I had my good 
wit out of the hundred merry tales: wcll,tlus was Signi- 
or Benedick* that faid fo. 

Bene. What’she? 

Beat . I am fure you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I, belecue me. 

Beat. Did he ncuer makeyou laugh? 

Bene. I pray you what is he? 

Beat. Why he is the Princes ieafter,a very dull foole, 
onely hisgittis, indeuifingimpofsible(landers, none 
but Libertines delight in him, and.the commendation is 
not ia his witte, but in his villanic, for hee both plcafcth 
nhen and angers them, and then they laugh at him, and 
beat him : I am fure he is in thc Fleet, I would he had 
boorded me. 


Bene. When I know the Gentleman,lie tell him whac 
you fay. 


at) ftrikes him into melancbolly, and then there's a Par¬ 
tridge wing faued, for the fooie will cate no fupper that 
night. Wcmuft follow the Leaders. 

Ben. In euery good thing. 

Bea . Nay, if they leade to any ill, I will leauethem 
at thc next turning. Lxcnnt. 

Mptfckefor the dance . 

Iobn. Surcrny brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
withdrawne her father to breake with him about ic; the 
Ladies follow her,and but one viforrcmaines. 

Boracbio. And that is Qaudio, I know him by his bea- 
ring. 

Ioh/t. Are not you fignior Benedic\e> 

CUu. You know rnc well, 1 am hee. 

John. Signior,you arc verie neere my Brother in his 
loue, he is enamored on Hero, I pray »you dilTwade him 
from her, (lie is no equall for his birth : you may do thc 
part ofan honeft man in it. 

Claudio. How know you he loues her ? 

Iobn . I heard him fwcare his affedtion, 

Bor . So did I too, and he fworc he would marricher 
tonight. 

Iobn. Come, let vs to the banquet. Sx.manet fia*. 

Clan. Thus anfwere I in name of Bencdicke, 

Bu c heare thefe ill newes with the earcs of Claudio: 

> Tis certaine fo,the Prince woes for himfclfe: 
Friendship is conftant in all other things, 

Saue in thc Office and affaires of loue: 

Therefore all heaits in loucvfe their owne tongues. 

Let eucrie eye negotiate for it felfe. 

And truft no Agent: for bcautic is a witch, 

Againft whofc charmes, faith melcech i^to blood : 
This is an accident of hourely proofe, 

Which I miftrufted not. Farewell therefore Hero. 

Enter Benedecke. 

Ben. Count Claudio. 

dan. Yca,thefame. 

Ben* Come, will you go with me? 

Clau . Whither? 

r £en. Eucn to the next Willow, about your own bu- 
fineffe, Count. Whacfafhion will you wcarc the Gar^ 
land off? About your necke,hke an Vlurers chainc ?Or 
vndcryour arme, like a Lieutenants fcarfe ? You muft 
wcarc it one way, for thc Prince hath got your Hero. 

Clau: I wifh him ioy of her. 

Ben . Why’hat’s fpoken like an honeft Drouicr, fo 
they fel Bullockes: but did you thinke the Prince wold 
haue ferued you thus ? 

CUul I pray youlcauemc. 

Ben. Ho now you ftrike like the blindman/twas the 
boy that ftolc your mcate, and you’l beat thc poft. 

Clau. If it will not be, Ileleaueyou. Exit. 

Ben. Alas poore hurt fowle, now will he crecpe into 
fedges: Bu; that my Ladie Beatrice fhould know me, & 
not know me : the Princes foole! Hah? It may be I goe 
vnder that title, bccaufc I am merrie : yea but fo 1 am 
apt to do my felfe wrong: I am not fo reputed, icis the 
bafe (chough bitter) difpofition of Beatrice , that putt's 
the world into her perfon, and fo giucs me out; well,He 
bcrcuenged as I may. 

» 

Enter the Prince: 

Pedro. NowSignior, where’s the Count, did you 
fee him/ 

'Ben 
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Bene. Troth my Lord,I hiue played the part of Lady 
Fame, 1 found him heere as melancholy as a Lodge in a 
Warren,I told him,and I thinke,told him true,that your 
grace had got the will of this young Lady, and I offered 
him my company to a willow tree, either to make him a 
garland,as being forfaken.or to binde him a rod, as be¬ 
ing worthy to be whipt. o 

Pedro. Tobe whipt,what’s his fault? 

Bette. The flat tranfgreftion of a Schoole-boy, who 
being ouer-ioyed with finding a birds nett, (hewes it his 
companion, and he ftcales it. 

Pedro. Wilt thou make a truft, a tranfgreftion ? the 
tranfgreftion is in the dealer. 

'Ben. Yet it had not bccnc amide the rod had beene 
made, and the garland too,for the garland he might haue 
worne himfelfc,and the rod hce might haue beftowed on 
you,who(as I take itjhaue ftolnc his bird* neft. 

Pedro. I will but teach them to fing, and reftorc them 
to the owner. 

Bene. If their finging anfwer your faying,by my faith 
you fay honeftly. 

Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrcll to you , the 
Gentleman that daunft with her, told her fhec is much 
wrong’d by you. 

Bene. O (he mifufdc me paft the indurancc of a block: 
anoakebut with one greene leafeonitj would haue an- 
fwered her: my very vifor began to affume lifc.and fcold 
with her : fhee told mee, not thinking I had bcene my 
felfe, that I was the Princes Iefter, and that I was duller 
then a great thaw, hudlin- ieft vpon ieft, with fuch im¬ 
portable conueiance vpon me, that 1 flood like a man at a 
marke, with a whole army (hooting at me : (hce fpcakes 
poynyards, and cucry word flabbes : if her breath were 
as terrible as terminations, there were upliuing ncerc 
her, (he would infeifl to the north ftarre : I would not 
marry her,though (lie were indowed with all that Adam 
had left him before he tranfgrcfl, (he would haue made 
Hercules haue turnd fpit, ye3, and haue cleft his club to 
make the fire too: come,talke not of her, you (hall finde 
her the infernall Ate in good apparell. I would to God 
fomc fcholler would coniure her,for certainely while flic 
is heere, a man may liuc as quiet in hell,as in a famfluary, 
and.people finne vpon purpofe, becaufe they would goe 
thither, lb indeed all difquiet, horror, and perturbation 
followes her. 

Enter Claudio and Beatrice,Leonato, Hero. 

Pedro. Looke heere ihc comes. 

Bene. Will your Grace command mee any feruiceto 
the worlds end ? I will goe on the flighted arrand now 
to the Antypodcs that you can deuifo to fend me on : I 
will fetch you a tooth-picker now from the furtheft inch 
of Afia: bring you the length of Prefler Iobns footifetch 
you a hayre off the great ( bams bea'-d: doe you any cm. 
baflage to the Pigmies, rather then hould three words 
conference, with this Harpy: you haue no employment 
for me ? 

Pedro. None,but to defire your good company. 

Bene. O God fir,heercs a di(h I loue not,I cannot in- 
dure this Lady tongue. Exit. 

Pedr. Come Lady, come, you haue loft the heart of 
Signior Benedicke. 

Beatr. Indeed my Lord, hee lent it me a while, andl 
gaue him vfe for it,a double heart for a (ingle one, marry 
once before he wonne it of mee,with falfe dice,thercforc 
your Grace may well fay I haue loft it. 


hinfdownZ° U '^ iUC PUt hi “ <W °' Lady *^(i 

Beat. So I would not he (hould do me, my Lord 1 « 
I (hould prooue the mother of fooles : 1 haue broi> 1 ? 
v.ount Claudio,whom you fent me to feeke. $"* 
Pedro. Why how now Count, wherfore are von fU 
Claud. Not fad my Lord. 7 

Pedro. How then ? fickc l 
Claud. Neither,my Lord. 

Beat. The Count is neither fad, nor licke, nor mem 
nor well: but ciuill Count,ciuill as an Orange,and {.J' 
thing ofa iealous complexion. 

Pedro, lfaith Lady, I thinke your blazon to be true 
though He be fworne, if hee be io, his conceit iifalf.! 
heere Claudio, 1 haue wooed in thy name, and faire tin 
it won, I haue broke with her father, and his goodwill 
obtained, name the day of marriage , and God ei u , 
thee ioy. 8 ' 

Leona. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my fortunes : his grace hath made the match,&,allgt lc . 
fay, Amen to it. 6 

Beatr. Speake Count, tit your Qu. 

Claud. Silence is theperfeaeft Hcrault of joy, I were 
but little happy ifl could fay, how much ? Lady, as you 
are mine, I am yours, I giuc away my fclfc for you, and 
doat vpon the exchange. 

Beat. Speake cofin, or (ifyou cannot) flop his mouth 
with a kifle, and let not him fpeake neither. 

Pedro. Infaich Lady you hauea merry heart, 

Beatr. Yea my Lord I thankeit.poore foole itkeepei 
on the windy fide of Carc,my coofin tells him in hii care 
that he is in my heart. 

Clau. And fo (he doth coofin. 

Beat. Good Lord for alliance : thus goes euery one 
tothe world but I,and I am fun-burn’d,l may fit in a cor 
ner and cry, heigh ho for a husband. 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather haue one ofyour fathers getting: 
hath your Grace ne’re a brother like you? your father 
got excellent husbands, if a maid could come by them. 
Prince. Will you ha'ie me ? Lady. 

Beat. No,my Lord,vnlefle I might haue anotherfor 
working-daies, your Grace is toocoflly to weare euerie 
day : but 1 befcech your Grace pardon mce, I was borne 
to fpeake all mirth, and no matter. 

Prince. Your filencc moft offends me, and tobemer* 
ry, beft becomes you,for out ofqueflion,you were bom 
in a merry howre. 

Beatr. No fure my Lord, my Mother cried, but then 
there was a ftarre daunft,and vndcr that was 1 borne:co- 
fins God giue you ioy, 

Leonato. Necce,vvill you looke to thofe things I told 
you of? 

Beat. I cry you mercy Vnde.by your Graces pardon, 

Exit Beatrice, 

"Prince. By my troth a pleafant fpirited Lady, 

Leon. There’s little of the melancholy element in her 
my Lordjfheisncuer fad,butwhen ftiefleepcs, andnot 
eucr fad themfor I haue heard my daughter fay,(he hath 
often dreamt of vnhappinefle, and wakt her felfe with 
laughing. 

Pedro . Shee cannot indurc to hcare tell of a husband. 
Leonato. O, by no mcancs, (he mocks all her wooers 
out of fuite. 

Prince. She were an excellent wife for Benedick, 
Leonato. O Lord, my Lord, if they were but a weeke 

7 married, 
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^r^Tg^totdd talke themfcluc* madde. 
married ' claudio, when mcaneyou to goe to 
frince* 

Chu ! ch ' To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches, 

*,H one haue all his rites.' ,. . . 

till Lou- tiU m0nday> my deare fonne, which is 

•. ft feuen night.and a time too btiefc too,to haue 

bfS* anfwer miSde. 

all thi°c s Co(n you fl ia ke the head at fo long a brea- 
PT ‘Tm I warrant thee Claud, 0 , the time (hall not goe 
t b ‘X vs 1 will in the interim , vndertake oneot Her- 
du iLrc which is, to bring Signior Benedicke and the 
lb ’ inco 3 mountaine ofaffedfion, th’one with 
would faine haue it a match, and 1 doubt not 
* ° th fafliion it, if you three will but minifter fuch afli- 
^ UC t0 .c T fhall 2 iue you dircdlion. 

My Lord, I am for you, chough it coft mee 

t e n nights watchings. 

ClU. AndlmyUrd. 

p . you to gentle Hero f 

Hero. I will doe any modeft office,my Lord, tohelpc 

^Prio And 8 Benedick)* not the vnhopefulleft husband 
,W 1 know: thus farre can i praife him,hee is ofa noolc 
ftraine ofapproued valour,and confirm'd honefty.I wi 
feach vou how to humour your cofin, that (hee ftiall fa 
in loue with Benedicke, and I,withyour two helpes,will 
fonradliie on Benedicke , that in dclpighc of his quickc 
J and his queafie ftomacke,hee ftiall tall in loue with 
Beatrice : if wee can doe this, Cupid is no longer an Ar¬ 
cher his glory ftiall be ours, for wee are the onely loue- 
eods, goe in with me,and I will tell you my drift. Ex,t. 
® Enter lohn and *5 orachio • 

loh. It is fo, the Count Claudio dial marry the daugh¬ 
ter of Leonato. 

Bora. Yeamy Lordjbutlcancrofleit. 

John. Any barre, any erode, any impediment,will be 
inedicinable to me, I am fickc in difpleafure to him, and 
whatfoeuer comes athwart his sffedtion, ranges cuenly 
with mine, how canft thou erode this marriage ? 

Bor. Not honeftly my Lord, but locouertly, that no 
diflionefty ftiall appeare in me. 

Iohn. Shew mt breefely how, 

•Bor. I thinke I told your Lordfhip a yeere fince.how 
nuchl am in the fauour of Margaret, the waiting gentle- 
woman to Hero. 

Iohn . I renumber. 

Boro I can at any vnfcafonablc inftant of the night, 
appoint her to look out at her Ladies chamber window. 

Iohn . What life is in that,to be the death of this mar- 
:iage> 

Boy. The poyfon of that lies in you to temper, goe 
jo u to the Prince your brother,lparc not to tell him,that 
tte hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
f 'Undio, whofe eftimation do you mightily hold vp, to a 
contaminated ftalc,fuch a one as Hero . 

Iohn. Whatpcoofc fhalllmakeofthat ? 

Bor . Proofe enough, to mifufe the Prince, to vexe 
Claudio,to vndoe hero ,and kill Leonato, looke you for a- 
ny other iffuc? 

Iohn. Onely to defpight them,I will cndcauour any 
thing. 

Bor. Gocthen,findemcamectehowre, to draw on 
Tedro and the Count Qandio alone, tell them that you 
know that Hero louesme, intend a kinde of xeale both 
to the Prince and Claudio ( as in a loue of your brothers 


honor who hath made this match ) and his friends repu¬ 
tation, who is thus like to be cofen’d with the fcmblancc 
of a maid,that you haue difeouefd thus:they will fcarce- 
ly beleeuethis without triall: offer them inftances which 
fhall beare no leflb likelihood , than to Ice mee at her 
chamber window,heare me call c JVlargaret, Hero; hcare 
Margaret termc tne Claudio , and bring them to fee this 
the very night before the intended wedding, for in the 
meane time, I will lo fafhion the matter, that Hero fhall 
be abfent,and there fhall appeare luch feeming truths of 
Heron diflovalcicj that iealouiie (hall becal’d afiurance , 
and all the preparation ouerchrowne. 

John. Grow this to whataducrie iffueit can, 1 will 
put it in pra&ife : be cunning in the working this , and 
thy fee is a thoufand ducates. 

Bor . Be thou conflant in the accufation, and my cun¬ 
ning fhall not fhamc me. 

Iohn. I will prefentlie goe lcarne their day ofmarri- 


agc. 


£xit. 


Enter Benedicke alone. 


r Bene. Boy. 

Boy . Signior. 

Bene . In my chamber window lies a booke, bring it 
hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy. J am heere already fir. Exit . 

Bene. I know that, but I would haue thee hence, and 
heere againe. I doe much wonder, that one man feeing 
how much another man is a foole, when he dedicates his 
bchauiours to loue, will after hce hath laught at fuch 
fhallow follies in others, become the argument of his 
owncfcorne, by falling in loue, & fuch a man is Claudio , 
I haue known when there was no mufickc with him but 
the drum and the fife , and now had hee rather heare the 
taber and the pipe: I haue knowne when he would haue 
walkt ten mile afoot, to fee a good armor, and now will 
he lie ten nights awake caruing the fafhion of a newdub- 
let: he was wont to fpeake plainc,& to the purpofe (like 
an honeft man & a louldier) and now is he turn’d ortho¬ 
graphy, his words arc a very fantafticall banquet, iuft fo 
many ftra.nge difhes : may 1 be fo conuerted, & fee with 
thefeeyes ? I cannot tell, 1 thinke not ; 1 will not bee 
fworne, but loue may transforme me to an oyfter,but He 
takemyoarh on it, till he haue made an oyftcrcfme, he 
fhall ncucr make me fuch a foole: one woman is faire,yet 
I am well: another is wifc,yet I am well: another vertu- 
ous, yet I am well : but till all graces be in one woman, 
one woman fhall not come in my grace: rich fhec fhall 
be^hat’s certaine: wife,or lie none: vertuous,or lie ne~ 
uer cheapen her: fairc 3 or lie neuer looke on herrmilde, 
or come not neere me: Noble, or not for an Angell: of 
good difeourfe:an excellent Mufirian,and her haire fhal 
be of what colour it pleale God, hah ! the Prince and 
Monfieur Loue, I will hide me in the Arbor, 

Enter Prince,Leonato,Claudio, and lacks Wilfon. 

Prin. Come,fhall we hcare this muficks ? 

Claud. Yca my good Lord : how ftiil the cucning is. 
As hu(ht on purpofe to grace harmonic. 

trin. Sec you where Benedicks hath hid himfclfe? 

Clan. O very well my Lord:thc muficke ended, 
Wee’ll fitthekid-foxewithapenny worth. 

Prince . Come Balthafar ^wee’ll heare that fong again. 

Balth. O good my Lord,taxe not fo bad a voyce. 

To (lander muficke any more then once. 

Prin. It is the witnefle flill of excellency, 
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To flandcr Mufickc any more then once. 

Prince. It is the witnefle ftill of excellencic. 

To put a ftrangc face on hisownepcrfe&ion, 

1 pray thee fing,and lee me woe no more. 

Baltb. Becaufc you talkc of wooing,! will fing, 

Since many a wooer doth commence his fuic, 
ro her he thinkes not worthy, yet he woocsj 
Yet willhcfwearehcloues. 

Prince . Nay pray thee come, 

Or if thou wilt hold longer argument. 

Doe it in notes. 

Baltb. Note this before my notes, 

Thercs not a note ol mine that’s worth the noting. 

Prince. Why thefe are very crotchets that he ipcaks. 
Note notes forfooth,and nothing. 

Bene. Now ditiine aire, now is his foule rauifht, is it 
not ftrangc that (hcepes guts fhould hale foulcs out of 
mens bodies ? well, a home for my money when all's 
done* 

The Song. 

Sigh no more Ladies y fgb no more, 

Afen were deceivers ever. 

One foote in Sea. and one on jhore , 

To one thing confiant never , 

Then figh not fo but let them goe 3 
And be you blithe and bonnie. 

Converting all your founds of woe y 
Into hey nony nony . 

Sing no more ditties, fug no moe. 

Of dumps fo dull and heauy , 

Thefraud of men were ever fo> 

Since fnmmer firfi was leauj , 

Then fgb not fo $ Crc m 

Prince. By my troth a good fong. 

Baltb . And an ill finger,my Lord. 

Prince • Ha,no, no faith, thou fingft well enough for a 
(Lift. 

Ben . And he had been a dog that fhould hauc howld 
thus , they would hauc hangM him, and I pray God his 
bad voyce bode no mifehiefe, I had asliefehaue heard 
the night-rauen, come what plague could haue come af¬ 
ter it. 

Prince. Yea marry, doft thou heare Balthafar ? I pray 
thee get vs fomc excellent mufick : for to morrow night 
we would haue it at the Lady Heroes chamber window. 
Balth. ThebeftI can,my Lord. Exit Balthafar. 
Prince . Do fo, farewell. Come hither Leon ate, what 
was it you told me of today, that your Niece Heatnce 
wasinlouewithfignior Benedick*? 

Cla . OI, ftalkeon, ftalkcon,the foule fits. Ididne- 
ucr thinkc that Lady would haue loued any man. 

Leon. No,nor I ncither,but moft wonderful,that flic 
(hould fo dote on Signior "Benedicks , whomfhcc hath in 
all outward bchauiours feemed cucr to abhorre. 

Bene . Is’t pofliblc ? fits the windc in that corner ? 

Leo. By my troth my Lord, I cannot tell what to 
thinkc of it, but that (he loues him with an inraged affc- 
ftion, it is paft the infinite of thought. 

Prince. May be (he doth but counterfeit, 

Claud. Faith like enough. 

Leon ♦ O God ! counterfeit ? there was neuer counter¬ 
feit of paffion,came fo neere the life ofpaflion as (he dif- 
couersit. 


<SMucb adoe about SSfotbing. 


s her 


Trine* Why what effeas ofpaffion (hew^T? 
CW. Baite the hooke well, this fi(h will bill 
Leon. What effcifts my Lord ? (hee will fit you* * 
“Card my daughter tell you how. ' 1 ^ 

Clan. She did indeed. 

aflaults ofaffc&ion. ® 

Leo. I would haue fw.rne it had.roy Lord efn P / „ 
againft 'Benedicke. * ra > el P ec «lly 

Bene. Ifhould thinke this a gull, but that the wh’ 
bearded fellow fpeakes it : knauery cannot fur. k j 
himfclfe in fuch reuerence. * 

Claud. He hath taneth’infc<ftion,holditvp. 

Prince. Hath (hec made her affection known toS* 

dicke i Wf - 

Leonato. No, and fwcares fib e neuer will, that’ 
torment. 

Cland. ’Tis true indeed, fo your daughter faies : {U 
I, faics (he,that hauefo oft cncountrcd him withfcom 
write to him that I loue him? f| 

Leo. This faies (hcc now when (heels beginning ttl 
write to him, tor fliee’U bevp twenty times a night and 
there wilt (he fit in her 1‘mocke, till (he haue writ a (L. 
of paper: my daughter tells vs all. 

C/4«. Now you talke of a (beet of paper,I remember 
a pretty ieft your daughter told vs of. 

Leon. O when (he had writ it, & was reading itoutt 
(he found Benedicke and 'Beatrtce betweenc the fnectr ’ 
Clan. That. 

Lton. O (he tore the letter into a thoufind halfpence 
raild at her lclf.that Ihe (hould be fo immodeft to write! 
to one that (hec knew would flout her : I meafurehim 
laies (he, by my owne fpirit.forl (hould flout him ifh« 
writ to mee,yca though I louc him,I (hould. 

Clan. Then downc vpon her knees (he falls, weepet, 
fobs, beates her heart, tcarcs herhayrc,praies,curfcs 0 
fweet Benedicke , God giuemcpaticnce. 

Leon. She doth indeed, my daughter faics fo, aodtht 
extafic hath lo much ouerbornc her, that my daughtcrit 
fomtimeafeard (he will doe accfperatc out-racetohet 
felfe, it is very true. h 

Trine . It were good that Benedicke knew ofit by fomc 
other, if (he will not difeouer it. 

Clan. To what end i he would but make a (port ofit, 
and torment the poore Lady worfe. 

Prin. And he (hould, it were an almes to hang him, 
(hec’s an excellent fweet Lady, and(out of all fulpuioflj 
(he is vertuous. 

Claudio. And (he is exceeding wife. 
prince. In cuery thing,but inlouing Benedick?. 

Leon. Omy Lord,wiledome and blond combating in 
fo tender a body, we haue ten proofes to one,that bloud 
hath the vi&ory, I am forry fot her, as I hauc iuftcaufe, 
being her Vncle,and her Guardian. 

Prince. I would (hee had beftowed this dotage on 
mee, I would haue daft all other rcfpcdb, and made bet 
halfe my felfe: I pray you tell Benedicks of > c * and heare 
what he will fay. 

Leon. Were itjjood thinke you ? 

Qetn. Hero thinkes furely (he wil die,for (he faies (he 
will die, ifhee lou? her not, and (hec will die ere (hee 
make her loue knowne, and ihe will die if hee wooeber, 
rather than (hee will bate one breath of her accuflomed 
croffenefle. 

Prin. She doth well, ifjhe (hould make tender of her 

loue, 


:h 
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-^Verypo(fible^ cc ’ 1 k° rne ic *f° rthc n»n(asy 

triowall)hatha contemptible fpirit. 

CU*> He is a very proper man, 

Pri „ He hath indeed a good outward happines. 
cUti. 'Fore God, and in my minde very wife. 

Prin. He doth indeed fhew fome fparkes that are like 

^Leon- And I take him to be valiant, 

p g As Hector , I affureyou, and in the managing of 
r e ls you may fee bee is wife, for either heeauoydes 
Ihem w‘ th 8 rcat dl f crction ’ or vndertakes them with a 

Thriftian-like fcarc. 

c ^ (i0t ifheedoefeareGod,amuftnece(Tariliekeepe 
e ace if hee breakc the peace, hee ought to enter into a 
Larrell with feare and trembling. 

^ frin* A nc ^ ^ or r ^ e man ^ ear ^ 0< ^ , 

, o W foeuer it feemes not in him,by fomc large ieafts hee 
willm»k e: well, I am lorry for your niece, (Trail we goe 
fee Benedicke, and tell him of her loue, 

Claud. Neuer tell him, my Lord, let her weare it out 

with good coun fell. 

Leon. Nay that’s impofliblejfhc may weare her heart 
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Beat. I tooke no more paines for thofe thankes,then 
you takepaines tothanke me, if it Had beenpaiheful!,I 
would not haue come. 

Bene. You take pleafure then in themeflage. 

Beat. Yea iuft fo much as you may take vpon a lenities 
point,and choake a daw wichall; you haue no ftohiacke 
fignior, fare you well. Exit, 

Bene. Ha, againft my will lam fent to bid you come 
into dinner: there’s a double meaning in that: I tooke 
no more paines for thofe thankes then you tooke paines 
to thanke me, that’s as much as to fay,any paines that 1 
take for you is as eafie as thankes: if I do not take pitty 
of her I am a viilaine, if I doc not loue her I am a lew , I 
Will goe gcr her pidlure. Exit 


<t/l Bus Y ertius. 


Enter Hero and two gentlemen >Margaret> and FrfuLi. 


outfirft. 

Pr^. Well,we will heare further ofit by your daugh¬ 
ter let it coole the while, I louc Benedicke well, and I 
could wilh he would modeftly examinehimfelfe, to lee 
how much he is vnworthy to haue fo good a Lady. 

Leon. My Lord,will you walke?dinner is ready. 

Clan. If he do not doat on her vpon this, I wil neuer 
truft my expectation. 

Prin. Let there be the fame Net fpread for her, and 
thatrouftyour daughter and her gentlewoman carry: 
the (port will be,when they hold one an opinion of ano¬ 
ther dotage,and no fuch matter, that’s the Scene that I 
would fee.which will be mecrely a dumbe (hew : let vs 
fend her to call him into dinner. Exeunt. 

Bent. This can be no tricke,the conference was fadly 
borne, they haue the truth of this from Hero , they feeme 
to pittie the Lady: it feemes her affe&ions haue the full 
bent: loue me ? why it muft be requited : I heare how I 
am confut’d, they fay I will bcare my felfe proudly, if I 
perceiuc the loue come from her: they fay too, that (he 
will rather die than giue any figne of affedion: I did nc- 
uer thinke to marry, I muft not feeme proud, happy arc 
they that heare their detractions, and can put them to 
mending : they fay the Lady is fslire, ’tis a truth, I can 
bearethem witnefle: and vertuous, tis fo, I cannot re- 
proouc it, and wife, but for louing me, by my troth it is 
no addition to her witte, nor no great argument of her 
folly; for 1 wil be horribly fn loue with her,I may chance 
haue fome odde quirkes and remnants of witte broken 
on mee, becaufe I haue rail’d fo long againft marriage: 
but doth not the appetite alter l a man loues the meat in 
his youth, that he cannot indure in his age. Shall quips 
and fentences, and thefe paper bullets of the braine awe 
a man from the careere of his humour ? No, the world 
muft be peopled. Whenlfaidl would dieabatcheler,l 
did not think I (hould Hue till I were maried,herc comes 
Beatrice: by this day,(hee’s afairc Lady,l doe fpie fome 
markes of louc in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

dinneT* Aga!nft my wil 1 atn fcnt to b i<tyo« come in to 
Faire Beatrice, I thanke you for your paines* 


Hero. Good tJWargaret runne thee to the parlour, 
There (halt thou finde my Cofin Beatrice , 

Propofing with the Prince and Claudio , 

Whilper her eare, and tell her 1 and Brfu/a, 

Walke in the Orchard.and our whole difeourfe 
Is all of her, (ay that thou ouer-heardft vs, 

And bid her ftcale into the pleached bower, 

Where hony-fuckles ripened by the funne, 

Forbid the funne to enter: like fauourites, 

Made proud by Princes,that aduance their pride, 
Againft that powerthat bred it,there will (he hide her. 
To liften our purpofe, this is thy office, 

Beare thee well in it, and leauc vs alone. 

Trlarg. He make her come I warrant you prefentJy. 

Hero. NowFrfula, when Beatrice doth come. 

As we do trace this alley vp and downc. 

Our ealke muft onely be of Benedicke, 

When I doe name him,let it be thy part, 

Topraife him more then euer man did merit • 
My talke to thee muft be how Benedicke 
Is ficke in louc with Beatrice : of this matter , 

Is little Cupids crafty arrow made, 

That onely wounds by heare-fayrnow begin. 

Enter Beatrice. 

For lookc where Beatrice like a Lapwing runs 
Clofe by the ground, to heare our Conference. 

Frf. The pleafant'ft angling is to fee the fifh 
Cut with her golden ores rhe bluer ftreame, 

And greedily deuoure the treacherous baite: 

So angle we for Beatrice , who euen now. 

Is couched in the wood-bine couercurc, 

Feare you not my part of the Dialogue. 

Her .Then go we neare her that her eare loofe nothin*, 
Ot the falfe (weete baite that we Jay for it: 

No truely Frfula,(hc is too difdainfull, 

I know her fpirits areas coy and wilde. 

As Haggcrds of the rocke. 

Vrfula. But are you fure. 

That Benedscks loues Beatrice fo iotirely ? 

Her. So faies the Prince,and my new rroihed Lord. 

Vrf. And did they bid you tell her of it,Madam { 

Her. They did intreate me to acquaint her of it, 

But I perfwaded them, if they lou’d Benedicks, 
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To wi(h him wraftle with affe&ion, 

And neticr to let 'Beatrice know of it. 

Vrfula. Why did you fo,doth not the Gentleman 
Deferue as full as fortunate a bed, 

As euer Beatrice (hall couch vpen ? 

Hero. OGodofloue'.l know he doth deferue. 

As much as may be yeelded to a man : 

But.Nature neuerdram’d a womans heart, 

Ofprowder ftuffc then that of Beatrice : 

Difdaine andScorncride fparkhhg in her eyes, 
Mil-prizing what they looke on,and her wit 
Values it felfe fo highly, that to her 
All matter elfe feemes weake: (he cannot loue. 

Nor take no fihape nor proieft of affedion, 

Shce is fo felfe indeared. 

P'rfnla. Sure I chinkc fo , 

And therefore certainely it were not good 
She knew his loue,lcft (he Riake Iport at it. 

Hero. Why you fpeake trmh,l nener yet faw man. 
How wife, how noble,yong, how rarely featur’d. 

But fbe would fpcll him backward: iffaire fac’d. 

She would fweare the gentleman fhould be her lifter : 

If blacke, why Nature drawing of an anticke. 

Made a foule blot:iftill,alaunce ill headed : 

If low, anagotvery vildhc cut: 

If fpeaking,why a vane blowne with all windes: 

If fileut, why a blocke motied with none. 

Soturnes fheeuery man the wrong fide out, 

Andneuer giues to Truth and Vcrtue, that 
Which fimplencfle and merit purchafeth. 

Vrftt. Sure, fure,fuch carping is not commendable. 
Hero. No,not to be fo odde,and from ail falhions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable. 

But who dare tell her fo ? if I fhould lpcake. 

She would mocke me into ayre,Ofhc would laugh me 
Out of my felfe,prefle me to death with wit, 

Therefore let Benedtcke like coucred fire, 

Conlume away in fighes, wafte inwardly: 

I.t were a better death, to die with mockes, 

Which is as bad as die with tickling. 

Vrfu. Yet tell her ofit.heare w hat fhee will fay. 
Hero. No,rather 1 will goe to Benedtcke , 

' And counfailehimto fight againft his paffion. 

And truly Iledeuife fome honeft flanders, 

To ftaine my cofin with,one doth not know. 

How much an ill word may impoifon liking. 

TJrfu. O doe noc doe your cofin fuch a wrong, 

She cannot be fo much without true iudgement, 
Hauing fo fwife and excellent a wit 
As fhc is prifdc to haue, as to refufe 
So rare a Gentleman as fignior Benedtcke. 

Hero. He is the oncly man cf Italy, 

Alwaies excepted, my dcare Claudio. 

Vrftt. I pray you be not angry with me,Madame, 
Speaking my fancy: Signior Benedtcke, 

For (Tape,for bearing argument and valour, 

Goes formoft in report through Italy. 

Hero. Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 
Vrfu. His excellence did came it ere he had it: 

When are you married Madame ? 

Hero. Why eucric day to morrow,come goe in, 
lie fhew thee fome attires, and haue thy counfcll, 
Which is the beft to furnifh me to morrow* 

Vrju. Shee’s tane I warrant you, 

We haue caught her Madame? 

Hero. If it proue fo,then louing goes by haps, 



Some Cupid kills with arrowes,fome with trap$7'T"' 
Beat. What fire is in mine eares? can this be true?**' 
Stand I condemn’d for pride and fcorne fo much? 
Contempt,farewell,and maiden pride, adew. 

No glory liues behinde the backe of fueh. 

And Benedicks,loue on,I will requite thee. 

Tanning my wilde heart to thy louing hand: 

If thou doft loue,my kindenefle fhall incitethec • 
To binde our loues vp in a holy band. 

For others fay thou doft dclerue, and I 
Belceue it better then reportingly. 


£uter Prince , f/Ww, Benedicke } and Leenato, 

Prince. I doe but flay till your marriage b<j eonW 
mate, and then go I toward Arragon. 

Clan. lie bring you thither my Lord, if you! vsikL 
fate me. 

Prin. Nay, that would be as great a foyle in the ntw 

gloflc of your marriage,as to (hew a childc his new coat 
and forbid him to weare it, J will oncly bee bold with ! 
Benedtcke for his companie, for from the crowne of his I 
head, to the folc of his foot,he is all mirth,he hath twice : 
or thrice cut Cupids bow- firing,and the little hang-man 

s dare not fhoot at him, he hath a heart as found as a bell 

and his tongue is the clapper,for what his heart thinkei* 
his tongue {peakes. 

Bene. Gallants,I am not as I haue bin. 

Leo. So fay I, methinkes you are fadder. 

Claud. I hope he be in loue. 

Prin. Hang him truant,there's no true drop ofbloud 
in him to be truly toucht with loue,ifhe be fad,hewantt 
money. 

Bene. I haue the tooth-ach. 

Prin. Draw it. 

Bene. Hang it. 

Claud. You mull hang it firft.and draw it afterwardf, 

Prin. What ? figh for the tooth-ach. 

Leon. Where is but a humour or a worme. 

Bene. Well.eucry one cannot mafter a griefe,buth« i 
that has it. 

Clan. Yec fay I,he is in 1 qu<* 

Prin. There is no appearance offancie in him,vnlefle , 
it be a fancy that he hath to ftrange difguifes.as to bee a 
Dutchmanto day,aFrenchman,to morrow: vnleflehee ( 
haue a fancy to this foolery, as it appeares hee hath, hee 
is no foole for fancy, as you would haue it to appeare I 
he is. 

Clau, If hie be not in loue with fome woman, there j 
is no beleeuing old fignes,a brufhes his hat a mornings, 
What fhould that bode? 

Prin. Hath any man feene him at the Barbers ? 

Clau. No,but the Barbers man hath beenc feen with ' 
him, and the olde ornament of his cheeke hath alreadie 
ftuft tennis balls. 

Leon. Indeed he looker yonger than hee did, by the | 
lofle of a beard. _ . 

Prim. Nay a rubs himfelfe with Ciuit,can you fraell 
him out by that ? 

Clau. That’s as much as to fay, the fweet youth’s in 
loue. 

Prin. The greateftnote ofitis his melancholy. 

Clau, And when was he wont to vvafli his face? 

Prin. Yea,or to paint himfelfe ? for the which I heart 
what they fay of him- 

Clan. Nay,but hisieftmg fpirit, which is now crept 
into a lute-firing,and now gouero’d by ftops. 

fried. 


Much adoe about Nothing, 


III 


^Tlndeedthattels a hcauy tale for him: conclude, 

** /y^^Nay, but I know who loues him- 
prince. That would I know too - I wai 


I warrant one that 


^ n °CU. Yes,and his ill conditions, and in defpight of all, 

Shee fliall be buried with her face vpwards. 

„ ‘ y e t is this no charmc for the tooth-ake,old fig- 
• /tfalke afide with mee,I haue ftudied eight or nine 
2 words to fpeake to you, which thelc hobby-horfes 
muft not heare. 

For my life to breakc with him about "Beatrice. 
CUu- *Tis cucn fo , here and Margaret haue by this 
laved their parts with Beatrice nd then the two Bcares 
will not bite one another when they mcetc. 

Enter Iohn the Bailard. 

Baft. My Lord and bfother,God fauc you. 

Prin, Good den brother* 

Baft, ifyourlcifureicru’d, I would fpeake with you. 
Prince , Jnpriuate? 

Baft, Ifit plcafc you, yet Count Claudio may heare, 
for what I would fpeake of,conccrncs him. 

Brin. What’s the matter? 

Bafta. Meancs your Lordfhiptobe married to mor¬ 
row? 

prin. You know he does. 

Baft. I know not that when heknowes what I know. 
Clau. If there be any impediment, I pray you difeo- 
uerir. 

Baft . You may thinke I loue you notice that appeare 
hereafter, and ay me better at me by that I now will ma- 
nifeft, for my brother (I thinke,he holds you well,and in 
deareneffe of heart) hath holpe to effect your enfuing 
marriage: furcly fute ill fpenc, and labour ill beftowed. 
Prin. Why,what’s the matter? 

Ballard, I came hither to tell you, and circumftances 
(hortned, (for fhc hath beenc too long a talking of) the 
Lady is difloyall. 

Clau . Who Hero? 

Baft. Euenfhce, Leovatoes Here, you* Hero, euery 
mans Hero, 

Clau. Difloyall? 

Baft. The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
nefle, I could fay (he were worfc, thinke you of aworfe 
title, and I will fit her to it: wonder not till further war¬ 
rant: goe but with mec to night,you fhal fee her cham¬ 
ber window entred, eucn the night before her wedding 
day,ifvou loue her, then to morrow wed her : But it 
would better fit your honour to change your minde. 

Claud, Maythiibefo? 

Trine, I will not thinke it. 

Tail. Ifyou dare not truft that you fee, confeffenot 
that you know: if you will follow mee, I will fhew you 
enough, and when you haue fccnc more, & heard more, 
proceed accordingly, 

Clau. If I fee any thing to night, why I (hould not 
marry her to morrow in the congregation,where I Ihold 
wedde, there will I fhame her. 

Prin, Andas I wooedfor thectoobtainchcr, I will 
ioyne with thee to difgrace her* * 

TaJK I will difparage her no farther, till you are noy 
^.beare it coldly but till night, and let the iflue 

Prin. O day yntowardly turned. 1 


Claud . Omifchiefe firangelie thwarting! 

Baftard. O plague right well preuented ! fo will you 
fay,when you haue feene the fequele. Exit. 

Enter Dogberj and his cowpartncr with the watch e 
*I>eg, Are you good men and true? 
fcrg. Yca 5 or elfc it were piety but they fhould fuffer 
faluation body and foule. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punifhment too good for 
them.ifthey fhould haue any allegiance in them, being 
chofen for the Princes watch. 

forges. Well, giuethem their charge, neighbour 
Dogberj. 

Dog. Firft, who thinke you the nioiT defarclefic man 
to beConfiable? 

fVarch.lt Hugh Oteacake fir , or George Sea-coale , for 
they can write and reade. 

Dogb. Come hither neighbour Sea-coalc, God hath 
bleft you with a good name: to be a wel-fauoured man, 
is the gift ofFoitune, but to write and reade, comes by 
Nature. 

W'atch 2 . Both which Matter Conftablc 
Dogb. You haue: I knew it would be your anfwere : 
well,for your fauour fir,why giue God thankes,& make 
no boaft of ic, and for your writing and reading, let that 
appeare when there is no need of luch vanity, you are 
thought heere to be the moft fenttefle and fit man for the 
Conflablc of the watch : therefore bcare you the lan 
thornc: this is your charge : You fhal! comprehend all 
vagrommen,youareto bid any man (land in the Prin¬ 
ces name. 

Watch 2 . How if a will not ttand ? 

Dogb . Why then take no note of him,but let him go, 
and prcftntly call the reft of the Watch together, and 
thanke God you arc riddc ofa lcnaue. 

ZJergcs. Ir he will not ttand when ho is bidden, hee is 
noncot the Princes fubiccts* 

Dogb. True, and they arc ro meddle with none but 
the Princes fubiedls: you fliall alfo make no noife in the 
ftreetes: for,for the Watch to babble and talke, is moft 
tollerablc, and not to be indured. 

Watch. Wc will rather fleepc than talkc, wee knew 
what belongs tb a Watch. 

Dog. Why you lpcake like an ancient and moft quiet 
watchman,tor I cannot fee how fleeping fhould offend ; 
only haue a care that your bills be noc ftolne : well, you 
arcro call at all the Alehouics, and bid them that are 
drunke get them to bed. 

Watch. How if they will not? 

Dogb. Why then let them alone till they are fober,if 
they make you not then the better anfwere,you may lay, 
they are not the men you tooke them for. 

Ufatch. Weilfir. 

Dogb. If you meet a theefc > you may fufpe$ him,by 
vertue of your office, to be no true man : and for fuch 
kinde of men , the lcfle you meddle or make with them, 
why the more is for your honefty. 

Watch. If wee know him to be a thiefc, fhall wee not 
lay hands on him. 

Dogb. Truly by your office you may,but I think they 
that touch pitch will be defil’d : the moft peaceable way 
for you, if you doe take a thcefeds, to let him fhew him¬ 
felfe what he is, and fteale out of your company. 
for. You haue bin alwaies caPd a merciful ml partner* 
Dog. Truely I would not hang a dog by my wilhmuch 
more a man who hath ante honeftie in him* 

K 2 forges 
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c 'JMiicb adoe about 3\(otbing. 


Verges. If you hearc a child crie in the night you mart 
call to thenurfc, and bid her ftill it. 
j Watch. How if the nurfc be afleepc and will not 
heare vs? 

Dog. Why then depart in peace, and let the childe 
wake her with crying, for the ewe that will not heare 
her Lambe when it baes,will neuer anfwere a calfe when 
he bleates. 

Verges. Tis verietrue. 

Dog. This is the end of the charge: you conftable 
are to prefent the Princes owne perfon, if you mccte the 
Prince in the night, ypu may ftaie him. 

Verges. Nay birladic that I thinke a cannot. 

Dog. Fiue (hillings to one on’t withanie man that 
knowes the Statues,he may ftaie him, marrie not with¬ 
out the prince be willing,for indeed the watch ought to 
offend no man,and it is an offence to ftay a man againft 
his will. 

'Verges. Birladie I thinke it be fo. 

Dog. Ha,ah ha, well mafters good night,and there be 
anic matter of weight chances, call vpme, keepe your 
fellowes counfailes, and your owne, and good night, 
come neighbour. 

Watch. Well mafters, we heare our charge,lct vs go 
fit here vpon the Church bench till two, and then all to 
bed. 

Dog. One word more, honeft neighbors. I pray you 
watch about CtonlorLeonatoesilootcfot the wedding be¬ 
ing there tomorrow, there is a great coylc tonight, 
adiew,be vigitant I befeechyou. Exeunt. 

Enter B orach to and finrade. 

By. Whar ,Conrade} 

Watch. Peace,ftirnot. 

Bor. Couradel fay. 

Con. Here man.I am at thy elbow. 

Bor. Mas and my elbow itcht,l thought there would 
a fcabbe follow. f 

Con. I will owe thee an anfwere for that, and now 
forward with thy talc. 

Bor. Stand thee dofe then vndcr this pcnt'noufc,for it 
driffels raine, and I will,like a true drunkard,veter all to 
thee. 

Watch. Some treafon mafters,yet ftand clofe. 

Bor. Therefore know, I haue earned of Don Iohn a 
thoufand Ducates. 

Con.ls it poffible that anie villanic fhould be fo dearc? 

Bor, Thou fhould’ft rather askc if it were poffible a- 
nie villanic fhould be fo rich?for when rich villains haue 
ncedc of poore ones, poore ones may make what price 
they will. 

Con. I wonder at it. 

Bor. That(bcwes thou art vnconfirm’d,thouknoweft 
that the fafhion of a doublet,or a hat,oradoake, is no¬ 
thing to a man. 

C on . Ycs,iti$apparell. 

Bor . I meane the fafhion. 

Con. Yes the fafhion is the fafhion. 

Bor. Tulli,I may as well fay the foole’s the foole,but 
feeft thou not what a deformed thcefe this fafhion is ? 

Watch. Iknowthatdeformed,ahasbina vile theefe,. 
this vii. yeares.a goes vp and downc like a gentle man: 

I remember his name. 

Bor. Did’ft thou not heare fomebodie ? 

Con. No/cwa* the vainc on the houfe. 

Bor. Sceft thou not (I fay) what a deformed thiefc 
this fafhion is,how giddily a turnes about all the Hot- 


blouds.betweene foureteene &fiue & thirtieffometj^T 
fafhioning them like Thames fouldiours in the red/ 
painting, fometime like god Bcls priefts in the old 
Church window,fometime like the fliauen Hercules j n 
the fmircht worm*eaten tapeftrie, where his cod-p tec 
ieemes asmaffieashisclub. 

Con. All this I fee,and fee that the fafhion wearesom 
moreapparrell then the man;but art not thou thy f e ]f c 
giddie with the fafhion too that thou haftfhifted out of 
thy tale into telling me of the fafhion# 

Bor, Not fo neither, but know that I haue to night 
wooed Margaret the Lady Heroes gentle-woman, by th t 
name of Hero, fire leanes me out at her miftris chamber, 
window,bids me a thoufand times good night: I te jj 
this tale vildly. I fhould firft tell thee howthePrince 
Claudio and my Mafter planted,and placed,and pofTefled 
by my Mafter Don Iohn, faw a far off in the Orchard this 
amiable incounter. 

Con. And thought thy Margaret yns Heroi 

Bor. Two ofthemdid,the Prince and C/4»dw,butthe 

diucll my Mafter knew fhc was Margaret and partly by 
his oathes,which firft poffcft them, partly by the darkc 
night which did deceiue them,but chiefely,by my villa- 
nie,which did confirme any flander that Don Iohn had 
made, away went Claudio enraged, fworehce would 
mceie her a; he was ayointed next morning at theTera- 
ple,andthere,beforethe whole congregation fhameher 
with what he faw o’rc night, and fend her home againe 
vvithour ahusbaud. 

Watch, i .We char ge you in the Princes name ftand. 

Watch. s.Call vp the right mafter Conftable,vve haue 
here rccouered the moft dangerouspeece of lechery ,that 
cuer vyasknownein the Common-wealth. 

Watch.i. And one Deformed is one of them, I know 
him,a vveares a locke. 

Conr\ Maftcrs.m afters. 

Watch. 2 . Youle be made bring deformed forth I war¬ 
rant you, 

Conr. Mafters,neuer fpeakc,vve charge you, let vso- 
bey you to goe with vs. 

Bor. W e are like to proue a goodly commoditic, be¬ 
ing taken vp ofthefe mens bils. 

Cow. A commoditic in queftion I warrant you,coine 
vvecle obey you. Exeunt, 

Enter Hero,and Margaret,and Vrfula. 

Hero. Good Vrfula wake my cofin “eatrsce, and dt- 
fire her to rife.. 

Vrfu, I will Lady. 

Her. And bid her come hither. 

Vrf. Well. 

Mar. Troth I thinke your other rebato were better. 

Bero. Nopray thee good Meg,lie vvearethis. 

Marg .By my troth’s not fogood,and I vvarrantyoor 
cofin will fay fo. 

Bero. Mycofin’sa fooley and thou art another, ile 
vvearenone but this. 

Mar. I like the new tire within excellently, if the 
haire were a thought browner: and your gown’s amoft 
rare fafhion yfaith, I faw the DutchcfTe of 
gowne that they praife fo. 

Bert. O that exceedes they fay.' 

Mar, By my troth’s but a night-gowne in refpe«« 
yours,cloth a gold and cucs,and lac’d withfiluer,fecwith 
pearles,downe flceues,fidc fleeues.and skirts,round vn* 
derborn with a blewift) tinfcl,but for a fine queint grace* 

full and excellent fafhion,youri is worth ten on’t. 

Bero, God 


zZMuch adoe about Nothing. 


fjeroT Go^giucmecioy to wearc it* for my hearc is 

e * c ^|^ C 'Twill be heauier loone, by the waight of a 

"“‘JL, Fie vpon thee, art not afhana’d I{ 

™ Of what Lady ? of ffpeaking honourably ? is 
JJriagc honourable in a beggar ? is not your Lord 

Honourable without marriage?I thinke you would ^auc 

" c f a uing your reuerence a husband: and bad thin¬ 
king doe not wrefttrue fpeaking lie offend no body, is 
hrfe any hartne in the heauier for a husband? none I 

.Kinke and it be the right husband, and the right wife, 

otherwise ’tis light and not hcauy.askc my Lady Beatrice 

dfe.here (he comes. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero. Good morrow Coze. 

Beat. Good morrow fwcet Here. 

Hero. Why how now? do you fpeake in the fick tune? 
Beat. I am out of all other tune.me thinkes. 

Mar. Claps into Light a loue , (that goes without a 
burden,) do you fing it and Ile dance it. 

Beat. Ye I-ighr aloue with your heeles, then if your 
husband haue ftablcs enough, you'll looke he fhall lacke 

nobames. , . , . , 

Mar. O illegitimate confirmation JI fcorne that with 

my heeles. 

Beat. ’Tis almoft fiue a clocke cofin, 'tis time you 
were ready,by my troth I am exceeding ill,hey ho. 

Mar. For a hauke,a horfe,or a husband ? 

Beat. For the letter that begins them all,H. 

Mar. Well, and you be not turn’d Turke, there's no 
morefayling by the ftarre. 

Beat. Whatmeanesthefooletrow? 

Mar. Nothing I, but God fend cuery one rheir harts 
defire. 

Hero. Thefe gloues the Count fentnaee, they are an 
excellent perfume. 

Beat. lamftuftcofin, I cannot fmell. 

Mar. A maid and ftuft! there’s goodly catching of 
colde. 

Beat. O God helpe me,God help me,how long haue 
you profeft apprehenfion f 

Mar. Euer fincc you left it,doth not my wit become 
me rarely ? 

Beat. It is not feene enough, you fhould weare it in 
your cap, by my troth I am ficke. 

Mar, Get you fome of this diftill’d cardans benedict us 
and lay it to your heart,it is the onely thing for a qualm. 
Hero. There thou prickft her with a thiuell. 

Beat. Beneddlus, why btnedttttis ? you haue fomerno- 
rall in this benedillsu. 

Mar. Morall ? no by my troth,I haue no morall mea¬ 
ning, I meant plaine holy thiffell, you may thinke per¬ 
chance that I thinke you are in loue,nay birlady I am not 
fuchafooleto thinke what I lift, nor I lift not to thinke 
what I can, nor indeed I cannot thinke, if I would thinke 
my hart out of thinking, that you are in loue,or that you 
will be in loue,or that you can be in loue : yet Benedicks 
was fuch another, and now is he become a man,he fwore 
heewould neuer marry, and yet now in defpight of his 
heart he eates his meat without grudging, and how you 
may be conuertcd 1 know not,but me thinkesyou looke 
with yout eies as other women doe. 

, Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keepes. 


ili__ j 


Mar. Notafalfe gallop. 

Enter Vrfula. 

Vrfula. Madam,withdraw,the Prince,the Couiit,fig- 
nior Benedicke , Don Iohn, and all the gallants of the 
tow'ne.are came to fetch you to Church. 

Hero. Helpe to drclle mee good coze, good UHeg, 
good Vrfula. 

Enter Leonato, and the Conftable, and the Headborottgh. 

Leon ate. What would you with mee, honeft neigh¬ 
bour ? 

Conft.Dog. Mary fir I would haue fome confidence 
with you, that deccrnes you nearcly. 

Leon. Briefc I pray you, for you fee it is a bufie time 
With me. 

ConftHog, Mavy this it is fir. 

Headb. Yes in truth it is fir. 

Leon. What is it my good friends? 

Cen.Ho. Goodman Verges firfpeakes a little of the 
matter, an old man fir, and his wits are not fo blunt, as 
God helpe I would defire they were , but infaith honeft 
as the skin betweene his browes. 

Head. Yes I thank God, I am as honeft as any man Ii- 
uing.that is an old man,and no honeftcr then I. 

Con.Hog. Companions are odorous,palabras.neigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious; 

Con.Hog. It plcafcs your worftiip to fay fo,but weare 
the poore Dukes officcrs.but trucly for mine owne parr, 
if I were as tedious as a King 1 couldfindcin my heart to 
beftow it all ofyour worftiip. 

Leon. All thy tcdioufnefte on me,ah ? 

Confl.Dog. Yea, and’twere a thoufand times more 
than ’tis, for I hearc as good exclamation on your Wor- 
fhipas of any man intheCitie, and though I bee but a 
poore man, I am glad to hearc it. 

Head . And foam 1. 

Leen. I would faine know what you haue to fay. 

head. Marry fir our watch tonight, excepting your 
worfhips prefence, haue tane a couple of as arrant 
knaucs as any in Medina. 

Con.Dog. A good old man fir, hce will be talking as 
they fay,when the age is in.the wit is out,God helpe vs, 
it is a world to lee : wcllfaid yfaith neighbour Verges, 
well, God's a good man, and two men ride of a horfe, 
one muft ride behinde, an honeft (oule yfaith fir, by my 
trothheis,aseucr broke bread, but God is to bee wor- 
(hipt, all men are not alike, alas good neighbour. 

Leon. Indeed neighbour he comes too (hort oi you. 

Con.Do. Gifts that God giues. 

Leon. Imuftleaucyou. 

ConHog. One word fir, our watch fir haue indeede 
comprehended two afpitious perfons, Sc we would haue 
them this morning examined beforeyour wor(hip.- 

Leon. Take their examination your felfe, and bring it I 
*ie, I am now in great hafte,as may appeare vnto you. 

Con ft. Itfhallbefuffigance. (Exit. 

Leon. Drinke fome wine ere you goe: fare you well. 

Mejfenger. My Lord, they ftay for you to giue your 
daughter to her husband* 

Leon. lie wait vpon them,I am ready. 

Dogb. Goe good partner, goe get you to Francis Sea. 
coale, bid him bring hispen and inkehorne to the Gaole: 
we are now to examine thofe men. 

Verges. And we muft doe it wifely. 

Dogb. Wee will fpare for no witte I warrant you: 

K j becre* 
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<£\£ucbadoe shout othing » 


hcerc’s that fhall driue Tome of them to a non-come, on¬ 
ly got the learned writer to let downeour excommuni¬ 
cation, and meet me at thelaile. . SxCHHt, 




<tA Bus Quartus . 


Enter Prince , bastard, Leonato, Frier , Claudio, Benedicks y 

Hero } andTSeatrice. 

V'ii'*' buiow I ^rx v;^' >. ; v v< i j 

Leonato. Come Frier Francis, bebriefe, oncly to the 
plaine forme of marriagc,and you ftial recount their par¬ 
ticular duties afterwards. 

Fran . You come hither,my Lord,to marry this Lady. 

_ Clau. No. / • 

Leo. To be married to her: Frier, you come to mar- 
rie her. 

Frier » Lady,you come hitherto be married to this 
Count. 

Hero „ I doe. 

Frier . Ifcithcr of you know any inward impediment 
why youfhould not be conioyncd, I charge you on your 
foules tovttcr it. v 

Claud. Know you anie, Hero ? ? 

Hero . None my Lord, u v 

Frier . Know you anie, Count ? 

Leon. I dare make his anfwer, None. 

Clau . O what men dare do/what men may do! what 
men daily do! 1 

Bene. How now ! iutcric&ions? why then, fome be 
of laughing, as ha, ha,he. 

CUu. Stand thee by Frier, father, by your leaue. 
Will you with free and vneonftrained foule 
Giuc me this maid your daughter ? 

Leon. As freely fonne as God did giue her me. 

Cla • And what haue I to giue you back,whole worth 
May countcrpoifc this rich and precious gift ? 

Frin. Nothing, vnleffe you render her againe. 

CUu. Sweet Prince,you learn me noble thankfulnes: 
There Leonato , take her backc againe, 

Giue not this rotten Orenge to your friend. 

Sheets but the figne and femblance of her honour: 
Behold how like a maid fheblufhes heere ] 

O what authoritie and fliew of truth 
Can cunning finne coucr it felfe wichall! 

Comes not that bloud, as modeft euidence, 

To wimefle fimplc Vcrtue ? would you not fwcarc 
All you that fee her, that (he were a maide. 

By thele exterior fhewes ? But fhe is none: 

She kno wes the heat of a luxurious bed: 

Her blufh is guiltinefle, not raodeftic. 

Leonato ♦ What doe you mcane, my Lord ? 

CUu. Not to be married, 

Not to knit my foule to an approued wanton. 

Leon . Deere my Lord,ifyou in your owneproofe, 
Haue vanquifht the rcfiftancc of her youth. 

And made defeat of her virginitie. (her. 

Clan. I know what you would fay: if I haue knowne 
You will fay, fhe did imbrace me as a husband. 

And fo extenuate the forehand finne: No Leonato , 

I ncuer tempted her with word too large. 

But as a brother to his fitter, (hewed 
Bafhfull finceritie and comely loue. 

Hero. And feem’d I euer othetwife to y 6n ? 


Out on thee feeming,* will write agatoftT 
You lceme to me as Diane in her Orbe, 

As chafte as is the budde ere it be blowne: . • 

But you are more intemperate in your blood, 

Than Ft », or thofe pampred animalls, 

That rage in fauage fenfualitic. ; , ; 

^ Hero. Is my Lord well, that hedoth fpeakefo^id.s: 
SweetcPrince, why fpeake not you? -i;., ^ 
Pri»i Whatfhould I fpeake j 1 
<3 ftand difhonoik’d that haue gone about,j n * 

Toiinke my deare friend to a common dale. 

Leon, Are thefe things fpoken, or doe ! but dreamt) 
Baft. Sir,they are fpoken, and thefe things ire true ’ 
’Bene. This lookes not like a nuptiall. ■ ■.!«;*. 
Hero. True, O God / 

Clau. Leonato, ftand I here ? 

Is this the Prince ? is this the Princes brother ? 

Is this face Heroes ? are our eies our owne? 

Leon. All this is fo,but what of this my Lord ? 

Clau. Let me but moue one queftion to your daueh- 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, ^ {r 

That you haue in her, bid her anfwer truly, ' r ’ 
Leo. I charge thee doe,as thou art my chilae. 

Hero, O God defend me how am I befet, 

What kindc of catechizing call you this ? 

Clau, To make you anfwer truly to your name. 

Hero, Is it not Hero ? who can blot that name 
With any iuft reproach ? 

Claud. Marry that c,an Hero t 
Hero it felfe can blot out Heroes vertue. 

What man was lie,talkt with you yetternighf, 

Out at your window betwixt cwelue and one? • 

Now ifyouarcamaid,anfvvcrto this. 

Hero. I talkt with no man at that howre my Lord. 
Prince. Why then you are no maiden. Leonato. 

I am forty you muft heare: vpon mine honor 
My felfe, my brother, and this grietied Count 
Did fee her, heare her, at that Howre laft night, 

Talkc with a ruffian at her chamber window. 

Who hath indeedmoft likea hberall villaine, 

Confeff the vile encounters they haue had 
A thoufand times in fecrcc, 

John, Fie,fie, they arc not to be named my Lord, 
Not to be fpoken of. 

There is not chaftitie enough in language, 

Without offence to vtter them: thus pretty Lady 
I am forty for thy much mifgouernmcnt. 

Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero had ft thou bccne 
Ifhalfe thy outward graces had beene placed 
About thy thoughts and counfailesof thy heart? 

But fare thee well,moft foule,moft faire, farewell 
Thou pure impiety, and impious puritie, 

For thee He locke vp all the gates of Loue, 

Atid on my eie-lids Hull Conie&urehang, 

To turne all beauty into thoughts of harme. 

And neuer {hall it more be gracious. 

Leon. Hath no mans dagger here a point for me ? 
Beat. Why how now cofin, wherfore fink you down? 
Baft. Come,let vs go: thefe things come thus to light, 
Smother her fpirits vp. 

Bent. How doth the Lady ? 

Beat. Dead I thinke, helpe vnde. 

Hero, why Hero, Vncle,Signor Benedickt, Ffier. 

Leonato. O Fate! take not away thy heauy hand, 
Death is the faireft coucr for her lhamc 
That may be wiQ)t for. 

Beat. How 
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=^r^THovvnow cofin Hero$ [[ 

Fri HauecontfortLadie.- <*■ 

£,««.! Doft thou lookevp? 

Yea, wherefore thouh 

r eon Wherfore? Why doth not eoery earthly thing 
> r , {hamevpon her ? Could flie heere denie 
Theftorie that is printed m her blood ? ‘ 
no not ltoc/fw, do nor opd chine eyes?-- 
c jidlthinke thou wouldft not quickly die, • 

Thought I thy fpirits were ftronger then thy-fhames, j 
jf. feffe would on the reward of reproaches • 

Se at thy life- Gricu’d I, I had but one ? 
rhid I-foothat at frugal Natures frame P" * • 

0 one too much by thee: why had I otiis> k 
why euer was’t thou iouelie in my ei'es ?' 

Why had Inot with charitoble hand 
Tooke vp a beggars iffiieat my gates, 

Who fmeeredthus, and mir’d with infamie, 

1 might haue faid, no part of it is mine: 

Thislhamcderiues it felfe from vnknowneloines, 

But mine, and mine I lou’d, and mine I prais’d, 

And mine that 1 was proud on mine fo much. 

That I my felfe, was to my felfe not mine: 

Valewing ofher, why fhe, O fhe is falne 
Into a pit of Inke, that tire wide fca 
Hath drops too few to wafh her cleane againe. 

And lalt too little, which may fcalon giuc 
To herfoule tainted flefh. 

Ben. Sir, fir, be patient : for.mypart,Iamfo attired 
in wonder, 1 know not what to fay. 

Bea. O on my foule my cofin is belied. 

Ben, Ladie.wcre you her bedfellow laft night ? 

Bea. No truly: not although vntill laft night, 

I haue this twcluemonth bin her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirm’d,confirm’d,0 that is ftronger made 
Which was before barr’d vp with ribs ofiron. 

Would the Princes lie, an d Claudio lie,' 

Who lou’d her fo, that fpeaking ofher foulncfic, 

Waffl’d it with teares ? Hence from her, lecher die. 

Fri. Heare me a little, for I haue onely bene fileric fo 
long,and giuen way vnto this courfe of fortune, by no¬ 
ting of the Ladie, I haue markc. 

A thoufand biufhing apparitions. 

To ftart into her face, a thonfand innocent fhames, *• 

In Angel whitenefle beare away thofe blufhes, 

And in her eie there hath appear’d a fire 
To burne the errors that thefe Princes hold 
Againft her maiden truth. Callmeafoole, 

Truft not my reading, nor my obferuations. 

Which with experimental feale doth warrant 
The tenure ofmy booke:truft not my age, 

Myreuerence, calling, nor diuinitic, 

Ifthis fweec Ladie lye not guiltleflc heere, 

Vnder feme biting error. <r- v 

Leo. Friar jit cannot be: 

Thou feeft that all the Grace that {he hath left, 

Is, that {he wil not adde to her damnation, 

A finne ofperiury, {he not denies it: 

Why feek’ft thou then to couer with excufe, 

That which appeares in proper nakedneffe ? 

Fri, Ladie, what man is he you arc accus’d of? 
\ c ^°‘ T* 1 ^ know that do accuferae, Iknow node: 

In know more of any man aliue 
Then that which maiden modeftie doth warrant, 

Let all my finhes lacke mercy. O my Father, 

Proue yod that any mad with me conuertf j 


At houres vnroeece, or that I yefternight 
Maintain’d the change of words with any creature, 
Refufe me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Fri. There is fome ftrangemi{prifion in the Princes. 
Ben. Two of them haue the verie bent ofhonor. 
And if their wifedomes be milled in this : 

The praftifeofitliues in lobn thebaftard, 

Whofc fpirits toile in frame of villanies. 

• Leo. 1 know not: if they fpeake but truth ofher, 
Thefe hands (hall teare her: If they wrong her honour, 
Theproudeftofthcm (hall yvel heare ofit. 

Time hath not yet fo dried this bloud of mine. 

Nor age fo eate vp my inuefttion. 

Nor Fortune made fuch hauockc ofmy mcanes. 

Nor my bad life reft me fo much offriends. 

But they {hall finde, awak’d in fuch a kiiide, 
Bothftrehgth of limbe,and policie of minde, 

Ability in meanes, and choife of friends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 

Fri. Paufe awhile: 

And let my counfcll fway you in this cafe. 

Your daughter heere the Princefle (laft fotdead) 

Let her awhile be fecretly kept in. 

And publilh it, that fhe is dead indeed: 

Maintainc a mourning dftentation,« 

And on your Families old monument. 

Hang mournfull Epitaphes, and do all rites, 

That appertainc vnto a buriall. 

Leon. What (hall become of this?What wil this do? 

Fri. Marry this wel carried, (hall on her bchalfe ' 

Change (lander to remorfe, that is fome good, 

But not for that dreamelon this ftrange courfe 
But on this trauaile looke for greater bir'tjfi: 3 

She dying, as it rauft be fo maintain’d, 

Vpon the inftant that (he was accus’d, 

Shal Be lamented, pittied, and excus’d 

Ofcuery hearer : for it fo fals out, 

That what we haue, we prize uot to the worth, 

-Whiles weenioy it; but being lack’d and loft,* 

Why then we racke the value, then we finde 
The vcrtue that pofiefsion would nor {Few vs 
Whiles it was ours, fo will it fare with Claudio: 

When he dial heare (lie dyed vpon his v. ords, 

Th’Idca ofher life fbal (weedy creepe 
Into his ftudy ofimagmation.' 

Andeuery louely Organ ofher life, 

Shall come apparel’d in more precious h3&ite; 

More mouing delicate, and ful oflife, 

Into the eye and profpetft of his foule 

Then when fhe liu’d indeed: then fhal he mourne. 

If euer Loue had intcreftin his Liuer, 

And wifh he had not fo accufed her: 

No, though he thought his accufacion true: 

Let this be fo, and doubt not but fucceffe 
Wil fafhion the cuent in better fhape, 

Then I can lay it downe in likelihood. 

But if all ay me but this be leuelld falfe. 

The fnppofition of the Ladies death. 

Will quench the wonder ofher infamie. 

And it it fort not well,you may conceale her, 

As bell befits her wounded reputation, 

In fome reclufiue and religious life, 

Out of all eyes,iongnes,mindes and ijiiuries, 

- B cne. SiQtiioxLeonato,\tt the Frier aduife you, 

And though you know my inwardnefle and loue 
Is very much vnto the Priuce and plaudit. 

_ Yet 
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Vet, by mine honor, I will deale in this. 

As fecretly and mftlie, as your foule 
Should with your bodie. 

Leon. Being that I flow in greefe. 

The fmalleft tVvine may lead me. 

Frier. ’Tis well confentcd,prefently away, 

For to ftrangc fores.ftrangely they ftraine the cure. 
Come Lady,die to Hue,this wedding day 
Perhaps is but prolong’d,haue patience & endure. Exit. 
Bene. Lady Beatrice ,haue you wept all this while ? 
Beat. Yea,and I will weepe a while longer. 

Bene. I will not defire that. 

Beat. You haue no reafon, I doe it freely. 

Bene. Surelie I do belecue your fair cofin is wrong’d. 
Beat . Ah,how much might the man deferue of mce 
that would right her! 

Bene. Is there any way to fhew fuch friendlhipj’ 

Beat. A verie euen way, but no fuch friend. 

Bene. May a man doe it ? 

Beat. It is a mans office,but not yours. 


z5\/fuch adoe about J\(otbing. 


'Bene. I doc loue nothing in the world fo well as you, 


is not that ftrangc? 

Beat. A» ftrange as the thing I know not, it were as 
pofltblc for me to fay,I loued nothing fo well as you,but 
belecue me not, and yet I lie not,I confcffe nothing, nor 
v I deny nothing, I am lorry for my coufin. 

Bene. By my fword Beatrice thou lou’ft me. 

Beat. Doe not fweare by it and eat it. 

Bene. I will fwearc by it that you loue mee,and I will 
make him eat it that fayes I loue not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With no fawce that can be dcuifed to it, I pro- 
teftl loue thee. , 

Beat. Why then God forgiue me. 

Bene. What offence fweet Beatrice ? 

Beat. You haue flayed me in a happy howrc,I was a- 
bouc to proteft I loued you. 

Bene. And doc it with all thy heart. 

Beat. I loue you with fo much of my heart,that none 
is left to proteft. 

Bened. Come, bid me doe any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudia. 

Bene. Ha,not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to denic, farewell. 

Bene. Tatrie fweet 'Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, though I am heerc, there is no loue 
in you, nay I pray you let roe got. 

Bene. Beatrice. 

Beat. Infaith I will goe. 

Bene. Wee’ll be friends firft. 

Beat. You dare cafier be friends with tnee, than fight 
with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine encmie? 

Beat. Is a not approued in the height a villaine, that 
hath flandered ,fcorned ,d i fb onoured my kinfworoan ? O 
thatlw^reaman !what, beare her in hand vntill they 
come to take hands, and then with publike acculation 
vneouet ed (lander, vnmittigated rancour ?0 God that I 
were a man 11 would eat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Heare me Beatrice . 

Beat. Talke with a man out at a window > a proper 
faying. 

Bene. Nay but Beatrice. 

Beat. Sweet Hero , (he is wrong’d, fliecis flandered, 
fheisvndone. 

Bene . Beat? 
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Beat ‘ P«nces and Counties ! furelie a Pr'incS^F 
monie, a goodly Count, Comfea, a fweet Gallant 
lie, O that I were a man for his fake ! or thatl had , 
friend would be a man for my fakc/But manhood i Sm 7 
ted into curfies, valour into complement, and men , 
onelie turned into tongue,and trim ones too: he is „ 
as valiant as Hercules ,that only tells a lie,and fweares'^ 
I cannot be a man with wifhing.thcrforc I will die a * 
man with grieuing. , 

Bene. T arry good Beatrice,by this,hand I loue thee 

Beat. VTe it for my loue fome other way then fw.’, 
ring by it. CJ * 

Bened. Thinke you in your foule the Count r/«i 
hath wrong’d Hero ? 

Beat. Y ea, as fure as I haue a thought,or a foule. 

Bene. Enough,I am engagde,I will challenge him I 
will kifle your hand,and fo leaue you: by this hand c/«. 
dio (hall render me a deerc account: as you heare of me" 
fo thinke ofme: goe comfort your coofin,I muftfavflu! 
is dead, and fo farewell. 


Enter the Confiables, Borachio, and the Towne Clerl^e 
in gownes. 


Keeper. Is our whole diflembly appeard ? 

Cowley. O a ftoole and a cufhion for the Sexton. 

Sexton, Which be the malefactors? 

Andrew. Marry that am I, and my partner. 

Cowley. Nay that’s certaine, wee haue the exhibition 
to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be ex. 
amined, let them come before mafter Conftable. 

Kemp. Yea marry,Ict them come before mee,what ij 
your name, friend? 

Bor. Borachio. 

Kem. Pray write downe Borachio. Yours firra. 

Con. lama Gentleman fir.and my name is Conrak 

Kee. Write downe Mafter gentleman Conrader. mai- 
fters,doeyou ferueGod : maitters,itisproucd alreadie 
that you arc little better than falfe knaues,and it will got 
neerc to be thought fo (hortly,how anfwer you for your 
fclues ? 

Con. Marry fir, we fay we are none. 

Kemp. A maruellous witty fellow I allure you, burl 
will goe about with him: come you hither firra, a word 
in your eare fir, I fay to you, it is thought you are falfe 
knanes. 

Bor. Sir,I fay to you,we are none. 

Kemp. Well, ftand afide, ’fore God they arc both in 
a tale a haue you writ downe that they are none ? 

Sext. Mafter Conftable, you goe not the way to ex- 
amine, you muft call forth the watch that arc theirac- 
cufers. 

Kemp. Yea marry, that’s the efteft way,let the watch 
come forth : mafters,I charge you in the Princes name, 
accufe thefe men. 

Watch i. This man faid fir, that Don Iohn the Princes 
brother was a villaine. 

Kemp. Write down,Prince Iohn a villaine: why this 
is flat periurie,to call a Princes brother villaine. 

Bora. Mafter Conftable. 

Kemp. Pray thee fellow peace, I do not like thylooke 
I promjfe thee. 

Sexton. What heard you him fay elfe ? 

Watch t. Mary that he had recciued a thoufand Du* 
kates oiDon Iohn, for accufing the Lady Hero wrong* 
fully,- 


■7T^r~placBurglarieas ciier was committed. 

f $ C *fw Wh«dfefeUowi? 1 ’ 

, Zu \ And chat Count Claudio did meane vpon his 
words to difgracc Hero before the whole affembly, and 

o'villaine'.chou wilt be condemn’d into euer- 

lafting redemption for this. 

Scxt°»- What elfe. 
lv.itcb. This is all. 

And this is more mailers then you can deny, 
Prince Iehu is this morning fecretly ftolnc away : Hero 
was in this manner accus’d , in this very manner refus d, 
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S vpon the griefe of this fodaincly d.ed : Mafter Con- 
ftable let thefe men be bound, and brought to Lemato , 
I will goe before,and (hew him their examination. 

Cod. Come,let them be opinion’d. 

Sex. Let them be in the hands of C°xcombe. 

Ke 'm- Gods my life,where’s the Sexton?let him write 
downe the Princes Officer Coxcombe : come,binde them 
thou naughty varlet. 

Con'ej. Away, you are an afle, you are an a He. 

Kemp. Doll thou not fufpeil my place? doft thou not 
fufpeft my yeeres ? O that hec were heerc to write mee 
downeanaffe! but matters,remember that I am an afle : 
though it be not written down, yet forget not £ I am an 
affctNothou villaine,^ art full of piety as (ball beprou’d 
vpon thee by good witnefle, I am a wifctellow , and 
which is morc.ati officer,and which is rnore.a houfhoul- 
der,and which is more,as pretty a peece of flcfli as any in 
Melfina, and one that knowes the Law.goe to, & a rich 
fellow enough,goe to, and a fellow that hath had Ioffes, 
and one that hath two gownes, and euery thing hand- 
fome about him: bring him away :0 that I had been writ 
downe an affc ! Exit. 


t aJ Hus Quintus. 


Enter Leonato and his brother. 

Brother. Ifyou goe on thus,you will kill your fclfe. 
And ’tis not wifedome thus to fecond griefe, 
Againftyourfelfc. 

Leon. 1 pray thee ceafe thy counfaile, 

Which falls into mine cares as profitleffe, 

As water in a flue: giue not me counfaile. 

Nor let no comfort delight mine eare. 

But fuch a one whole wrongs doth Cute with mino, 
Bring me a father that fo lou’d his childe, 

Whofe toy of her is ouer-whelmcd like mine, 

And bid him fpeake of patience, 

Meafure his woe the length and bredth of mine, 

And let itanfwere euery ftraine for ftraine , 

As thus for thus, and fuch a griefe for fuch, 

In euery lineament,branch,(hape,and forme: 

Iffuch a one will fmile and ftroke his beard. 

And forrow,wagge, criehem,when he fliould grone. 
Patch griefe withprouerbs, make misfortune drunke. 
Withcandlc-wafters: bring him yet to me. 

And I of him will gather patience: 

But there is no filch man, for brother, men 
Can counfaile,and fpeake comfort to that griefe, 
Which they themfelues ftot feele, but tafting it. 

Their counfaile turnes to paflion,which before. 


Would giue preceptiall medicine to rage. 

Fetter ftrong madneffe in a filken thred, 

Charmeache with ayre,and agony with words, 

No.no, ’tis all mens office, to ^>eakc patience 
To thofe that wriDg vnder the load offorrow: 

But nomansvercuc nor fufficiencie 

To be fo morall, when he fhall endure 

The like himfelfe: therefore giue me no counfaile, 

My griefs cry lowder then aduertifement. 

Broth. Therein do men from children nothing differ, 
Leonato. I pray thee peace,I will be flefh and bloud, 
For there was neuer yet philofopher, 

That could endure the tooth-ake patiently. 

How euer they haue writ the ftile of gods. 

And made a pufli at chance and fuffcrance. 

Brother. Yet bend not all the harme vpon your felfe. 
Make thofe that doe offend you, fuffer too. 

Leon. There thou fpeak'ft reafon.nay I will doe fo. 
My foule doth tell me. Hero is belied, 

And that (hall Qaudio know.fo fhall the Prince, 

And all of them that thus difhonour her. 


Enter Prince and Claudio. 

Brot. Here comes the Prince and Claudio haflily. 

Prin. Good den,good den. , 

Clau. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Heare you my Lords ? 

Prin. We haue fome hafte Leonato. 

Leo. Some hafte rny Lord! wel,fai eyouwel my Lord, 
Are youfo hafty now? weil,all is one. 

Prin. Nay,do not quarrel! with vs.good old man. 

Bret. Ifhe could rite himfelfe with quarrelling, 

Some of vs would lie low. 

Claud. Who wrongs him ? 

Leon. Marry ^ doft wrong nie.thou diffemblcr,thou: 
Nay, neuer lay thy hand vpon thy fword, 

I feare thee not. 

Claud. Marry bcfiirew my hand. 

If it fliould giue your age fuch caule of feare. 

Infaith my hand meant nothing to my fword. 

Leonato. Tufli,tufh,man, neuer fleete and ieft at me, 
I fpeake not like a dotard, nor a foolc, 

As vnder priuiledge of age to bragge , 

Wli3t I haue done being yong.or what would doe. 
Were I not old,know Claudio to thy head, 

Thou haft fo wrong’d my innocent childe and me. 

That 1 am forc’d to lay my reucrence by, 

And with grey haires and bruifeofmany daies, 

Doe challenge thee to triall of a man, 

I fay thou haft belied mine innocent childe. 

Thy flanderhath gone through and through her heart. 
And fhe lies buried with her anceftors: 

O in a tombe where neuer fcandall flept, 

Saue this of hers, fram’d by thy villanie. 

Claud. My villany ? 

Leonato. Thine Claudio, thine I fay, 

Prin . You fay not right old man. 

Leon, My Lord, my Lord, 

He proue it on his body ifhe dare, 

Defpight his nice fence, and his adtiue praflife. 

His Maie of youth, and bloome of luftihood. 

Claud. Evny, 1 will not haue to do with you. 

Leo. Canft thou fo daffe me?thou haft kild my child. 
If thou kiift me,boy,thou (halt kilha man. 

Bre. He (hall kill two of v$, and men indeed, 

But that’s no matter, let him kill one firft: 

Win 
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Win me and weare mc 3 lcc him anfwcre me, 

Come follow me boy,come fir boy,come follow m£ 

Sir boy,ilc whip you from your foyning fence, 

Nay,as I am a gentleman, 1 will. 

Lton> Brother. 

Brot.Content your felf,God knows I lou’d my nccce, 
And fhc is cieadjflandcr’d to death by villaines. 

That dare as well anfwcr a man indeede. 

As I d are take a ferpent by the tongue. 
Boyes^apesjbraggartsjlackesjmilke-fops. 

Leon . Brother Anthony. 

Brot . Hold you content,what man'I know them,vea 
And what they wcigh,eucn to the vtmoft fcruple, 
Scambling,out-facing,falhion-mongingboycs. 

That lye,and cog,and flout,depraue,and flander, 

Goe antiquely,andflaow outward hidioufneffe. 

And fpeakc ot halfe a dozen dang’rous words. 

How they might hurt their enemies,if they durft# 

And this is all. 

Leon* But brother Anthonie. 

Ant* Come/tis no matter. 

Do not you meddle,lct me dcale in this. 

Pr/'.Genrlemen both,we will not wake your patience 
My heart is forry for your daughters death : 

But on my honour fhe was charg'd with nothing 
But what was true 3 and very full of proofe. 

Leon. My Lord,my Lord. 

Prin . I will not heare you. 

Enter Bcneiickc. 

Leo . No come brother,away,I will be heard. 

Exeunt a mho* 

Bro . And dialler fome of vs will fmart for it. 

*Prin* See,fce^iere comes the man wc went to fecke. 

CUu* Now fignior,what newes ? 

Ben . Good day my Lord. 

Prin. Welcome fignior, you are almoft come to part 
almoft a fray. 

CUu. Wee had likt to haue had our two nofes fnapt 
off with two old men without teeth. 

Prin . Leonato and his brother,what think’ft chou?had 
wee fought, I doubt wc fliould haue beenc too yong for 
them. 

*Ben: In afalfequarrell there is no true valour,I came 
to feekeyou both. 

(Iau, Wc haue beene vp and downcto feeke thce/or 
we are high proofe melancholly,and would faine haue it 
beatenaway,wilttbou vfc thy wit? 

Ben* It is in my fcabbcrd,fhall I draw it ? 

Prin . Docft thou weare thy wit by thy fide ? 

CUu, Neucr any did fo,though verie many haue been 
befide their wit,I will bid thee drawees wc do the miti- 
ftrelSjdraw to pleafurc vs. 

Prin . As I am an honeft man he lookes pale, art thou 
ficke,or angrie? 

CUu. What,couragcman: what though care kil’d a 
cat,thou haft mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Ben. Sir, I (hall mecte your wit in the careere ,!and 
you charge it againft me, I pray you chufc another fub- 
ie&. 

CUu* Nay then giue him another ftaffe, this laft was 
broke croffe. 

9rtn. By this light,he changes more and morej thinkc 
he be angrie indeede. 

CUu. If he be,he knowes how to turne his girdle. 

Ben. Shall I Ipeake a word in,your earc ? 

CUu. God bldfc me from a challenge. , 


Ben. You arc a villainejieft not,I will ro^Tr , 
how you dare, with what you dare,and when you L ^ 
do me right,or I will proteft your cowardife: Vou 
kill d a Iwecce Ladie,and her death (hall fall heaui. ' 
you,let me heare from yon. e 05 

CUu. Well,I will meete you, fo I may haue „„ , 
cheare. 

Prin. What,a feaft,a feaft ? 

CUu. I faith I thanke him,he hath bid me to a cai 
head and a Capon, the which if I doe not carue moft 
rioufly, fay my knife's naught, (hall I not findea wooH" 
cocke too ? gQ ' 

'Ben. Sir,your wit ambles well,it goes eafily. 

Prin. lie tell thee how Beatrice prais’d thy wit the 
ther day: I faid thou hadft a fine witrtrue faies Ihc.afin* 
little one: no faid l,a great wit: right faies fhee, iJj. 
groffe one: nay faid I, a good wit: iuft faid flj C ,i t hurt 
no body: nay laid I, the gentleman is wife: certain faid 
flie, a wife gentleman : nay faid I, he hath the tongue,, 
that I beleduefaidfhee, forheefworea thing to me 0 « 
munday night,which he forfwore on tuefday mornin« 
there's a double tongue, there’s two tongues: thus did 
fheean howre together tranf-fliape thy particular ver. 
rues.yet at laftfhe concluded with afigh,thou waft the 

pi opreft man in Italic. 

CUtd. For the which fhc wept heartily, and faid fhee 
car’d nor. 

Prin. Yea that fhc did,but yet for all that,and ifftee 
did not hate him deadlie, fhee would loue him dcarely 
the old mans daught r told vs all. 1 ’ 

Clan. All,all,and morcouer, God faw him when he 
was hid in the garden. 

Prin. But when fliall we fet the fauage Bulls hornt 
on the fenfible Benedicts head ? 

CUu. Yea and teat vnder-neath, heere dwells B«< 
dtc'ke the married man. 

Ben. Fare you well, Boy, you know my minde,I vvi 
lcaue you now to your goffep-hke humor, you break 
iefts as braggards do their blades, which God be thank 
ed hurt not: my Lord,for your manie courtefies I than] 
you.Imuftdifcontinue your companie, your brothe 
the Baftard is fled from (JVltfiina : you haue among you 
kill'd a fweet and innocent Ladie: for my Lord Lacke 
beard there,hc and I fliall meete, and till then peace bi 
withhim. 

Prin, He is inearneft. 

CUu. In mod profound earned, and lie warrantyou. 
for the loue of Beatrice. 

Prin. And hath challeng’d thee. 

CUu. Moft fincerely. 

Prin. What a prettie thing man is,when he goes in his 
doublet and hofe,and leaues offhis wit. 

Enter Confiable,Conr ode,andBoracbi*.] 

Clou. He is then a Giant to an Ape,but then is an Ape 
a Dodtor to fuch a man. 

Prin. But foft you,let me be,plucbe vp my heart,and 
be fad did he not fay my brother was fled ? 

Confi. Come you fir,if iuftice cannot tame you,(hee 
fliall nere weigh more reafons in her ballance, nay, and 
you be a curling hypocrite once,you rouft be lookt to. 

Prin. How now, two of my brothers men bound/ Bi- 
rachio one* 

CUu. Harken after their offence my Lord. 

Prin. Officers,what offence haue tnefe men done/ 

Cm. Marrie 




<£\£ucb adoe about Nothing. 


HP 


committed fjlfc report, 

thev haue lpoken vntruchs, fecondanly they 
Fn°dJs ftxtandlaftly, they haue belyed a Ladie, 
fdlythc/hauc verified vniuft things,and to conclude 



they arc as ke thee- what they haue done, thirdlie 
■ vTrhcc what’s their offence,fixt and laftlie why they 
^committed, and to conclude, what you lay to their 

charge- ~ j^jj e jcafoned,and in his owne diuifion,and 
, ! ro tb there's one meaning vvcll futcd. 

? who haue you offended ni3ft^ts> tfi a t y 
..Vbound to your anfwerPthis learned Qonftabh 
^“ning to be vndcrftood,what’s your offence ? 

Bo* SweetePrince.let me go no farther to mine an- 
c re - do you heare me, and let this Gout)t .kill mec : I 
Jledeceiucdeuen your verie eies: what your wife- 
H mes could not difeouer, thefe fhallow foolcs haue 
brought to light, who in the night ouerheard me con- 
tiffin" to this manjhow £)e»/fb» your brotbft incenled 
me to D flanderthe Ladie Hero, bow you were brought 
•ntothcOreh-?rd,and faw me court AUrgaret in Heroes 
aarments, how you difgrac’d her when you fliould 
marrie her : my villanic they haue vpon record,vvhich 
] had rather feale with my death, thenrepeate ouer to 
my fhame: the Ladie is dead vpon mine and my mafters 
falfc accufation : and briefelie, I defire nothing but the 
lewardofavillaine. 

‘Prin. Runs not this lpeech like yron through your 

Clin. I haue drunke poifon whiles he vtter'd it. 

Prin. But did my Brother fet thee on to this ? 

Bor. Yea,and paid me richly for the ptadife of it. 
Prin. He is compos’d and fram'd oftrcacheric. 

And fled he is vpon this villanic. 

CUu. Sweet Hero, now thy image doth appeate 
In the rare femblance that I lou’d it firft. 

Confi. Come,bring away the plaintiffes.by this time 
our Sexton hath reformed Signior Leon at o of tb^nmter : 
andmaftets,do not forget to fpecifie when timeo£ place 
(hall fcrue,that I am an Aflc. 

Con. i. Here,here conies an&tic Signior Leonato , and 
the Sexton too. 


Enter Leonato. 

Leon. Which is the villaine ? let me Ice his eies, 

That when I note another man like him, 

I may auoide him: which ofthefe is he ? 

Bor.Ifyou would know your wronger,looke on me. 

Leon. Art thou thou the flaue that with thy breath 
haft kUd mine innocent childe/ 

Bor. Yea,euen I alone. 

Leo. No,not fo villaine,thou belieft thy fqlfe. 

Here ftand a pairc ofhonourablc men, 

A third is fled that had a hand ill it: 

I thanke ypu Princes for my daughters death. 

Record it with your high and worthie deedes, 

’T was brauely done,if you bethinke you of it. 

Qlau. I know not how to pray your patience. 

Yet Imuft fpcakc,choofe your reuenge yout felfe, 
Impofe me to what penance your inuention 
Can lay vpon ray finne,yet finn’d I not, 

Butinmiftaking. .. . 

Pnn. By my foulenorl. 

And yet to fatisfic this good old naan, 

'; * t 


I would bend vnder anie hcauie vvaight. 

That heele enioyne roe to. 

Leon. I cannot bid you bid roy daughter liue s 
That were iropoffible,but I praie you both, 

Poffcffe the people in Mefma here. 

How innocent flie died,and if your loue 
Can labour aught in fad inuention. 

Hang her an epitaph vpon her toomb. 

And ling it to her bones,fing it to night: 

To morrow morning come you to my houfe. 

And fince you could not be iny fonne in law, 

Be yet my Nephew : my brother hath a daughter, 
Almoft the copie of my childe that’s dead. 

And flie alone is heire to both ofvs, 

Giue her the right you fliould haue giu’n her cofin, 

And fo dies my reuenge. 

CUu. O noble fir! 

Your ouerkindneffe doth wring tearcs from me, 

I do embrace your offer.and difpofc 
For benccforch of poore CUudio. 

Leon. To morrow then I will expedf your comming, 
To night 1 take my lcaue,this naughtie man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret , 

Who I bcleeuc was pack: in all this wrong. 

Hired to it by your brother. 

Bor. No by my foulc flie was not. 

Nor knew not what flie did when flie fpoke to me. 

But alwaies hath bin iuft and vertuous. 

In anie thing that I do know by her. 

Confi. Morcouer fir,which indeede is not vnder white 
and blackjthis plaintiffc here, the offendour djid call mec 
aflc, I bcfcech you let it beremembredin Rispunifh- 
ment,and alfo the watch heard thcmtalke ofoneDefor¬ 
med, they fay he wcares a key in his eare and a Ibck hang¬ 
ing by it,and borrowes monie in Gods name,the which . 
he hath vs’d fo Iong.and neuer paied,that novi men grow 
hard-harted and will lend nothing for Gods fake ipraic 
you examine him vpon that point. 

Leon. I thanke thee for thy care and heneft paines. 

Confi. Your worflupfpeaKes like a moft thankcfull 
and teuerend youth,and I praife God for you. 

Leon. Th’cre's for thy paines. 

Confi. God fauc the foundation. 

Leon. Goe, I difeharge thee of thy prifoncr, and I 
thanke thee. 

Confi. 1 leaue an arrant knaue with your vvorfliip, 
which I befeech your worfhip fo correct your felfe, for 
the example of others: God keepe your vvorfliip, I 
wifli your worfhip well, God reftore you to health, 

I -humblie giue you leaue to depart, and if a mer- 
rie meeting may be wiflit, God prohibite it : come 
neighbour. 

Leon. Vntill to moirow morning, Lords,fare well. 

Exeunt. 

Brot. Farewell my Lords,vve looke for you to mor¬ 
row. 

Prin. We will not faile, 

CUu. To night i!e mourne with Htroi 

Leon. Bring you thefe fellowes’on, weeltalke with 
Margaretfiioyt her acquaintance grew with this lewd 
fellow. Exeunt. 

Enter Benediekf and Margaret. 

Ben. Praie thee fweete Miftris Margaret t deferue 
*ve}l at my hands, by helping mee to the fpecch of Bea¬ 
trice. 

Mar. Will 
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SVlucb adoe about Soothing. 


Mar. Willyou then write me a Sonnet in praife of 
my bcautic? 

Bene. In fo high a ftile Margaret, that no man lining 
(hall come ouer it, for in moft comely truth thou defer- 
ueft it. 

Mar. Tohaue noman come ouer me,why, (hall I al- 
waies keepe below (hires ? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quicke as the grey-hounds mouth, 
it catches. 

Mar. And yours,as blunc as the Fencers foiles,which 
hit,but hurt now 

Bene* A moft manly wit Margaret, it will not hurt a 
woman: and fo 1 pray thcc call Beatrice , I giuc thee the 
bucklers. 

Mar * Giueys the fwords, wee haue bucklers of our 
owne. 

Bene. If you vfe them ’Margaret , you muft put in the 
pikes with a vice, and they arc dangerous weapons for 
Maides. 

Mar. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who I thinke 
hath legges. Exit Margante. 

Ben. And therefore will come.T he God of loue that 
fits aboue,and knowes me, and know'es me, how pitti- 
full I deferue, Imeancinfingmg,bucinlotiing, Lean- 
der the good fwimmer, Troilous the firft imploicr of 
pandars, and a whole booke full of thefe quondam car¬ 
pet-mongers, whole name yet runne fmoothly in the e- 
ucn rode of a blanke verfe, w hy they were ncuer fo truc- 
ly turned ouer and ouer as my poore lelfe in loue: mar- 
ne I cannot (hew it rime,! haue tried,I can tinde out no 
rime to Ladiebutbabie; an innocent rime: for fcorne, 
home, a hard time : for fchoole foole, a babling time: 
verie ominous endings, no, I was not borne vndcr a ri¬ 
ming Planner, for I cannot wooe infeftiuall tearmes: 

Enter Beatrice . 

fvveete ’Beatrice would’ft thou come when I cal'd 
thee? 

Beat. Yea Signior,and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O ftay but till then. 

Beat. Then,is fpoken : fare you well now,and yet ere 
Igoe,let me goc with that I came,which is,with know¬ 
ing what hath paft betweeneyou and Claudio. 

Bene. Onely foule words, and thereupon I will kifle 
thee. 

Beat . Foule words is but foule wind, and foule wind 
is but foule brcath,and foule breath is noifome, there¬ 
fore I will depart vnkift. 

Bene. Thou haft frighted the word out of his right 
fence,lo forcible is thy wit, but I muft tell theeplaincly, 
Claudio vndergocs my challenge,and either I mutt fhort- 
ly hcarc from him, or I will fubferibe him a coward,and 
1 pray thee now tell me, for which of my bad parts didft 
thou firft fall in loue with me ? 

Beat. For them all together, which maintain’d fo 
politique aftate ofeuill, that they will not admit any 
good part to intermingle with them: but for which of 
my good parts did you firft fuffer loue for me ? 

Bene. Suffer loue! a good epithite,I do fuffer loue in- 
deede,for I loue thcc againft my will. 

Beat . In fpight of your heart I think,alas poore heart, 
if you fpight it for my fake,I will fpight it for yours,for 
I will neucr loue that which my friend hates. 

Bened. Thou and I are too wife to wooe peacea¬ 
ble. 

Bea . It appeares not in this confcflioi^there’s not one 
wife man among twencie that will praife himfclfc. • - 



Bette. An old, anoldinftance Btatricc^\\m^ 

the time of good neighbours, if a man doe not U 
this age his owne tombe ere he dies, hee ftiajj p* 1 
longer in monuments,then the Bcls ring,&the W In 
weepes. - £ 

Beat. And how long is that thinke you ? 

Ben. Queftion,why an hower in clamour and a 
ter in rhewnae,thcrfore is it moft expedient for th * 
if Don wormc (his confcience) finde no impeding 
the contrarie, to be the trumpet of bis owne vertue ° 
I am to my felfc fo much for praifing my fdfc.who^ 
felfc will bearc witneffe is praife worthie, and nm* .1 
me,how doth your cofin t ^ ^ 

Beat. Verie ill. 

Bette. And how doe you ? 

Beat. Verie ill too. 

Enter Vrfula. 

Bfw.SerueGod,loue me,and mend,there willi| e 
you too/or here comes one in hafte. 

Frf. Madam, you muft come to your Vnde 
ders old coile at home, it is prooued my Ladie ^Bt 
ro hath bin falfelie accufde, the Prince and 
mightilie abufde, and Don Iohn is the author of all 
is fled and gone; will you come prelentlie ? 

Beat. Willyou go hcarc this ncwesSignior? 

Bene. I will liue in thy hcarc,dic in thy lap,and be bu. 
ried in thy eies: and moreoucr, I will goc with thee to 
thy Vncles. £xm 

Enter Claudio, Prince,and three $r foure with Tapers, 

Clau. Is this the monument of Leenato > 

Lord. It is my Lord. Epitaph. 

Done to death by jlanderous tongues. 

Was the Hero that here lies : 

Death in guerdon of her wrongs, 
dues her fame which ncuer dies i 
So the life that dyed with[hame, 

Lines in death with glorious fame. 

Hang thou there vpon the tombe, 

Praifing her when / am dombe. 
lau . Nowmufickfound& fingyourfolemnhyame 

Song. 

Pardongoddejje of the night, 

Thofe that flew thy virgin knight, 

For the which with fongs of woe. 

Round about her tombe they goe : 

Midnight afjifl our monejbelpe vt ttfigh andgrsot, 
Heauily, heauily. 

Grauesyawne andyetldeyour dead. 

Till death be vttcrcd, 

Heauenly Jheauenly. 

(this tight. 

Lo. Now vnto thy bones good night, yecrcly willldo 
frin. Good morrow mailers, put your Torches opt, 
The wolues hauepreied,and looke,the gentle day 
Before the wheelcs ofPhcebus,round about 
Dapples the drowfic Eaft with fpots of grey: 

Thanks toyou all,and leaue vs,fare you well. 

0*u. Good morrow mafters,each hisfeucrall wiy< 
frin. Come let vs hence,and put on other weedes, 
And thei}'to Letnatots we will goe. 

Clau. And Hymen new with luckier iflue fpeeds, 

A Then 
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■'TTfoT^how we rendred vp this woe. Exeunt. 

n leonatofBcnc.Marg. Vrfda.oldman frier,Her,. 
tef 1 Did I not tell you (he was innocent ? 
fner \. arC the Prince and Claudio who accus’d her, 
^he errour that you heard debated':* 

V P ° lUrraret was in foitie fault for tfiis, 
againft her will as it appeares, 

AlW, £ e oUr f e of all the queftion. 

1° ^r e ll,I am glad that all things fort fo well. 

01 c A nd { ° am libci,i g c!ic b y faith enforc ’ d 

dm) young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Well daughter,and you gentlewomen all, 
^I^B[ av v into a chamber by your fclues, 
i WThcn I fend for you,come hither mask’d: 

Jr PnnC e and Claudio promis’d by this howre 
To vifit me,you know your office Brother 
You muft be father to your brothers daughter, 

, ginc i ier to young Claudio* Exeunt Ladies. 

which I will doe with' confirm’d countenance. 
’Bene. Frier,I muft intreat your paines,I thinke. 

Frier. To doe what Signior ? 

Bene. To binde me,ot vndoe me,one of them: 

$\adiot Leoneto, truth it is good Signior, 

Your neece regards me with an eye of fauour. 

Lee. That eye my daughter lent her, ’tis moft true. 
Bene. And I doe with an eye of loue requite her. 

Leo. ' The fight whereof I thinke you had from me. 
From Claudio ,and the Prince,b\st what’s your will? 

Bened. Your anfwer fir is Enigmatical!, 

But for my will, my will is, your good will 
May (land with ours, this day to be conioyn’d, 

In chcfiatc of honourable marriage. 

In which(good Frier)l fhall defire yourhclpc. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 
frier. Andmyhelpe. 

Enter Prince and Claudio, with attendants. 

Prut. Good morrow to this fairc aflembly. 

Leo. Good morrow Prince, good morrow Clauato : 
Weheeie attend you.areyou yet determin’d , 

To day to marry with my brothers daughter ? 

Claud. He hold my minde were flic an Ethiope. 

Leo. Call her forth brother,heres the Frier ready. 
Prin. Good morrow Benedtke, why what’s the matter? 
Thatyou haue fuch a Fcbruarie face. 

So full of froft, of ftorme,and dowdinefle. 

fland. I thinke he thinkes vpon the fauage bull: 
Tulfi, feare not man, wee’ll tip thy homes with gold. 
And all Eutopa (hall reioyce at thee, 

As once Eurspa did at lufty loue , 

When he would play the noble beaft in loue. 

Ben. Bull lout fir, had an amiable low. 

And lome fuch ftrange bull leapt your fathers Cow, 

A got a Calfe in that fame ncble feat, 

Muchliketo you.for you haue iuft his bleat. 

Enter brother,Hero, Beatrice,Margaret, Vrfula. 

Cla. For this I owe youriiere comes other rcckniugs. 
Which is the Lady I muft feize vpon ? 

Leo. This fame is (he, and I doe giueyou her. 

Cla. Why then (he’s roine,fweet let me fee your face. 
Leon. No that you (hal trot, till you take her hand, 
Before this Frier,aud fweate to marry her. 

Clau. Giue me your hand before this holy Frier, 

I am yout husband if you J ike of me. 

Hero. And when I liu’d I was your other wife. 

And when you lou’d, you were my other husband* 
Another Here ? 


Hero . Nothing certaincr. 

OneHfr*died, bucldocliue. 

And furely as I liuc, I am a maid* 

*Prin> The former Hero, Hero that is dead. 

Leoh. Shec died my Lord,but whiles her flander liu’d. 
Trier . All this amazement can I qualific, 

When after that the holy rites are ended, 
lie tell you largely of fairc Heroes death : 

Mcane time let wonder feeme familiar, 

And to the chappell let vs prefently. 

Ben. Soft and fairc Frier,which is Beatrice} 

Beat. I anfwer to that name, what is your will ? 

Bene. Doe not you lone me? 

Beat . Why no^o more then reafon. 

Bene % Why then your Vncle,and chePrincc^ 
dio, haue beenc dccciued, they fworc you did. 

Beat. Doc not you loue mec ? 

Bene. Troth no, no more then reafom 
Beat. Why then my Colin Margaret and ZJrfaU 
Are much dccciu’d/or they did fwcare you did. 

Bene. They fworc you were almoft ficke for me. 

Beat . They fwore you were wcl-nye dead for me. 
Bene. Tis no matter jthen you doe not loue me? 

Beat. No truly,but in friendly recomp^ice. 

Leon. Come Cofin,I am fure you loue the gentlema. 
(lau. And lie be fwornc vpoifr, that he loues her. 
For heres a paper written in his hand, 

A halting fonnet of his owne pure braine, 

Fafhioned to Beatrice. 

Hero . And hee;-cs another, 

Writ in rny cofins hand, ftolne from her pocket. 
Containing her affe&ion vnto Benedtcke. 

Bene. A miracle, here's our owne hands againft our 
hearts i come I will haue thee, but by this light I take 
theeforpictie. 

Beat. I Woitld not denie you,biit by this good day,I 
yeeld vpon'grear perfwafion, & partly to faue your life, 
for I was told, you were maconfusiption. 

Leon. Peace I will flop your mouth. 
frin. How doft thou Benedicks the married man ? 
Henc. 11c tell thcc what Prince : a ColLcdgc ofwitte- 
crackers cannot flout mec out of my huruour,doft thou 
think I care tor a Satyrc or an Epigram ? nj, ifa man will 
be beaten with braines,a (Ball weare nothing handfomc 
abouc him: in bricfe.fintc I do purpofe to marry, J will 1 
thinke nothing to any purpofe that the world can fay a- 
gainft it, and therefore ncuer flout at me, for I haue laid 
agamft it: for man is a giddy thing, and this is my con- 
clufion: for thy part Claudio, 1 did thinke to haue beaten 
thee,but in that thou art like to be my kiniinah, liue vn- 
bruij’d, and loue my coufin. 

Cla. 1 had well hop’d f wouldft haue denied Beatrice,y 
I might haue cudgel’d thee out of thy Angle life,to make 
thee 3 double dealer, which out of queftiS thou wilt be, 
if my Coufin do not looke exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come,come, we are friends, let’s haue a dance 
ere wc are married,that we may lighten our own hearts, 
and our wiues heeles. 

Leon. Wee’ll haue dancing afterward. 

Bene. Firft,ofmy vvord,therfore play fnufick.IViw^ 
thou art fad,gct thee a vvife,get theca wife, there is no 
ftaff more teuerend then one tipt with horn. Enter.Mef 
Afejfen. My Lord,your brother Iohn is tane in flight. 
And brought with armed men backc to (Jf leffma. 

Bene. Thinkenot oh him till tomorrow, ile deuife 
thee braue puniftiroents for him: ftrike vp Pipers.£><we. 

L FINIS, 
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Loucs Labour s loft. 


ojlUus primus. 




Enter Ferdinand King of Nauarre, Ber owne, Longauitl, and 
Dumanc, 

Ferdinand. 

|Et Fame, that all hunt after in their hues , 
Liue regiftred vpon our brazen Tombcs, 
And then grace v$ in the difgrace of death: 

_._ when fpight of cormorant dcuouringT ime, 

Th’endeuour of this prefent breath may buy : 

That honour which (hall bate his fythc* kccne edge , 
And make vj hayres of all eternitie. 

Therefore braue Conquerours, for fo you are. 

That warreagainftyour owne affcltions, 

And the huge Armie of the worlds defires. 

Our late edift fhall flrongly ftand in force, 

Nauar fhall be the wonder of the world. 

Out Court fhall be a little Achademe , 

Still and contcmplatiucin liuing Art. 

You three, Her owne, Damainc,and Lon gam U, 

Hauc fworne for three yeeres terme.to liue with me; 
My fellow Schollerv, and to keepc tliole ifatutes 
That are recorded in this fccdulc heere. 

Your oathes are paft,and now fubferibe your names: 
That his ovine hand may (h ike his honour downe. 

That violates the fmallcft branch heeiein: 

If you arearmd to doe, as fworne to do, 

Subfcribe to your deepe oathes, and kcepc it to. 

Longauitl. f am refolu'd, 'tis but a three ycercs faft:. 
Theminde (hall banquet, though the body pine, 

Fat paunches hauc lcanc pates; and dainty bits. 

Make rich the ribs, but bankerouc the wits. 

Humane. My louing Lord fDumane is mortified. 
The grofler manner of thelc worlds delights, 

He throvves vpon the groffe worlds bafer flaucs r 
To louc,to wealth,to pompe,I pine and die. 

With all thefe liuing in Philofophie. ^ 

Herowue , I can but fay their proteftation ouer, 

So much.dcare Liege,I hauc already fworne, 

That is,to line and ftudy heere three yeeies. 

But there are other llridf obleruances: 

A s not to fee a woman in that terme, 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 

- -A/id one day in a wceke to touch no foode: 

Ahd but one mealc on euery day befide: 

The which I hope is not enrolled there. 

And then to fleepe but three houres in the night, 

And not be feenc to winkeofall the day. 

When I was wont to thinke no harme all night, 

And make a darke night too of halfe the day: 


Which I hope well is not enrolled there- 
O, thefe arc barren ta$kes,too hard to keepe, 

Not to fee Ladies,ftudy, faft,not fleepe. 

Ferd. Your oath is paft,to pafle away from thefe. 
Herow. Let me fay no my Liedge,and ifyou pleafc 
I onely fwore to ftudy with your grace, ’ 

And ftay heere in your Court for three yeeres fpace. 
Longa. You fwore to that Berownt ,and to the reft. 
Bet ow. By yea and nay fir, than I fwore in left. 
What is the end of ftudy, let me know ? 

Fer. Why that to know which elfe wee fhould not 
know. 

Ber. Things hid & bard(you meane)frp comon fienfc, 
Ferd. I,that is ftudics god-like recomptnce. 

Hero. Come on then, I will fweare to ftudiefo, 

To know the thing lam forbid to know: 

As thus, to ftudy where I well may dine, 

When I to faft expreflely am forbid. 

Or ftudie where to meet fomc Miftreflefine, 

When MiftrefTcs from common fenfe are hid. 

Or hauing fworne too hard a keeping oath, 

Studie to oreake it, and not breake mj troth. 

If ftudics gaine be thus, and this be fo, 

Studie knowes that which yet it doth not know, 
Swcare me to this,and I will here fay no. 

Ferd. Thefe be the flops that hinder ftudie quite, 
And traine our intellc&s to vaine delight. 

Ber. Why? all delights are vaine,and that moftraint 
Which with paine purchas’d,doth inherit paine, 

As painefully to poarc vpon a Hooke, 

To leeke the light of truth, while truth the while 
Doth falfcly blindc the eye-fight of hi* looke: 
l ight feeeking light,doth light oflight beguile: 

So ere you finde where light in darkenefle lies, 

Y our light growes darke by lofing of your eyes. 
Studie me how to pleafc the eye indeede, 

By fixing it vpon a fairer eye, 

Who dazling fo, that eye (hall be his heed. 

And giue him light that it was blinded by. 

Studie is like the heauens glorious Sunne, 

That will not be deepe fearch'd with fawey look«: 
Small hauc continuall plodders euerwonne, 

Sauc bafe authoritie from others Bookes. 

Thefe earthly Godfathers of beauens lights, 

That giue a name to euery fixed Starre, 

Hauc no more profit of their Alining nights. 

Then thofc that walke and wot not what they are. 
Too much to know,is to know nought but fame t 
And euery Godfather can giue a name. 

Fer, How well hec’s read,to reafonagainft reading- 

1but' 
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—iT^r^roceededwell, to flop all good proceeding. 
^ 'pjec weedes'the cornc, and (Billets grow the 

weeding* : ' tr 

' Her. The Spring i* neare when greene geefle are a 

’ breeding. : 

D<w». How followes that? 

Her- Fit in his place and time. 
mm- In reaYon nothing. 

Her. Something then in rime.. . 

/ Herownc is like an enuious (neaping Irolt, 

T whites the firil borne infants of the Spring. 

itr Wei,fay I am.why rtiould proudSummer boaft, 
ijjLetbc Birds haue any caule to fiog ? 

(Should I ioy in any abortiue birth ? 

SSirifoW* I no more defuc a Role 

Then wifa a Snow in Mayes new fangled (ho wes: 

Rut like of each thing that in fcafon growes. 

So you to ftudie new it is too late. 

That were co dy mbe ore the houfc to vniocke rhe gate. 
Fer, Well,fit you out: go home Herowne ; adue. 
Bertfomy good Lord,I hauefworn to ftay with you. 
And though 1 haue for barbarifmefpoke more, 

Then for that Angcll knowledge you can fay. 

Yet confident lie keepc what 1 haue fworne, 

And bide the pcnnance of each three y cares day. 

Giue roe the paper,lec me rcade the fame, 

And to theftri&eft decrees lie write my name. 

Fer. How well this yeelding refeues thee from (hame. 
Ber. Item. That no woman (hall come within a mile 
ofmy Court. 

Hath this bin proclaimed ? 

Lo», Foure dayes agoc. 

Ber. Let’s fee the penaltie. 

On paine of loofing her tongue. 

Whodeuis’d this penaltie? , 

Lon. Marry that did I. ■o.* 

Ber. Swecte Lord, and why ? 

Lon. To fright them hence with that dread penaltie, 
A dangerous law againft gentilitie. 

Item, If any man be feene to talke with a woman with¬ 
in the tearme of three ycares, hec fhall indure luch 
publique (hame as the reft of the Court fhall poflibly 
deuife. * . 

Her. This Article my Liedge your felfe muft breake. 
For well you know here comes in Embafiic 
The French Kings daughter .with your felfe to fpeake: 

A Maide of grace and compleatc maieftie. 

About furrender vp of Aquitaine \ 

To her decrepit,ficke,and bed-rid Father. 

Therefore this Article is made in vaine. 

Or vainly comes th’admired Princeflc hither. 

Fer.What fay you Lords ? 

Why,this was quite forgot. 

Her. So Studie cuermore is ouerlhot, 

While it doth ftudy to hauc what it would, 

It doth forget to doe the thing it fhould: 

And when it bath the thing it hunteth moft, 

Tis won as townes with fire, fo won,fo loft. 

Fer. We muft of force difpence with this Decree, 

She muft lye here on mcere ncccffitie. 

Her. Neceflity will make vs allfotfwornc 
Three thoufand times within this three yeeres fpac< 

For euery man with his affefts is borne. 

Not by might maftred,but by fpeciall grace- 
If I breake (aith,this word (hall breake for me, 

I am forfvvornc on mcere necclfitie. 


cc: 


So to the Lawes at large I wri te my name, 

And he that breakes them in the lcaft degree* 

Stands in attainder of ctcrnall (hame. 

Suggeftions are to others as to me: 

But I beleeue although I feeme fo loth, 

I am the laft that will laft keepe his oth. 

But is there no quickc recreation granted ? 

Fer. I that there is,our Court you know is hanted 
With a refined trauailer o fSpaine, 

A man in all the worlds new fafbion planted. 

That hath a mint of phrafes in his brainc : 

One,who the muficke of his ownc vaine tongue, 

Doth rauilh like inchanting harmonie : 

A man of complements whom right and wrong 
Hauc chofc as vinpirc of their mucinie. 

This childc of fancie that Armado hight. 

For interim to our ftudies fhall relate, 

In high-borne words the worth of many a Knight: 
From tavtfiic Spaine loft in the worlds debate* 

How you delight my Lords,! know not I, 

But I proteft 1 loue to heare him lie. 

And I will vie him for my Minftrelfie. 

Bcro. Armado is a moft illuftrious wight, 

A manoffirc,new words,fafhions owne Knight, 

Lon, fojlard the fwaine and he,fhall be our fport. 
And fo co ftudie, three yeeres is but {bore. 

Enter a Conftable with Cofiard with a Letter: 

Confi . Which is the Dukes owne perfon. 

Ber, This fellow, What would'ft ? 

Con, I my felfe reprehend his owne perfon, for I am 
his graces Tharborough:But I would fee his own perfon 
inflefhand blood, 

Ber . This is he. 

Con . Signcor Arme^rme Commends you: 

Thcr’s villanie abroad,this letter will tell you more* 

Clow . Sir the Contempts thereof are as touching 
mce. 

Fer * A letter from the magnificent Armado, 

Ber, How low foeucr the matter, 1 hope in God for 
high words. 

Lon . A high nope for a low heauen,God grant vs pa¬ 
tience. 

Ber . Tohearc,or forbearc hearing. 

Lon, To heare meekely fir,and co laugh moderately, 
or to forbearc both. 

Ber . Wellfir, be it as the ftile fhall giuevseaufe to 
clime in the merrinefle. 

Clo % The matter is to me fir,as concerning Iacftienetta. 

I The manner of it is,I was taken with the manner. 

Ber. In what manner f 

C/<?.In manner and forme following fir all thofc three. 
I was feene with her in the Mannor houfe, fitting with 
her vpon the Forme, and taken following her into the 
Parke : which put to gether, is in manner and forme 
following. Now fir for the manner; It is the manner 
of a man to fpeake to a woman, for the forme in fome 
forme. 

'Ber. For the following fir. 

Clo, As it (ball follow in my corrc£ion,andGod de¬ 
fend the right. 

Ter, Will you heare this Letter with attention ? 

Ber. As we would heare an Oracle. 

Clo . Such is the fimplicitie of man to havken after the 
flc(b. 

I 2 Fer, Great 






























































































LouesIMounJoft: -- 


Ferdinand. \ 

G Rcat Deputie, theWelkins Vicegerent , 4 »d foledomi- 
nater of Nauar, my foules earths God , and (todies fo- 
firing patrone: 

Coft. Not a word of fojlardytt. 

Terd. So it is. 

Coft. It may be fo: but ifhcfay it is fo,heis in telling 
true: butfo. 

Ferd. Peace, 

Clow. Beto me,and cuery man that dares not fight. 
Terd. No words. 

Clow. Of other mens fecrets I befcech you. 

Ferd. So it is befeged with fable coloured melancholic , / 
did commend the blackt opprrffng hnmour to the rr.oft whole- 
fome Phyfckeofthy bea/tb-eiui»garre: Andos 1 ama Gen¬ 
tleman , betooke my fe/fe to walke ; the time when ? about the 
fixt hours, When bcafts mojfgrafe , birds bejlpecke, and men 
. ft downe to that nonrifhment which u called(upper : So much 
for the time IVhen. Now for the ground Which ? which I 
meane I walkt vpon , it isycl'tpedfThy Parke. Then for the 
place Where ? where l meane I did encounter that ebfeene and 
moflprcpofleroKs entnt that draweth from ray fnow-whitepen 
the c'bon coloured Inke, which beers thou view eft, beholdrft , 
furuayeft, or feejl. But to the place Where ? It Tlandeth 
North Nortb-eafi and by Eaflfrom the Weft corner of thy 
curious knotted garden ; There did I fee that low(pit¬ 
ted Swaive , that bafe Triinowof thy myrth, {Clown .Mee?) 
that vnletered fmall knowing fou/e,[Clow Me?) that [hallow 
vajfall (Clorv, Still mee ?) which at 1 remember , hight Co- 
ftard, (Clow. O me) fried and conforted contrary to thy e- 
ftablifhedproclaymed Editt and Conttnet, Cannon : IVhich 
wtth t o with , but with this IpaJJion to fay when with: 

Clo. With a Wench. 

Ferd. Witha childe of our Grandmother Eue, a female ; 
or for thy more fweet vndedlanding a woman: him, / (as my 
euer efteemeddutieprickesme on) hauefent to thee , to receiue 
the meed ofpun if men t by thy fweet Cjraces Officer Anthony 
Dull, A man of good repute , carriage , bearing , & estimation. 
Anth. Mc,an’t fliall pleafe you? I am Anthony DuH. 
Ferd. For laqucnctca (fo tithe weaker vejfell called ) 
which I apprehended with the aforefaid Sw xtne , I keeper her 
as 4 vejfell ofthy Lawesfurie, and Jhallat the leaft of thy 
fweet notice, bring her to triall. Thine in all complements of 
denoted and heart-burning heat of dutie. 

Don Adrianadc Armado. 

Ber. This is not fo well as I looked for, but the beft 
that euer I heard. 

Fer. I the beft, for the word. But firra,What fay you 
to this ? 

Clo. Sir 1 confcffe the Wench. 

Fer. Did you hearc the Proclamation ? 

Clo. I doc confeflc much of the hearing it, but little 
ofihe marking of it. 

Fer. It was proclaimed a yeeres impriloment to bee 
taken with a Wench. 

Claw. I was taken with none fir,I was taken with a 
Damofell. 

Fer. Well,it was proclaimed Damofell. _ 

Clo. This was no Damofell neytherfir, fhtewasa 
Virgin. 

Fer. It is fo varried to,for it was proclaimed Virgin. 
Clo. If it were, I denie her Virginitie : I was taken 
with a Maide. 

Fer. This Maid will not ferue your turne fir. 1 
Clo. This Maide will ferue my turne fir. 


Kin. Sir I will pronounce your fentence fYnT/T'-l 
faft a Wceke with Brannc and water, 

Clo. I had rather pray a Moncth with Mim„ 
Porridge. ° nin <i 

Kin. And Don Armado (hall be your keeper. 

My Lord Bcrowne , fee him dcliuer’d ore. 

And goc wc Lords to put in pra&icethac, 

Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fworne. 

Bero. He lay my head to any good mans hat 
• Thcfe oathes and law« will prouc in idle fcoine. 

Sirra, come on. 

Clo. I fuffer for the truth fir: for true it is, I W aj ^ 
ken with Iaquenetta , and Uquenetta is a true girle, > 

therefore welcome the fowrc cup ofprofperitie,alfljflu* 
on may one day ftnile againe, and vntill then fit dovvnt 


forrow. 


Exit, 


Enter Armado and Moth his Page. 

oArma. Boy, What figne is it when a man of gr tlt 
fpirit growes melancholy ? 

'Boy. A great figne fir, that he will looke fad. 

Brag. Why? fadndVc is one and the fclfc-fame thin p 
deareimpe. s • 

Boy. No no, O Lord fir no. 

Brag. How canft thou part fadnefle and melancholy 
my tender Imenall ? 

Boy. By a familiar dertionftration of the wotking,niy 
tough figneur. 

Brag. Why tough figneur? Why tough figneur? 

Bay. Why tender luuenall ? Why tender Iuttenalll 

Brag. I fpokc it tender/v#e»«j7, as a congruentlpa. 
thaton, appertaining to thy young daics, which we may 
nominate tender. 

Bey. And I tough figneur,as an appertinent title to 
your oldc time,which wc mayname tough. 

Brag. Pretty and apt. 

Boy. How meane you fir,I pretty,and my faying apt? 
or I apt,and my faying prettic ? 

Brag. Thou pretty becaufc little. i 

Boy. Little pretty,becaui'e little;wherefore apt? 

Brag And therefore apt, becaufc quicke. 

Boy. Speakeyou this inrnypraifeMatter? 

Brag. In thy condigne praife. 

Boy. 1 will praife an Ecle with the fatrte praife. 

Brag. What i that an Kele is ingenuous. 

Boy. ThatanEceleisquicke. 

Brag. I doe fay thou art quickc in anfwere9. Thou 
hcat’ft my bloud. 

Boy . I am anfwer’d fir. 

Brag. I loue not to be croft. (him. 

Bey. He fpeakes the meerc contrary,crofles louc not 

Br. I haue promis’d to ftudy it), yeres with the Duke. 

Boy. You may doe it in an houte fir. 

Brag. Impoffible. 

Boy. How many is one thrice told ? 

Bra. I am ill at reckning.it fits thefpiritofaTapfter. 

Boy. You are a gentleman and a gamefter fir. 

Brag. I confeffe both, they are both the varnifh of a 
compleatman. 

Bey. Then I am fure you know how much the groffe 
fummeof deuf-ace amounts to. 

Brag. It doth amount to one more then two. 

Boy. Which thebafe vulgar call three. 

Sr. True. Bey. Why fir is this fuch a peece of ftudy? 
Now here’s three ftudicd,ere you’ll thrice wink, & hov» 
eafic it is to put yeres to the word three, and ftudy three 
yeeres in two words, the dancing horfc will tell you. 
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fag. A refine Figure. 

‘Her. To proue you a Cypher. 

J. j w jU heeretipon confeflc I am in loue : and as 
• bSforaSouldier to loue foam I in loue with a 
l!'r wench. If drawing my fwordagainft the humour 
f'afte&ion, would deliuer mee from the reprobate 
°t lehtofit,! would take Defire prifoner, and ranfome 
‘. French Courtier for anew deuis’d curtfie. I 

V Lfcornetofigh, me thinkes I fhould out-fwearfc 
Op. Comfort me Boy, What great men haue beetle 

* n Hercules Matter. 

frag. Mott fwccte Hercules : more authority dearc 
Bov name mo re; and fweet my childe let them be men 
oftod repute and carriage. 

#>y. Sanjpfon Mafter,he was a man of good carriage, 
rrcat carriage : for hcc carried the Towne-gates on his 
backclikcaPortcr:and he wa$inloue. 

g ra(T ' O well-knit Sttwpfonftzong ioynted Sampfon; 
] Joe excell thee in my rapier,as much as thou didft mee 
in carrying gates* 1 am in loue too. Who wa sS*mpfo»s 
louc my dcarc Moth ? 

Boj. A Woman,Mafteri 
Bra<r, Of what complexion / 

Boy- Of all the foure, or the three, or the two, or one 
ofthe foure. 

Bug. Tell me precifcly of what complexion 
Boy. Of the fea-watcr Greene fir. 

Brag. Is that one of the foure complexions ? 

Bey* As I haue read fir 5 and the beft of them too. 

Brag- Greene indeed is the colour of Loucrs: but to 
haue aLouc of that colour, methinkes Sampfon had fmall 
rcafon for it* He furely affc&ed her for her wit. 

Boj* It was fo fir, for fhe had a grceoe wir. 

Brag. My Loue is mott immaculate white and red. 

Boy , Moft immaculate thoughts Mafler, arc mask'd 
vndcrfuch colours. 

'Brag. Define,define,well educated infant. 

Boy* My fathers Witte, and my mothers tongue aflift 

mee. 

Brag. Sweet inuocationofa childe, moft pretty and 
patheticall. 

Boy. Iffheebcmadeofwhitcand red, 
ler faults will nere be knowne : 
or blufh-in cheekes by faults are bred. 

And Fcares by pale white fhowne: 
hen if (he feare,or be to blame, 
y this you (hall not know, 

"or ftill her cheekes poflefle the fame, 

Which natiue (he doth owe : 

A dangerous rime mafter againft the reafon of white 
and redde. 

,Brag. Isthere not a ballet Boy, of the Kinged the 
Begger? 

^.Thc world was very guilty of fuch a Ballet fome 
three ages fiocc,but I thinkenow tis notto befoundtor 
if it were, ic would peither ferue for the wriring.nor the 
tune. b 

Brag. I will haue that fubieft newly writ ore, that I 
may example my digteflion by loir.e mighty prefident. 
coy, I doe louc that Countrcy girle that I tooke in 

tne Parke with the rationall bindc Coftard: llte defcrucs 
we , 

Mafter T ° bcc whi P* d: and yet a better loue then my 


Brag. Sing Boy,my fpirit grows heauy in 


ioue.’ 


Boy. And chat s great maruell,louin« alight wench. 

Brag. Ifayfing. 

Bey. Forbeare till this company bepaft. 

Enter (flewne. fonftable, and Wench. 

Conft. Sir, the Duke3 pleafure,isthat you keepe Co- 
JlardC afe,and you muftlet hhn take no delight, nor no 
penance, but hcemuft faft three daies a wceke : for this 
Damfell.I muft keepe her at the Parke, fiieeis alowd for 
the Day-woman. Fareyouwell. £ xit 

Brag. I do betray my fclfc with blulhing: Maide. 

Triaid. Man. 

Brag. I wil vifit thee at the Lodge. 

Maid. That’s here by. 

Brag. I know where it is fituatc. 

Mai. Lord how wife you are! 

Brag. I will tell thee wonders. 

(JHa. With what face? 

Brag. I loue thee. 

Mai. So I heard you fay.: 

Brag. And lo farewell. 

Mai. Faire w'eather after you. 

Clo. Come Iacjuenetta, away. Exeunt. 

Brag. Villainc, thou fhalc faft for thy offences ere 
thou be pardoned. 

Clo. Well fir, I hope when I doe it,I fliall doe it on a 
full ttomacke. 

Brag. Thou (halt be heauily punilhcd. 

Clo. I am more bound to you then your fcllowes, for 
they are but lightly rewarded. 

Clo. Take away this villaine,fhut him vp. 

Boy. Come you tranfgrdfing flaue,away. 

Clow. Let mee not bee pent vp fir, I will faft being 
loofe. : b 

Boy. No fir, that were faft and loofe: thoufibalt to 
prifon. 

Clow. Well, if euer I do fee the merry dayes of delo- 
lation that I haue feene, fome (hall fee. 

Bey. What (hall fome fee ? 

flow. Nay nothing , Mafter, but what they 
looke vpon. It is notforprifoners to be filenc in their 
wotds,and therefore I will fay nothing :I thairkeGod ' 
haue as little patience as another man, and therefore’] 
can be quiet. £ X; . 

Brag. ] doe affetft the very ground ( which is bafe . 
where her fhooe (which is bafer) guided by her foote 
(which is bafcft)doth tread. I fliall be forfworn(which 
ia a great argument of falfhood ) if I loue. And how can 
that be true loue,which is falfly attempted? Loue is a fa¬ 
miliar, Loue isa Diuell. There isnoeuill Angelibut 
Loue,yet Sampfon was fo te.iiprcd, and he had an excel¬ 
lent ftrength : Yet was Salomon fo (educed, and hce had 
a very good witte. Cupids Butfhaf t is too hard for Her¬ 
cules Clubbe, and therefore too much ods fora Spa¬ 
niards Rapier: The firft and fecond caufc will not ferue 
my turne : the PaJfadoheetefpeAs not, theDuellohc 
regards not ; his difgrace is to be called Boy , but his 
glorieisto fubduemen. Adue Valour, ruft Rapier, bee 
ftill Drum, for your manager is in loue; yea hce loueth. 
Aflift me fome exfemporall god of Rime, for I am fure I 
fliall turne Sonnet. Deuife Wit, write Pen, fer I am for 
whole volumes in folio. £ Xlt 

Emit Alim Prmtu. 
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rf&us Secunda. 


Enter the Princeffe of France , with three attending Ladtes, 
and three Lords. 


Boyet. Now Madam fummon vp your dcareft fpirics, 
Confider who the Ktng your father fends: 

To whom he fends, and what’s his Embaffie. 

Your felfe,held precious in the worlds efteeme, 

To parlce with the foie inheritour 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 

Matchleffe Nauarreyhc plea of no leffe weight 
Then -Aquitaine ,a Dowrie for a Queene. 

Be now as prodigall of all deare grace, 


As Nature was in making Graces deare. 


When The did ftarue the generall world befide, 

And prodigally gaue them all to you. 

Queen . Good L.Zfoyc^my beauty though but mean, 
Needs not the painted flourifii of your praifc: 

Beauty is bought by iudgement of the eye , 

Not vttred by bafe laic of chapmens tongues : 

I am leffe proud to hearc you tell my worth. 

Then you much wiling to be counted wife, 

In fpending your wit in the praifc of mine. 

But now to taske the tasker, good Boyet, 

Prin . You are not ignorant all-telling fame 
Doth noyfc abroad Kauar hath made a vow, 

Till painefull ftudie flhall out-wcare three yearcs. 

No woman may approach his filent Court; 

Therefore to's feemeth it 0 necdfull courfe. 

Before we enter his forbidden gaces , 

To know his pleafure, and in that bchalfc 
Bold of your worthineffe, wc lingle you. 

As our beft mouing faire foliotcr: 

T ell him the daughter of the King of France, 

On ferious bufineffe evauing quickc difpatcb. 
Importunes perfonall conference with his grace. 

Hafte, fignifie fo much while wc attend, 

Like humble vifag’d futers his high will. 

Boy . Proud of imployment, willingly I goc. Exit. 
Prin. All pride is willing pride,and yours is fo : 

Who are the Votaries my louing Lords, thatare*vow * 
fellowcs with this vertuous Duke ? 

Lor . Longauill is one. j 
Princ. Know you the man ? 

1 Lady . I know him Madame at a marriage feaft, 
Betweenc L# Perigort and the bcautious heire 
O {tuques Fauconbridge folemnizcd. 

In Normandie faw 1 this Longauill , 

A man offoueraigne parts he is efteem’d : 

Well fitted in Arts, glorious in Armes: 

Nothing becomes him ill that he would well. 

The onely foyle of his faire vertucs glofic. 

If vertues gloflfe will ftaine with any foile, 

Isa (harp wit match’d with too blunt a Will: 
Whofeedge hath power to cut whofe will (till wills, 

It fhould none fpare that, come withinhis power. j 

'Prin. Some merry mocking Lord belike,ift fo? 
£*£i.iThey fay fo moft,that moft his humors know. 
Prin. Such (hort liu’d wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the reft? 

2 . Lad. The yong Dtmaine ,a well accomplifht youth. 


Of all that Vcrtuc loue, for Vcrtue loued. 

Moft power to doe moft harme, lcaft knowing ill * 
For he hath wit totnake an ill (bape good, * 
And fhape to win grace though Che had no wit, 

I faw him at the Duke Alan/its once. 

And much too little of that good I faw, 

Is my report to his great worthineffe. 

%offa. Another of thefe Students at that time 
Was there with him, as I baue heard a truth. 
Berowne they call him, but a merrier man, 

Within the limit of becomming mirth, 

I neuer fpent an houres talke withall. 

His eye begets occafion for his wit, 

For euery obieCI that the one doth catch, 

The other turnes to a mirth-mouing ieft. 

Which his faire tongue (conceits expofitor) 
Dcliuers in fuch apt and gracious words, 

That aged earcs play treuanc at his tales, 

And yonger hearings arc quite rauifted. 

So fwcet and voluble is his difeourfe. 

Trin . Godbleffemy Ladies,are they all in loue? 
That euery one her owne hath garnifhed , 

With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife. 

Ma. Hcerc comes Boyet. 


Enter Boyet. 


Prin. Now, what admittance Lord ? 

Boyet. Nauar had notice of your faire approach; 
And he and his competitors in oath , 

Were all addreft to meete you gentle Lady 
Before! came: Marrie thus much I haue learnt. 

He rather rncancs to lodge you in the field, 

Like one that comes heere to befiege his Court, 
Then feeke a difpenfation for his oath: 

To let you cntfcr his vnpeopled houfc; 


Enter Nauar, Longauill , Dumaine s andBerome t 


Heere comes Nauar. 

Nan. Faire Princeffe,welcom to the Court of Nam. 
Prin. Faire Igiueyoubackeagaine, and welcome! 
haue not yet : theroofeof this Court is too high to bcc 
yours, and welcome to the wide fields, too bafe to be 
mine. 

Nau. You (hall be welcome Madam to my Court* 
Prin . I wi! be welcome then,Condu& me thither. 
Nau. Hearc me deare Lady,I haue fwornean oath. 
Trtn. Our Lady helpe my Lord,he’ll be forfworne, 
Nau. Not for the world faire Madam,by my will. 
Prin. Why, will (hall breake it will,and nothingck 
Nau . Your Ladifhip is ignorant what it is. 

Prin. Wcremy Lord fo, his ignorance were wife, 
Where now his knowledge muft proue ignorance. 
Iheare your grace hath fworne out Houfeekeeping: 
Tis deadly finne to keepc that oath my Lord, 

And finne to breake it: 

But pardon me,I am too fodaine bold, 

T o tcach'a T eacher ill befeemeth me. 

Vouchfafe to read the purpofeofmy coraming, 

And fodainly refoliuc me in my fuitc. 

Nau. Madam,I willy if fodainly I may* 

Prin. You will the fooner that I were away, 

For you 11 proue periur'difyou make me ftay. 

Berow. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Rofa. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 


B cr. 1 
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Ser ' Howncedlefle was it then to ask the qaeftion? 


\j r you muft not be fo duickc- 
Vfr i 00g of you f fpur me with fuch queftions. 

*** 1 - too hoc,it fpecds too faft, 'twill tire. 


rfl „ Yourwits . 

* j^ ot till it leaue the Rider in the mire. 


Rtf* 
per . 

Rofa. 

\Her . 

Rofa. - - . ji 

R i \Ylm time a day ? 

__ fn The howre that foolcs fhould aske. 

5/ Now faire befall your maske. 

Lfa- F aire ftl1 thc face k COUCrS * 

$*,' And fend you many louers. 

Rofa. A^ en > fo y°“ b £ none ' 
tier. Nay then will 1 be gone. 
ri-, Madame, vour father heere doth intimate. 
The pa'iment o f ahandred thoufand Crownes, 

_UrtlA. infirp liiminp. 


Being but thonc halfe, of an intire 1 umme. 


Disburfcd by my father in his wanes. 

But fav that he, or we, as neither haue 
Rccciu dthat fumme; yet there remames vnpnid 
A hundred thoufand more: in furcty of the which, 

One part of Aquitaine is bound toys. 

Although not valued to the moneys worth. 

Ifthen the King your father will reftore 

But that one halfe which is vnfatisfied, 

VVe will giue vp our right in Aquitaine , 

And hold faire fricndfhip with his Maieftie : 

But that it feemes he little purpoleth. 

For here he doth demand to haue repai e, 

An hundred thoufand C rownes, and not demands 
Onepaimentof a hundred thoufand Crownes, 

To haue his title liue in ^ Aquitaine . 

Which we much rather had depart withall, 

And haue the money by our father lent. 

Then 2 /Iquitanc, fo gueldcd a* it is. 

Deare Princcfie, were not his requefts fo farre 
From reafons yeelding, your faire felfe fhould make 
A yecldmg 'gainft fome reafon in my breft. 

And goc well fatisfied to France againe. 

Prin. You doc the King my Father too much wrong. 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In fo vnfeeming to confcffe receyc 

Of that which hath fo faithfully beenc paid. 

Kin. Idoe proteitlneuer heard of it, 

And if you proue it, He repay it backe, 

Oryccldvp Aquitaine . 

Prin . Wcarreft your word : 

Boyet , you can produce acquittances 
For fuch a fumme, from fpeciall Officers, 

Of Charles his Father. 

Kin. Satisfiemefo. 

Boyet. So pleafe your Grace,the packet is not come 
Where that and other fpecialties are bound, 

To morrow you fhall haue a fight of them. 

Kin. It (hall fufficeme; at which enterview. 

All liberall reafon would I yecld vnto: 

Meane time, receiue fuch welcome at my hand. 

As Honour, withoutbrcach of Honour may 
Make tender of, to thy true worthineffe. 

You may not come faire Princeffe in my gates, 

But heere without you (hall be fo receiu’d. 

As you fhall dcemfcydurfblfc lodg’d in my heart, 
Though fo deniy &rther harbour in my houfe: 

Your pwne good thoughts excu feme, and farewell, 
To'mbrrow we (hall^ifityou againe* •• 

Pm ..Sweet health & faire defires confort your grace. 
Thy own tbeb/^utry place. 


Boy. Lady, I will commend you to my owne heart. 
La.%o. Pray you doe my commendations, 

I would be glad to fee it. 

Boy. I would you heard it grone. 

La .3^. Is the foule fickc ?. 

Boy. Sicke at the heart. 

La.Ro, Alacke,letitbloud. 

Boy. Would that doc it good? 

La.Ro. My Phifickefaiesl. 

Tdey. Will you prick 5 t with your eye. 

La.Ro. Nopoynt, with my knife. 

Boy. Now God faue thy life. 

La. By?. And yours from long liuing# 

*Ber. I cannot ftay thankf-giuing. 


Exit. 


Enter Dumane. 

Dum. Sir,!pray you a word: What Lady is that fame? 
Boy. The heire of AlanfonfRfifalin her name. 

T>um. A gallant Lady, Mounfier fare you well. 

Long. I bcfeech you a word: what is (he in the white? 
Boy. A woman fomtimes, if you faw her in the light. 
Long. Perchance light in thc light: I defire her name. 
Boy. Shee hath but one for her felfe, 

To defire that wcrcafhame. 

Long. Pray you fir, whole daughter ? 

Boy. Her Mothers, 1 haue heard. 

Long. Gods blelfing a your beard. 

Boy. Good fir be not offended, 

Shee is an heyre of Faulconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my choller is ended : 

Shee is a moft fweet Lady. 

boy. Not vnlikefir, that may be. 


Extt. Long. 


Ber. 
Boy . 
Ber. 
Boy . 
Ber . 


Enter Bcroune. 

What’s her name in the cap. 
Katherine by good hap. 

Is (lie wedded, or no. 

Toiler will fir, or fo. 

You are welcome fir, adiew. 


boy . Fare well ip me fir, and welcome to you. Exit. 
La.Tvla. That laft is Beroune, thc mer.y mad-cap Lord. 
Not a word with him, but a ieft. 

Boy. And euery ieft but a word. 

Pri . It was well done of you to take him at his word. 
Boy . I was as willing to grapple,as .he was to board. 
La.Ma. Two hot Sbeepcs marie : o I 

And wherefore not Ships ? (bp s - 

Boy. No Shecpe(fweet Lamb)vnleffe we feed on your 
La. You Sheep & 1 pafture : fhall that fintfh*he ieft ? 
Boy. So you grant pafture for me. 

La. Not fo gentle beaft. 

My lips are no Common, though feuerall they be. 

Bo. Belonging tow-horn? .r. 

La. To.my fortunes and me. • i ./ 

Prin. Good wits wil be iangling, but gentles agree. 
This ciuill warre ofwks were much bccterwfed 
On Nauar and his bookemen 3 for heere ’tis abus’d, rsz ff 
; Bo. Ifmyobfcruation(which very leldome lies 
By the hearts ftill rhetoricke,difclofed with eyes) 
Deceiue me not now, Nauar is infedled. 

Prin. Withwhat? * o.j r < r 

Bo. With that which we Louers intitle affefted. 

Prin. Your reafon. 

Bo. Why all his bchauiours doe make their retire. 
To the court of his eye,pceping thorough defire. i 

His hart like an Agot with you^print irnpreffed, ^ ; 

^ Proud 
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horns Labours loll. 


Proud with bis formc,in hisfcic pride exprefled. 

Hts tongue all impatientto fpeake and not fee, 

Did fturriblc with hafte in his eie-fight to be. 

All fences to that fence did make their repaire, 

To feeleonely looking on faireft offaire: 

Me thought all his fences were loekt in his eye, 

As Icwcls in Chriftall for fome Prince to buy. (glalt. 
Who tendring their own worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paft. 

H js faces owne margent did coate fuch amazes. 

That all eyes faw his cies inchantcd with gazes. 

He giue you Aquitaine ^and all that is his. 

And you giue him for my fakc,but one louingKifiTe. 
Tr/«. Come to our Pauillion, Hoyet is difpolde. 
B^.But to fpeak that in words,which his cic hath dif- 
I onelic hauc made a mouth ofhiscie, ( clos’d. 

By adding a tongue,whirh I know will not lie. 

Lad.Ro.Thou art an old Louc-monger^and fpeakeft 
skilfully. 

Lad.Ma. He is Cupids Grandfathe^and lcarnes news 
ofhim. 

Lad. 2. Then was Venus like her mother, forherfa- 
therisbut grim. 

Boy . Do you heare my mad wenches ? 

La. 1 , No. 

Boy . What then,do you fee ? 

Lad. 2 . I, out way to be gone. 

Hoy. You arc too hard for me. Exeunt omnes. 


Aclus Teitius . 


Enter Broggart mH Boy. 

Song. 

Bra. Warble childe,make palfionate my fenfc ofhea- 
ring. 

Boy. Concolinel. 

■Brag . Svvecte Ayer, goeendernefle of yeares: take 
this Key, giue enlargement to the i'waine, bring him fc- 
ftinatly hither: I mull imploy him in a letter to my 
Loue. 

Boy. Will you win your loue with a French braule? 

Bra. How roeaneft thou,brauling in French ? 

Boy. No my compleat mailer, bur to Iigge off a tune 
at the tongues end, canarie to it with the feete, humour 
it with turning vp your cie: figh a note and fing a note, 
lbmetime through the throate: if you fwallowed loue 
with finging, louefometime through: nofe as if you 
fnuft vp loue by fmelling loue with your hat penthoufe- 
like ore thc-fhop of your eies, with your armes croft on 
yourthinbellie doublet, like a Rabbet on afpit,oryour 
harjds in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, 
and keepenot coo long in one tiine,but a fnip and away: 
thefe are complements, thefe ace humours, thefe betraie 
nice wenches that would be betraied without thefe, and 
ipake them mcnofnote: do you note men that moft are 
affected to thefe? 

Brag. How haft thou purchafed this experience ? 

Boy. Bymypenneofobfcruation. 

Brag. But O.but Q. 

Boy. The Hobbic-horfe is forgot, 

. Era. Cal'ft thou my loue Hobbi-horfe. 

Bey. NaMaftcr.thcHobbie-horfc is buta Colt, and 
and your Loue perhaps*aHadknie: 


But hauc you forgot your Loue ? “ 

Brag. Almoftlhad. 

Boy. N egligent ftudcnt,lcarne her by heart. 

B rag. By heart, and in heart Boy. 

£ 07 . And out of heart Matter: allthofe three J «,•» 
prouc. Wl 

Brag. What wilt thou proue ? 

’Boy. A man,ifl liue(and chis)by,in,and without, 
on the inftant: by heart you loue her,becaufc your heart 
cannot come by her: in heart you loueher,becaufey 0lJ 
heart is in loue with her : and out of heart you loue her 
being out of heart that you cannot enioy her. 

Brag. I am all thefe three. 

Boy . And three times as much morc,and yet nothin® 


at all. 


Brag. Fetch hither the Swaine, he muft carrie mee a 
letter. 

Boy. A meflage well fimpathis’d, aHorfetobeem. 
bafladour for an Affc. 

Brag. Ha,ha,Whatfaieftthou? 

B^.Marrie fir,you muft fend the Affc vpon theHotfe 
for he is verie flow gated : but I goe. 

Brag. The way is but fhort,away. 

Boy. As fwift as Lead fir.' 

Brag. Thy meaningprettie ingenious,is notLeada 
mettall heauiejdulhand flow ? 

Boy. Minttime lioncft Mafter,or rather Matter no, 

Brad. I fay Lead is flow. 

Boy. You arc too l'wift fir to fay fo. 

Is that Lead flow which is fir'd from a Gunnc? 

'Brag. Sweete fmoke ot Rhetorike, 

He reputes me a Cannon,and the Bullet that’s he: 

I flioote thee at the Swaine. 

Boy. Thump then,and I flee. 

Bra. A moft acute Juuenall,voluble and free ofgrace, 
By thy tauour fwcet Welkin,I muft figh in thy face. 
Moft rude mclancholie,Valour giues thee place. 

My Herald is return’d. 

Enter Page and Clowne. 

Pag. A wonder Mafter,here's a Cofiard broken in a 
fhui. 

Ar. Some enigma, fome riddle, come, thy Ltrmj 
begin. 

Clo. No egmajio riddle.no lenuoy, no falue, in thee 
male fir. Orfir ; Plantan, aplaincPlantan : no lenuoy, no, 
/<r*# 0 T,noSaluefir,butaPlanran. 

Ar. By ver:ue thou inforceft laughter, thy fillie 
thought,my fpleene,the heauing of my lunges proves 
me to rediculous fmyling: O pardon me my ftars, doth 
the inconfiderate take falue for lenuoy , and the wordto- 
hoj for a falue ? 

Pag. Doe the wife thinke them other, is not lenuoy 1 
falue} (plaine. 

Ar. No Page, it is an epilogue or difeourfe to make 
Some obfeure precedence that hath tofore bin fame. 
Now will I begin your morrall, and do you follow with 
my lenuoy. 

The Foxe,the Ape,and the Humble-Bee, 

Were ftill at oddes,being but three. 

Arm. Vntill the Goofe came out ofdoore. 
Staying the oddes by adding foure. 

Pag. A good Lenuoy jading ip the Goofier would you 
defiremore? 

Clo. The Boy bath fold him a bargainee <5op‘*» that 1 
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«-rttwIworthiscood,and your Goofe be fat. 
S ‘ r ’?l! a barline well is as cunning as faft and ioofc: 

l Jr. Come hither,come hither: 

0 o vv that a Cofiard was broken in a fliin. 

; 

ru rarnc yo ur argument in t 

ThZ the Boycs fat Lenuoy, the Goofe that you bought, 
A he ended the market. 

Jr. But tell me: How was there a Cofiard brokenjn 

* ^par. 1 will tell you fencibly. 

Ho*. Thou haft no feeling of it Moth, 

I will fpeake that Lenuoy. 
forerunning out,that was iafely within. 

Fell otter the threfhold,and broke my fhin. 

^ Arm- We will talkc no more of this matter. 

Clow. Till there be more matter in the fhin. 

Am. Sirra£V? 4 rd,I will infranchile thee. 

Clow. 0,marriemc to one Francis ,l fmell fome Len- 
twf, fomeGoole in this. 

J Am. By my fweetc foule.I meaneffetting thee at h- 
bmie. Enfrcedoming thy perfon s thou wertemured, 
reftrained.captiuatcdjbound. 

Clow. True,truc,and now you will be my purgation, 
and letmeloofe. 

Arm. I giue thee thy libertie, fet thee from durance, 
and in lieu thereof, impofeon thee nothing but this • 
Bcare this fignificant to the countrey Maidc laquenetta : 
there is remuneration,for the beft ward of mine honours 
isrewardingmy dependants. Moth, follow* 

Tag. Like the fcqucll I. 

Signcur Cofiard adew. Exit. 

Clow. My fweete ounce of mans flefli, my in-conie 
lew: Now will I looke to his remuneration. 
Remuneration, O, that’s the Latineword for three-far¬ 
things: Three-farthings remuration, What’s the price 
ofthisyncle?iAno,lle giue you aremuncration : Why? 
It carries it remuneration : Why?It is a fairer name then 
a French-Crownc. I will ncuer buy and fell out of this 
word. ' 
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And in her traine there is a gentle Ladie: 

When tongues fpeak fwcctly.then they name her name, 
And Rofalino they call her.aske for her: 

And to her white h and fee thou do commend 
This feal’d-vp counfaile. Ther’s thy guerdon: goe. 

Qo. Gardon,O fweete gardon, better then remune¬ 
ration, a leucnpence-farthmg better: moft fweete gar® 
don. I will doe it fir in print: gardon, remuneration. 

Exit. 

Ber. O, and I forfooth in loue, 

I that hauebeenc loues whip l 
A verie Beadle to a humerous figh : A Criticke 
Nay,a night-watch Conftable. 

A domineering pedant ore the Boy, 

7 ben whom no mortall fo magnificent. 

|; This wimpled,whyning.purblinde wai ward Boy, 

L This fignior lunios gyanc drawfc,don Cupid, 
f Regent of Loue-rimes, Lord of folded armes, 

| Tb’annointed foueraigneoffighes and groanes: 

1 . Liedge ofall loyterers and malccontents : 

Dread Prince ofPlaccats.King of Codpccces. 

Sole Empcr 3 tor and great generall 
Of trotting Parrators (O my little heart.) 

And I to be a Corporall of his field. 

And wearc his colours like a Tumblcrs hoope. 

What? I loue,] fue,I fcckea wife, 

A woman that is like a Germane Cloake, 

Still a repairing: cuer out of frame. 

And ncuer going a righf,bcir.g a Watch: 

But being watcht.that it may ftill goe right. 

Nay,to be periurde,which is worft of all: 

And among thrce,to loue the worft of all, 

A wbitly wanton,-with a veluet brow. 

With two pitch bals fiuckc in her face for eyes. 

I,and by heaucn,one that will doe the deede, 

Though Argm were her Eunuch and her garde. 

And 1 to figh for her,to watch for her. 

To pray torher,go to: it is a plague 
That f uptd will icnpofe for my negleft, 

Of his almighty drcadfull little might. 

\X ell,I will loue,write,figh,pray,fliue,grQnc, 

Some men muft loue my Lady.and fome lone. 


Enter Ber owne. 

Ber .O my good knaueCo/? 4 r^,cxceedingly well met. 
flow. Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Ber. What is a remuneration ? 

Cofi. Marrie fir,halfc pennie farthing. 

Ber. O.VVhy thenthreefarthings worth of Silk c. 
Cofi, I thankeyour vvorfhip,God be wy you, 

Ber. O ftay flaue.I muft employ thee: 
thou wilt win my fauour,good my knaue, 

Doe one thing for me that I fhall intreate. 

Clow. When would you haueit done fir ? 

Ber. O this after-noone. 

Clo. XV ell,I will doc it fir: Fare you well. 

Ber . O thou knoweft not what it is. 

Clo. I lira 11 know fir,when 1 haue done it. 

Ber. Why villaine thou muft know firft. 

C/e. I wil come to your worfhip to morrow morning. 
Ber. Ic muft be done this.after-noone. 

Harkeflauc,ittsbut this: 

The Princelfe conies to hunt here in the Parke, 


<tA Bus Ouartus. 


Enter the Princeffe,a Forrefier, her Ladies, and 
her Lords. 

Sl». Was that the King that fpurd his horfe fo hard, 
Againft rhe ftcepe vprifing of the hill ? 

Boy. I know noc,but 1 thinke it was not he. 

Qu, Who ere a was,afhew’d a mounting minde: 
Well Lords, to day we fhall haue our difpatch, 

On Saterday we will returnc to France. 

Then Forrefier my friend,Where is the Bufli 
That we muft ftand and play the murthercr in ? 

For. Hereby vpon the edge of yonder Coppice, 

A Stand where you may make the faireft flioote. 

$h. I thanke my beautie,I am faire that fhoote, 
And thereupon thou fpeak’ft the faireft flioote. 

Per. Pardon me Madam,for I meant not fo. 
filu. What,what?Firft praife me,& then again fay no. 
O fhore lin’d pride. Not faire ? alacke for woe. 

For. Yes 
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Tor. Yes Madam faire. 

Qu^ Nay,neuer paint me now, 

Where faire is not,praife cannot mend the brow. 

Here (good my glaffe) take this for telling true: 

Faire paiment lor foule words,is more then due.. 

Tor. Nothing but faire is that which you inherit. 
J2tt. See,fee,my beautie will be fau’d by merit. 

O herefie in faire,fit for thefc dayes, 

A giuing hand.though foule,(hall haue faire praife. 
But come,thc Bow : Now Mercic goes to kill. 

And (hooting well,is then accounted ill: 

Thus will I fauc my credit in the fliootc. 

Not wounding,pittie would not let me do’t: 

If wounding, then it was to (hew my skill, 

That more for praife,then purpofe meant to kill. 

And out ofqueftion,fo it is fometimes: 

Glory growes guiltic of detefied crimes. 

When for Fames fake,for praife an outward part. 

We bend to that,the working of the hart. 

As I for praife alone now fecke to fpill 

The poore Deeres blood,that my heart meanes no ill. 

Boy. Do not curft wiues hold that fclfe-foucraignt 
Onely for praife fakc,when they firiuc to be 
Lords ore their Lords ? 

£1u ,. Onely for praife,and praife we may afford. 
To any Lady that fubdewes a Lord. 

Enter Clorvne. 


Boy . Here comes a member of the common-wealth. 
Clo. God dig-you-den all,pray you which is the head 
Lady ? 

J2#.Thou (halt know her fcllow,by the reft that haue 
no heads, 

Clo. Which is the greateft Lady,the higheft? 
f£u. The thickeft,and the tailed. 

Clo. The thickcll,& the tailed: it is fo.tru this truth. 
And your wafte Miftris, were 3s (lender as my wit. 

One a thefe Maides girdles for your waftc (hould befit. 
Are not you the chiefe womarYou are the thickcfi here? 
Qu^ What’s your willfir ? What’s your will ? 

Clo. I hatred Letter from Monficr Bereivue, 

To one Lady Rofaline. 

Qu.O thy letter,thy letter:He's a good friend of mine. 
Stand a fide good bearer. 
f5oyef,youcanc3rue, 

Breake vp this Capon. 

Boyet. I am bound to ferue. 

T his Letter is miftooke : it importeth none here: 

It is writ to laejuenetta. 

Qu, We will reade it,I fweare. 

Breake the necks of the Waxe,and euery one giue care. 

Boyet re.ides. 

D Y hcauen, that thou art faire, ismoft infallible: true 
that thou art .beauteous, truth it felfe that thou are 
loucly: more fairer then faire,beautifull then beautious, 
truer then truth it felfe: hauecomiferation on thy heroi- 
call Vaffall. The magnanimous and mod illuftrate King 
Cophetua fet eie vpon the pernicious and indubitatc Beg. 
ger Zenelophon: and he it was that might rightly [try,He. 

vidi, vici: Which to annothanize in the vulgar, O 
bafe and obfeure vulgar; videltfet , He came, See, and o* 
uercame: heecame one; fee,two; couercame three; 
Who came ? the King. Why did he come ? tofce. Why 


did he fee? to ouercome. To whom came he ? to k 
Begger. Whatfawhe? the Begger. Who oiiercam 
he ? the Begger. The conclufion is vi&orie: On wh r 
fide ? the King: the captiue is inricht: On whofefij > 
theBeggers. Thecataftrophe is a Nuptiall: on wh f 
fide? the Kings: no,on both in one,orone in both.], ? 
the King (for fo (lands the comparifon) thou the Br^ 
ger, for fo witnefleth thy lowlinefle. Shall I command 
thy loue ? I may. Shall I enforce thy louc ? I Cou ] f 
Shall I entreate thy loue {“ I will. What, (halt thoue x 
change for ragges, roabes: for tittles titles, for thy f c ]f { 
mce. Thus expelling thy reply, I prophanc my lip s 0[) 
thy foote, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart on th 
cucriepart. ^ 

Thine in the dearejl de/tgne ofinduftrie,' 

Don Adriana de Armatho. 

Thus doftthou heare theNemean Lionroare, 

Gainft thee thou Lambe, that (landed as his pray : 
Submifliuc fall his princely feete before. 

And he from forrage will incline to play. . 

But if thou driue (poore foule) what art thou then? 

Foodc for his rage, repadure for his den. 



<2*. What plume of feathers is hee that indited this 
Letter? Whatveine? What Wethercocke? Didyoi 
eucr heare better i 

Boy. I am much deceiued,but I remember the (file, 
<2#.Elfeyour memorie is bad, going ore it crewhiie, 
Boy, This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here in court 
A Phantafime,aMonarcho,and one that makes (port 
To the Prince and his Bookc-tnates. 

J2u. Thou fellow, a word. 

Who gauc thee this Letter ? 

Clow. I told you,my Lord. 

Qu. To whom fhould’d thou giuc it? 

Clo. From my Lord to my Lady. 

Qu, From which Lord,to which Lady ? 

Clo. From my Lord Berowne, a good madcr of mine, 
To a Lady of France , that be call’d Rofaline. 

j2».Thou had midaken his lettcr.Comc Lords away. 
Here fwccte, put vp this,’twill be thine another day. 

Exeunt, 

Boy. Who is the (hooter ? Who is the (hooter l 
Rofa, Shall I teach you to know. 

Boy. I my continent of beautie. 

Rofa. WhylhcthatbearestheBow. Finely put off. 
Boy. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou marrie, 
Hang me by the necke,if homes that yeare mifearrie. 
Finely put on. 

Rofa. Well then,I am the (hooter. 

Boy. And who is your Deare? 

Rofa. If we choofe by the hornes,your felfe come not 
neare. Finely put on indeede. 

Maria. You dill wrangle with her Boyet, and (hee 
drikes at the brow. 

Boyet. But (he her felfe is hit lower: 

Haue I hit her now. 

Rofa. Shall I come vpon thee with as old faying,tnat 
was a man whenKmgP/ppw of France was a little boy,as 

touching the hit it. 

Boyet. Sol mayanfwere thee with one as old that 
was a woman when Queene Gutnouer of Brittaint was a 
little wench, as touching the hit it. 

Rofa, TMu 
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t la Thou canft not hit it,hit it,hit it, 

( Th oucanftnothititmygoodman. 

Bty. I cannot, cannot,cannot: 

. a r rannot.another can. ,. ***’*. 

rl B 1 my troth mod pleafant,how both did fit it. 
-flgf A markc marucilous well .(hot, for they both 

• 7 ?.* ^A inark,0 markc but that markc: a marke faics 

»oy- • fl ‘ , * 

01 yLaoy. , c , 

t f the mark haue a pricke in’t,to meat at, it it may be. 
1 Mar Wide a’th bow band, yfaith your hand is out. 
CU. Indeede a’mud (hoote nearer, or heele ne’re hie 
the clout. 

Boy. And if my hand be our, then belike your hand 

Clo Then will (bee get the vpfhoot by cleauing the 
is in. 

■Ma. Come,come,you talkc greafely, your lips grow 
foule. 

Clo. She’s too hard for you at pricks,fir challenge her 
toboule. 

Bor. I fare too much rubbing: good night my good 
Oule. 

Clo. By my foule a Swaine,a mod fimple Clowne. 
Lord,Lord, how the Ladies and I haue put him downje. 
0 my troth mod fweetc ieds,mod income vulgar wit. 
When it comes fo fmoothly off,fo obfccnely,as it were, 
(ofit. 

Amatbor ath to the fidc,0 a mod dainty man. 

To fee him watke before a Lady,and to bearehcr Fan. 
To lee him kids his hand, and how mod fwcetly a will 
fwcarc: 

And his Page atother fide,that handfull of wit, 

Ah heauens,it is moft pathecicall nit. 

Sowla/owla, Exeunt. 

Shoote within. 

Enter DaiJ,Holoferne; jk; Tedant and Nathaniel. 

Nat. Very reuerent (port truely,and done in the tefii- 
mony of a good confidence. 

Peid. TheDearewas(asyouknow)fanguisinbl^od, 
ripe as a Pomwater,whonow hangeth like a Iewell in 
the eare of Celmhe fkic; the wclken the heauen, and a- 
nonfallech like a Crab on the face ofTmvijthe fovle,the 
land.the earth. 

Curat.Nath. Trucly M.Holofernes ,the epythithes are 
(weedy varied like a fchollcr at the lead: but fir I aflurc 
ye, ir was a Bucke of the fird head. 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel , baud credo. 

Bui. ’Twas not ibaudcredojtvtis a Pricker. 

Hoi. Mod barbarous intimation: yet ? kinde of infi- 
nuation,as it were in via ,in way ofcxplication/iccre: as 
it were replication,or rather ofientare,to fioW as it were 
his inclination after his vndrefiedjvnpoliflaecl, vneduca- 
ted,vnpruncd,vntrained,or rather vnlcttered, or rathe- 
red vneonfirmed fa(hion,to infert againc my baud credo 
for a Dearc. 

Bnl. I laid the Deare was not a baud credo, ’twasa 
Pricket. 

Hoi. Twice fod firpplicitie, hit ceUut, O thou moa¬ 
ner Ignorance, how deformed dood thou looks. 

Hath. Sir hee hath.ncuer fed of thej dainties thatare 
bredinabooke. 

He hath act eate paper as It were ; 

He hathnostdruukeinke. 


i 


His intellei^ig^rcplenillied, hee is onely an onimall/ 
onely fcnfibleiMne duller parts: and fuch barren plants 
are fet before vs,that we thankfull (hould be: which we 
tade and fceling,arc for thofe parts that doe fru&ific in 
vs more then he. 

For as it would ill become me to be vaiRe,indifcreet,or 
a foole; 

So were there a patch fet on Learning, to fee him in a 
Schoolc. 

But omne bene fay I.bcing of an old Fathers minde, 

Many can brooke the weathcr,that loue not the winde. 

Dul. You two are book-men: Can you tell byyour 
wit, What was a month old atC<*/'«s birth, that’s not fiue 
weekes old as yet ? 

Hoi. Diclifma goodman Dull , dittifima goodman 
Dull. 

Dul. What is dittinta ? 

Nath. A title to Fhtbe, to Luna,to the Moone. 

Hoi. The Moone was a month old when Adam was 
no more. (fcorc. 

And wrought not to fiuc-weekes when he came to fiue- 
Th’allufion holds in the Exchange. 

Dul. ’Tis true indeede, the Collufion holds in the 
Exchange. 

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity,I fay th’allufion holds 
in the Exchange. 

Dul. And I fay thepolufion hol(dsin theExchange: 
for the Moone is neuer but a month old; and I lay bc- 
fide that,’twas a Pricket that the Princefle kill’d. 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you heare an cxtcmporall 
Epytaph on the death of the Deare, and to humou^ 
the ignorant call’d the Deare, the Princeffc kill’d a 
Pricket. 

Nath. Perge, good M. Holofemes,perge, foit (hall 
pleafe you to abrogate (curilitie. 

Hoi I will fomething affed the letter, for it argues 
facilitie. 

The pray full Princeffe pearfi andpricht 
a prettie pleafng Pricket, 

Seme fay a Sore, but not a fore, 
tell novo made fore with fhooting. 

The Dogges didyeH,put ell to Sore, 
then Sored iumps from thicket: 

Or Pricket ■fore , or elfe Sored, 
the people fad a hooting. 

If Sore be fore .then ell to Sore, 
makes fiftie fores O fared • 

Ofone fore l on hundred make . 

by adding but one more L. 

Nath. A rare talent. 

Dul. If a talent be a claw, lookehowhc cl awes biro 
withacalcnc. 

Nath. This is a gift that I haue fimple: fimple,a foo- 
lifh extrauagant fpirit.full of formes,figures,(hapes,ob- 
iedls,Ideas,apprehcnfions,motions,reuolution*. Thefe 
are begot in the ventricle of memoric, nouriflit in the 
wombe of primater,and deliuered vpon the mellowing 
of occafion : but the gift is good in theife in whom it is 
acute,and l am thankfull for it. 

Hoi. Sir, I praife the Lord for you, and fo may my 
parifhioners, for their Sonnes are well tutor’d by you, 
and their Daughters profit very greatly vnder you; you 
are a good member of the common-wealth. 

Nath, "Me hercle. If their Sonnes be ingennous, they 
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fliall want no inftru&ion: If their Daug*’ r *V be capable, goe my fweetc, deliuer 


I will put it to them. But Virftfh qui pnucA loquitur, a 
foule Feminine faluteth vs. 

King,it may concerne much: flay not thy comnlfn,. tht 
forgiuethy ductie,adue. Wt il 

Maid. Good Cofiard go with me: 

Enter luquenetta and the Clowne. 

Sir God faue yotrr life. 

Cofl. Haue with thte my girle. f , 

Jaqit. God giue you good morrow M .Pcrfoh. 

Nath. Matter Perfon ,quafi PcrfonfAnd ifonc (hoiild 
be perft. Which is the one ? 

CVfcMarry M. Schoolemaflcr,hee that Is likeft to a 
hogfhead. 

Nath. Ofperfing a Hogshead, a good latter of con¬ 
ceit in a turph of Earth, Fire enough for a Flint, Pearlc 
enough for a Swine: ’cis prettie.it is well. 

Iaqu. Good Matter Parfon be fo good as reade mee 
this Letter, it was giucnme , e by Cefiard, and lent mcc 
from Don Armatho: I befeech you reade it. 

Nath. Facile precorgellida, qu'andopccae omnia fub vm- 
braruminat, and fo forth. Ah good old Mantuan, I 
may fpeake of thee as the traueiler doth of Venice, vem- 
chie,vencha , que non tt vnde.que non teperreche. Old Man- 
tuam,o\d Mantuan, Who vnderttandeth thee not, vt re 
folia mi fa : Vnder pardon hr, What are the contents? or 
rather as Horrace fayes in his. What my foule verfes. 

Hoi. I ttr,and very learned. 

Nath. Lctmcheareaftaffe,aftanze,averfe, Lege do- 
mine. 

If Loue make meforfworne,how (ball I fwcare to loue? 
Ah neucr faith could hold,if not to bcautie vowed. 
Though to my felfe forfworn,to thee He faithfull prouc. 
Thofethoughcstomec were Okcs, to thee like Oiicrs 
bowed. 

Studiehis byasleaues, and make* his booke thine eyes. 
Where all thofc pleal’urcs liue, that Art would compre¬ 
hend. 

If knowledge be the marke,to know thee fliall fufifice. 
Well learned is that tongue,that well can thee comend. 
All ignorant that foule,that fees thee w ithout wonder. 
Which is to me fomc praife,thatl thy parts admire; 

Thy eye loue: lightning bcares, ;hy voycc hisdreadfull 
thunder. 

Which not to ang*er bent, is mufique,and fweet fire. 
Celeftiall as thou art,Oh pardon loue this wrong. 

That fings hoauenspraife,with fuch an earthly tongue. 

Ped. Youfindenotthe-apoftraphas, and fo mifle the 
accent. Let me fuperuife the cangenct. 

Nath. Here are onely numbers ratified, but for the 
elegancy, facility,& golden cadence of poefie c<t^r: O- 
ttidditu Nafi wtfs the man. And why in dtedNa/b, but 
for fmelling otic the odoriferous flow ers of fancy ? the 
ierkes of inuention imitarie is nothing: So doth the 
Hound his matter, the Ape his keeper, the tyred Horfc 
his rider: But Damofella virgin, Was this directed to 
you? 

Iaq. I fir from one mounficr lierowne, one of the 
ftrange Quecnes Lords. 

'Nath. I will ouerglance the fuperfeript. 

To the fnore-white hand of the meft beautiom ZW/Rofaline. 

I will looke againc on the intelle£I of the Letter, for 
the nomination of theparcie written to theperfon writ¬ 
ten vnto. 

Tour Ladifiips in aUdcfiredimplojment, Berowne. 

Per. Sir Helofirnes^this Berowneh one of the Votaries 
with the Kingi and here he hath framed at Letter to- a fc- 
quent of the ftranger Qucencs: which accidentally, or 
by the way of progreffion, hath mifearried. Trip and 

Hoi. Sir you haue done this in the fearfc of God *** 
religioufly: and as a certaine Father faith Vcr y 

Ped. Sir tell not me of the Father.I do feare colouf 
ble colours .But to returne to the Verfes,Did thevol/r 
you Cir Nathaniel} /P J!t 

Nath. Marueilous well for the pen. 

Peda. I do dine to day at the fathers of a certaincP 
pill ofminc,where if (being repaft) it fhall plcafe y ou ►" 
gratifie the table with a Grace,I will on my priuiledg e r 
haue with the parents of the forefaid Childe or Punii 
vndertake your hen vonuto , where I will proue th f’ 
Verfes to be very vnleamed, neither fauourino r 
Poetrie, Wit, nor Inuention. I befeech your 
cietie. 

Nat. And thanke you to: for focietie (faith'he ton 
is the happinefle oflife. ' 

Peda. And certes the text moft infallibly concludes it 
sir 1 do inuite you too, you fliall not fay me nay: 
verba. 

A way,the gentles are at their game, and we wjUtooir 
recreation. Extm 

Enter Berowne with a Taper in his hand,alone. 

Bero. The K ; ng he is hunting the Dearc, 

I am courfing roy felfe. 

They hauepitcht a Toyle, Iamtoyling in apyrch, 
pitch thatdefiics; defile, a foule word: Well, let thee 
downe forrow ; for fo they fay the foole faid, and fo fay 
I, and I the foole: Well proued wit. By the Lord this 
Loueisasmadasyf/V».v,ick Lfhccpc, it kilsmee, I a 
fheepe: Well proued againc a my fide, I will not lout; 
lfl do hang me : yfaich 1 will not. O but her eye: by 
this light, but for her eye, 1 would not lone her; yes/or 
her two eyes. Well, I doe nothing in the world but lye, 
and lye in my throate. By heauen I doe loue,and it bath 
taught mee to Rime, and to be mallicholie: and liereii 
part of my Rime, and bcere my mallicholie. Well, Ik 
hath one a'my Sonnets already, the Clowneboreit,the 
Foole fent it,and the Lady hath it: fweet Clowne,fwee» 
ter Foole.fwecteft Lady.By the world,I would not care 
a pin,if the other three were in. Here comes onewitha 
paper,God giue him grace to grone. 

He ftands afide. The King entreth , 

Kin. Ay mee! 

Ber. Shot by heauen :proccede fweet thou baft 

thumpehim with thy Birdbolt vnder the left pap:infaith 
fccrets. 

King. So fweete a ki(Te the golden Sonne giuesnot, 
To thofefrefh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beames,whcn their frefh rayfe haue fmot. 
The night of dew that on my cheek cs downe flowes. 
Nor fhincs the filuer Moonc one halfe fo bright, 
Through the tranfparentbofomc of the deepe, 

As doth thy face through tearcs ofmine giue light t 
Thou ftiin’ft in euery teare that I doe weepe. 

No drop,but as a Coach dothcarry thee: 

So rideft thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the teares that fwell in me. 

And they thy glory through my griefe will flioW? 





88 L2 98 98 W £8 28 18 08 6L 8L LL 9 L S L U U ZL IL 0L 69 89 L9 99 99 W 89 29 19 09 6S 89 L2 99 99 V9 £9 29 12 09 6fr 


$0*ar Labours loft . 






T^r^^thy felfe, then thou wiltkeepe 
fli'l make roe wecpc.' 

O oueene of Q»ecnei,ho«i fere doft tkoeeiKHl, 
^fought can cb inkc,nor tongue of mortal! tell. 

EL, (hall ftckndW my griefes ? He drop thc-paper, 
Svvcet leaues fhadc folly. Who is he comes heere ? 

Enter Longauile. The King ftcpsaftde. 

rcadl °g : liftcn * a L . 

Ber Now in thy likenefle, onc more foole appeare. 
lom. Ay me, I am forlworne. ; 

$er. Why he comes in like a periurc,wearingp;ipers. 
^ # inloue I hope,fwcet fellow(hip itvfhame. 

Ber. One drunkard lbticsanother of the name. 

Lon. Am I the firft f haue been pec iur'd fo ? (know, 
c Str. I could put theein comfort, not by two that I 
Thou makcft the triumphery ,the corner cap of focietie, 
The fliape of Loucs Tiburne,tbac hangs vp fimplicitic. 

ten. I ftarc ihcfe ftubborn lines lack power to moue. 
0 fweet Wri*> Erppreffe of my Loue, 

Thefe numbers will I teare,and write in profe. 

Ber. O Rimes are gards on wanton Cupids hofe, 
Disfigure not his Shop. 

Lon. This fame fhall goe. He resides the Sonnet. 

T) id not the heauenly Rhetoricke of thine eye, 

'Gainft whom the world cannot hold argument , 

Per [wade my heart to thufalft periurie l 
Vowesfor thee broke deferue not puni/bment. 

A Woman l for [wore, but I wiHprone y 
Thou being a Goddeffeft ferfwore not thee. 

My Vow was earthly , thou aheauenly Loue. 

Thy grace being gain d, cures all dfjgrace in me; 

Vowes are but breath, and breath a vapour is. 

Then thou fa ire Sun,which on my earth doeftfhine y 
Exhale SI this vapor-vow 9 in thee it ts : 

If broken then> it is no fault of mine : 

If by me broke, What foie is not fo wife , 

To loofe an oath 5 to win a Paradife ? 

Ber . This is the liuer veine,whichmakes flefh a deity. 
A grecne Goofe,a Goddefle, pure pure Idolatry. 

God amend vs, God amend, we arc much out o’th’vvay. 


Enter Dumaine. 

Lon . By whom fhall I fend this (company?) Stay. 
Bert. All hid,all hid,an old infant play, 
LikeademieGod.here fit I in theskic, 

And wretched foolcs fccrets hcedfully orc-cye. 

More Sacks cothemyll. Oheauens I haue my wifli, 
Dumaine transform’d, foure Woodcocks in a difli. 
bum. O moft diuine Kate. 

Eero. Omoft prophane coxcombc# 

Dum. By heauen the wonder of a mortall eye. 

Bero. By earth (he is notjCorporall^here you lye. 
Dum. Her Amber haircs for foule hath amber coted. 
Ber. An Amber coloured Rauen was well noted. 
bum. Asvprightasthe'Cedar. 

'Ber. Stoope I fay .her (houlder is with-child. 

T)um* As faire as day. 

Ber. I as fomc daics,but then no funne muft fliinc. 
Turn. O that I had my wiflif 
Lon. And I had mine. 

Kin. And mine too good Lord. 

Amen,fo I had mine r Is not that a good word ? 
Bum. I would forget heroic a Feuerflid v- 
T CS l ?f Y bIoud > and remembred be. 

€r ' A ^ eucr * n y°ur bIoud,why then incifion 


Would let Jrcr out in Sawcers^ fweet mi.,-- 

Dum . Once more lie read the Ode that I haue writ 
Ber . Once more lie tnarkc how Loue can tarry Wit 

Dumare readcs his Sonnet. 

On a day , atacf{ the day „v 
Loue, whofe Month is euery 
Spied a btvfftme pajjing faire, 

Playing in the wanton ay re : 

Through theV'eluet , leaues the wtnde, 

1 AHvnftene y can paffage findc . 

That the Loner fteky to death, 

Wijh himfetfe the heauens breath. 

Ayre (quoth he) thy cheekgs may blowe 9 
Ay re, would 1 might triumph fo. 

But alacke my hand is fworn* y 
Nere to plmke thee from thy thrones 
Viw alacke for youth vnmeete, 

Touth fo apt to plucke a fweet. 
r Doe not call it finne in me, 

7 hat I am forfwornefor thee . 

Thou for whom loue wouldfwearc y 
Iuno but an ^dEthiop were; 

And denie himfelfe for ] ouel 
Turning mortall for thy Loue. 

This will I fend,and fomething elle more plaine. 

That (Ball exprefle my true-loues fading paine. 

O would the KingftBerowne and Longauill , 

Were Loucrs too, ill to example ill^ 

Would from my forehead wipe a periur’d note: 

For none offend, where all alike doe dote. 

Lon. Dumaine) thy Loue is farre from charitie. 

That in Loues griefe dcfirTl focietie: 

You may looke pale, but ] fhould blufli I know. 

To be ore-heard,and taken napping fo. 

Kin. Come fir,you blufh : as hH,your cafe is fuch. 
You chide.ac him,offending twice as much. 

You doe not loue Maria ? Longaude , 

Did ncuer Sonnet for her fake compile; 

Nor neuerlay his wreathed armes athwart 
His louing bofonie,to keepe downe his heart. 

1 haue beene clolely fhrowded in this bufh, 

And niarkt you both,and for you both did blufh. 

I heard your guilry Rimes,obieru’d your fafhion; 

Saw fighes reeke from you, noted well your palBon. 

Aye mc,fayes one! O loue, the other cries t 
On herhaires were Gold, Chriftall the others eyes. 

You would for Paradife breake Faith and troth, 

And loue for your Lcue would infringe an oath. 

What will Terowne fay when that he fhall heare 
Faith infringed, which fuch zeale did lweare. 

How will he fcorne?how will he fpend his wit ? 

How will he triumph,leape,and laugh at it ? 

For all the wealth that euer I did fee , 

I would not haue him know fo much by me. 

Bero. Now ftep I forth to whip hypocrifie. 

Ah good my Hedge,I pray thee pardon me. 

Good heart. What grace haft thou thus to reprouc 
Thefe wormes for louing,that art moft i n loue ? 

Your eyes doe make no couches in your tcares 3 
There is no certainePrinceffethat appeares. 

You’ll not be periur’d/tis a hatefull thing : 

Tuflh,none but Minftrcls like of Sonnetting® * 

But arc you not afhaqYd ? nay, arc you not 
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LouesLabowfs loft. 


All three of you,to be thus much ore’fhot ? 

You found his Moth,the King your Moth did feei 
But I a Beame doe finde in each of three, 

O.whst a Scene of fool’ry haue I fecne. 

Of fighes,of grones, offorrow, and ofteene: 

O me, with what ftrieft patience haue I fat. 

To fee a King transformed to a Gnat ? 

To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge , 

And profound Salomon tuning a Iyggc ? 

And Ncftor play at pufh-pin with the boyes , 

And Critticke ftpmon laugh at idle toyes. 

Where lies thy griefe? O cell me good Dumasne; 

And gentle LongauiU, where lies thy paine ? 

And where my Liedge*/all about the breft s 
A Candle hoal 
Kin. Too bitter is thy ieft. 

Arc wee betrayed thus to thy ouer-view J 
Her. Not you by me,but I betrayed to you, 

I that am honeft, I that hold it finne 
To breake the vow I am ingaged in, 

I am betrayed by keeping company 
With men,like men of inconftancic. 

When fhall you fee me write a thing in rime ? 

Or gronc for Ioane ? or fpend a minutes time. 

In pruning mee, when fhall you heare that I will praife a 
hand,a foot,a face,an eye: a gate,a ftatc,a brow,a breft, 
a waftc,a lcgge,a limme. 

Kin , Soft,Whither a-way fo faft ? 

A true man, or a thcefe, that gallops fo. 

Her. I poft from Loue,good Loucr let me go. 

Enter Iaquenetta and Cloxrne. 

Jaqu. God blefle the King. 

Kin . What Prefent baft thou there? 

Clo. Somccertaine treafon. 

Kin. What makes trea fon heere ? 

Ch. Nay it makes nothing fir. 

Kin . Ifitmarre nothing neither, 

The treafon and you goein peace away together* 
laqu. Ibefeechyour Grace let this Lctterbcread, 
Our perfon mif-doubts lt: it was treafon he laid. 

Kin. HerownejcaA it quer. He reades the Letter. 

Kin*, Where hadft thou it ? 
laqu. Of Cojlard. 

King. Where hadft thou it ? 

(ftoft. Of Dun tstfdramadio y Dun Adramadio. 

Kin. How now,what is in you?why doft thou tear it? 
Her # A toy my Liedge, a toy: your grace needcs not 
feare it* 

Lffng. It did moue him to palfioti,and therefore let’s 
heart it. 

SDuw. It is Her owns writing, and heere is his name. 
Bcr. Ah you whorefon loggerhead,you were borne 
to doe me fliame. 

Guilty my Lord, guilty : IconfefTe,I confefle. , 

Kin . What? 

Bcr. That you three foolcs,lackt mcc foolc,to make 
vp the mefle. 

He,he, and you: and you my Liedge, and I, 

Are picke-purfes in Loue, and we deferue to die. 

O difmiffe this audience, and Ifhall tell you more. 
r Dum. Now the number is cucn. 

Heroxo. True true,we arc fowre % will thefe Turtles 
be gone? 

Kin . Hence firs,away. 

Clo, Walk afide the true folkc,& let the traytors ftay. 



' Ber - Sweet Lords/wcec Loucrs, O let Vs imhr 
As true we are as flefh and bloud can be, ace J 

The Sea-will ebbe and flow, heauen will fticw hi* f. 
Young bloud doth not obey an old decree, CC; 
Wc cannot crofle the caufe why we are borne: 
Therefore of all hands muft we be forfwornc. 

King. What, did thefe rent line* fhew fome loi,» , 
thine? (Rofr 

»er. Did they, quoth you ? Who fees the heau^f’ 
That ("like a rude and fauage man of Inde .) » 

At the firft opening of the gorgeous Eaft, 

Bowes not his vafl’all head, and ftrooken blind© 

Kjffes the bafe ground with obedient breaft? > 
What peremptory Eagle-lighted eye 
Dares looke vpon the heauen of her brow, 

That is not blinded by her niaieftie ! 

Kin. What zealc, what furic,hath infpit’d thee now? 
My Loue(her Miftres) is a gracious Moone, 

Shee (an attending Starre)fcarce feene a light. 

T Ber. My eyes are then no eyes,nor I Berowne. 
0,but for my Loue,day would turne to night, 

Of all complexions the cul’d foueraignty, 

Doe meet as at a faire in her fairc cheeke. 

Where fcuerall Worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants.that want it felfc doth feeke. 
Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues. 

Fie painted Rethorickc,0 fhc needs it not. 

To things of fale, a fellers praife belongs: 

She palfes prayfe, then prayfe too fhort doth blot. 

A withered Hermite, fiuefcorc winters worne. 

Might lhakc off fiftie, looking in her eye: 

Beauty doth varnifh Age, as if new borne. 

And giues the Crutch the Cradles infancic. 

O tis the Sunne that maketh all things fhine. 

King. By hoauen.thy Loue is blacke as Ebonie. 
Berow. Is Ebonie like her ? O word diuine ? 

A wile of luch wood Were felicitie. 

O who can giue an oth r Where is abooke? 

That I may lweare Beauty doth beauty lacke. 

If that fhe learne not of her eye to looke: 

No face is faire that is not full fo blacke. 

Kin. O paradoxe, Blacke is the badge of hell. 

Tile hue of dungeons, and the Schoole ofnight: 

And beauties creft becomes the heauens well. 

Ber. Diuelsfooneft temptrcfcmbling fpirits oflight. 
O ifinblacke my Ladies browes be deckt, 

It mournes, that painting vfurping haire 
Should rauifli doters with a falfe afped : 

And therfore is flic borne to make blacke, faire. 

Her fauour turnes the fafliion of the dayes, 

For natiue bloud is counted painting now: 

And therefore red that would auoyd difpraife, 

Paints it felfc blacke,to imitate her brow. 

Dum. To look like her are Chimny-fweepers black 
Lon. And fince her time,are Colliers counted bright. 
King. And *s£tbiops of their fweet complexion crake. 
'Hum. Dark needs no Candles now,for dark is light. 
Ber. Your miftrefles dare neucr come in raine. 

For feare their colours fhould be waftn away. 

Kin. *Twere good yours did: for fir to tell you plaint, 
lie finde a fairer face not wafht to day, 

'Ber. He proue her faire,or talke till dooms-dayhere. 
Kin. No Diuell will fright thee then fo much as Ihee. 
’Duma. I neucr knew man hold vile ftuffe fo deere. 
Lon. Looke,heer’s thy loue, my foot and her face fee. 
’Bcr. O if the ftreets were paued with thine eyes v 
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Loues\Labours loft . 




-—--r^h^dahuy^ «« d - 

H« ft * t /S fe v ilc,then as fhe goes what vpward lyes? 

TtrSouldfceas (he walk’d ouer head. 

The ftre „ w hat of this,are we not all in loue ? 

*o nothing fo fuire,and thereby all forlworne. 

I Then leauc this chat,& good BeroWn now proue 
i ’ ,w.o lawfull.and our fayth not tome. 

j marie there,fome flattery for thiseuill. 

f 1 ’ o fome authority how to proceed, 

^£irks fome quillets, how to cheat the diuell, 

S %„. some falue for peHurie. 
o 'tis more then neede. 

A fa'tyou then affeaions men at armes, 
r^nfiderwhat you firft did fwearc vnto: 

Waft to ftudy, and to fee no woman: 

Flat treafon againft the Kingly ftatc ofyouth. 
cav Can yoaM ? your ftomacks are too youngr 

in that each of you haiie forfworne his Bookc. 

Can you ftill dreame and pore,and thereon looke. 

For when would you my Lord,or you.or you, 

Haue found the ground of ftudies excellence, 

Without the beauty of a womans face; 

From womens eyes this dodlrincl detiue, 

They are the Ground,the Bookes,the Achadems, 

From whence doth fpring the true Promethean fire: 

Why, vniuerfall plodding poyfonsvp 
The nimble fpirits in the arteries. 

As motion and long during aftion tyres 
Thefmnowy vigour of the trauailer. 

Now for not looking on a womans face. 

You haue in that forfwornc the vfc of eyes: 

And ftudie too, the caufer of your vow. 

Forwhereisany Author in the world , 

Teachesfuch beauty as a womans eye; 

Learning is but an adiun& to our lelfe , 

Andwbcrcwc are,our Learning like wife is; 

Then when out lclucs wc fee in Ladies eyes, 

With out lelues. 

Doe we not likewife fee our learning there > 

G we haue made a Vow to ftudie, Lords, 

And in that vow we haue forfworne ouf Bookes: 

For when would you (my Leege) or you, or you ? 
in leaden contemplation haue found out 
Such fiery Numbers as the prompting eyes, 

Ofbeauties tutors haue inrich’d you with: 

Other flow Arts intirely keepe the braine : 

And therefore finding barraine pra&izers : : 

Scarce fhew a harueft of their heauy toyle. 

But Loue firft learned in a Ladies eyes, 

Liues not alone ensured in the braine: 1 

But with the motion of dll elements, 

Courfcs as fwift as thought in euery power . 

And giues to euery power adouble power, 

Aboue their fundhons and theh offices. 

It addes a precious feeing to the eye: 

A Loucrs eyes will gaze an Eagle4>Iinde. •; 

A Loucrs eare will heare the loweft found.* 

When the fufpklous head of theft is ftopt. 

Loues feeling is more fofc and fenfible, 

Then are the tender homesetfCockled Snayles. 

Loues tongue proues dainty, Bachtu groffetn-tafte,. 

For Valour,isnoDLoue a Hercules ? ;.i :H .. . 

Still diming trees in the Hefparidtt. 

Subtill KSpbiux, is fweet and mufic: 
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As bright Apollo* Lute, ftrung with bit hairc. 

And when Loue fpeakes, the voycc of all the Go ds 9 
Make heauen drowfie with the harmonic. 

Neuer durft Poet touch a pen to write, 

Vntillhis lnke were tempred with Louesfighes. - 
O then his lines would rauifh fauage cares, 

And plant in Tyrants milde humilitie. 

From womens eyes this do&rlnc I deriue; 

They fparcle ftill the right promethean fire, 

They arc the Bookes, the Arts, the Acbademes^ 

That fhew, containe, and nounfh all the world. 

Elfe none at all in ought proues excellent. 

Then fooles you were thefe women to forfweare : 

Or keeping what is fworne,you will proue fooles , 

For Wifcdomcs lake, a word that all men loue: 

Or for Loues fake, a word that loues all men. 

Or for Mens lake^he author of thefe Women : 

Or Womens fake, by whom we men are Men. 

Let’s once loofe our oathes to finde our felues. 

Or clfc wc loofe our felues, to keepe our oathes: 

It is religion to be thus forlworne. 

For Charity it felfe fulfills the Law: 

And who can feuer loue from Charity* 

Kin . Saint Cupid then, and Souldiers to the field. 

Ber. Aduance your ftandards, 54 vpon them Lords. 
Pell,mcll,downe with them: but be firft aduis’d, 

In conflict that you get the Sunne of them. 

Long. Now to plainedealing, Lay thefe glozesby, 
Shall wc refolue to woe thefe girles of France ? 

Kin. And winne them coo,thereforelct vs deuife,^. 
Some entertainment for them m their Tents. 

Ber . Firft from the Park let vs condtnft them thither, 
Then homeward cuefy man attach the hand 
Of his fairg MiftrefTe, in the afeernoone 
We will w r ithlbmeftrangepartim‘eiohcethem: 

Such as the fhortnefte of the time can (hape, 

For RcuelSjDances^MaskcSjand merry noutes, 
Fore-runnc faire Loue, ftrewing her way with flowres. 

Kin. Awiyj&wayjno time fhall be omitted, 

That will be time,and may by vsbefitted* 

Her. Alone,alone lowed Cockell, reap'd no Gdrne, 
And Iuftice always whirlcs inequallmeafur^: 

Light Wenches may proue plagues to men forfworne, 
IffbjOur Copper buyes no betrer treafurc. Exeunt. 


JBus Quartus. 


Enter the Hedant^ Curate and HuH. 

Pedant. Satis quidfufficit 0 

Curat . I praife God for you fir,your reafons at dinner 
haue bccnefharpc& fentencious:pleafant without feur- 
rillity % witty without affedUon , audaciouswithduc im- 
pudency, learned without opinion, and ftrange without 
herefie : I did conuerfc this quondam day with a compa¬ 
nion of the Kings,who is intitulcd,nominatcd,or called, 
, Don Adriano de Armatho. 

Ped> Noui hominum tasiquam te y His humour is lofty, 
hisdifeourfe perCmptorie : hts tongue filed, his eye 
ambitious,his gate maicfticall, and his generall behaui- 
iaur vaine,ridkuIous,and thrafonicall. He is too picked, 
too fpruce,tooaffeQedjtooodde, asitwere, toopere- 
grinat^slmay callic. 

M 2 Curat. 
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Curat. A moft fingular and choifc Epichac v 

T)raw out hts Table-tooko. 
'Peia. He draweth out the thred of his v.crbofitie, fi- 
ner then the ftaple oi his argument. I abhor fuch pha- 
naticall phantalims, fuch infociable andpoynt deuife 
companions > fuch rackers of ortagriphie, as to fpeake 
dout fine,when he fhould fay doubt; det,whcn he (hold 
pronounce dc.k;d e b t,not detrhcclepcth aCalf,Caufe: 
halfc 7 hanfc:ncighbour vocatur neboiir;neigh abreuiated 
ne: thisisabhominablc, which he would call abhomi- 
nableiit infinuamh me ofinfamic: ncinteligisdomitte y to 
make franticke,lunaticke } 

far a, Latis dco, bene tntcRiffo. 

Peda. ' Borne boon for boon prefeian ,a little fcratcht/twil 
feme. 

Enter Bragart, 'Boy . 

Curat . Vider tie qnis vcnit ? 

Peda . Video y & gauds o* 

Brag . Chirra. 

Veda. Quart Chirra, not Sirra ? 

Brag. Menofpeacewellinccuntred. 

Fed. Moft millitarie fir falutation. 

Bov. They hauc bcene at a great feaft of Languages, 
and <tolnc the fcr%ps. 

Clow , O they hauc liu’d long on the almes-basket of 
words. I marucll thy M.hath not eaten thee for a word, 
for thou art not fo long by the head as honorificabilitu- 
dinitatibus : Thou art eafierfwallowcd then a flapdra- 
gon. 

Page. Peace^the pealebegins. 

Brag. Mounficr,are you not lctfcred f 

Page. Yes,yes, he teaches boyes the Hornc-Jbooke : 
What is Ab fpeld backward with the horn $n his head ? 

Peda. Ba y puericia with a hornc ad<dsfi«i » 

Pag. Ba moft feely Sheepc, with a hetffle ;you hcarc 
his learning. . u7 

Peda . 4 QuU qui ^thou Confonant? n 

Pag. Thelaft of the fiuc Vowels if You repeat them, 
or thefiftifl. 

fed*. I will repent them : a e I. 

Pag. TheSheepe,the.ot}ier two concludes it ou. 

"Brag. Now by the Talc waue of the meciiteranium , a 
fwcet tutch,a quickc vene we of wit, ftnp inap, quick & 
home,it reioyceth my intclle£i,true wit. 

Page. Offered by a childe to an olde man : whieh is 
wit-old. 

Peda. What is the figure? What is the figure? 

Page. Horne*. 

Peda. Thou difpuccs like an Infant : goe whip thy 
Gigge. 

Pag. Lend me youcHorne to make one, and I will 
whip about your Inhmic vnumcita a gigge of a Cuck¬ 
olds home. 

Clow. And I had but one penny in the world, thou 
fhoiildft hauc it to buy Ginger bread: Hold,there is the 
very Remuneration I had of thy Maifter.thou halfpenny 
purfc of wit,thou Pidgeon-egge of diferetion. O & the 
heaurns were lo plcafcd.thac thou wert but my Baftard; 
What a ioyfull father wouldft thou makeoiee? Gocto, 
thou hail itaddungil,vt the fingers ends.as they fay. 

Peda. Oh 1 fmeil falfe Latine, dmghel for vngutm. 

'Brag. Artffmanpreumbulat.vtt will bee finglcd from 
the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at thcCharg- 
houfe on the top of the Mountainc? 

Peda. Or Tdons the hill. , 


Bra. Sir.it is the Kings moft fweet plcafureand rf 
tcttion, to congratulate the Princcffc at her PauiU • 

th epofttriors pf thisday, which the rude multitude?!! 
the aiter-noone, ca u 

Fed. The pofterier ofthe day,moft generous fir is 1 
ble,congruent, and meafiirablc for the afier-tioone • T 
word is well culd.chofc, fweet, and apt I doe affurev 
nr,I doc aflurc. ” 011 

Brag. Sir,the King is a nobleGentleman, and m v f 
miliar, I doeaffureyevery good friend : for what j,' 
ward betwecnc. vs, let itpaffe. 1 docbcfeech thee ^ 
member thy curtcfie. I bcfeech thee appatell thy h c T 
and among other importunate & moft ferious delicti ’ 
and of great import indeed too,: but let that paffeVj 
mufttell thee it will pleafe his Grace (by the 
fometime to lcane vpon my poore fhouldcr, and^l 
his royall finger thus dallie with my excrement,within 
muftachio: but fweet heart let that paffe. By the woiid 
I recount no fable,, fomc certaine fpeciall honour „ 
plealeth his greatneffe to impart to tsirmado* Souldier 
a man of t-rauell, that hath feene the world: but let that 
paffe; the very all of all is: but fweet heart,! do impid 
fecrecie , that the King would hauc mec prefent the 
Princeffe (fweet chucke) with fome delightful! oftenta- 
tion,orfhow, orpageant, orantickc, orfire-workc: 
Now,vnderftanding that the Curate and youv fweet fe|f 
are good at fuch eruptions, and fodainc breaking out of 
myrth(asicwete j I hauc acquainted youvvithall, t 0 
the end to craucyouraffrftance. 

Peda. Sir, you fhali pref ent before her the Nine Won 
thie». Sir Holofer.es, as concerning fome entertainment 
of time, fome (how in thtpofieriorofthisday, to bee 
rendred by our affiftants the Kings command : and this 
moft gallant, illuftrate and learned Gentleman, before 
the Princcffc : 1 fay none lo fit 5s copjefent the Nine 
Worthies. 

Curat. Where will you firide men worthy enoughto 
prefent them ? 

Peda. Iofua, your felfetmy felfc,and this gallant gen¬ 
tleman Judas Macbabtus ; this Svvaine (bexaufeof his 
great limme or ioynt) fhali paffe Pompey the great, the 
Pagei/err#»V.r. • y - ur . 

Brag. Pardon fir,error: He is not quantitie enough 
for chat Worthies thumb, hee is not fo big as the end of 
his Club. 

Peda. Shall I hauc audience? he fhali prefent Here* 
Us in minoritie : bis eater and m fhali beeftrangling a 
Snake ; and I will hauc aistApologie for that-purpofe, 

Pag. An excellent chmlfie> fo if any ofthe audienct 
hiffc, you may cry. Well duue HercuUf, now thou cru- 
flicft the Snake; that is rb$;way to make an offenccgn- 
cious, though few haue the grace to doe ». 

Brag. For the reft of the Worthies i 

Peda. I will play three my feife. 

Pag. Thrice worthy Gentleman. i;o i 3 - - 

Brag. Shall I tell you aching ? 

Peda. We.attend,. 

Brag. We will haue, if chi* fadge not,an Antique. I 
befcech you follow- 

fed. Via good-man Hnll, thou haft fpoken nofotd 
all this while. V, : A t Y • . i 

D*&, Norvnderftoodooneneithetfir. .. 

fed. Alone, wc wilLemploy thee. y ; 

Dull. Ilc'-make one i» a dance, orfo : willfby 


on 


on 


1 wax: 


— the Worthies. & let them dance the hey. 

^/S^honcft Dull,to our fport away. Exit. 

Eater Ladies. . 

Sweet hearts we (hall be rich ere we depart, 

If §y« a ^ ! Look you,wliat 1 

ha 1? Kadam.eame noting elfcalong with that ? 
nl Nothing but this: yes as much louc in Rime, 
be crarn’d v P in a flieet of paper 
on both fides the leafe.margent and all, 

S he was fame to fealc on fit* «««• 

v fa That was the way to make his god-head' 
c r he hath beenefiuc thoufand y ceres a Boy. 

Lb. Land afhrewd vnhappy gallowes too. 

V r You'll nere be friends with him,a kild y our fifter. 

TCatb Heroadeher melancholy, lad, and hcauy, and 

r ru-died: had flic bcene Light like you,of fuch a mcr- 
° „;mble ftirring fpirit.fhe might a bin a Grandam ere 
rtf Jied And fo may you : For a light heart liues long. 
^What’s your darkc meaning moufc,ofthis light 

V '°g at A li^ht condition in a beauty darkc. 

Ref. We need more light to findc your meaning out. 
K J J you’ll fnarre the light by taking it in fnuffc: 
Therefore lledarkely end the argument 

Rof. Look what you doc,you doc it ftil i th darkc. 

Kat. So do not you,for you area light Wench. 

Rof Indeed I waigh not you,and therefore light. . 

Xsi- You waigh me not,O that’s you care not for me. 
Ro 'r Great realon : for paft carets ftill paft cure. 

Qu. Well bandied both, a fet of Wit well played. 
Butyou haue aFauour too ? 

Who fent it ? and what is it ? 

Ros. I would you knew. 

And if my face were but as faire as yourr. 

My Fauour were as great,be witoefre this. 

Nay,1 hauc Vcrfcs too,l thanke Beroivnc, 

The numbers true, and were thenumbrng too, 

I were the faireft goddeffe on the ground. 

I ani compar’d to twenty thouland lairs. 

O he hath diawne my pifture in his 1 etter. 

<%tt. Any thing like? 

\of. Much in the lctters,nothing in the praife^ 

Oh. Beauteous as Incke : a good conclulion* 

Kat. Faire asatextB4inaCoppicbookc. 

Rof Ware penfals.How?Lct menot die your debtor, 
My red Dominicall, my golden letter. 

Othatyour face were full ofOes. 

flu. A Pox of that icft,and I bcfhrew all Shrowes: 
But Katherine , what was fenc to you 
From faire D urn awe ? 

Knt. Madame, this Gloue. 

Oh, Did hc not fend you twaine f 
Kat. Yes Madame: and moreoucr* 

Some thoufand Verfes of a faithfull Louer* 

A huge tranflation ofhypocrifie, 

Vildly compiled, profound fimplicitie. 

Mar. This.and thefe Pearls,to me fent Longauile. 
The Letter is too long by halfe a mile. 

I thinkenoleffe: Doftthou wifti in heart 
The Chaine were longer, and the Letter fhort. 

Mar. I,or I would thefe hands might neuer parti 
J%utc. We are wife girles to mocke our Loucrs fo. 
P°f They are worfe fooles to purchafe mocking fo. 
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That fame Berowne ile torture ere I goe. 

O that 1 knew he were but in by th’wccke, 

How I would make him fawnc,and beggc,and feeke. 
And wait the feafon, and obferue the times, 

And fpend his prodigall wits in bootcles rimes. 

And fhape his feruice wholly to my dcuice. 

And make him proud to make me proud thatjefts. 

So pertaunt like would 1 o’refway his ftate. 

That he (hold be my foolc,and I his fate. 

i?#.None arefo furely caught.when they are catcht, 
As Wit turn’d foole,follic in Wifcdome hatch’d : 

Hath wifedoms warrant, and the helpc ofSchoole, 

And Wits owne grace to grace a learned Foole ? 

Rof. The bloud of youth burns not with fuch cxceflc. 
As grauitics reuolt to wantons be. 

Mar. Follie in Foole* beares not fo ftrong a note. 
As fool’ry in the Wife, when Wit doth dote: 

Since all the power thereofit doth apply, 

Toproue by Wic, w orth in fimplicitie. 

Enter Bojet. 

Qu, Hecre comes Boyet, and mirth in his face. 

Boy. OI am ftab’d with laughtcr,Whcr’s her Grace? 

flu. Thy newesfi^ft i 

Boy. Prepare Madame,prepare. 

Armc Wenches arme, incounters mounted are, 

Againft your Pcace,Loue doth approach,difguis’d : 
Armed in arguments, you’ll be lurpriz’d. 

Mufter your Wits.ftand in your owne defence, 

Or hide your heads like Cowards,and flie hence. 

Qty. Sdmz'Dennis toS-Cupid: What are they. 

That charge their breath againft vs ?‘Say fcout fay. 

Boy. Vnder the coole fliade of a Siccamorc, 

I thought to clofc mine eyes fonie halfe an houre: 
When lo to interrupt my purpos’d reft. 

Toward that fliade I might behold addreft. 

The King and his companions: warely 
I ftolc into a neighbour thicket by, 

And ouer-heard, what you fhali ouer-heare: 

That by and by difguis’d they will be heerc. 

Their Herald is a pretty knauifh Page: 

That well by heart hath con’d his embaffage, 

Aiftion and accent did they teach him there. 

Thus muft thou fpeake,and thus thy bodybearc. 

And cuer and anon they made a doubt. 

Prefence maiefticall would put him out: 

For quoth the King,an Angell (halt thou fee: 

Yetfcare not thou, but fpeake audacioufly. 

The Boy reply’d, An Angell is noteuill: 

I fhould haue fear’d her.had fhe beenc a deuill. 

With that all laugh’d,and dap’d him on the (boulder, 
Making the bold wagg by their praifes bolder. 

One rub’d his elboe thus.and fleer’d, and fwoie, 

A better fpeech was neuer fpoke before. 

Another with his finger and his thumb, 

Ory’d via, we will doo’t,conie what will come. 

The third he caper’d and cried. All goes well. 

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and downe he fell: 

With that they all did tumble on the ground, 

With fuch a zelous laughter fo profound* 

That in this fpleene ridiculous appeares * 

To checke their folly paffions folemne teaics. 
fluet But what,but what,come they toyifit vs ? 
Bay. They do, they do ; and arc apparcl’d thus. 

Like Ttiufcaustes , or Ruffians, as I geffe. 

Their purpofc is topa'rlce,to court, and dance, 
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And eucry one his Loue-fcat will aduanceT 
Vntohis l'eucrall Miftrefle: which they’ll know 
By fauours fcuerall, which they did beftow. 

Queen. And will they fo?the Gallants fliall betaskt: 
For Ladies j we will eucry one be maskt, 

And not a man of them lb all haue the grace 
Dcfpight Of lute, to fee a Ladies face. & 

Hold %ofaline y this Fauour thou (bait weare. 

And then the King will court thee for his Dcare: 

Hold, take thou this my fweet, and giue me thine. 

So (ball Berowne take me for Rofaline. 

And change your Fauours too,fo (hall your Loucs 
Woo contrary, decciu’d by thefc remoues. 

Rofa. Come on then,weare the fauours moft in fight 
Kath. But in this changing,What is your intent? 
Queen. The cffeftofmy intent is to crofle theirs: 
They doe it but in mocking merriment, 

And mocke for mocke is oncly my intent. 

Their feucrall cotinfels they vnbofome (ball. 

To Loues miftooke,and fo be mockt withall. 

Vpon the next occafion that we mcetc. 

With Vilages difplayd to talke and greetc. 

Rof. But (ball we dance,if they defire vs too’t? 
Quee. No, Co the death we will not moue a foot, 
Nor to their pen’d lpecch render we no grace: 

But while ’tis fpokc,cach turne away his face. 

Boy. Why that contempt will kill thekeepers heart, 
And quite diuorcc his memory from his part. 

Quee. Therefore I doe it,and I make no doubt. 

The reft will ere come in, if he be out. 

Theres no fuch fport,as fport by fport orethrowne: 

To make theirs ours,andours none but our owne. 

So (ball we flay mocking entended game, 

And they well mockr,dcpart away with lbame. Sound. 

Boy. TheTrompctfounds, bemaskt, themaskers 
come. 

Enter Black^moores with mufteke, the Boy with a [fetch , 
and the reft of the Lords dtfgutfed. 

Page. All haileyhe riche ft Beauties on the earth. 

Ber. Beauties no richer then rich Taffata. 

Pag. A holy farcell of thefaireft dames that ever turn’d 
their baches to mortall viewer. 

The Ladies turne their backes to him. 

Ber. Their eyes villline,their eyes. 

Pag. That euer turn'd their eyes to mortall viewer. 

Out 

Boy. True, out indeed. 

Pag. Out of yourfauours heavenlyJfirits vouch fttfe 
Not to bcholde. 

Ber. Once to behold,rogue. 

Pag. Once to behold withy our Sunne beamed tyes y 
Withyour Sunne beamed eyes. 

Boy. They will not anfwer to that Epythite, 

You were beft call it Daughter beamed eyes. 

Pag. They do not marke me,and that brings me out. 
Bero. Is this your perfe£Inefle;?be gon you rogue. 
Rofa. What would thefe (Grangers ? 

Know their mindes Bo jet. 

Ifthey doe fpeake our language, ’tis our will 
That fome plaine man recount their purpofes. 

Know what they would ? 

Boyet. What would you with the Princes i 
Ber. Nothing but peace,and gentle vifitation. 

Rof. What would they, fay they? 


’Oil. 
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Rofa. It is not fo. Aske them how ma nv in u 
Is in one mile ? If they haue meafur’d manie 7 Ches 
The meafurc then of one is eaflie told ’ 

Boy. ^ ^ come hither,you haue meafur’d mju 
And many miles : the PrincelTe bids you tell > 

How many inches doth fill V p one mile ? ’ 

Rofa. How manie wearie fteps, 

Of many wearie miles you haue ore-gone 
Are numbred in the trauell of one mile ? * 

Bero. We number nothing that we fpend for v, 

Our dutie is fo rich, fo infinite, * 

That we may doe it dill without accompt. 
Vouchfafe to (bew the funfliine of your face 
That we (’like fauages) may worthip it. * 

Rofa. My face is but a Moone.and clouded too 
,, Ki "' ?' effed are cl° u ds,to doe as fuch clouds do 
Vouchfafe bright Moone,and thefe thy ftars to (hint 
(T.nole clouds remooued) vpon our waterie eyne. 

O vaine pcticioner, beg a greater matter 
Thou now requefts but Moone(binc in the water. * 
K/». Then in our meafure,vouchfafe but one chan 
Thou bidft me bcgge,chis begging is not Grange, ! 

Rofa. Play muficke then: nay you muft doe it foo: 
Not yet no dance: thus change I like the Moone. 

Kin. Will you not dance ? How come you thus 
ftranged? 

Rofa. You tookc the Moone at full, butnowflic 
changed ? 

Km. Yet (fill (be is the Moone, and I the Man. 

. R°f*> The mulick playes, vouchfafe fome motion 
it: Our cares vouchfafe ic. 

Kin. But your legges (bould doe ir. 

Rof Since you arc ftrangcrs,& come here by chain 
Wee'll not be nice,take hands,we will not dance. 
Kin. Why take you hands then ? 

Rofa. Onclie to part friends. 

Curtfie fweet hearts,and fo the Meafure ends. 

Kin. More meafure of this meafure,be not nice. 
Rofa. We can afford no more at fuch a price. 

Kin. Prtfe your fclues:What buyes your compank 
Rofa. Yourabfenceonelie. 

Kin. Thatcanneuerbe. 

Rofa. Then cannot we be boughttand foadue, 

Twice to your Vifore, and halfe once to you. 

Kin. If you denie to dance,let’s hold more chat. 
Ref. In priuate then. 

Kin. I am bed pleas’d with that. 

JSe.White handed Miftris,onc fweet word with thee 
Qh. Hony,and Milkc.and Sugerttherc is three. 
Ber. Nay then two treyes,an if you grow fo nice 
Methcgline,Wort, and Malmfcy; well runne dice: 
There’s halfe a dozen fweets. 

Q*; Seueath fweet adue,fince you can cogg, 

He play no more with you. 

Ber. One word in fecret. 

Qu. Let it not be fweet. 

Ber. Thou greeu’ft my gall. 

Quttn 
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Ou. G»U,bitter 

*£ «u'hfa'fc wi* m, «• * «ora? 

Mar s!y you fo ?Faire Lord . 

T.^you that for your faire Lady. - 

^^ ^^iuite^nd lie bid adieu. ^ 

A s ^ what,was your vizard made without a tong, 
f ; iknowtbereafon Ladic why you aske. 

Ofor your tcafon,quickly iir, I long. 

‘ You ha2e a double tongue within your mask. 
L '.. a cf oor J my fpeechlcfle vizard halfe. 

^r- Vealequotl/theDutch-man: is notVeale a 

C fL a Calfe faire Ladic? 

Si No,afa.re Lord Calfe. 

L«’sp a « chcword. 
fat. No, He not be your halfe: < 

Take all weanc 11 P rOUC a ^,9 XC -, n 
y 0 „g. Looke how you but your feltc in thele (harp>. 

niockcs. 

Will you giue homes chaft Ladic ? Do no t io. 

Mar. fhen die a Calfe before your horns do grow. 

Lon One word in priuate with you ere I die. 

Oiir. Bleat foftly then, the Butcher heares you cry. 
“Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As is the Razors edge, inuifible : 

Cutting a fmallcr hairc then may be icenc, 

Aboue the fenfe of fence fo fenfible: 

Seemcth their conference,their coriceits haue wings, 
Fleeter then arrows,bullets wind,thoght.lwifter things 
Rofa. Not one word more my tnaides, breakeott, 
breakeoff. ’ . . , r «■ 

Ber. By heauen, all drie beaten with pure Icotte. 

Kino. Farewell madde Wenches, you haue fimplc 
wits 6 Exeunt. 

Qu. Twentie adieus my frozen Mufcouits. 

Are thefe the breed of wits fo wondred at ? 

Boyet. Tapers they arc, with your fwcete breathes 

P J?oy5r.Wel-liking wits they haue,gro(re,gro{re,fat,fat. 
Qu, Opouertie in wit,Kingly poore flout. 

Will they not (thinke you) hang thcmfclues to night ? 
Or cuer but in vizards (hew their faces: 

This pert Berowne was out of count’nance quite, 

Rofa. They were all in lamentable cafes. 

The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 

Qtt. Berowne did fweare himfclfeout of all fuite. 
Mar. Dumatne was at my feruicc, and his (word : 

No point (quoth I:) my feruant ftrai ght v v a s mute. 

Ka. Lord Longauili (aid I came ore his hart: 

And trow you what he call’d me? 

Qu^ Qualme perhaps. 

Kat. Yes in good faith. 

Qu. Go ficknefle as thou art. 

Rof. Well.bettcr wits haue worne plain fiatute caps* 
But wil you heare; the King is my loue fworne. 

Qv. And quicke Berowne hath plighted faith to me. 
Kat. And Longauili was for my feruicc borne. 

Mar. Tamaine is mine as fure as barke on tree. 
Boyet. Madam,and prettie miftreffcs giue care. 
Immediately they will againe beheere 
In theit owne fhapes: for it can neuer be,' 

They will digeft this harlh indigoitic. 


Qu. Will they returned 1 

Boy. They will they will,God knowes. 

And leape for ioy, though they are lame with blowes: 
Therefore change Fauours, and when they repaire, 

Blow like fweet Rofes, in this fummer aire. 

Qu. How blow? how blow? Speake to bee vnder- 
fiood. 

Boy. Faire Ladies maskt,are Rofes in their bud: 
Difmaskt, their damaske fweet commixture fliowne. 
Are Angels vailing clouds, or Rofes blowne. 

Qu. Auant perplexitie: What (hall vve do. 

If they returne in their owne fhapes to wo 4 
Rofa. Good Madam, if by me you’l be aduis’d. 

Let’s mocke them ftill as well knowne as difguis’d: 

Let vs complainc to them what fooles were heare, 
Difguis’d like Mufcouites in (hapelcflc geare: 

And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their (hallow (howes, and Prologue vildcly pen’d: 

And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, 

Should be preiented at our Tent to vs. 

Boyet. Ladies, withdraw : the gallants are at hand. 
Quee. Whip toourTents, asRoesrunnes ore Land. 

' Exeunt. 

Enter the King and the reft. 

King. Faire fir,God faue you. Whet’s the PrincelTe ? 
Boy. Gone to herTent. 

Pleafe it your Maicftie command me any feruicc to her? 
King. That (he vouchfafe me audience tor one word. 
Boy. I will.and fo will (he, I know my Lord. Exit. 
Ber. This fellow pickes vp witas Pigeons pealc. 

And vtters it againe, wbeu hue doth pleafe. 

He is Wits Pedler,and tetailes his Wares, 

At Wakes, and Waflcls,Meetings, Maikets, Faires. 
And we that fell by grofle, the Lord doth know, 

Haue not the grace to grace it witli fuch (how. 

ThisGalla«c pins the Wenches on bisfleeue. 

Had he bin &s4d.im, he had tempted Sue. 

He can carue too, and lifpe: Why this is he. 

That kill away his hand in courtefie. 

This is the Ape of Forme, Monficur the nice. 

That when he plaics atTables,chides the Dice 
In honorable tearmes: Nay he can fing 
A. meane moft meanly, and in Viliering 
Mend him who can : the Ladies call him fweete. 

Hie (Hires as he treads on them kiffchis feete. 

This is the flower that (miles on euerie one. 

To (hew his teeth as white as Whales bone. 

And confidences tha t wil not die in debt. 

Pay him the dutie of honie-tongued Boyet. 

King. A blifteron his fweet tongue with my hart. 
That put Armatboes Page out ofhispaft. 

Enter the Ladies. 

Ber. See where it comes.Behauiour what wer’t thou. 
Till this madman (hew’d thee ? And what art thou now? 
King. All haile fweet Madame,and faire time ofday. 
Qu \ Faire in all Haile is foule.as 1 conceiue. 

King. Conftrue my fpeeches better, if you may. 

Qu. Then willi me better, I wil giue you leaue- 
King. We came to vifit you,and purpofe now 
To leade you to our Court, vouchfafe it then. 

Qu. This field (hal hold me, and fohold your vow: 
Nor God, nor I, delights in periur’d men. 

King. Rebuke me not for that which you prouoke: 

The 
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The vertuc of your eie mutt breake myoS 
J?i,You nickname vercue: vice you flhould haue fpokc 
For vercues office neuer breakes men troth. 

Now by my maiden honor, yet as pure 
As the vnfallied Lilly, I proteft, 

A world of torments though I fhould endure, 

I would not yccld to be your -houfes guefi: 

So much I hate a breaking caufe to be 
Ofheauenly oaths, vow’d with intcgritic. 

Kin. O you hauc liu’d in deiolation heerc, 

Vnfeene, vniuiited,much to our fhame. 

<£1*, Notiomy Lord, it is not fo I fweare, 

W e haue had pattimcs heere,and pleafant game, 

A meffe of Ruffians left vs but of late. 

Kin, How Madam? Rufsians ? 

Qu. 1 in truth,my Lord. 

Trim gallants, full of Courtfhip and of Rate/ 

R*fa* Madam fpfcakc true. It is not foroy Lord: 

My Ladic (to the manner of the daics ) 

Ip curtefie giuci vndelerurng praife. 

VVe foure indeed confronted were with foure 
In Rufsia habit; Heerc they flayed an hourc, 

And talk’d apace ; and in that houre (my Lord) 

They did not blcffc vs wkh one happy word. 

I dare not call them tooles; but this I thinke, 

When they arc thirftie, fooles Would fame hauc drinke, 
Ber. This ieft is drie to me. Gentle lb ectc. 

Your wits makes wife things foolifh when we greete 
With cics beft feeing, heauens ficric cic ? 

By light we loofe light; your capacitic 
Is of that nature, that to your huge ftoore. 

Wife things iccme foolifh, and rich things but poore. 
Rof This proucs you wife and rich: for in my eic 
Ber. I am a foole,and full of pouertie. 

Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong. 

It were a fault to inatcli words from my tongue. 

Her. O, I am yours.and all that 1 poflilfe# 

Rof. All the foole mine. 

Bsr. I cannot giuc you leffe. 

Ref Which of the Vizards what it that you wore ? 
Ber. Where? when? What Vizard ? 

Why demand you this ? 

Rof There, then, that vizard, that fuperfluous cafe, 
That hid the worfc, andfhew’d the better face. 

Kin. We are diftried, 

Thcy’l mockc vs now downeright. 

Du. Let vsconfeffe.and ttime it to a ieft. 

Quf. Amaz’d my Lord ? Why lookes your Highnes 
fadde? 

Roft . Helpc hold his browcs^icc’l found:why looke 
yon pale ? 

Sea-ficke I thinke comming from Mufcouie. 

Her. Thus potirc the ftars down plagues for periury. 
Can any face of brafic hold longer out ? 

Hcerc (land I. Ladic dart thy skill acme, 

Bruifc me with fcorne^confound me with a flout# 

Thruft thy fharpe wit quite through my ignorance. 

Cut me to pecces with thy keenc conceit: 

And I will wifh thee ncucr more to dance, 

Nor neuer more inRufsian habit waite. 

O! neuer will I truft to fpeechcspen’d, 

Nor to the motion of a Schoolc-boics tongue. 

Nor neuer come in vizard to my friend, 

Nor woo in rime like a blind-harpers fonguc^. 

Taffata phrafes,fiikcn tearmes precife, 

Thrce-pil’d Hyperboles, fprucc affc&ion; 
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Fig^cspcd^S; thelc fummerfliciT- 

m u fuH ° f ma g§ ot Station. 
Idoforfweare them, and 1 hecte proteft 

y this W h„c Glouc (how white the hand God W 
Henceforth my woing mindc {hall be exoreft 
In ruflet yea*, and honeft kerfie bocs. ^ 

And to begin Wench, fo God helpe me law 
Myloue to thee is founder cracke or flaw! 

A?/**- Sans, fans, I pray you. 

Ser. Yet Ihauea tricke 
Of the old rage: bcare with me, I am ficke. 

»lc lcaue it by degrees : foft, let vs fee. 

Write Lordhauemercie on vs, on thofe three 
They are infc&cd, in their hearts it lies: > 

They haue the plague, and caught it ofyour eye* • 

Ihefc Lords are vifned, you are not free: 

For the Lords tokens onyou do I fee, 

^.No,thcy are free that gaue thefe tokens to v< 
Ber. Our ftates are forfeit, feeke not to vnd 0 vs ’ 
R°f It is not fo; for how can this be true 
That you ftand forfeit, being thofe that fue. ’ 

Ber. Peace, for I will not haue to do with von 
Rof. Nor {ball not, if I do as I intend. ^ * 
Ber. Speake foryourfelues,my wit is at an end 
Ktng. Teach vsfweeteMadame, for our rude:™ 
grelsion , fome faire excufc. 

Sft. The faireft is confefsion. 

Were you not heerc but euen now, difguis’d ? 

Kin. Madam,I was. 

Jf*. And were you well aduis’d ? 

Kin. I was faire Madam. 

Qu. When you then were heerc, 

\\ hat did you whiiper in your Ladies eare i 

King. That more then all the world 1 did rcipecU, 

Qu. When Ihce (hall challenge this, you willreiei 

her. 

King. Vpon mine Honor no. 

Q& Pcace,peace,forheare: 
your oath once broke, you force not to forfweare. 
King. DefpifemewhenI breake this oath of mine. 
Qjf I will, and therefore kcepe it. Refaline, 
What did the Rufsian whifper in your eare ? 

R«P Madam,he fwore that he did hold me deare 
As precious eye-fight, and did value me 
Abouethis World: adding thereto moreouer, 

That he would Wed roe, or clfe die my Louer. 

Qu.. God glue thee ioy of him; the Noble Lord 
Moll honorably doth vphold his word. 

King. What meane you Madame i 
By my life, my troth, 

I neutr fwore this Ladie fuch an oth. 

Rof. By heauen you did; and to confirme it plaint, 
you gaue tn* this: But take it fir againe. 

King. My faith and this, the Princcffe I did gitie, 

I knew her by this Iewcll on herfleeue. 

£)u. Pardon me fir, this Iewell did ftieweare, 

And Lord Berowne (I thanke him) is my deare. 

What? Will you haue me, or your Pearle againe ? 

Ber. Neither of cither, I remit both twaine. 

I fee the tricke on’t: Heere was a confem. 

Knowing aforehand of our merriment. 

To dath it like a Chnftmas Comedic. 

Some carry-tale,fome pleafe-man, fome flight Zanie, 
Some mumblc-newes, fome trencher-knight,foni Dick 
That fmiles his cheekein yearcs, and knowes rite trick 
To make my Lady laugh, when flic’s difpos’d j 

Told 
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_; nten ta before: which oncedifclosd, 

•pold our ebanpo Fauourr, and rbetiwe 
The Ladies ^5 Mo’d but the figoc of (be. 

poUoWing pcr ° riC} to a ddc more terror, 

N 0 ^ t0 -L fdffwome in will and error. 

Evt!o D n this tis: and might notyou ' 

K a.Lurfpert,to make vs thusvntrue ? _ 

F ° teS f vob know my Ladies foot by th fquier r 
D ° a\ ...eh vpon the apple of her eie ? 

A°d be r twe cne her backe fir,and the fire, 

uMM > " cnchefj iefting mCfriliC a 

6 ns rtf ,r Pa^c out: so, you arc alovrd. 

l-Tha you Win.»foockc (lull by yo»> 

inH^like a Lcacicji fword. 

Full merrily hath thisbraue manager, tmscar- 

K %T lSc is tilting ftraight. Peace, I haue don. 


Enter CldVPric. 

Welcome pure wit,thou part’ll a faire fray. 

Clo, 0 Lord fir, they would kno. 

Whether the three worthies (hall come in,or no. 

What,are there but three ? 

C/«No fir,but it is vara fine. 

For cueric one purfents three. 

'Ber. And three times thrice is nine. . 

C/».Not fo fir,-vnder corrcftion fir, I hope it is not fo. 
You cannot beg vs fir.I can allure you fir,we know what 
we know: I hope fir three times thrice fir. 

Ber. Is not nine. 

Clo. Vnder correction fir, wee know whcrc-vntill tt 

doth amount. . 

Ber. By Ioue, I alwaiestooke three threes lor nine. 
Clow. O Lord fir, ic were pittieyou (bould gee your 
liuingby reckning fir. 

Ber. How much is it ? 

Clo. O Lord fir, the parties themfelues,the adtors fir 
will (hew where-vntill it doth amount: tor mine owne 
part, l am (as they fay, but to pctfe& onc man in one 
poore man) Bompion the great fir. 

Ber. Art thou one of the W ortbies ? 

Clo. Itpleafed them to thinke me worthie otPomvey 
{he gwat: for mine owne part, I know not the degree ot 
the Worthie, but I am to (land for him. 

Ber. Go, bid them prepare. Kxtu 

Qo. We will turne it finely off fir, we wil takefomc 
care. 

King. Berowne, they Will fliame vs: 

Let them not approach. 

Beri' We are Ihame-proofe my Lord: and ’tis fome 
polkie, to haue one fhew worfe then the Kings and his 
companie. 

Kin. I fay they (ball opt come. ' 

Qu . Nay my good Lord, let me ore-rule you-tvo-W; 
That fport beft pleafes, that doth leaft know ho^>. 
WhcreZealeftriues to content, and the contents 
Dies jh the Zeate o*fthat which it prefents: 

Their forme coofounded, makes moft forme in mirth, 
When great things labouring periflvintbeir birth. 

Ber. A right dd&rijMwn of our fport roy Lord, 

- 

fnter'Braggstriif' •'•"G. 

- ■ .-.vctiaiofi ::n:?ua s’( e.(?Tr-*(Jls! t i 3 ft: '..-1 


royal! fwcct breath, aswillvtcerabraccofwords> 

Qu. Doth this man ferueGod? 

Her. Whyaskeyou? 

He fpcak*s not like a man of God's making. 

Hrag. That’s all one my faire fweethonie Monarch: 
For I proteft, the Schoolmafter is exceeding fancafticall: 
Too coo vaine, too too vainc. But we wil put it(as they 
fay) to Fortune delaguar , 1 wifh you the peace of mindc 
moft royall cupplemcnt. 

King *Here is like to be a good prefence ofWorthies; 
He prefencs Hethr of Troy, the Svvaine Porhfey ^ great, 
the Parifli Curate Alexander, Armadoes Page Hercules, 
the Pedant Indus Muchabcns : And if thefe foure Wor¬ 
thies in their firft (hew thriue, thefe foure will change 
habites,and prefent the other flue. 

- Her . There is flue in the firft fhew. 

Kin. You arc deceiued, tis not fo. 

'Ber. The Pedant,the Braggart,the Hcdge-Prieft^he 
Foole,and the Boy, 

Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world againe. 
Cannot pricke out fiue fuch, take each one in’s vaine. 
Kin.Jhz (hip is vnder failc,and here lhc o corns amain. 

Enter Pompej, 

Clo . I Pompey unt. 

Ber. You lie, you are not he. 

Clo . / Pompey am. 

Hoy . With Libbards head on knee# 

Her. Well faid old mocker, 

I muft needs be friends with thee, 

Clo. / Pompey am, Pompey furnamdthe big, 

•jDtf. The great. 

Clo. It is great fir: Pompey furn tim'd the great: 

That oft in field, xctth Targe and Shield, 
did make my foe tofveat : 

Andtrauailtng along this coafir , I heere am come bp chance , 
And lay my Armes before the legs of thu facet Lnjjeof 
France, 

If your Ladifhip would fay thankes Pompey ,1 had done. 
La. Great thankes great Pompey, 

Clo. Tis not fo much worth: but I hope I was per- 
fcEt. 1 made a little fault in great. 

Her. My hat toahalfe-penie, Pompey prooues the | 
beft Worthie. 

Enter Curate for Alexander. 

Curat* when in the world / lin'd, l wo* the worIdes fim- 
mander: 

By Safi y Weft,North At South , I tyred mf conquering might 
My S cutcheon p/aine declares that I am Altfander. 

Boict. Your nofe fares no, you are not: 

For it (lands too right., 

Ber* Your nofe ftncls no, in this moft tender frnel- 
ling Knight. 

Qti. The Conqueror is difmaid : 

Proceedc good Alexander . 

Cur . When in the world I linedI was the wor Ides Com¬ 
mander. 

Boict. Moft true/tis right: you were fo Alifander. 
Her. Pompey the great* 

Clo, your feruant and (^ofiord, 

Bet.TzVc away ih* Conqueror,tok* away Atifidndrr 
Clo. O fir,you hauc ouerthrowne Altfander the con¬ 
queror: you will be ferap’cf out of the paintid cloth for 
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this : your Lion that holds his Pollax fitting on a clofe 
ftoolc, will be giuen to Aiax. He will be the ninth wor¬ 
ths. A Conqueror, and affraid to fpeake ? Ramie away 
for fliame Altfander. There an’t (hall plcafe you: a foo- 
lilh milde man, an honeft manjlooke you,8t foon daflit. 
He is a maruellous good neighbour infooth, and a verie 
good Bowler: but for Altfander, alas you fee,how ’tis a 
little ore-parted. Butthereare Worthies a comniing, 
will fpeake their nnnde in fomc other fort. Exit Cu. 

filu. Stand afide good Pompcy. 

Enter Pedant for Iudas, and the Boy for Hercules. 

Fed. Great Hercules is prefentedby thisImpe, 
Whofe Club kil’d (ferbertu that three-headed Canusy 
And when he was a babe, a childc, a fhrimpc, 

Thus did he ftranglc Serpents in his Mamet : 
ffiuoniam, he feemeth in minoritie, • 

Ergo , I come with this Apologie. 

Kecpe fomc ftate in thy ?a/f,and vanifh. Exit 'Boj 
Ped. Iudas lam. 

Hum. A Iudas? 

Ped. Not Ifcariot fir. 

Iudas I amyclsped UWachabeus. 

Hum.Iudas Macbabeus dipt, is plaincIudas. 

Her, A kifsing traitor.How art thouprou’d Iudas ? 
Ped, Iudas l am. 

Hunt. The more (hamc for you Iudas. 

Ped. Whatmcanc you fir? 

S Hoi. To make Iudas hang himfelfc. 

Ped. Begin fir,you are my elder. 

Ber. Well follow’d, Iudas was hang’d on an Elder. 
Ted. I will not be put out of countenance. 

Her. Becaufe thou haft no face. 

Ped. What is this? 

Boi. A Citterne head. 

Hum. The head of a bodkin. 

Her. A deaths face in a ring. 

Lon. The fa ce of an old Roman coine, fcarce fecne. 

2 loi. The pummell of fiafars Faulchion. 

Hum. The carn’d-honc face on a Flaske. 

Her. s.Georgcs halfe checke in a brooch. 

Hum. 1, and in a brooch of Lead. 

Her. I, and wornc in the cap of a Tooth-drawer. 
And now forward, for we haue put thee in countenance 
Ped. You haue put me out of countenance. 

‘ Ber. Falfe, we haue giuen thee faces. 

Ted. But you haue out-fac’d them all. 

Her. And thou weft a Lion, we would do fo. 

Bor. Therefore as he is, an Afle, let him go : 

And fo adieu fweet Iude. Nay, why doft thou ftay ? 
Hum. For the latter end of his flame. 

Ber. For the A fie to the Iude: giue it him. lud-as a- 
way. 

Ped. This-is not generous, not gentle,not humble. 
Boy. A light for monfieur/«*/<«, it growes davke,he 
mayftumble. 

Que. Alas poore CHachabeus, how hath hec beene 

baited. - > . • ^ 

Enter'Braggart. 

. % u<ip.y» <i's t v -s u. 

Ber. Hide thy head eAchilUs, hcnc, comes Hetlor in 
Armes. . .. . ^ baz: ; v 

Hum. Though my mocker comc home by me, Iwill 

nowbemerrie. ; 

^ King. Heftor bucaTroy#} io* cfpe&ofthif. , 


Boi. But is this Hetlor} " '—-» 

} l b»nke Hellor was not fo oleatie timbers 
Con. His legge is too big for HeUor. * 

Hum, More Calfe certaine. 

Hoi. No,he is beft indued inthefmalL 
Ber. This cannot be Hell or. 

Hum. He’s a God or a Painter.for he makes far-. 
’Brag. The Armifotent MarstfLamces thealnmi 
gaue Hc£tor a gift. 

Hum, A gilt Nutmegge. 

Ber. A Lemmon, 

L*n. StuckewithCloues. 

Hum. No clouen. 

Brag. The Armifotent CMars ofLauneet thealnu.u 
(jaue Hell or a gift, the heire of Illion j ^ - 

A manfo breathed, that certaine he wouldfight .-yen 
Frommorne till night, out of hispauillion. 

I am that Flower. 

Hum. That Mint. 

Long. ThatCullambine. 

Brag. Sweet Lord LongauiR ttmt thy tongue 
Lon. I muft rather giue it tbc rcinc: for it runn«, 
gain ft Hetlor. .. S| 

Hum. I,and Hector's a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten, 
Sweet chuckes,bcat not the bones of the butied : 
But I will forward with my deuice; 

Sweet Royaltie beftow on me the fence ofhearing. 

Berownefieppes forth, 

J9u. Spcake braue He<ftor,we are much delighted. 
Brag. I do adore thy fweet Graces flipper. 

Boy. Loues her by the foot. 

Hum. He may not by the yard. 

Brag. This Hetlorfarre farm ounted HannibaU. 

The panic is gone. 

0°- Fellow Heitor, flic is gone,• (lie is two moneth 
on her way. 

Brag, What meaneft thou ? 

Clo. Faith vnlcfleyou play the honeft Troyan, thi 
poore Wench is caft away: (he’s quick,tbe child brag 
in her belly alreadic : tis yours. 

Brag. Doft thou infamonize me among potentates/ 
Thou (halt die. 

C/o. Then (hall Hc<ftor be whipt for Iasjuenetta dial 
is quicke by him, and hang’d for Fmpej,thn is dcadb) 
him. 

Hum. Moft rare Tcmpey. 

Boi. Renowned Pompcy. 

Ber. Greater then great, great,grcat, great Pentftj: 
Pompcy the huge. Tr: .; : 

Hum. Heitor trembles. 

Ber. Pompej is moued, moieA^ees more Acecsftirre 
them, or ftirre them on. 

Hum. Heitor will challenge him'. *1 .r- 
Ber. I, ifa’hauc no more mapsblood in’s b$l!y,then 
will fup a Flea. ? cnasata «;.•'(*noth :■ f 

Brag. By the North-pole I do challenge tl^y. 

Clo. I wil npt fight with apoje llke aNorihcm mat'; 
Ilc.fla(h,Ile do it'by the fword 1 Igray you let bor¬ 
row my Armes agajnc. 

Hum. Roomefqi cheincqnl^fl Worthics. 

Clo. lie do it in my (birr. 

Hum. Moft reroute Pompcy. ^ 

Page. Matter, let me take you a button holclower: 
Ppyoqnot kcTomptj\t vncafmgfopthc combat: what 
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I will 

Youn«y oot ^ enie il * Bempey hath mad*: the 

£ b»H en S c «. ct bloods, I both may,and will. 

£ r ^*Wbat reafon haue you for't l 

0 aked truth of it is,I haue no (hirt, 

1 ^r^ue'and^twasinloyned him in Rome for want 
. fince when. lie be fwornc he wore none, but 
°ti!hdoMoVa<luencttxs, and that heeweares next his 

heart for »f aU0Ur * 

Enter a Mcfienger,Monfieur Marcade. 

uir Godfaue y&u Madame, 
g Welcome Marcade, but that thou mterrupteft 

^Mtrc Tam forrie Madam, forthenewes I bring is 
heauie in my tongue. The King your father 
Qu. Dead for my life. 

Jfar. Euen fo : My talc is told. 

Ber. Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. 
Bm. For mine ownc part, I breach free breath : I 
haue feene the day of wrong, through the little hole of 
jjf, rCt ion, and I will light my felfe like a Souldier. 
dllCrC * Exeunt Worthies 

Kin, How fare’s your Maieftic? 

flu. Boyet prepare, I will away 10 nighr. 

Rtm Madame not fo, I dobelecch you ftay. 

Qu. Prepare I fay. I thankc you gracious Lords 
Forallyour faireendtuours andenufats : 

Out ofa new fad-foule, that you vouchfafc. 

In your rich wifedomc to excufe, or hide. 

The liberall oppofition ofour fpirics, 

Ifouer-boldly vve haue borne our felues, 

In the conuerfe of breath (yomgjintlenefle 
Was guiltie of it.) Farewell vvortiiic Lord: 

A heauie heart bearcs not a humble tongue. 

Excufe me fo, comming fo fltort of thankes. 

For my great fuite, fo eafily obtain’d. 

Kin. The extreme parts of cime,extremclie formes 
Ail caufes to the purpofe of his fpced: 

And often at his verie loofe decides 

That, which long procefle could not arbitrate. 

And though the mourning brow of progenie 
Forbid the fmiling eortefie of Loue : 

The holy fuite which faine it would conuince, 

Yetfince loues argument was firftonfoote, 

Let not the cloud of forroW iuftle it 

From what it purpos’d : fince to waile friends loft. 

Is not by much fo wholfome profitable. 

As to reioyce at friends but newly found. 

Qu. 1 vnderftand you not, my greefes are d ouble. 
2?«r.Honeft plain words,beft pierce the ears of griefe 
And by tbefebadges vnderftand the King, 

Foryourfaire fakes haue wencgledtcd time. 

Plaid foule play with our oaths: your beautie Ladies 
Hath much deformed vs,fa(hioning our humors 
Euen to the oppofed end of our intents. 

And what in vs hath feem’d ridiculous: 

AsLoncisfull ofvnbefittingftraines, 

All wanton as a childe, skipping and yaine. 

Form’d by the eie, and therefore like the eie. 

Full offtraying (hapes,of habits,and of formes 
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Varying in fubictfts as the eie doth roule. 

To eucrie varied obicif in his glance: 

Which partie-coatcd prefence of loofc loue 
Put on by vs, if in your hcaucnly eics, 

Haue misbecom’d ouroathes and grauities. 

Thofe heauenlie eies that looke into thefe faults, 
Suggeftcd vs to make: therefore Ladies 
Our loue being yours, the error that Loue makes 
Is likewife yonrs. We to our felues prouc falfe. 

By being once falfe, for euer to be true 
To thofe that make vs both, faire Ladies you. 

And euen that falfhood in it felfe a finne. 

Thus purifies it felfe, and turnes to grace. 

flu. We haue receiu’d your Letters, full ofLoue: 
Your iFauours, the Ambaffadors ofLoue. 

And in our maiden counfaile rated them. 

At courtfhip, pleafaot ieft, and curtefie. 

As bumbaft and as lining to the time: 

But more deuout then thefe are our rcfpe&s 
Haue we not bene, and therefore met your loues 
In their ownc fafhion, hke a merriment. 

Hu. Our letters Madam,fhcvv’d much more then ieft. 
Lon. So did ourlaokes. 

Bpfa. We did not coat them fo. 

Kin. Now at the lateft minute of the houre,| 

Grant vs your loues. 

Q< x. A time me thinkes too (hort, 

To make a world-without-endbargaine in; 

No,no my Lord, your Grace is periur’d much, 

Full of deare guiltincffe, and therefore this: 

Iffqr my Loue (as there is no fuch caufe) 

You will do ought, this flail you do for me. 

Your oth I will not truft: but go with fpecd 
To fomc forlornc and naked Hermitage, 

Remote from all the plcafures of the world : 

There ftay, vn^till the tweiueCeleftiall Signes 
Haue brought about their annuall reckoning, 
if this auftere infociablc life. 

Change not your offer made in heate of blood : 

If frofts, and fafts, hard lodging, and thin weeds 
Nip not the gaudie bloflomcs of your Loue, 

But that it beare this trial!,and laft loue: 

Then at the expiration of the yeare, 

Come challenge me, challenge me by thefe defcrts. 
And by this Virgin palme, now tiding thine, 

Iwill be thine iam4 till that in(knt (hut , 

My wofull felfe vp in a mourning houfe. 

Raining the tcares oflamentation, 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 

If this thou do denie, let our hinds p3r^. 

Neither intitled in the others hart. 

Kin. If this, or more then this, I would denie, 

T o flatter vp thefe powers of mine with reft. 

The fodaine hand of death clofe vp mine eie. 

Hence euer then, my heart is in thy breft, 

Ber. And what to me my Loue? and what to me ? 
Rof. You muft be purged too,your fins are rack’d. 
Tou are attaint with faults andperiurie: 

Therefore if you my fauor meane to get, 

A tweluemonth (hall you fpend, and ncuer reft. 

But feeke the wearie beds of people ficke. 

Hu. But what to me my loue? but what to me ? 
Kat. A wife? a beard, faire health, and honeftie. 
With three-fold loue, I wi(h you all thefe three. 

Du. O (hall I fay, I tbanke you gentle wife? 

Kat. Not fo rov Lord, a tweluemonth and a day. 
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He raarke no words that fmoothfac’d wooers fay* 

Corpe when the King doth to my Ladie come : 

Then if I hauc much lone, lie giue you fome, 

I)urn. 1 le ferue thee true and faithfully till theu. 

ICath. Yet fwcarc not, lcatt yc be forfworne agen^ 

Lon. What laics Maria} 

Mari* At the tweluemonthsend, 
lie change my blacks Go wne, for a faithfull friend. 

Lon. lie Hay with patience: but the time is long, 

Mari . The liker you* few taller arc fo yong. 

Ber. Studies my Ladie ? Miftrefie,looke on me. 
Behold the window of my heart^mine eie: 

What humble fuitc attends thy anfwcr there, 
Impolcfomc feruice on me for roy loue. 

Rof. Oft haue I heard of you my Lord Berowne, 
Before I faw you: and the worlds large tongue 
Proclaimes you for a man repicate with mockcs. 

Full of comparifons, and wounding floutes: 

Which you on allcftates will execute, 

That lie within the mercic of your wit* 

To weed this Wormewood from your fruitfull braine, 
And therewithal! to win me, if you pleafe* 

Without the which I am not to be won : 

You (Ball this tweluemonth terme from day to day, 
Vifite the fpeechlefife ficke, and ftill conucrfe 
With groaning wretches : and your taske iTiall be. 
With all the fierce endcuour of your wit. 

To enforce the pained impotent to fmile. 

Ber. To mouc wilde laughter in the throate of death? 
It cannot be, it is impoflible. 

Mirth cannot moue a foule in agonie. 

Hof* Why that's the way to choke a gibing fpirit, 
Whofe influence is begot of that iooic grace. 

Which Challow laughing hearers giue to fooles: 

A iefts prolperitie, lies in the care 
Of him that hcares it, neuer in the tongue 
Of him that makes it: thcn.ifficklyeares, 

Deaft wicKthe clamors of their ownc deare grones. 
Will hcare your idle fcornes; continue then. 

And I will haue you,and that fault witbalh 
But if they will not, throw away thac fpirit, 

And 1 final finde you emptie of that fault. 

Right ioy full of your reformation. 

Ber. A tweluemomhf Well: befali what will befall, 
lie ieft a tweluemonth in an Hofpitali. 

I fweet my Lotd>3nd fo I take my leaue. 

King. NoMadam,we will bring you on your way. 

Ber . Our woing doth not end like an old Play: 

Iacke hath not Gill: thefe Ladies courtcfic 
Might wel hauc made our fpoxt a Comedie. 

Kin. Come fir, it wants a tweluemonth and a day, 
And then ’twil.cnd. 

"Ber. That's too long for a play. 

Enter Braggart- 

Brag. Sweet Maicfty voucblafe me. 

Qu. Was not that He&o^: ? 

Dam. The worthie Knight of Troy* 

Brag . I wil kifle thy royal finger,and take leaue* 

1 am a Votarie, 1 hauc vow'd to laejaenetta to holde the 
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--. & ... UillcriV y CCtl ouetnrccyearcs. ButmhflT" 
mea grcatneffe.wil you hcare the Dialogue thatlh" 
learned men haue compiled, in praife oftheOwl^ 

Aew UCk ° ^ ^° Uld haUC followed in the end of ^ 

Kin. Call them forth quickely,vve will do fo 
Brag. Holla, Approach. 

Enter all. 

This fide is Hicms> Winter. 

This V rr,the Spring: the one maintained by the O 1 
Th’other by theCuckow. ■ > 

Ver, begin. 

The Song . 

When Dafies pied, and Violets blew, 

And Cuckow-buds ofyellow hew: 

And Ladie-fmockes all filuer white, 

Do paint the Medowcs with delight. 

The Cuckow then on cuerie tree, 

Mockes married men, for thus fings he, 

Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow: O word offeare, 

Vnpleafing to a married eare. 

When Shephcards pipe on Oaten ftrawes, 

And merric Larkes arc Ploughmens clockes: 
When Turtles tread, and Rookes and Dawes 
And Maidens bleach their fummer fmockes; * 

The Cuckow then on euerie tree 
Mockes married men; for thus fings he 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow: O word offearc, 

Vnpleafing to a married eare. 

Winter. 

When Ificles hang by the wall, 

And Dickethe Sphepheard blowes his naile; 

And Tom bearesLogges into the hall, 

And Mdke comes frozen home in paile: 

When blood is nipt, and wales be fowle, 

Then nighcly fings the flaring Owlc 
Tu-whit to-who. . 

A merrienote, 

While gteafic lone doth keele the pot. 

When all aloud the windc doth blow. 

And coffing drownes the Parfons faw: 

And birds fit brooding in the fnow. 

And Marri ans nofe lookes red and raw : 

When roafted Crabs hiffc in the bowle. 

Then nightly fings the flaring Owle, 

Tu-whit to who: 

A merrie note. 

While greafie lone doth feccle the pot* 

Brag. The Words of Mercurie, 

Are harfli after the longs of Apollo: 

You that way; we this way* 

Sxeuntomnti . 


FINIS. 


_ 







midsommer 

Nights Dreame. 



<zJHus primus . 


Enter Thsfeus, Hippoltta.mthothers. 

Thefeus. 

S rfOw faire Hippolica, our nuptiall houre 

% Drawes on apace: foure happy daiesbring m 
Another Moorr.buc oh,me thinkes,how flow 
* This old Moon wanes 5 She lingers my dehres 
Like to a Step-dame,or a Dowager, 

Lone withcringout a yong mans reuennew. 

jL .Foure daics wil quickly fteep thcielues in nights 
Foure nights wil quickly dreame away the time: 

And then the Moone, like to a filuer bow, 

Now bent in hcauen, dial behold the night 
Of our folemnities. 

The. Go Pbilefirate, 

Stirre vp the Athenian youth to merriments, 

Awake the pert and nimble fpirit of minh, 

Turnc melancholy torch to Funerals: 1 

The pale companion is not for our pomp e, 

Hippolita, I woo’d thee with my fword. 

And wonne thy louc, doing thee iniuries : 

But I will wed thee in another key. 

With pompe, with triumph, and with fcucllir.g. 

Enter Egeus and his daughter Hermia , Lyfander, 
and Demetrius. 

Ige. Happy be Thefeus, our renowned Duke. 
77jf.Thanks good £^r«/:what’s the news with thee ? 
Ege. Full of vexation, come I, with complaint 
Againftmy childc, my daughter Hermia. 

Standforth Demetrius. 

My Noble Lord, • > • • i 

This man hath my confent to marrie her. C > . 

St andforth Lyfander, . 

And my gracious Duke, 

This man hath bewitch'd thebofome of my cbilde: 

Thou, thou Lifander, thou haft giuen her rim£3. 

And interchang'd louc-tokens with my childe;: ,\y 
Thou haft by Moone-light at her Window fung,, 

With faining voice, verfesoffainingloue, 

And flolne the itn^reftion ofherfantafic, T .t,H 

Withbracelet$ pithy biifci;rings,ga.wdcs, conceits, 
Knackes.triflcs.Nofe-gaies/weetmeats^eirengers 1 
Offtrong preuailtpcnc in vnhardned yoiuth) ;k • . 


With cunning haft thou filch’d my daughters heart. 
Turn’d her obedience (which is due to me) 

To ftubborne harthnefte. And my gracious Duke, 

Be it fo fhe will not hcere before your Grace, 

Confent to marrie with Demetrius, 

I beg the ancient priuiledge of Athens; 

As flic is mine, I may dilpofe of her; 

Which (hall be either to this Gentleman, 

Or to her death, according to our LaWj 
Immediately prouided in that cafe. . 

The. What fay you Hermia? be aduis’d faire Maide, 
To you your Father fliould be as a God; 

One that compos’d your beauties; yea and one 
To whom you arc but as a forme in waxe 
By him imprinted: and within his power, 

To leaue the figure, or disfigure ir: 

DcmctriUrS vs^ worthy Gentleman. 

Her. So is Lyfander. 

The . Inhimfclfc he is. 

But in this kindc, wanting your fathers voyce* 

The other mull be held the worthier. 

Her. I would my father look’d but with my eyes. 
T^.Rathcr y our cies muft with his iudgment lookc. 
Her. I do entreat yourGraceto pardon me. 

I know not by what power I am made bold, 

Nor how it may concerne my modeflie 

•In fuch a prefence hecre to pleadc my thoughts: 

But 1 befeech your Grace, that I may know 
The worfl that may befall me in this cafe, 
if I refufc to wed Demetrms. 

The. Either to dye the death, or to abiurc 
For cuer thefocicty ofmen. 

Therefore faire Hermia queftion your defires* 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether (ifyou yeeld not to your fathers choice) 
YoucanenduretheliuerieofaNunnc, . 

For aye to be in (hady Cloiftcr mew'd, ,,o <v \ 

To liue a barren fifter all your life. 

Chanting faint hymnes to the cold fruitlefie Moone* 
Thrice blcffed they that matter fo their blood, 
Tovndergo fuch maiden pilgrimage, , ; . 

But earthlierhappie is the Rofe diftil’d* x ^ 

Then that which withering on the virgin thorne, 

Growc$,liiles,and dies, in Angle blcfledneflc, 

»N /tier a 
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Her. So will I grow, fo huc,fo die my Lord* 

Ere I will yeeld my virgin Patent vp 
Vnto his Lordftiip, whofe vnwifhed yoake. 

My foulc confents not to giue foueraignty. 

The. Takc time to paufe, and by the next new Moon 
The fraling day betwixt my louc and me. 

For cucrlafting bond of fellowftfip : 

Vpon that day either prepare to dye. 

For difobedience to your fathers will. 

Or clfe to wed Demetrius as hee would,. 

Or on Dianacs Altar to prbtcft 
For aie, aufterity, and (ingle life. 

Dem. Relent fwcet Hermia 3 and Lyfunder, yecldc 
Thy erased title to my certaine right. 

Lyf. You haue her fathers loue, Demetrms : 

Let me haue Hermiaes : do you marry him. 

Egeus. Scornfull Lyfancier, true, he hath my Loue; 
Aud what is ruing, my loue (hall render him. 

And (he is mine, and all my right of her, 

I do eftate vnto Demetrius* 

Lyf- lam my Lord, as well dcriu’d as he. 

As well poffcft: my lone is more then his : 

My fortunes eucry way as fairely ranck’d 
(Ifnoc with vantage) as Demetrius : 

And (which is more then all thefc boafts can he) 

I am belou’d of beauteous Hermia. 

Why (hould not I then profecutc my right ? 

Demetrius , He auouch it to his head, 

Made loue to Kedars daughter, Hele r a. 

And won her foulc: and (he (fwcet Ladie)dotes, 
Deuoutly dotes, dotes in Idolatry, 

Vpon this fpotced and inconttant man. 

The . I muft confeffe, that I haue heard fo much. 

And with Demetrius thought to haue lpoke thereof; 
But being ouer-full of felfe-offaires. 

My minde did lofe it. But Demetrius come, 

And come Sgeiu, you fhall go with me, 

I haue fome priuatc fchooling for you both. 

For you fairc Hermia, looke you arme your fclfe. 

To fit your fancies to your Fathers will; 

Or elfe the Law of Athens yeclds you vp 
(Which by no meanes we may extenuate) 

To death, or to a vow of (ingle life. 

Come my Hippo/it a , what chcarc my loue ? 

Demetrius and Egeus go along: 

I muft implcy you in fome bufincflTe 
Againft our nuptiall, and conferre with you 
Of fomething, neerely that concerncs your fclues. 

Ege. With dutie and defirc we follow you. Exeunt 
Manet Ly finder and Hermia. 

Lyf. How now my loue?Why is your cheek fo pale? 
How chance the Rofes there do fade fo faft? 

Her . Belike for want ofraine, which I could well 
Beteeme them, from the tempeft ofmine eyes. 

Lyf For ought thateuer I could rcade, 

Could eiier hcare by tale or hiftorie. 

The coiirfe of tree lone ncuerdid runfmooth. 

But either it was different in blood. 

Her . O croffe! too high to be enthrard to loue. 

Lyf Or elfe mffgraffed, in refpeftofyeares. 

Her. O fpight! too old to be ingag’d toyong. 

Lyf Or clfe it ftood vpon the choife of merit. 

Her. O hell ! tochoofelouebyanothcrseic. 

Lyf Or if there were a fimpathie in choife, 

Warrc, death,or fickneffe, did lay fiegC to it; 

Making it momen:aric,as a found: 
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Swift as a fhadow, ftiort as any dieamc, 

Bricfc as the lightning in the collied night. 

That (in a fpleene) vnfolds both heauen and earth • 
And ere a man hath power to fay, behold, * 

The rawes of darknefle do deucurc it vp: 

So quicke bright things come to confufion. 

Her. If then true Loucrs haue bcenc cucrcmA 
It Bands as an edi& in dcflinie: 0lt > 

Then let rs teach our txiall patience, 

F.ecaufe it is atuftomarie crofle. 

As due to loue,as thoughts, and dreames,and 
Wiflics and teares; pooreFancies followers, 

Lyf. A good perfwafion; therefore hcare mei-fow 
I haue a Widdow Aunt, a dowager, ****• 

Of great reuennew, and Ihe hath no childe. 

From Athens is her houfc remou’d feuen leaeu es 
And (he refpe£Is me, as her oncly lonne: 3 

There gentle Hermta , may I marrie thee, 

And to that place, the fliarpe Athenian Law 
Cannot purfue vs. Ifthou lou’ft me, then 
Steale forth thy fathers houfe to morrow night- 
And in the wood, a league without thetowiie 
( Where 1 did meete thee once with Helena * 

To do obferuance for a morne ofMay) 

There will I liay for thee. 

Her. My good Lyfander, 

I fweare to thee, by Cupids ftrongeft bow, 

By his beft arrow w ith the golcicnhcad, 

By the funplicitie of Venus Doues, 

By that which knicteth foules, and profpersloue 
And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage Q:>eene 
When the talle Troyan vnderfaile was feene, ’ 

By all the vowes that euer men haue broke, 

(In number more then euer women fpoke) 

In that fame place thou haft appointed me, 

To morrow truly will I meete with thee. 

Lyf Keepe protnife loue: looke here comes Helm, 

Sneer Helena . 

Her. God fpeede faire Helena, whither away? 

Hel. Cal you me fairef that faire againe vnlay, 
Demetrius loues you fairc: O happic faire! 

Your eyes are loadftarres,and your tongues fwcet aytt 
More tuneable then Larke to fhepheards eare, 

When wheate is greene, when hauthorne buds appeare, 
Sickncflc is catching: O werefauor fo. 

Your words I catch, faire Hermia ere I go, 

My eare fhould catch your voice, my eyc,youteye, 
My tongue fhould catch your tongues tweet melodic, 
Were the world mine. Demetrius being bated, 

The reft He giue to be to you tranflatcd. 

O teach me how you looke, and with what art 
you fway the motion of Demetrius hart. 

Her. Ifrownevponhim,yet he loues me dill. 

Hel , O chat your fro wnes would teach myfmiles 
fuch skil. 

Her. I giue him curfes, yet he giues me loue. 

Hel. O that my prayers could fuch affc&ion moouc. 

Her The more I hate, the more he followcs me- 

Hel. The more I loue, themore he hateth me. 

Her. His folly Helena isnoneofmine. 

He/,Non e b ut your beauty, wold that fault wernairc 

Her. Take comfort; he no more {hall fee »y face, 
Ljfander and o?y felfe will flic this place. 

Before thetime I did Lyf/utder Ccc, 

Seem'd Athens like a Paradife to race. 

0 
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^ 3t f Helen to you our mindes we will vnfold, 
^rowtiS^whenP^ doth behold 
?SrS,iuthewatryglaffe, 
n tr kine with liquid pearle.the bladcd grafle 
De k P S th 3 t Loucrs flights doth ftill concede; 

Ihtough Athens gates.hauc we deuisd to fteaie 
p And in the wood,where often you ano I, 
f n k int primrofe beds,were wont to lye, 

V Cine our bofomcs.of their counfell fvveld: 

Th/re m hyfandsr^nd my felfe (hall mcctc, 

1 S thence from Athens turne away our eyes 
Tnfecke new friends and ftrangecompanions, 

Parvvell fweet play-fellow, pray thou for vs. 

And eood lucke grant thee thy Demetrius. 
tone word Lyfnder we muft ftaruc our fight, 

From loners foodc, till morrow deepe midnight 

Exit Hermia. 

Lyf. I will my Herrma. Helena adieu, 

As you on hi ^Demetrius dotes on you. Exit Lyfander. 

tielc* How happy fomc,ore otbcrioffic can oc ? 
Through Athens l am thought as faire as ftie. 
gac what of that ^Demetrius thinkes not io : 
Hewillnotknow,what all,buc he doth know * 

And as bee erres,doting on Hernias eyes; 

So I,a(lmiring of his qualities : 

Things bale and vilde, holding no quantity, 

Louc can tranfpofe to forme and dignity , 

Loue lookes not with the ey es,but with the minde. 

And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted bhndc. 

Nor hath loues minde of any iudgement taftc: 

Wings and no eyes, figure, vnheedy haSe. 

And therefore is Loue laid to be a childc, 

Becauie in choife he is often beguil’d, 

As waggifh boyes in game themfclues forfvt eare; 

So the boy Louc is periuf d euery where. 

For ere Demetrius looke on Hermias eyne, 

He hail’d downeoathes that he was onely mine. 

And when this Haile fome heat from Hermia felt, 
Sohediflolu\l,and (howresofoathes did melt, 

1 will goe tell him of faire Hermias flight: 

Then to the wood will hc,to morrow night 
Purfue her; and for his intelligence, 

If I haue thankes, it is a deere expence : 

But hcerein mcanc I to enrich my paine, 

To haue his fight thither, and backe againe. Exit. 

Enter Quince the Carpenter y Snugthe Ioyner, Bottoms the 
UPeauer JFlute the be Howes-mender,Snout the Tinker, and 
St or ue ling the Taylor. 

Quin. Is all our company hcere ? 

Tot. You were beft to call them generally, man by 
man,according to the ferip. 

Qui. Here is the fcrowle of euery mans name,which 
it thought fit through all Athens, to play in our Entcr- 
lude before the Duke and the Dutches, on his wedding 
day at night. 

Bot. Firft,good Peter Qtunce, fay what the play treats 
on: then read the names of the Adtors: and fo grow on 
toarpoint. 

Marry our play is the moft lamentable Come¬ 
dy, and moft eruell death of Vyramtu and Thistid. 

3ot - ^ very good pcecc of worke I aflurc you, and a 


Ready ; name what part I am for, and 
You N/ckeBottomeaxQ fee downe for Py 


merry. Now good Peter Quince, call forth your A<ftors 
by the fcrowle. Matters fpread your felues 

Quince. Anfwcre as I call you. NickfBettome the 
Wcaucr# 

Bettome. 
proceed. 

Quince, 
ramus. 

Bot . Whit is Pyramus , a louer,or a tyrant ? 

Quin . A Louer that kills himfclfe moft gallantly for 
loue. 

Tot. That will aske fome teares in the true perfor¬ 
ming of it.-if I do it, let the audience looke to their cies: 
I will mooue ftormes; I will condole in fome meafure. 
To the reft yetjmy chiefc humour is for a tyrant. I could 
play Ercles rarely, or a parr to teare a Cat in, to make all 
fplit the raging Rocks; and fhiucring fhocks fhall break 
thelocksofprifon gates, and Phibbns carrc fhall fhine 
fromfarre, and make and mai re the foohfh Fates. This 
was lofty. Now name the reft of the Players. This 
is Ercles vaitie, a tyrants vainc ; a louer is more condo¬ 
ling. 

Quin. Franco Flute the Bcllowes-mender. 

Flu . Hccre Veter Quince. 

Qum. You muft take ihishre on you. 

Hut. What is Th'tsbie^ wandring Knight ? 

Quin. It is the Lady that Pyramus muli loue- 

Flat. Nay faith, let not mce play a woman, I haue a 
beard comming. 

Qui. That’sall one, youftiall play it in a Ma=>ke,and 
you may fpeakc as fmall as you will. 

To\ *nd i may hide my face,let me play 7'hisbietoo : 
Ilcfpeakein a monftrouslittle voyce; ThtfnefThtfne, ah 
Pyramus roy louer deare, thy Thishie dcare, and Lady 
dcare. 

Quin. No no,you muft play Pyramtu , and Flute , you 
7 huby* 

Tot. Well, proceed. 

Qu. Robin Starueling the Taylor. 

Star. HccrcPeter Evince. 

Quince. Robin Staruelwg , you muft play Thisbics 
mother? 

Tom Snowt ,the Tinker. 

Snowt. Hecrc Veter Quince. 

Qutn. You, Pyramtu father; my (zMfThlsbtes father; 
SmtggeiYit loyner,you the Lyons part: and 1 hope there 
is a play fitted. 

Snug. Haue you the Lions part written? pray you if 
be,giue it me,for I am flow of ftudie. 

Quin. Yon may doc it extemporie , for it is nothing 
but roaring. 

Tot. Let mee play the Lyon too, I will roarethatl 
will doe any mans heart good to heare me. I will roare, 
that 1 will make the Duke fay, Let him roare againc,let 
him roarc againe. 

Quin. Ifyoufhoulddoeittoo terribly, you would 
fright the Dutcheffe and the Ladies, th3t they would 
flirike, and that were enough to hang vs ail. 

jill. That would hang vs cucry mothers fonne. 

Tottomc. Igiauntyou friends, if that you fhould 
fright the Ladies out of their Wittes, they would 
haue no more difcrction bu t to hang vs : but Iwillag- 
grauate my voyce fo, that I will roare you as gently as 
any fucking Douc; 1 will roare and ’twere any Nightin* 

gate- 

Quin. You can play no part but Piramus , for fira- 

N 2 mtu 
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mus is a fwect-fac’d man, a proper man as one fiiall fee in 
a fummers day; a moft louely Gentleman-like man,thcr- 
fore you muft needs play 

*Bot. Well, I will vndertakc it. What beard were I 
beft to play it in ? 

Quin. Why, what you will. 

*Bot. I will difcharge it, in either your ftraw-colour 
beard ,your orange tawnic beard, your purple in graine 
beard, or your Frcnch-crownccolour’d beard,your per¬ 
fect yellow. 

Quin. Some of your French Crowncs haue no haire j 
at all, and then you will play barc-fac’d.But matters here 
arc your parts, and I am to intreat you, requeft you, and 
defirc you, to con them by too morrow night: and meet 
me in the palace wood, a mile without the Towne, by 
Moone-light, there we will rchearfe : for if we mcete in 
the Citie, we fhalbe dog’d with company,and our deui- 
fes knowne. In the meane time, I vnl draw a brl of pro¬ 
perties, fuch as our play wants# I pray you fade me not. 

Bottom . We will meece, and there we may rehcarfc 
more obfccnely and couragioufiy. Take paines,be per- 
fe£t, adieu. 

Quin. At the Dukes oake we meete. 

Hot. Enough, hold or cut bovv-ftrings. Sxcmt 1 


<tAUns Secundus. 


Enter a Fairie at one doore, and Robin good- 
fellow at another. 

Rob. How now fpirit,whether wander you ? 

jvtt.Ouer hil,oucr-dale,through bufb, through briar, 
Ouerparke,ouer pale, through flood, through lire, 

I do wander eucric where, lwiker then ^ Moons iphete; 
And 1 feme the Fairy Queene,to dew her orbs vpon the 
The Cowflips tall, her penfioners bee, (green. 

In their gold coats, fpots you lee, 

Thofe be Rubies, Fauic huors, 

In thofe freckles. Hue their fauors, 

I muft go fcckc fomc dew drops hecre, 

And hang a pcarle in euery cowftips eare. 

Farewell thou Lob of (pints,! le be gon. 

Our Queene and all her Elues come heere anon. 

Rob. The King doth keepe his Reuels here to night, 
Take heed the Queene corne not within his fight. 

For Oberon is pafsing fell and wrath, 

Becaufe that fhe, as her attendant, hath 
A louely boy ftolne from an Indian King, 

She neuer had fo fweet a changeling, 

And iealous Oberon would haue the childe 
Knight ofhis traine, to trace the Forrefts wilde. 

But lire (perforce) with holds the loued boy, 

Crowncs him with flowers, and makes him all her ioy. 
And no w they neuer meete in groue, or grecne, 

By fountaine deere, or fpangled ftar-light ftieene. 

But they do fquare, that all their Elues for feare 
Creepe into Acorne cups and hide them there. 

’ Fat. Either I miftake your fhape and making quite. 
Or elfe you arc that Ihrew’d and knan.ifh fpirit 
Ol d Robin Good-fellow. Arc you riot hee, 

That frights the maidens of the Viliagree, 

Skim milke, and fometiraes labour in the querne. 

And bootlefle make thebreathlefle hufwife chcrne, 
And fometime make the dfinke to beare no barme. 


Milleade night-wanderers, laughing at their 
Thofe that Hobgoblin call you,andTweet Puckc ’ 
I ou do their worke, and they fluall haue good Wt 
Arc not you he? & ckc * 

Rob. Thoufpeak’ftaright; 

I am that merrie wanderer of the night; 

I ieft to Oberon , and make him fmile. 

When I a fat and bcane-fed horfc beguile. 
Neighing in likenefle of a filly foale, 

And fometime lurke I in aGolfips bole. 

In very likenefle of a roafted crab: 

And when (he drinkes, againft her lips I bob, 

And on her withered dewlop poure the Ale. 

The wifeft Aunt telling the faddefl tale. 

Sometime for three-foot ftoole, miftaketh me, 
Then flip I from her bum, downe topples Ihc 
And tailour cries, and fals into a cofte. 

And then the whole quire hold their hips, and Ioffe 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and fwcaie 
A merrier houre was neuer wafted there. 

But roome Fairy, heere comes Oberon. 

Fair. And heere my Miftris: 

Would that he were gone. 


Enter the King of Fairies at one doore with his trame 
and the Queene at another with hers. 

Ob. Ill met by Moone-light, 

Proud 7'jtania. 

Q*g_ What, iealous OberoniF&ity skip hence. 

I haue forfworne his bed and companie. 

Ob. Tarrierafh Wanton; am not I thy Lord? 

Qu. Then I muft be thy Lady: but I know 
When thou waft ftolne away from Fairy Land, 

And in the fhape of Corinf ate all day, 

Playing on pipes of Corne, and verfing loue 
To amorous Philltda. Why art thou heere 
Come from the fartheft ftcepe of India ? 

But that forlooth the bouncing Amazon 
Your buskin’d Miftreflc, and your Warrior loue, 

To Thefem muft be Wedded ; and you come. 

To giue their bed ioy andprofperitic. 

Ob. How canft thou thus for fliame Tjtania , 
Glance at my credite, with Hippolita > 

Knowing 1 know thy loue fo Tbefem> 

Didft thou not leade him through the glimmering night 
From Peregenia , whom he rauiflied ? 

Andmake him with faire Eagles breake his faith 
With Ariadne , and Atiopa ? 

Que. Thefe arc the forgeries of icaloufie. 

And neuer fince the middle Summers fpring 
Met we on hil, in dale, forreft,or mead. 

By paued fountaine, or by ruftiie brooke. 

Or in the beached margent of the fea, 

To dance our ringlets to the whiffling Winde, 

But with thy biaulcs thou haft difturb’d our fport, 
Therefore the Windes, piping to vs in vaine, 

As in reuenge, haue fuck’d vp from the fea 
Contagious fogges: Which falling in the Land, 
Hath euerie petty Riuer made fo proud. 

That they haue ouer-borne their Continents. 

The Oxc hath therefore ftrctch’d his yoake in vaine, 
The Ploughman loft his fwcat,and the greene Corne 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain’d a beard : 

The foldlfands empty inthe drowned field, 

And Crowes are fatted with the murrion flocke, ( 
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—r — . „ mc ns Morris is fild vp with mud, 

Tb 5 rhe cmeint Mazes in the wanton grecne, 
i^llSteof «•<*»" vndiftinguiftiablc. 

Thchuma« «« w,nt " h '2!’ 

2r‘ ;„ht is now Witbhymne or caroll bleft; 

Therefore the Moonc (the gouernefle of floods) 

Pale in her anger,wafhes all the aire; 

TW-u Rheumacicke dileafes doc abound. 

S through this diftemperature, wc fee 
The feafoos alter; hoared headed trofts 
Jail in the frelh lap of the crimfon Role, 

7,„ n old Hyems chinne and Icie crowne, 
odorous Chaplet of fweet Sommer buds* 
f" s in mockry let. The Spring,the Sommer, 
Thechilding Autumne,angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liuenes,and the mazed world, 

By their increafe, now knowes not which is which ♦, 

And this fame progeny of euills, 

Comes from our debate, from our diflention, 

We are their parents and originall. 

Ofor. Do you amend it thermit lies in you. 

Why flionld Titania croflc her Oberon ? 

I do but beg a little changeling boy, 

To be my Henchman. 

Qu. Set your heart at rett, 

TheFairy land buyes not the childe of me, 

His mother was a Votreffe ot my Order, 

And in the fpiced Indian aire, by night 
Full often hath fhe goffipc by my lide, 

And fat with me on Neptunes yellow fands. 

Marking th’cmbarked traders on the flood. 

When wc haue laught to fee the fades conceiue. 

And “row big bellied with the wanton winde : 

Which (he with pretty and with fwimming gate. 
Following (her wombe then rich with my yong fquirc) 
Would imitate, and fade vpon the Land, 

To fetch me trifles, and recurne againc, 

As from a voyage, rich with merchandize. 

But (he being mortall, of chat boy did die, 

And for her lake I doc reare vp her boy, 

And for her fake I will not part with him# 

Ob. How long within this wood intend you ftay ? 
JQ*. Perchance till after Thefctes wedding day. 

If you will patiently dance in our Round, 

And fee our Moone-light reuels, goe with vs; 

Ifnot,fhun me and I will (pare your haunts. 

Ob. Giue me that boy,and I will goe with thee. 
flu. Not for thy Fairy Kingdome. Fairies away : 

We fhall chide downe right,if I longer ftay. Exeunt. 

Ob. Wei,go thy way:thou fhalt not from this gtoue, 
Till I torment thee for this iniury. 

My gentle Pucke come hither; thou remembreft 
Since once I lat vpon a promontory. 

And heard a Meare-m 3 ide on a Dolphins backe, 
Vttering luch dulcet and harmonious breath, 

That the rude lea grew ciuill at her fong, 

And ccrtainc ftarres fhot madly from their Sphcares, 

To heare the Sea-maids muficke. 

Puc. I remember. 

Ob. That very time I fay ( but thou couldft not ) 
Flying betweene the cold Moone and the earthy 
Cupid all arm’d $ a certainc aime he tookc 
At a faire Veftall, throned by the Weft, 

And loos’d his loue-fiiaft fmartly from his bow. 

As it (Koul4piercc a hundred tKoufand hearts 
But I might fee young (fupidi fiery /haft 


Qucncht in the chaftc beames of the wacry Moone \ 

And the imperiall Vetrcffe patted on. 

In maiden meditation, fancy free. 

Yctmarkt I where the bolt of Cupid fell. 

It fell vpon a little wefterne flower; 

Before, milke-white; now purple with loucs wound. 
And maidens call it, Loue in idlenefle. 

Fetch me that flower $ the hearb I fliew’d thee once, 
The iuyee of it, on deeping eye-lids laid, 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Vpon the next liue creature that it fees. 

Fetch me this hear be,and be thou heere againe. 

Ere the Leuiathan can fwim a league. 

Pucke . lie put a girdle about the earth, In forty mi¬ 
nutes. 

Ober. Hailing once this iuyee. 

He watch fhe is afieepe, 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes ; 

The next thing when fhe waking lookes vpon , 

(Be it on Lyon,Bearc,or Wolfe, or Bull, 

On medling Monkey,or on bufic Ape) 

Shee fhali pmfue it, with the foule of loue. 

And ere I take this charme off from her fight, 

(As I can rake it with another hcarbe ) 
lie make her render vp her Page to me. 

But who comes heere ? I am inuifiblc, 

And I will cucr-hearc their conference. 

EnterTtemetrius^Helena following him. 

T>eme. I loue thcenot,thereforepurfuc me not, 
Where is Lyfander , and faire Hermit ? 

The one I !c ftay, the other ftayeth me. 

Thou toldft me they were ftolne into this wood 5 
And heere am I, an cl wood within this wood, 

Becaufe I cannot meet my Hermit* 

Hence,get thee gone } and follow me no more. 

Hel. You draw mc,you hard-hearted Adamant, 

But yet you draw not Iron, for my heart 
Is true as ftrele. Leaueyou your power to draw. 

And 1 fiiall haue no power to follow you. 

'Deme. Do I entice you ? do I fpeake you faire ? 

Or rather doe I not in plaineft tiutb, 

Tcllyou I doe not,nor I cannotloueyou ? 

Hel. And enen for that doc I loue thee the more 5 
I am your fpaniell,and Demetrius , 

The more you beat me, I will fawne on you. 

Vfc me but as your fpaniel]; fpurnc me, ftrike me, 
Ncglcdl mc,lofeme; onely giue me Icauc 
(Vnworthy as I am)to follow you. 

What worfer place can I beg in your loue, 

(And yet a place ofhigh relpccl with me) 

Then to be vfed as you doe your dogge. 

Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my fpirit. 
For I am fickc when I do looke on thee. 

Hel . And I am ficke when I looke not on you. 

"Dem. You doc impeach your modefty too much, 

To Icauc the Citty,and commit your felfe 
Into the hands of one that louos you not, 

Totruft the opportunity of night, 

And the ill counfcllof a defert place. 

With the rich worth of your virginity. 

Hel . Your vertuc is my priuiledge: for that 
It is not night when I doe fee your face. 

Therefore I think* I dm not in the night, 

Nor doth this wood lacke worlds of company , 

N 3 For 
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^or you in my rcfpc<ft arc nil the world. 

Then how can it be faid I am alone, 

When all the world is hecre to looke on me ? 

T)er». He run from thee 3 and hide me in the brakes, 
And leaue thee to the mercy ofwilde beafts. 

HeL 1 he wildcft hath not luch a heart as you; 
Runnc when you will,the flory (hall be chang'd : 

-Apollo flics, and Daphne holds the chafe; 

The Doucpurfucs the Griffin, the milde Hinde 
Makes fpced to catch the Tyger. Bootleflc fpcede, 
When cowardife purfues, and valour flies. 

Dcmet. I will not flay thy queftions, let me go; 

Or if thou follow me, doe not bcleeue. 

But I fhall doe thee mifehiefe in the wood. 

Hel. I,in the Temple, in the Towne,and Field 
You doe me mifehiefe. Fye Demetriru , 

Your wrongs doc fet a fcandall on my fexc : 

We cannot fight tor loue, as men may doe; 

We fhould be woo’d, and were not made to wooe. 

I follow thee, and make a heauen of hell, 

To die vpon the hand 1 loue fo well. Exit. 

Ob. Fare thee well Nymph,ere he do leaue this groue, 
Thou fhalt flie him, and he fhall feeke thy loue. 

Haft thou the flower there? Welcome wanderer. 


A Midfommer nights Dreame. 




SiHgiHyour fweet Lullaby. 

Lullajulla JuUaby Julia Julia Jullaby, 

Neuer harme,nerfpeH,ner charme , 

Come our lonely Lady nye. 

So good night with Lullaby. 

2 . Fairy. (Veauing Spiders come not httrt 
Hence you long leg'dSpinners,hence: 

Beetles blacks approach not neere ; 
fVi or me nor Snayle doe no offence. 

Phtlomele with melody, &c. 

i. Fairy. Bence away, now all is well • 

One aloofe,Jland Centinell. shtefitept 

Enter Oberon. 

Ober. What thou feeft when thou doft wake 
Doe it for thy true Loue take: 

Loue and languilh for his fake. 

Be h Ounce, or Catte, orBcarc, 

Pard, or Boarc with briftled hairc. 

In thy eye that fhall appeare, 

When thou wak’ft, it is thy deal*. 

Wake when fome vile thing is neere- 

Enter Lifander and Hermia. 


Enter Pucks. 

Puck. I, there it is. 

Ob. I pray thee giuc it me. 

I know a banke where the wilde time blovves. 

Where Oxflips and the nodding Violet growes. 

Quite ouer-cannopeci with lufeious woodbine. 

With fweet muske rofes,and with Eglantine; 

There fleepes 7)f4AM<*,fometimcofthe night, 

Lul’d in thefe flowers, with dances and delight: 

And there the fnake throwes her cnammel’d skinne, 
Weed wide enough to rap a Fairy in. 

And with the iuyee of this lie flreake her eyes , 

And make her full of hatefull fantafies. 

Take thou fome of it, and feek through this grouc; 

A fweet Athenian Lady is in loue 

With a difdainefull youth : annoint his eyes. 

But doe it when the next thing he efpics. 

May be the Lady. Thou fhalt know the man. 

By the Athenian gatments he hath on. 

Effeift it with fome care,that he may proue 
More fond on her,then flic vpon her loue; 

And looke thou meet me ere the firfl Cocke crow. 

Pu. Fcarc not my Lord,your feruant fliall do Co. Exit. 

Enter Queene of Fairies, with her trame , 

Quyen. Come, now a Roundell,and a Fairy fong; 
Then for the third part of a minute hence, 

Some to kill Cankers in the muske rofe buds, 

Some warre with Rercmife, for their leathern wings. 
To make my fmall Elues coates,and fomekeepebacke 
The clamorous Owle that nightly hoots and wonders 
At our queint fpirits: Sing me now afleepe. 

Then to your offices, and let me reft. 

Fairies Stng. 

Ton fpottedSnakes with double tongue. 

Thorny Hedgehogges be not feene, 

Newts and bltnat wormes do no wrong, 

Come not neere our Fairy ffjueene. 

Phtlomele with melodie, * 


Lif. Faire loue,you faint with wandring in ^ woo& 
And to fpeake troth I haue forgot our way: 

Wec’ll reft vs Hermia, ifyou thinkc it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. BeitfoZyy^w^rjfindcyououtabed, 

For 1 vpon this banke will reft my bead. 

Lyf. One turfe fliall ferue as pillow for vs both, 
One heart,one bed, two bofotnes,and one troth. 

Her. Nay good Lyfander, for my fake my deerc 
Lie further off yet, doe not lie fo neere. 

Lyf. O take the fence fwcet,of my innocence, 
Loue takes the meaning, in loues conference, 

I meanc that my heart vnto yours is knit. 

So that but one heart can you make of it. 

Two bofomes interchanged with an oath, 

So then two bofomes, and a Angle troth. 

Then by your fide, no bed-roome me deny, 

For lying fo, HermiaA doc not lye. 

Her. Lyfander riddles very prettily; 

Now much befhrewmy manners and my pride* 

If Hermia meant to fay, Lyfander lied. 

But gentle friend, for loue and courtclie 
Lie further off, in humane modefty. 

Such reparation, as may well be faid , 

Becomes a vertuous bacchelour, and a maide. 

So farre be diftant,and good night fweet friend; 

Thy loue nere alter,till thy fweet life end. 

Lyf. Amen,amen,to that faire prayer, fay I, 

And then end life, when I end loyalty : 

Hcere is my bed,fleepe giuc thee all his reft. 

Her. With halfe that wifh,the withers eyes bepreft. 

Enter Pucke. They jleeft> 

Pucl^ Through the Forreft haue I gone. 

But Athenian finde I none, 

One whofe eyes I might approue 
This flowers force in ftirring loue. 

Night and filencc: who is hcere ? 

Wcedes of Athens he doth wcarc ; 

This is he (my mafter faid) 

Defpifed the Athenian maide: 

And hcere the maiden fleeping found. 


A Midfomer nights Dreame. 
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^ 7 hedanke 7 nddurty ground. 

0 ,foule(hedurftnotlyc 

S^rechislacke-loue, this kill-curtefic. 

*7 i„ ««ontbvcycs 1 throw 

Aiuhc p^ er this charme d f ot uT e: 

^fhcnth° u wak’ft,let loue forbid 

ileepebis feate on tby cye-hd- 

50 avvake when I am gone: 

Porlmuftn° wloOW 

, f nter Demetntu and Helena running. 

a , stay,though thou kill me,fweete Demetrius. 
rT ' 1 charge thee hence,and do not haunt roc thus. 
Bel. O witt thou darkling leaue me? do not fo. 

De ‘ Stay perill, 1 alone will goe. 

1 Exit Demetrius. 

u c l OI oUt of breath,in this fond chacc, 

tV more my prayer,thcleffcr is my grace, 

Happy i «& rma ' wherefoere (he lies; 

For me hath bleffed and attradHue eyes. 

u oW came her eyes fo bright? Not with fait teares. 

Jffo my eyes arc ofener wafht then hers. 

No.no,1 aui as vgly as a Beare ; 

For beads that meece me,runne away for fcarc. 

Therefore no maruailc.though Demetrius 
Doe as a monfter,flie my prefcncc thus. 

\Vhat wicked and diffembiing glafie of mine. 

Made me compare with Hcrmias fphery eyne ? 
gut who is here ? Lyfander on the ground; 

Deadeor afleepe? I fee no bloud.no wound, 

Ljfonder, if you liue.good fir awake. 

lyf. And run through fire I will for thy fweet fake. 
Tranfparcnt Helena ,nature her fhewesart. 

That through thy bofome makes me fee thy heart. 

Where is Demetrius ? oh how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to peri fh on my fword ! 

Bel. Do not fay fo Lyfander,'. fay not fo : 

What though he lpue your //cr»« 4 ?Lord,what though? 
Yet Hermia ftill loues you; then be content. 

Lyf. Content with Hermia ? No,I do repen t 
The tedious minutes I with her haue fpent. 

Not Hermia ,but Helena now I loue; 

Who will not change a Raucn for a Doue ? 

The will of man is by his reafon fway’d : 

And reafon faies you arc the worthier Maide. 

Things grovying are not ripe vntill their feafon j 
So I being yong.till now ripe not to reafon, 

And touching now the point of humane skill, 

Reafon becomes the Marfhall to my will, 

And leades me to your eyes, where I orelooke 
Loues ftories,written in Loues richcft booke. 

Hel. Wherefore was I to this keene mockery borne? 
When at your hands did I deferue this fcorne ? 

Ift not enough,ift not enough,yong man. 

That I did neuer,no nor neuer can, 

Deferue a fweete looke from Demetrius eye, 

But you muft flout my inefficiency ? 

Good troth you do me wrong(good-footh you do) 

In fuch difdainfull manner,me to wooe. 

But fare you well; perforce I muft confeffe, 

I thoughtyou Lord ofraore true gentlenefle. :;r. 
Oh,that a Lady ofone man refus’d, 

Should of another therefor* be abus'd. Exit . 

Lyf. She fees not Hermia: Hermia fleepe thou there. 
And neuer maiftithou comtLyfauder neere; 


For as a farfeit of the fweeteft things 

The deepeftloathing to theftomatke brings : 

Or as the herefies that men do leaue. 

Are hated mod of thofe that did deceiuc: 

So thou,my furfeit,and my herefie. 

Of all be hated; but the moft of me; 

And all my powers addrefle your loue and might, 

To honour Helen", and to be her Knight. Exit. 

Her. Helpc me Lyfander, helpe me; do thy beft 
To plucke this crawling ferpent from my breft. 

Aye me,for pitty;what a dreamc was here ? 

Lyfander looke,how I do quake with fcare : 
Me-thought a fcipcnc cate my heart away, 

And yet fat fmiling at his cruel! prey. 

Lyfander, what remoou’d ? Lyfander , Lord, 

What,ouc of hearing,gone? No found.no word ? 

Alacke where are you ?fpeake and if youhea;es 
Speake of all loues; I found almoft with fearc. 

No, then I well perceiue you are not nye. 

Either death or you He finde immediately. Exit. 


Actus Tettius. 


Enter the Clownes. 

Bot. Are we all met ? 

ffjuin. Pat, pat, and here’s a maruailousconucnicnt 
place for our rehearfall. This greene plot fhall be our 
ftagc,this hauthorne brake our tyring houfe.and we will 
do it in a£lion,as vve will do it before the Duke. 

Hot. Peter quince ? 

Peter. What faift thou,bully Bottome ? 

Bot. There are things in this Comedy of Tiramus and 
Thisby, that will neuer pleafe. ¥n{\,PiramusmiiCtiitaw a 
fword co kill himfclfe; which the Ladies cannot abide. 
How anfwcre you that ? 

Snout. Bcrlaken,a parlous feare. 

Star. Ibeieeuewemuftlcauethe killing out, when 
all is done. 

Bot. Not a whit, Ihaueadcuice to make all well. 
Write me aPrologue.and let the Prologue feeme to fay, 
we will do no harme with our fwords, and that Vyramtu 
is not kill’d indeede : and for the more better affurance, 
tell them,that 1 Viramut am not Ptramus,h\s:Bottome the 
Weauer; this will put them out of feare. 

<[)»/>». Well,we will haue fuch a Prologue,and it fhall 
be written in eight and fixer 

Bot. No,make it two more,lct it be written in eight 
and eight. 

Snout, Will not the Ladies be afear’d of the Lyon ? 

Star. I feare it, I promife you. 

Zfor.Mafters,.you ought to confiderwith your felucs.to 
bring in(God fhield vs)a Lyon among Ladies,is a moft 
dreaofull thing. For there is not a more fearefull wilde 
foule then your Lyon liuing: and wee ought to looke 
to it. 

Snout. Therefore another Prologue muft tell he is not 
a Lyon. 

"Bot. Nay,you muft name his name,and haife his face 
muft be feene through the Lyons peckc, and he himfelfe 
muft fpeake through,faying thus, or to the fame defefV; 
Ladies, or faire Ladies, I would wife you, or I would 

requeft 
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requeft you,or I would entreat you, not to feare, not to 
tremble: my life for yours. If you thinkc I come hither 
as a Lyon, it were pittyof my life. No, Iamnofuch 
thing,I am a man as other men arc; and there indeed let 
himnamchis name, and tell him plainly hec isSnug the 
ioyner. 

Quin. Well, it (hall be fo; but there is two hard 
things, that is, to bring the Moonc-light into a cham- 
berifor you know yPtramtu and 7 hieby mecte by Moonc- 

Sn m Doth the Moone (bine that night wee play our 
play? 

• A Calender^ Calender,looke in the Almanack, 
finae out Moonc-fhine,finde out Moone-Chine. 

Enter Puck$. 

Qjhh* Yes, it doth fhinc that night. 

*Bot .Why then may you leaue a cafemcnt of the great 
chamber window(where we play)open,and the Moone 
may fhinc in at the cafemcnt. 

Quin. I,or eile one muft come in with a bufh of thorns 
and a lanthornc,and lay he comes to disfigure,or to pre- 
fent the perionofMoone-fhine. Then there is a,'.other 
thing,we muft hauc a wall in the great Chamber;for Pi - 
ramtu and ThUby (faics the ftory ) did talke through the 
chinke of a wall. 

Sn m You can neuer bring in a wall. What fay you I 
Hottomc ? 

Bot. Some man or other muft prefent wall, and let I 
him haue fome Plafter, or fome Lorre, or fornerou^h 
caft about him,tofignific wall; or let him hold his fin. 
gersthus; and through chatxranny, (hall Piramta and 
Thtsbj whifper. 

Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, fit 
downecucry mothers fonne, and rchcarfe your parts. 
Ptramtts, you begin;when you haue fpoken your fpeech, 
enter into that Brake, and fo cucry one according to his 

cue. 


P J K in wer * ^i fC » Thtsbji Iwereoneiyrfiinr 
Pet. Omonftrous. Oftrangc. 
mafters, flye matters, helpe. nte< *> ptai 

_ , The Clownesatl 

Pttk. lie follow yoUjIle leade you about a R ‘ 
Through bogge,through bufli,through brake th^’ 
Sometime a horfe lie be,fometime a hound • ' hr ° U! 
A hogge,a headleffe beare.fometime a fire 
And neigh,and barke.and grunt,and rore/andb Urn . 
Like horfc,hound,hog ,beare,fire,at euery tum e f 

Enter Piramus with the Affe head. ' *“ 


°ugh 

(btyfr. 


tU Z 0t ' Wh J doth /yr awa y ? This is a knauei v ftl 
themtomakemeafeard. Enter Snom. '° 

Sn. O "Bottom } thou art chang’d; What doe I f ef 




Enter Peter Quince. 
f et ' Blcffe thcc Genome ,bleffe thee; thou art trar 

Jot. I fee their knauery ; this is to make an affc of, 
to fright me if they could; but I will not ft,, ref 
, * P lacc > do what they can. 1 will walke v P and <U 
here and I will fing that they (hall heard am no 
(raid. 


The Woofcll cocke, fo blackeof hew. 

W uh Orengc-tawny bill. 

The Throftle,wtth his note fo true. 

Hie Wren and little quill. 

Tyta. What Angell wakes me from my fiowry bed? 
'Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow.and the Laikc, 

The plainfong Cucko w gray ; 

Whofc note full many a man doth inarke, 

And dares not anfwerc,nav- 
For indeede,who would fee his wittofofoolittiabird) 
Who would gitic a bird the lye,though he cry Cuckow 
neuer fo ? ’ 


Enter Robins 

Bf>b. What hempen home-fpuns haue we fwagge- 
ringbere, 

So ncere the Cradle of the Faieric Quccne ? 

What.a Play toward r lie bean auditor. 

An Aftor too perhaps,ifl fee caufe. 

Quin. Speakc Piramus : Thisby Hand forth. 

Fir. Thisby, the flowers of odious fauors fwcete. 
Quin. Odours, odours. 

Pir. Odours fauors fwcete, 

So hath thy breath, my deateft Thisby dcare. 

But harkc,a voyce: flay thou but here a while. 

And by and by 1 will to thee appeare. Exit.Pir. 

Pucf. A ftranger Piramus,then ere plaid here. 

Thif. Muftlfpeakc now ? 

Pet. I marry muft you. For you muft vndcrftandhe 
goes but to fee a noy fc that he heard, and is to come a- 
gaine. 

Thyf Moft radiant Prr 4 mus, moft Lilly white of hue, 
Of colour like the redrofeon triumphant bryer, 

Moft brisky Iuueti3ll,and eke moft louely lew. 

As true a« trueft horfe,thatyet would neuer tyre, 
lie mecte thee Piramus ,at Ninnies toombe. 

Pet. Nrnus toombe man: why, you muft not fpcake 
that yet; that you anfwcre to Piramus: you fpeake all 
your part at once,cues and ail. Piramus enter,your cue is 
paft; it is neuer tyre. 

Thyf. 0,as true as trueft horfc,that yet would neuer 

tyre: 


Tyta. I pray thee gentle mortal), fing againe, 
Mine eare is much enamored of thy note ; 

On thcfiift view to fay, to fwearcl louc thee. 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy (Tape, 

And thy faire vertues force (perforce ) doth motie me. 

Bot. Me-thinkes imiftrefle, you fhould haue little 
reafon for that: and yet to fay the truth, reafon and 
loue keepe little company together, now.adayes, 
The more the pittie, that fome honeft neighbours will 
not make them friends. Nay, I can gleekc vpon occa- 
fion. 

Tyta. Thou ar t as wife,as thou art beautiful). 

Bot. Not fo neither .• but if I had wit enough to get 
out of this wood, I hauccnough to feruemine oyvnc 
turne. 

Tyta. Out of this wood,do not defire to goe. 

Thou {halt remainc here,whecher thou wilt or no. 

I am a fpirit ofno common rate : 

The Summer ftill doth tend vpon nay ftate. 

And I doe loue thee; therefore goe with me, 
lie giue thee Fairies to attend on thee; 

And they fhrall fetch thee Jewels from the deepe, 

And fing,while thou on prefled flowers doft fleepc: 
And I will purge thy mortal) groflenefie fo. 

That thou flialt like an airie lpirit go. 

Enter Peafe-bio fome. Cobweb,Moth 
t yfeede, andfrure Fairies. 
f - Fai. Ready ; andl,aBdI,andI, Where (hall we go? 

77 m . Be 
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I befeech 


—r oTidnde and curteous to this Gentleman, 

. malices ind satnbole in hiseies. 

Hop in hl • . A p rlC ocks, and Dewberries, 

FC rf SG4es,gre e ne Figs,and Mulberries, 

P £bagstteale from the humble Bees, 
^Grnight-Mpcr* cfoptheir waxen thighes, 

\ lip u t fhem at the fierie-Glow-wormes eyes, 
tluc my loue to bcd,and to arile : 
rlucke the wings from painted Buttertiies, 

Atld / theMoone-bcamcs from hisilcepingeics . 

NodtoW” Elues > him c ..rtel«s. 

N if si. Haile mortall,hailc. 

2 ,pM- Haile. 

I cry your worfhips mercy hartily; 

your worflaip* name. 

; Ctb. Cobweb. 

'Rot. I fliall defirc you of more acquaintance, good 
Mafter Cobweb ■. ifl cut my finger, I fhall make bold 

with you. 

Your name honeft Gentleman ? 

Peaf. Petf bloffeme. 

rn Qt ] pray you commend mec to miftrefle * 

vour mother, and to mafter Peafcod your father. Good 
Lfter Veafe-bloflome, I fhal delire of you mote acquain¬ 
tance to. Your name 1 bcfeech you fir i 
Mttf. (Jl'fufiard-feede. 

Peaf- Peate-blojfomc; 

Bet. Good matter Mufiard feede , I know your pati- 
ence well: thac fame cowardly gyant-like Oxe- beefe 
bath deuoured many a gentleman of your home. I pro- 
mife you, your kindred hath made my eyes water ere 
now. I defire you more acquaintance, good Mafter 
Mufiard- feede. 

jita. Come waite vpon him,lc3d him to my bower. 
The Moone me-thinks,lookes with a vytrie eie, 

And when (be weepe$,wcepe euerie little flower, 
Lamenting fome enforced chaftitie. 

Tye vp my’louers tongue.bring him filently, 

Enter King of Fbanes, folus. 


Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak’t; 

Then whatic was that next came in her eye. 

Which fhe muft dote on, in extremitie. 

Enter Pucke- 

Here comes my meffenger •• how now mad lpirit. 

What night-rule now about this gauuted grouc? 

Vuckj My Miftris with a monfter is in loue, 

Neere to her clofe and confecrated bower. 

While (be was in her dull and fleeping hower, 

A crew oFpatches, rude Mechanicals, 

That worke for bread vpon Athenian ftals, 

Were met together to rehcarfe a Play, 

Inrendedfor great Thefius nuptiall day " 

The (balloweft thick-skin of thac barren fort, 

Who Tiramtts prefented,in their fport, 

Forfookehis Scche,at>dentred in abrake, 

When I did him at this aduantagetake; 

An Afles nole I fixed on his head. 

Anon his Tbisbie muft be anfwered. 

And forth my Mimmickcomes t whemthey bim Ipte, 
A* Wilde-geefe,that the creeping Fo-wier eye, 

Or ruffed-patcd chougbes-yfnany in fort 
(Rifing and cawing ax the guns r epo«) • i ■ - 
Seuer themfclues,and madly fweepe^hc stye; 


Exit. 


So at his fight, away his fellowes flyc. 

And ac our ftampe,herc ore and ore one fals; 

He murther cries,and helpe from Athens cals. 

Their fenfe thus weake,loft with their fears thus ftrong, 
Made fenfelefie things begin to do them wrong. 

For briars and thornes ac their apparell fnatch. 

Some fleeues,fomc hats,from ycelders all things catch, 

I led them on in this diftra&ed feare. 

And left fweece Piramus tranftated there: 

When in that momcnt(fo it came topafle) 

Tytania waked, and ftraightway lou’d an Aflc. 

Ob. This fals out better then 1 could deuife: 

But haft thou yet lacht the Athenians eyes, 

With the loue iuyce.as I did bid thee doe ? 

Fob. I tooke him fleeping (that is finifht to) 

And the Athenian woman by his fide. 

That when he \vak’t,of force fhe muft be cyde. 

I 

Entsr Demetriw and Hernia* 

Ob. Stand clofc,this is the fame Athenian. 

Rob. This is the woman 3 but not this the man. 

Dtm ♦ O why rebuke you him chat loucs you fo ? 

Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter foe. 

Her. Now I but cbuie>buc 1 fhould vfc thee worfe. 
For thou (I fcare)-haft giuen me raule toxurfe. 

If thou hafi flame Lyfinder in his flciepc, 

Being ore fhoocs in bloud, plunge in the deepe* and kill 
me too: 

The Sunnc was not fo true vnto the day, 

As he to me. Would he haue ftollcn away. 

From fleeping Hermia ? Ue beleeuc 2 $ foone 
This whole earth may be bord,and that the Moone 
May through the Center crcepc,and fodifplcafe 
Her brothers noonetide^with th’ Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou haft murdred him. 

So fhould amutvherer looke,fodead 5 fo>rgrim; 

Dent. So fhould the murderer looke,and fo fhould I, 
Pierft through the heart with your ftearne cruelty: 

Yet you the murderer looks as bright as cleare. 

As yonder Zdemts in her glimmering fpheare. 

Her. What's this to my Lyfander} where is he } 

, Ah good DemetriwsM ilt thou giue him me ? 
j Dcm. I’de rather giue his carkaflc to my hounds. 
Her.Q uc dog,out cur,thou drill’d me paft the bounxls 
Of maidens patience. Haft thou ilaine him then? 
Henceforth be neuer numbred among men. 

Oh, once teil true,euen fox my fake, 

Durft thou alooktvpon hilm.being awake? 

And haft thou kill’d bim fleeping? Obrauetutch: 
Could not a worme,an Adder do fo much ? 

An Adder did it: for with doubler tongue 
Thenthinefthou ferpenr) neuer Adder flung,. 

Dem . You fpend your paffion on a mifpri’sd mood, 

I am not gmJtie of Lyfanders blood s 
Nor is he dead for ought thac I can tell. 

Her . I pray thee tel! me then that he is well. 

Hem. And ifl could,^what fhould I get therefore ? 
Her . A priuiiedge,neuer to fee me more; 

And from thy hated prefcncc part hfeeme no more 
Whether he be dead or no. Exit* 

Hem* There is no following her in this fierce vame. 
Here therefore for a while I will remaine. 

So forrowes heauineffc doth hcauier grows 
For debt that bankrout flip doth forrow owe* 

Which now in fome flight raeafure it will pay, 
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If for his tender here I make fome flay. Lie downe. 

Ob. What liat^ thou done^Thou haft miftaken quite 
And laid the louc iuycc on fotne true loues fight: 

Of thy mifprifion,muft perforce enfue 
Some true loue curn’d^nd not a falfe turn’d true. 

Rob. Then fate ore-rulcs,:har one man holding troth, 
A million faile, confounding oath on oath. 

Ob. About the wood,goe fwifter then the winde. 
And Helena of Athene lookc thou finde. 

All fancy ficke ftic is, and pale of checrc, 

With fighes oflouc,that cofts the frefh bloud deare. 

By lome illufion lee thou bring her heete , 
lie charme his eyes againft flic doth appeare. 

Robin. 1 go,I gojooke how I goe, 

Swifter then arrow from the 'Tartars bowe. Exit. 
% Ob. Flower of this purple die. 

Hit with Cupids archery, 

Sinke in apple of his eye. 

When his louc he doth efpie. 

Let her ft'.ine as glorioufly 

As the Vtnus of the sky. 

When thou wak’ft iffhebeby. 

Beg of her for icmedy. 

Enter Pucke. 

Puck^ Captaineofour Fairy band, 

Helena is hecrcathand, 

And the youth, miftooke by me, 

Pleading for a Louers fee. 

Shall we their fond Pageant fee ? 

Lord, what fooles theic mortals be! 

Ob. Stand afidei the noyie they make, 

Will caufe'Demetrius to awake. 

Puck,• Then will two at once wooe one. 

That muft needs be fport alone: 

And thofe things doe beft pleafe me» 

That befall prepoftcroufty. 

Enter Lyfander and JJe/ena. 

Lyf Why fhould you think ( I fhould wooe in fc.orn ? 
Scorne and dcrifion neuer comes in tcarcs: 

Looke when I vow I weepe; and vowes lb borne, 

In their natiuity all truth appeares. 

How can thefe things in me,feeme lcorne to you ? 
Bearing the badge of faith to prouc them true. 

Hel. You doe aduance your cunning more & more, 
When truth kils truth, Ollmclifh holy fray J 
Thefe vowes are Hermias. Will you giue her ore ? 
Weigh oath with oath,and you will nothing weigh. 
Yourvowesto her, and me, (put in two leaks,) 

Will euen weigh,and both aslightas tales. 

Lyf I had no iudgement, when to her I fwore. 

Hel. Nor none in my niinde.now you giue her ore. 
Lyf. Demttrim loues her,and he loues notyou.Awa. 
Dent. O /*/«?,goddelTc,nimph,perfetft, diuinc. 

To what my loue,fhall I compare thine eyne) 

Chriftall ismaddy.Ohewripeinfhow, 

Thy lips,thofe killing cherries, tempting grow 1 
That pure congealed white,high Taurus ("now, 

Fan’d with the Eafterne winde,turncs to a crow. 

When thou holdftvpthy hand. O let me kifle 
This Princefle of pure white,this feale of bliffe. 

hell. O fpight / O hell! I fee you arc all bent 
To fet againft me, for your merriment: 

If you were ciuill, and knew curtefie, 

You would not doe me thus much iniury. 


Can you not hate me, as I know you doe, 

But you muft ioyne in foules to mocke me to? 

If you are men, as men you are in (how 
You would not vfe a gentle Lady fo 5 * 

To vow, and fw»are, and fuperpraife my parti 
When I am fure you hate me with your hearts 5 
You both are Riuals,and loue Hermia ; 

And now both Riuals to mocke Helena. 

A trim exploit,a manly enterprize, 

To coniute teares vp in a poore maids eyes 
With your derifion; none of noble fort ? 

Would fo offend a Virgin, and extort 

A poore foules patience, all to make you fport, 

Lyfa. You are vnkind Demetrtut-bc not fo* 

For you loue Hermia ; this you know I know * * 

And here with all good will.with all my heart, 

In Hermias loue I yecld you vp my parti 
And yours of Helena , to me bequeath. 

Whom I do loue.and will do to my death. 

Hel. Neuer did mockers waft more idle bretb. 

Dent. Lyfander , keep thy Hermia, I will none." 

If ere I lou’d her,a!l that loue is gone. 

My heart to her, but as gueft-wife foiourn’d. 

And now to Helen it is home return’d. 

There to rcmainc. 

Lyf. It is not fo. 

De Difparage not the faith thou doft not know 
Left to thy perill thou abide it deare. 

Lookc where thy L oue comet,yonder is thy dearc. 

Enter Hermia. 

Her. Dark night,that from the eye his funftion takes 
The care more quicke of apprehenfion makes, 
Wherein it doth impairc the feeing l'enfc, 

Ir paies the heb\mg double recompcncc. 

Thou art not by rhme eye, Lyfander found, 

Mine care (I thanke it) brought me to that found. 

But why vnkindly didft thou leaue me fo ? ( t0 o 0 ? 

Lyfan. Why fhould hcc flay whom Loue doth preflt 
Her . What loue could preffe Ly fander from my fide? 
Lyf Lyjanders loue (that would not let him bide) 
Faire Helena ; who mote engilds the night, 

1 hen all yon fierie oes, and eies of light. 

Why (cek’ftthoume? Could not this makethecknow, 
1 he hate I bare thee,made me leaue thee fo ? 

Her. Youfpcakenotasyouthinkc; iccannotbe. 
Hel. Loe, flic is one of this confederacy, 

Now I perceiue they haue conioyn’d all three, 

To fafliion this falfe iport in fpight of me. 

Iniurious Hermia. n oft vngratcfull maid , 

Haue you confpir’d, haue you with thefe contriu’d 
To baite me, with this foule derifion ? 

Is all the counfell that we two haue (har’d. 

The fillers vowcs,the houres that we haue fpent, 
When wee haue chid the hafty footed time, 

For parting vs ; O, is all forgot ? 

All fchocledaies friendlhip,child-hood innocence? 

We Hermia, like two Artificiall gods, 

Haue with our needles,created both one flower, 

Both on one fampler,fitting on one cufliion. 

Both warbling of one fong,both in one key; 

As ifourhands,our fides,?oices, and mindes 
Had beene incorporate. So we grew together. 

Like to a double cherry, feeraing parted. 

But yet a vnion in partition, 

Two 
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uneltf berries molded ©none ftem, 

, ^°-rh two feeming bodies, but one heart, 

n but to one and crowned with onecreft. 

,5 will you rent our ancient louc afunder, 
r" ovnc with men in fcorning your poore friend. 
Jl'not friendly,’tis not maidenly, 
nut fexe a* well as I.may chide you font, 

Though Ialone doc feelethe miurie. 

1 n * j am amazed at your paftionate words, 

Tf.orne vounot; It feemes that you fcorne me. 

1 l a t l, Haue you not fee Lyfander, as in fcorne 
To follow me, and praifc my cics ano lace? 

And made your other louc, Demetrius 

/Who euen but now did fpurnc me with his loote) 

l call me goddeffe.nimph.diuine.and rare. 

Precious, c^leftiall? Wherefore fpeakes hethis 
to her he hates ? And wherefore doth Lyfander 
Denieyour loueflo rich within his foule) 

And tender me (forfooth) affedhon, 

But by y° ur fitting on,by yourconfent ? 

What though I be not fo in grace as you, 
aohung vpon with loue,fo foitunace ? 

(Butmifcrable moft,to loue vnlou’d ) 

This you fhould pittie,rather then defpife. 

Her. I vnderftand not what yon meane by this. 

Hil. I,doe,perfeuer,countcrfeit fad looker. 

Make mouthes vpon me when I turne mybackc, 

Winke each at othcr,hold the fweete ieft vp: 

This fport well carried, Hull be chronicled. 

Ifyou haue any pi trie,grace,or manners, 

You would not make me fuch an argument: 

But fare ye well,’tis partly mine owne fault, 

Which death or abience foone fhall remedie. 

Lyf Stay gestle Helena, hearc my excufe, 

My loue,my life,my foule,faire Helena. 

Hel. O excellent! 

Her. SweetCjdo not fcorne her fo. 

Dem. Iffhe cannot cntreate,I can compell. 

Lyf. Thou canft compe!l,no more then fhe entreate. 
Thy threats haue no more ftrcngch then her wcakpraiie. 
Helen, l louc cbce.by my life I dpe; 

I fwe 3 re by that which I wil} lofe for thee, 

To prouc him falfe,that faies I loue thee not. 

Dem. I fay,I loue thee more then he can do. 

Lyf. Ifthou fay fo,with-draw and proueit too. 

Dem. Quick,come. 

Her. Lyfander ,whereto tends all this ? 

Lyf. Away,you Ptbiope, 

Dem. No,no,Sir,feeme to breake loofc; 

Take on as you would follow, 

But yet come not: you are a tame man.go. 

Lyf. Hang off thou cac,thou bur;vile thing let loofe, 
Orl will fhake thee from me like a ferpent. 

Her. Why arc you grownefo rude? 

What change is this fweete Loue ? 

Lyf. Thy loue? out tawny Tartar, out 5 
Out loathed medicine; O hated poifon hence. 

Her. Do you not ieft ? 

Hel. Yes footh,and fodo you. 

Lyf. Demetrtw.l will keepe my word with thee. 1 ’ 
Dem. I would I had your bond t for I perceiue 
A weake bond holds you ;-Ile not truft your word* \ 
Lyf. What,fhould I hurt hcr,ftrike her, kill her dead'/ 
Although I hate her, lie not hartne her (o.- ’ • d 'IV J 

Her. "What,can you do me greater harm? then hate? 


__ 

Hate me,wherefore?Omc.what newes my Louc? 

Am not I Hcrmta ? Arc not you Lyfander? 

I am as faire now,as 1 was ere while. 

Since night you lou’dme;yet fince night you left me. 
Why then you left me (O the gods forbid 
In earneft, (hall I fay ? 

Lyf I,by my life; 

And i;cuer did defire to fee thee more. 

Therefore be out of hope.of queftion,of doubt; 

Be certaine,noth ng truer: ’tis no ieft. 

That I doe hate dice,and louc Helena. 

Her . Ome,you iugler,you canker bloffome, 

You theefe of louc; What,haue you come by night. 
And ftolne my loues heart from him ? 

Hel . Fincyfaith: 

Haue you no modefty,no maiden fliame, 

No touch of bafhfulndfc i What,wiil you tearc 
Impatient anfwers from my gentle tongue ? 

Fie^e^you counteifeitjyou puppet,you. 

Her. Puppet ? why fo ? I^hac way goes the game. 
Now i perceiue that Ihe hath made compare 
Betweene our ftaturcs,fhe hath vrg'd her height. 

And with her periopage.her tall perfonage, 

Her height (forfooth) (be hath preuatJ’d with him. 
And are you gro wnc fo high in his cftceme, 

Becaufe I am to dwarfifti, and fo low ? 

How low am I, thou painted M^y-polc ?Speake, 

How low am I ? I am not yet fo low, 

But that my nailes can reach vmo thine eyes. 

Hel. I pray you chough you mocke mc^gcmlemen, 
Let her not hurt me; I was neuer curft : 

I haue no gift at all in fhrewiftmeffe; 

I amarightmaideformycowardizej 

Let her not ttrike me: you perhaps may thinke, 

Becaufc fhe is fomeching lower then my lelfc. 

That I can match her. 

Her. Lower? harkeagaine. 

hel. Good Hcrmia,do not be fo bitter with me, 

I euermorc did loue you, Hermia, 

Did euer keepe your counfels.neucr wronged you, 

Saue that in loue vnto Demetrius , 

I told him ot your ftealth vnto this wood. 

He followed you,for louc I followed him. 

But he hath chid me hence,and threatned me 
To ftrike me,fpurnc n:c,nay to kill me too 5 
And npw,fo you will let me quiet go. 

To Athens vf\\\ Ibeare n;y folly backe. 

And follow you no further, l ec me go. 

You fee how fimpie^and how fond I am. 

ffer* Why get you gone: who ift that hinders you ? 
HeL A foolifl^ heart,that I leaue hcic behinde. 

Her. What^with Lyfander ? 

Her . 'W\th c DemetrtHs. 

Lyf. Be not afraid,lhe fhall not harme thee Helena . 

® era . No fir,fhe {hall not, though you take her pare. 
Hel . O whenfhc’sangryjfhciskeeneandfhrcwd. 
She was a yixen when fhe went to fehoolc. 

And though fhe be but Httle,fhe is fierce. 

her . Little agairre ? Nothing but low and little ? 
Why will you fuffer her to flout me thus ? 

Let me come to her. « i 

Lyf Get you gone you dwarfc. 

You minimus t of hindring knot-grafle made. 

You bead,you acorne. 

Dem. y You are too officious, 

In her behalfe that fcornes y our feruiccs. 

__ Let 
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Let her alone,fpcakc not of Helena, 

Take not her part. For if chou doft intend 
Neuer fo little (hew of louc to her, 

Thouflialt abide it. 

Lyf. Now fhc holds me not, 

Now follow if thou dar’ft,to try whofe right, 

Of thine or mine is moft in Helena. 

‘Dem, Follow? Nay, liegoe with theecheekc by 
iowle. Exit Lyfancier and Demetrius. 

Her. YouMiftris,all this coyle is longofyou. 

Nay, goe not backc. 

Hel. I will not truft you t, 

Nor longer ttay in your curft companie. 

Your hands then mine,are quicker for a fray. 

My legs are longer though to runneaway. 

Enter Oberon and Pucke. 

Ob. This is thy negligence,ftill thou miftak’ft. 

Or elfe committ ft thy knaueries willingly. 

ftteki Beleeuc me,King offliadowes,! miftooke, 
Did not you tell me,1 fhould know the man. 

By the Athenian garments he hath on ? 

And fo farre blamcicfle proues my enterpiase. 

That I hauc noinced an Athenians eics, 

And fo farre am I glad,it fo did fort. 

As this their iangling I cftceme a fporc. 

Ob. Thou feeft thcfe'Loucrs feeke a place to fight. 
Hie therefore Robin, ouercaft the night. 

The ftarrie Welkin couer thou anon. 

With drooping fogge as blacke as Acheron, 

And lead thefe teftie Riuals fo aflray, 

As one come not within another* way. 

Like to Lyftnder , fometime frame thy tongue. 

Then ftirre Demetrius vp with bitter wrong; 

And fometimeraile thou like Demetrius; 

And from each other looke thou leade them thus. 

Till ore their browes,death-counterfeiting,fleepe 
With leaden legs,and Battie-wmgs doth c rcepe; 

Then crufh this hearbe into Lyfunders eie, 

Whofe liquor hath this vertuous propertie, 

To take from thence all error,with his might. 

And make his eie-bals role with wonted fight. 

When they next wake,all this dcrifion 
Shall feeme a dreame.and fruitlcfle vifion. 

And backc to Athens fhall the Louers wend 
With lcague,whofc date till death fhall netier end. 
Whiles 1 in this affaire do thee imply, 
lie to my Queeoe.and beg her Indian Boy; 

And then Twill her charmed eic releafe v 
Frommonfters view,and all things fhail be peace. 

Ptsek^ My Fairie Lord,this muft be done with hafte. 
For night-fwift Dragons cut the Clouds full faff. 

And yonder fhincs Auroras harbinger 5 
At whofe approach Ghofts wandring here and there, 
Troope home to Church-vards; damned fpirlts all, 
That in croffe-waies and flouds hauc burial! 1 , 

Alreadie to their wormie beds are gone; 

Forfeare lead day fhould looke their fhames vpon. 
They wilfully themfclues dxile from light. 

And muft for aye confort wiHi blackcbrowd night. 

Ob. But we are lpirics of another fort : 

I with the mornings Joue hiue oft made fporr, - 
And like a Forrefter,the grouetmay tread, • ■ o 

Eucn till the Eafternegate all fieriered, ' - V 

Opening onWcpw*c,with'faire.blcftcd beanies, 

Turnes into yellow gold.his fait greene ftreamfcsii 
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But notwithftanding hafte.make no delay: 

We may effetft this bufineffc,yet ere day. 

Puck. Vp and downe* vpand downe, I will . 
them vpand downe: lam fear’d in field and 
Goblin, lead them vp and downe: here comes one 
Enter Lyfander. 

Lyf Where arc thou,proud Demetrius ? 

Spcake thou now. 

Rob. Here villaine,drawne & readie.Where a*. .u 
Lyf. I will be with thee ftraight. ho,lf 

‘Rob. Follow me then to plainer ground. 

Enter Demetrius. 

Dem. Lyftnder ft peake againe; 

Thou runaway,thou coward ,art tho u fled ? 

Speake in fome bufli: Where doft th ou hide thy head? 

Rob. Thou coward,art thou bragging to the ftars 
Telling the bufhes that thou look’ft for wars ’ 

And wilt not come ? Come rccreant,come thou childe 
.1 le whip thee with a rod. He is defil’d 
That drawes a fword on thee. 

Dem. Yea,art thou there ? 

Ro. Follow my voice,wc’l try no manhood here.E*„ 
Lyf. He goes before me,and ftill dares me on, * 
When I come where he cals,then he’s gone. 

The villaine is much lighter heel’d then I: 

I followed faft, butfiaftcr he did Aye; fhifli>igfl i(ts 
That fallen am i in darke vneueu way, 

And here wil reft rne.Come thou gentle day: lyedom. 
For if but once thou (hew me thy gray light, 
lie findc Demetrius,and reuenge this fpighc. 

Enter Robin and Demetrius. 

Rob. Ho,he,ho; co\vard,why com ft thou not? 
Dem. Abide me,if thou dar’ft. For well 1 wot, 
Thou runft before me,(hifting euery place, 

And dar’ft not ftand,nor looke me in the face. 

Where art thou ? 

Rob. Come hither,I am here. 

Dem.Nay then thou mock’ft me; thou (halt buy tiiii 
deerc. 

If euer 1 thy face by day-light fee. 

Now goe thy way ; faintnefl’c conftraineth me. 

To meafure out my length on this cold bed. 

By daies approach looke tef be vifited. 

Enter Helena. 

Hel. O weary night,0 long and tedious night, 
Abate thy hourcs,fhine comforts from the Eaft, 
That I may backe to Athens by-day-light. 

From thefe that my poore companie deleft; 

And fleepe that fometime ftmts vp forrowes eie, 
Steale me a while from mine owne companie- Shift. 

Rob. Yet but three i Come one more, 

T wo of both kindes makes vp foure. 

Here fhc comcs,curft and fad, 

Cupid is a knauifh lad. 

Enter Herm/a. 

Thus to make poore females road. 

Her. Neucr fo wearie,neucr fo in woe. 

Bedabbled with the dew,and torne with briars, 

I can no further crawle,no further goe; 

My legs can keepe no pace with my defircs. 

Here will I reft roe till the breake of day, 

Heauens fhield Ly fender, if they meane a fray 
Rob. On the ground fieepefound,. 
lie apply ; you.r eie getttfo louer,retoedjrl,,;-> 
When thou wak’jft,thou tak’ft : 

True delight in the fight oftby,for;n.« Ladies eye, ^ 
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Andthe Country Prouerbknownc, 

That euery man fhould take his owne, 

^youruakingfoallbefoowne. 

lie fhall Haue M nought.fhall goe ill, 

The man foall haue his Marc againe - 

'* ve ^ They fleepe all the Ad 


and all shall bee 


(*JffusQud)tu$. 


Inter Queene of Fairies,,and Clowne, and Fairies, and the 
Ring behinde them. 

Tita. Come, fit thee downe vpon this flowry bed. 
While I thy amiable cbeekes doe coy. 

And ftickc muske roles in thy fleckc lmoothe head, 

And kiffe thy faire large cares, my gentle ioy. 
due. Where's Peafe bloffome ? 

Peaf. Ready. 

flow. scratch my head,Pcafe-bloJferHe.\Vhct’s Moun¬ 
ter Cobweb. 

Cob. Ready. 

Clowre. Mounfieur Cobweb , good Mounfier get your 
weapons inyour hand, & kill me ared hipt humble-bee, 
on the top of a thiftlc ; and good Mounfieur bring mee 
thehonybag. Doc not fret your felfc too much in the 
aftion, Mounfieur; and good Mounfieur haue a care the 
bony bag breake not,f would be loth to haue yon ouer- 
flowne with a hony-bag figniour- Where’s Mounfieur 
Muftardfeed ? 

Mttf Ready. 

Clo . Giue me your neafe,Mounfieur Muflardfeed, 
Pray you leaue your courtcfie good Mounfieur. 

Mnf. What’s your will? 

Clo. Nothing good Mounfieur, but to help Caualery 
Cobweb tofcratch. I muft to the Barbers Mounfieur, for 
me-thinkcslammarueltous hairy about the face. And I 
am fuch a tender afl’c,if my haire do but tickle me,I muft 
ferateb. 

Ttta. What,wilc thou heare fome muficke,my fweet 
loue. 

Clew. I haue a reafonable good eareinmuficke. Let 
vs haue the tongs and the bones. 

tJMuflcke Tongs,Rurall Muflcky. 

Tita. Or lay fweete Loue, what thou defireft to eat. 
Clowne. Truly a pecke of Prouendcr ; I could munch 
your good dry Oates. Me-thinkes I haue a great defire 
to a bottle of hay : good hay, fweete hay hath no tel* 
low. 

Tita. I haue a venturous Fairy, 
ihat fhali feeke the Squirrels hoard , 

And fetch thee new Nuts. 

Clown. ] had rather haue a handfull or two of dried 
peafe. But I pray you let none of your people ftirre me,I 
haueanexpolition of fleepe come vpon me. 

Tjta. Sleepethou.andl will winde thee in my arms, 
rairies be gone, and be alwaies away. 

So doth the woodbine, the fweet Honifuckle, 

Gently entwift; thefemale Iuy fo 
tarings the barky fingers of the Elme. 


O how I loue thee! how 1 dote on thee ! 

Enter Robingeodfellow and Oberon. 

Ob. Welcome good Robin: 

Sceft thou this fweet fight? 

Her dotage now I doe begin to pitty. 

For meeting her of late behinde the wood. 

Seeking fweet fauors for this hatcfull foole, 

I did vpbraid her, and fall out with her. 

For flic his hairy temples then had rounded, 

Wich coronet offrefh and fragrant flowers. 

And that fame dew which fomtime on the buds 
Was wont to fwcll like round and oricntpearles; 
Stood now within the pretcy flouriets eyes. 

Like teares that did their owne difgrace bewailc. 
When I had at my plcafurc taunted her, 

And fhc in milde termes beg’d my patience, 

1 then did askeofher, her changeling childe, 

Which ftraight (he gaue rne.and her Fairy fenc 
To beare him to my Bower in Fairy Land. 

And now 1 haue the Boy, J will vndoe 
This hateful! imperfe&ion of her eyes. 

And gentle Pucke, take this transformed fcalpe. 

From off the head of this Athenian fwaine; * 

That he awaking when the other doe, 

May all to Athens backe againe repaire. 

And thinke no mere of this nights accidents , 

But as the fierce vexation of a dreame. 

But firft I will relcalc the Fairy Queene. 

Be thou as thou waft wont to be ; 

See as thou waft wont to fee.\ 

\Dians bud, or Cupids flower. 

Hath fuch force and blefjedpower. 

Now my Titania wake you my fweet Queene. 

Tita. My Oberon,vjh 2 z vifions hauc I fecnej 
Me-thought I was enamoured of an Afle. 

Ob. There lies your loue. - 

Tita. How came thefe things topafle? 

Oh, how mine eyes doth loath this vifage now ! 

Ob. Silence a while . Robin take off his head : 

Titanta, mufick call, and ftrike more dead 
Then common fleepe; of all thefe, fine the fenfe. 

Tita. Muficke,he muficke,fuch as charmeth fleepe. 

Mufick ftill. 

Rob. When thou wak’ft, with thine ©wnefooIes?ic$ 

. P ee P e * (me 

Ob. Sound mufick; comemy Queen,take hands with 
And rocke the ground whereon thefe fit epers be. 

Now thou and 1 are new in amity, 

And will to morrow midnight, folemnly 
Dance in Duke Thefeushouie triumphantly. 

And blelie it to all faire pofterffy. 

There fhall the paires of fairhfull Louers be 
Wedded.with Thefeus, all in iollity. 

Rob. Faire King attend, and marke, 

I doe heare the morning Larke. 

Ob. Then my Queene in filcnce fad. 

Trip we after the nights (hade; 

We the Globe can compaffe foone. 

Swifter then the wandring Moone. 

Tita. Come my Lord, and in our flight. 

Tell me how it came this nighty 
That I fleeping heere was found. 
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With thefe mortals on jt^e-grpu^d# )di ouol Exeunt) 

U^mdc Hornes* 

Enter Theftts, EgeusJEfifpolita undyUkif traine. 

Thef Goeoneotyou,^nde v outche Eorreftcr, * 

For now our obferuarion is p^forip’d sr 
Andfincewe hauetheva^yavdofthe^d^y, ' 

My Loue fhall beared thcratyfieke of my'hounds. 
Vncouplc in tl^,\^cikrnevfil;lcy,lcc them goc; ' ~ 

Difpatch 1 fay, and finde theJForreftcr. 

We will faire C^uecne,vp to theMquntaincs top. 

And marke tl)e.muficall eonfnhon ;• 
fOfhoundj and.cqchp in cppii|n6k<^n. 

Hip* I:\vas,with Hercules and Cadmus once. 

When in a wood of^r^rr they bayed the Beatc 
With hound zof Sparta; neuer did 1 heare 
iSuch gallant chiding# Foi? befides the groues, 

:.Thc skies,thefoumain.es,euery region neere, * -■ L 

Seemc all oti>e mutual! cry* I neuer heard 
|So muficalj a difeord, fuch fwqet ih under. 

Thef My hounds are b;rcd out of the Spartan kindc. 
So flow’d, fo fanded, and their heads are hung 
With cares that fwccpe away the morning dew, 

, Crooke knecd,aiui dcvv-lapt,like TheffttUsm Buis, 

| Slow in purluitjbut match’d^* mouth hke beis. 

Each vnder each. A cry tuneable 
Was neuer hallowed to ? npr cheer’d with home, 

In Creete , in Sparta, nor in Theffaly ; 
l Iudge when you hcare. Bnt foft,what nimphs are thefe? 
| Egcus . My Lord,this is my daughter heere afleepe, 

; And this Lyfancier, this Demetrius is, 

I This Helena, olde Nedars Helena , 

II wonder of this being heere together* 

The . No doubt they rofe vp ea r !y,taobferue 

? The right of May ; and hearing olu* intent, 

, Came heere in grace of our folemniry. 

• But fpeakc Egeus, is not this the day 
DddxHermut fhould gme anfwer of her choice? 

Egetts. It is t my Lord, 

Th$f. Goc bid the huntf-mcn wake them with their 
hornjrs* 

Howes and they wake* 

Shout within,they all ft art vp. 

Thef Good.mon*pw friends: Saint Valentine is paft, 
Begin thefe wood birds but to couple now ? 

Lyf Pardon my Lord. 

Thef I pray you all ftnnd vp. 

I know you two are Riuall enemies# 

^low comes this gentle concord in the world , 

That hatred i$jsiofarrefromicaloufie. 

To fleepe by hate, and feare no enmity. 

Lyf My Lord,I fhall reply amazedly, 

Halfe fleepe,hajfe waking.But a$ yet, I fwcare, 

I cannot truly fay how I came heere. 

But as I thinkc (for truly would I fpeake) 

And now I doebethinke me, fo it is; 

I came with Hermia\\\K.\\ex. Our intent 
Was to be gone from Athens ,where we might be 
Without the pcrill of the Athenian Law, 

Ege. Enough, enough, my Lord: you haue enough j 
lbegthcLaw,thc Law,vpon hishead ; * V r 

They woiild haue ftoJne Away, they would Demetrius'/: 
Thereby to haue defeated you and me: j. v 

You of your wife^nd mcofnxy confent; i 
Of my confent,that (be JTaoijl4.be your wife. 

T>em. My Lord,faireT/c/^wtoldme of their ftealth, 
Of this^^j^tpofc hither, to this wood. 



And I in furie hither followekhhcna; I 
Faire Helena, in fancy followed roc. ntr. 

But my good Lord, I wotnotby what power, 

(But by fome power \% isc)my loue , ) f 
To Hermia (meltedas tbefoowr) 1 -usd it?'* r , ^ 
Seems to me now as the remembrance of an idle 0/ j 
Whichjnroy childchood 1 did doat vpon: 0 ^ 

And all the faith, the vertueofmy heart. 

The obieft and the pleafure of mine eye, 

Isonely Helena. To her,my Lord, 

Was I betroth’d, ere I fee Hermia , 

But like a fickeneffe did I loath this food, 

But as in health, come to n>y naturall tafte. 

Now doe I wifh it, loue it,long for it, 

And will for cuermore be true to it. 

Thef Faire Louers,you are fortunately met* 

Of this difeourfe we fnall heare more anon. 

Egens, I will ouer-bcare your will 5 
For in the Templc, by and by with vs, 

Thefe couples fliall eternally be knit. 

And for the morning now is fomething worne, 

Our purpos’d hunting fliall be fet afide. 

Away, with vs to Athens ; three and three, 

Wee’ll hold a fcaft in great folemnitie. 

Come hippolita* Exit Duke andLeris, 

Dem. Thefe things feeme fmall & vndittmguifhabie 
Like farre off mountaines turned into Clouds. 1 

Her . Me-thinks I fee thefe things with parted eve 
When eueiy things feemes double. 

HeL So me-thinkes: 

And i haue found Demetrius , like a ieweli, 

Mine owne, and not mine owne. 

Dent. Itfee . es tomec. 

That yet we fleepe,we;dreame. Donotyou thinkc, 
The Duke was heere,and bid ys follow him ? 

Her. Yea^nnd my Father. 

El el. And Hippoltt'a. 

Lyf And he bid vs follow to the Temple. 

Dene. Why then We are awake; lets fellow him, and 
by the way let vs recount our dreames.' 

Bottome wakes. " Extt Lottm, 

Clo . When my cue come3,call me, and I will aniwer, 
My next is, jrnoft faire firdmus. FLy ho. Peter 
M/fethe-bdlowes-mcnder ? Snout therinker ? Stm- 
ling} Gods my life! Stolnc hence,andleft meafleepe:! 
haue had a moft rare vifion. Ihadadream^paftthra 
of man, to fay, what dreame it was. Man is bucan Afle, 
if he goe about to expound this dreamer Mcj* thought I 
was, there is 110 man can tell what. Me-thought 1 was, 
and me-thought I had. But man is but apatch’d fook, 
if he will offer to fay,whatme-thought 1 had.The eyeof 
man hath not heard the eare of man hath riot feen, mans 
hand is not able to tafte, his tongue to coneeiiie, nor his 
heart to report, what my dreame was. I will get Aw 
Quince to write a ballet of this dreame, it fliall becallcd 
Bottomes Dreame, becaufe it hath no bottome; and I Vi 
fing it in the latter end ofa play, before the Duke. 
aduenture,to make it the more gracious^ 1 fhallfingit 
at her death. ! 1 ^ 

Enter Quince sFlute,This foe t Snout,and Starve!*#?' 

Quin. Haue you Cent to ‘Ecttomes houfc ? Is be come 
home yet? 

Statu. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt heeif 
tranfported. 

Tin f ’ f 
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Enter Snug theloyner. 

r„ m Mafters,the Duke is comming from the Tern- 
I and there is two or three Lords & Ladies more mar- 
Q ifour fport had gone forward,we had all bin made 

111 TW’ Ofwect bully ^Bottome: thus hath he loftfixc- 
ence a day, during htsltfejhe could not haue fcaped iix- 
P ence a day! And the Duke had not giuen him fixpcnce 
a day for playing PiramtuJX c be hang’d. He would haue 
deleruedit. Sixpence a day in Piramus, or nothing. 

Enter Bottome. 

r Bot. Where are thefe Lads ? Where are thefe hearts ? 

Qtiin. Bottome, o moft couragious day! O moft hap- 

^Bot- Mafters,I am to difeourfe wonders 5 but ask me 
not wliat. For if I tell you , 1 am no true Athenian. I 
willkll you cilery thing as it fell out. 

6) u . Let vs hcare,fweet Bottome. 

Bot. Not a word of me:all that I will tell you,is^hat 
the Duke hath dined. Get your apparcll together,good 
ftrinostoyour beards, new ribbands to your pumps, 
mcctc prefently at the Palace, euery man looke ore his 
part: for the fhort and the long is,our play is preferred : 
In any cafe let Thisby haue cleanc linnemand let not him 
that playes the Lion, paire his nailes, for they fliall hang 
out for the Lions clawcs. And moft deare A&ors, cate 
no Onions, norGarlickc ; for wee are to vttcrfweete 
breath,and I doe not doubt but to hcare them fay, it is a 
fweet Comedy. No more words: away, go away. 

Exeunt. 


ABus Quintus. 


Enter Tbefeus, Hippolrt#, Egeus and bis Lords. 

Hip. ’Tis ftrange my Tbefeus,f thefe loners fpeake of. 
The. More ftrange then true. I neuer may beiceuc 
Thefe antickc fables, nor thefe Fairy toyes, 

Louers and mad men haue fuch Teething braines. 

Such fhaping phantafies, that apprehend more 
Then code reafon eufir comprehends. 

The Lunaticke, the Loucr,and the Poet, 

Are of imagination all compadb 

One fees more diuels then vafle hell can hold; 

That is the mad man. The Louer,all as franticke, 

Sees Helens beauty in a brow of Egipt. 

Tne Poets eye in a fine frenzy rolling,doth glance 
rromheauen to earth, from earth to heaueti. 

Ana as imagination bodies forth the forms of things 
Vnknowne; the Poets pen turnes them to ft)apes," 

And giuesto aire nothing,# locall habitation, 
n a name. Such tricks hath ftrong imagination. 


That if it would but apprehend fome ioy, 

It comprehends fome bringer of that ioy. 

Or in the night, imagining fome fearc. 

How eafie is a bufh fuppos’d a Beare ? 

Hip. But all the ftorie of the night told ouer 
And all their minds transfigur’d fo together, > 

More witnefteth than fancies images. 

And growes to fomething of great conftancie; 

But howfoeuer, ftrange,and admirablei 

Enter louers ,Lyfonder, Demetrius, Hermia, 
and Helena, 

The. Heere come the loucrs.full of ioy and mirth: 
Ioy, gentle friends, ioy and frefh dayes 
Ofloue accompany your hearts. 

Lyf More then to vs, wake in your royall walkes 
your boord, your bed. 

The. Come now, what maskes, what dances fhall 

we haue. 

To weare away this long age of three houres. 

Between our after fupper, and bed-time ? 

Where is our vfuall manager of mirth ? 

What Retiels are in hand ? Is there no play. 

To eafe the anguifh of a torturing houre ? 

Call Egeus. 

Ege. Heere mighty Thefetu. 

The. Say, what abridgement haueyou for this eue- 
ntng? 

What maske? What muficke ? How fhall we beguile 
The lazic time, if not with fome delight ? 

Ege. There is a breefe how many fports are rife: 
Make choife of which your Highncfie will fee firft. 

Lif. The bat cell with the Centaurs to be fung 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harpe. 

The. WccT none ofthat. That hauei told my Loue 
In glory ot my kinfman Hercules. 

Lif. The riot of the tipfie Bachanal?, 

Tcaring the Thracian finger,ip their rage ? 

The. That is an old deuice, and it was plaid 
When I from Thebes came laft a Conqueror. 

Lif The thrice three Mures,mourning for the death 

oflcarning, late deccaft in beggerie. 

The. That is fome Satire kecnc and crkicall, 
Notforting with a nuptial! ceremonie. 

Lif. A tedious breefe Scene of yong Piramus, 

And his loueT^«^; very tragicall mirth. 

The. Merry and tragical ? Tedious,and briefe? That 
is,hot ice, and wondrous ftrange fnow. How fhall wee 
finde the concord of this di^ord ? 

Ege. A play there is, my Lord, fome ten words Iona, 
Which is as breefe, as I haue knowne a play; 

But by ten words, my Lord, it is too long; 

Which makes ic tedious. For in all the ptay. 

There is noc one word apt, one Player fitted. 

And tragicall my noble Lord it is : for Ptramtes 
Therein doth kiil himfelfe. Which when I law 
Rehearft, 1 muft confefle, made mine eyes water : 

But more merrie tearcs, the paffion of loud laughter 
Neuer fhed. 

Thef. What arc they that do play it? 

Ege. Hard handed men, that worke in Athens heere. 
Which neuer labour’d in their mindcs till now; 

And now hauetoyled their vnbre3thed memories 
With this fame play, againft your nuptiall. 

The. And we will heare it. 

__Oi Phu, 
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A Midfommer nights Dr erne . 


Thi* No,my noble Lord,it is not for you. I hauc heard 
It ouer,and it is nothing, nothing in the world; 

Vnleffe you can finde fport in their intents, 

Extreamely ftretcht,and cond with cruell paine, 

To doe you fcruice. 

Thef I will hearc that play. For ncuer any thing 
Can be amifie, when fimplcnefle and duty tender it. 

Goe bring them in,and take your places, Ladies. 

Hip. I loue not to fee wretchedncffe orecharged; 
And duty in his leruice pcrifhing. 

Thef Why gentle fweet.you (hall fee no fuch thing. 
Hip . He faieSjthcy can doe nothing in this kinde. 
Thcfjhc kinder we,to giuethem thanks for nothing 
Our fport (hall bc,to take what they miftake; 

And what poore duty cannot doe, noble refpeft 
Takes it in might, not merit. 

Where I haue come,great Clearkcs hauc purpofed 
To greete me with premeditated welcomes; 

Where 1 hauc feene them fhiuer and lookc pale , 

Make periods in the midft of fentcnce*s. 

Throttle their praftiz’d accent in their feares. 

And in conclufion,dumbly haue broke off. 

Not paying me a welcome. Truff me fweetc. 

Out of this filenceyet, Ipickt a welcome : 

And in the modefty of fcarcfull duty y 
I read as much,as from the ratling tongue 
Offaucyand audacious eloquence. 

Loue therefore, and tongue-tide fimplicity. 

In leaft/peake moft, to my capacity. 

Sgews. So pleale your Grace,the Prologue is a ddreft. 
Duke. Let him approach. Flor.Trum* 


Enter the Prologue. 


Quince* 



Pro. If we offend,it is with our good will. 

That yon fhould thinke,we come not to offend. 

But with good will. To fhew our fimple skill ? 

That is the true beginning of our end. 

Confidcr then, wc come but in defpight. 

We do not come, as minding to content you. 

Our true intent is. All for your delight. 

We are not heerc. That you fhould here repent you. 
The A 6 tors are at hand ; and by their fhow, 

You (hall know all, that you are like to know. 

Thef This fellow doth not ftand vpon points. 

Lyf. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt: he 
knowes not the ftop. A good morall my Lord. It is not 
enough to fpeake, but to (peake true. 

Htp. Indeed hee hath plaid on his Prologue, like a 
childc on a Recorders found,but not in gouernment. 

Thef His Ipeech was ^ke a tangled chaine: nothing 
impaired,but all difordered. Who is next ? 

Tawyer with a Trumpet before them. 

Enter py ramus and This by , W 1 l\ y Moonefhine^snd hyon* 
Prol . Gentles,perchance you wonder at this fhow. 
But wonder on,till truth make all things plainc. 

This man is Piramus, if you would know 5 
This beauteous Lady, 7 hub) is ccrtaine. 

This man, with lyme and rough-caft,doth prefent 
Wall, that vile wall, which did thefe louers funder: 
And through walls ehink(poor foules) they arc content 
To whifper. At the which, let no man wonder. 

This man,with Lanthornejdog^nd bu(hofthornc, 
Prcfcnteth moone-fhine. For if you will know, 

By moone-fhine did thefe Louers thinke no fcornc 
To meet at Nintu toombe,there, there to wooe: 


This grizy beaft (which Lyon hight by name) 

The trufty Thuby y commingfirft by night. 

Did fearre away, or rather did affright: 

And as (he fled, her mantle fhe did fall 5 
Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did ftaine. 
Anon comes Piramus, fweet youth and tall, 

And findcs his Thisbies Mantle flaine; 

Whereat,with blade,with bloody blamcfull blade, 

He brauely broacht his boiling bloudy breaft t 
And Thisby, tarrying in Mulberry (hade. 

His dagger drew,and died. For all thereft. 

Let Lyon y Moone*[bine JFaR^n d Louers twaine, 

At large difcourfe,while here they doe remaine. 

Exit all but U^all. 

7 hef I wonder if the Lion be to fpeake. 

Heme. No wonder, my Lord: one Lion may, wher 
many Affes doe. 

Exit LyonfThisbie^and Moonejhine. 
Wall* In this fame Interlude, it doth befall. 

That I,one Snewt (by name) prefent a wall: 

And fuch a wall,as I would haue you thinke. 

That had in it a crannied hole or chinkc: ’ 

Through which the Louers, Piramus and Thisbie 
Did whifper often, very lecretly. 

This loamc,this rough-caft ,and this flone doth (hew, 
That I am that fame Wall ; the truth is fo. 

And this the cranny is,right and finifter, 

Through which the fearefrull Louers are to whifper, 
Thef Would you defire Lime and Hairc to fpeake 
better? 

Dome* It is the vvittieft partition, that eucr I heard 
difcourfc,my Lord. 

Thef Vyramus drawes neere the Wall/ilence. 
Enter Fyramus. 

Pir. O grim lookt night,o night with hue foblacke, 
O night,which euer art,when day is not: 

O night, 6 night, alacke, alacke, alat ke, 

1 feare my Thisbies promife is forgot. 

And thou 6 vvalljthou fweet and louely wall, 

That (lands betweene her fathers ground and mine, 
Thou wall, o wall, 6 fweet and louely Yvall, 

Shew me thy chinke, to blinke through with minceine, 
Thankes courteous wall. Ioue fhicld thee well for this, 
But what fee 1? No Thtsbte doe I fee. 

O wicked wall, through whom I fee no bliffc, 

Curft be thy ftones for thus deceiuing mee. 

Thef The wall mc-chinkes being fenfible, fhould 
curfeagaine. 

Pir* No in truth fir,he fhould not. Deceiuwgme t 
Is Thisbies cue \ fhe is to enter, and I am to fpy 
Her through the wall. You (hall fee it will fall. 

Enter Thisbie* 

Pat as I told you; yonder fhe comes. 

Thif O vvall,full often haft thou heard my naones, 
For parting my faire Piramus , and me. 

My cherry lips haue often kill thy ftones; 

Thy ftones with Lime and Hairc knit vp in thcc. 

Pyra. Ifeeavoyce ;now will I to the chinke* 

To fpy and I can hearc my Thisbies face. Thisbie ? 
Thif. My Louc thou art,my Loue I thinke. 

Pir . Thinke what thou v viJt,I am thy Louers grace, 
And like Limanier am I trufty ft ill. 

Thif And like Helen till the Faces me kill. 

Pir . Not S ha fains to Proems; w as to true. 

Thif h%$hafnlns to Proemsflioyvu. 
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^To kifle me through the hole of this vile wall. 
Thif. I kifle the wals hole,not your lips at all. 

P(T. * Wilt thou at Ntunies tombemeetc meftraight 

VV rLf. Tide life, tide dearh,I come without delay. 

m’i. Thus haue I mUfO} part difehargedfo; 

And being done, thus iM away doth go. Ex;t Clow. 
Du. Now is the morall downe betwcc»e the two 

N< ^w°No rcmedic my Lord, when Wals are fo wil- 
full, CO hca?;e without warning. 

Dut. This^thefillicft liuffe that ere I heard. 

Du. The bert in this kind are but fhadowes, and the 
worft are no worle>if imagination amend them. 

Put* It muft be j^ur imagination then,& not theirs. 
Duk: Jf wee imagine no worfc of them then they of 
themfelues, they may pVffc for excellent men.Here com 
two noble beafts,in a man and a Lion. 

Enter Lyon and Afoone-Jhinc^ 

Lyon . You Ladies, you (whofc gentle harts do frare 
The faialleftmonftrous moufe that creepcs on floorc) 
May now perchance, both quak£ and tremble heere, 
When Lion rough in wiJdcft r/«gc doth roarc. 

Then know that I, one Sftug the Ioyncr am 
A Lion fell, nor elfc no Lions dam : 

For if I fhould as Lion come in ftrife 
Into this place, 'twerepittie of my lifcc 
Du. ^ verie gentle beaft, and of a good conscience. 
Dem. The verie beft at a beaft, my Lord, j ere I faw. 
Lif This Lion is a verie Fox for his valor. 

Du. True,and a Goofc for his diferetion. 

Dem. Not fo my Lord : for his valor cannot carric 
his diferetion, and the Fox carries the Goofc. 

Du. His diferetion I am fure cannot carriehis valor: 

: or the Goofc carries not the Fox. It is well; leauc it to 
Vis diferetion,and Jet vs hea/ken to the Moone. 

Moon. This Lanthorne doth the horned Moone pre¬ 
fent. , 

De. He fhould haue worne the homes on his head. 

Du. Heeisnocrefcent, and his homes arc inuifible, 
within the circumference. 

Moon . This lanthpinc doth the horned Moone pre¬ 
fent : My fclfe, the man i'th Moone doth feeme to be. 

Du. This is the grc 3 tcft error of all ,the reft; the man 
fliould be put into the Lanthor.ic.How is it els the n) 3 n 
fth Moone? • 

Dem. He dares not come rhere for the candle. 

For you fee, it is already in fnuffe. 

But. Tam vvearie ofthis Moone • vVould be woiild 
change. 

Du. It appeares by his fmal light of diferetion, that 
he is in the wane: but yet in courtefie, in allrcafon, vve 
muftftay the time. 

Lyf Proceed Moew.' 

Moon. All that I haue to fay, is to tell you, that the 
Lanthorne is the Moone; I, the man in the Moon^ ttts 
thorne bufh,my chorne bufti; and this dog,my dbg. 

cm* Why all thefe (bould be in the Lanthorne:for 
they^irc m^be Moont%But filence;beere comes 

TLr • E*terThUby. 

y*' ^ 1S is old Ninnies combe; where is my loue ? 
Lyon. Oh. J 






Du. Well run This by. 

Dut. Well (hone Moone. 

Truly the Moone dimes with a good grace. 

Du. Wclroouz d Lion. 

Dem . And then came Piramus. 

Lyf And fo the Lion vanidic. 

Enter Piramus. 

Pyr. Sweet Moonc,l thank t hce for thy funny beames 
I thankc thcc Moone, for fhining now fo bright* * 
For by thy gracious, 5 olden, glittering beames’ 

I truft to tafte of trueli Tbubies fight. 

But ftay: O fpight! but marke,poore Knight, 

What dreadful dole is hccre ? 

Eyes do you lee! How can it be ; 

O dainty Duckc: O Deere J 

Thy mantle good; what ftaind with blood * 

Approch you Furies fell : 

O Fates'come, come : Cut thred and thrum, 

Quaile, crulh, conclude, and quell. 

^ Du. This paffion,and the death of a deare friend, 

Would go neere to make a man looke fad, 

Dut. Befhrew my heart.but I pittie the man. 

Pir. O wherefore Nature, did'fl thou Lions frame ? 
Since Lion viidc hath hccre deflour'd my dccre 
Which is: no, no, which was the faireft Dame 

Thadiu’d, that lou’d, that lik’d.thatlookd withchecre 

Come tcares, conround: Out fword,and wound 
The pap of Piramus : 

I, that left pap, where heart doth hop j 
Thus dye I, thus, thus.thus. 

Now ami dead, no w am I fled, my fonie is in the sky. 
Tongue 1 of: thy light, Moone take thy flight. 

Now dye,dye,dye,dye,dye. & 

®f** r N ° buc an for him; for he is but one. 

thimV Lcflcchcnan ace man . For he is dead, he is no- 

Du. \\ ith the helpe ot a Surgeon,he might yet reco' 
uer,and proue an Afle. 6 7 

Dm. How chance Mnone.lhine is gone befbre? 
Tbuhy comes backe, and findes her Louer. 






Enter Tbt.ky, 

Duke. She wil finde him by flarrc-light. 

Heere fhe comes, and her paffion ends the play. 

Dut. Me thjnkesfhee fliould Dot vfe 2 long one for 

iuch a Piramus : I hope fhe will be breefe. 

■«ihSlk?i^ M ° t i W il CUrnC Che balUlcc > ^ h » ch ^ramus 

which Thubj is the better. (eyes 

Ltf. She hath fpyed hitn already,with thofe fwcete 
Dem. And thus fhe mcanes > z//iie//f/y # 

Ibts. AfleepemyLoue? What,dead my Done > 
OPtramusix'xfzi 

Speake.Spcake. Quite dumbc?Dead,dead? A tombe 

Muff couer thy fweet eyes. 

ThefeLilly Lips, this cherry nofe, 

Thefryellow Cowflip cheekes 
Are gone, are gone: Louers make mone; 

His eyes were greene as Leekes. 

O fillers three, come, come to tncCf 
With hands as pale as Milfce, 

Lay them in gore, fince you haue fliore 
With flieeres, his thred offilke. 

Tongue not a word: Come trufly fword ; 

Come blade, my breft imbrue: 

- ■ — i £ 2 _ And 
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And farwell friends,thus ThUbie chds 5 
Adieu, adieu, adieu. 

Buk. Moon-fhine & Lion ate left to burie the dead.* 

Berne. 1, and Wajl too. 

Bot . No, I aflurc you, the wall is downc, that parted 
their Fathers. Will icplcafe you to lee the Epilogue, or 
to heare a Bergomask dance,bccvNeenc two of our com¬ 
pany? 

Bukj No Epilogue, I pray you; for your play needs 
no cxcufe. Neuerexcufe ; for when the plaiersare all 
dead,there need none to be blamed. Marry, .ifhec that 
writ it had plaid Tiramus. and hung himfelfc in Thisbies 
gartcr,it would hauebeene a fine Tragedy: andfoit is 
truely, and very notably difeharg’d. But come 0 your 
Burgomaske; let your Ep loguc alone. 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelue. 

Loners to bed, Vis almoft Fairy time. 

I feare we fhall out-flcepe the comming morne, 

As much as we this night haue ouer-watcht. 

This palpable grofle phy hath well beguil’d 
The heauy gate of night. Sweec friends to bed. 

A fortnight hold wc this folemnity. 

In nightly Reucls; and new iollitie. Exeunt, 

Enter Pucke. 

Pud ^ Now the hungry Lyons rores, 

Andthe Wolfe beholds the Moone: 

Whileft the heauy ploughman Chores, 

All with weary taskc fore-done. 

Now the waftedbrands doe glow, 

Whil’ft the fcritch-owle,fcritching loud. 

Puts the wretch that lies in woe. 

In remembrance of a fhrowd. 

Now it is the time of nighty 
That the graues, all gaping wide, 

Eucry one lets forth his fpright, 

In the Church-way paths to glide- ; 

And wc Fairies,that do mnne. 

By the triple Becates teame, 

From the prefence of the Sunne, 

Following darkeueffe like a dreame, 

Now are frollicke; not a Moufe 
Shall difturbe this hallowed houfc 
I am fent with broome before, 

To fwcep the duft behinde the doorc. 

Enter King And ffiucene of Fairies .with their frame. 

Ob. Through the houfegiue glimmering light, 


By the dead and At bwfie fier, 

Eueric Elfe and fairic fpright. 

Hop as light as bird from brit;. 

And this Ditty after me, fing and dance it tripping 
lit a. Firft rehearfc this fong by roatc, 6 * 
To each word a warbling note. * 

Hand in hand, with Fairie grace, 

Will we fing and blefie thfe place* 

The Song. 

1Vow vntiU the breake of day , 

Through this houj'e each Fairy firaj . 

To the befi Bride-bed wiHwe, 
vyhich by vs fhall ble/fed be : 

Andthe tjfine there create, 
huerfbatl be fortunate: 

So /hall all the couples three , 

Euer true in lotting be : 

And the blots of Natures hand % 

Shall not in their ijfueJiand. 

Neuer mole.harelip.nor fcarre , 

Nor markeprodigious y fitch as are 
Befpifed in Natmitie. 

Shall vpon their children be. 

With this field dew confecrate , 

Euery Fairy take his gate. 

And each fetter all chamber blejfe , 

Through this PaBace with fweetpeace, 

Luerfh allin fafetyrefl , 

Andthe owner of ttbleft. 

Trip away, make noflay ; 

Meet me aH by breake of day. 

Robin. If we fhadowes haue offended, 

Thinke but this (and all is mended) 

That you haue but flumbred hcere. 

While thefe vifions did appearc. 

And this weake and idle theame. 

No moreyeelding but a dreame, 

Centlcs, doe not reprehend. 

If you pardon, we Will mend. 

And as I am an honed Pack; . 

If we haue vnearned lucke. 

Now to fcape the Serpents tongue, 

We will make amends ere long 1 
Elfe the Pucke a lyar call. 

So good night vnto you all. 

Giue me your hands, if we be friends. 

And Robin fhall reftore amends. 
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The Merchant of Venice. 


<zJUus primus. 


Enter A nth on io. S alar ino r an dSalamo „ 


Ant homo. 

N footh I know not why I am fo fad, 

It wearies me: you fay it wearies you ; 
rfuthow I caught it,found it,or came by it, 
What ftuftVtis made of, whereof it is borne, 
Iamtolearnc: andfucha Want-wit fadneile makes of 
mce, 

Jhat I haue much ado to know my felfe. 

Sal . Your tninde is tofsing on the Ocean, 

There where your Argofies with portly lailc 
LikeSigniors and rich Burgers on the flood. 

Or as it were the Pageants ofthe fea, 

Dooucr-pccrethe pettieTraffiquers 
Thaccurtfie to them, do them rcuerencc 
As they flyc by them with their wouen wings. 

I Salar. Bcleeue me fir, had I fuch venture forth, 
Thebettcrpartofmy affedlions, would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I fliould be ft ill 
[ Plucking the graflfe to know where fits the winde, 
Peering in Maps for ports, and peers, and rooes : 

And eu<?ry obiect that might make me feare 
Misforcunc to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me fad. 

Sal. My winde cooling my broth/ 

Would blow me to an Ague, when I thought 
What harme a winde too great might doe at fea. 

I (hould not fee the fandie houre-giafle runne. 

But I {hould thinke of (hallows,and of flats, 

And fee my wealthy Andrew docks in fand, 

Vailing her high top lower then her ribs 
Tokiffehcrburiall; ihouldlgoe to Church 
And fee the holy edifice of ftone, 

And not bethinkeme ftraight of dangerous rocks, 
Which touching hut my gentle Veflels fide 
Would fcatter all her fpices on the ftreame , t o 
Enrobc the roring waters with my filkes, 

And in a wordj.buccuen now worth this, o". 

And no\V worth nothing. Shall I haue the thought 
To thinke on this, and fliall I iacke the thought 
That fuch a thing bechaunc’d would make me fad f 
But tell not me, lknovj Anthonie 

Is fad tothink^ vpon his merchandize. r 
Anth. Belecuc meno,I thankc my fortune for it> > ‘ 
My ventures are act in one botcome trufted; Istrija 
Nor to one place; nor is my wholoeftate^L : 1 ! •' 


Vpon the fortune of this prefent yccrc: 

Therefore my nierchandjze makes me not fad. 

Sola . Why then you arein loue. 

Anth. Fie, fie. 

Sola. Not in loue neither : then let vs fjy you are fad 
Becaufcyou are not merry; and Twere as esfie 
For you to laugh and leape,and fay you are merry 
Becaufe you are not fad. Now by cvs'o-headed Iantts , 
Natwre hath fram'd flrange fellowes in her time : 

Some that will euermore peepe through their eves, 

And laugh like Parrats at a bag-piper. 

And other of fuch vineger afpe<ft, 

That they J il not fhew their teerh in way offmile, i 
Though Nejlor fwearc the icfl be laughable. 

Enter Baffanio , Lorenfo.znd Gratiano. 

Sola. Hecrc comes Baffanio. 

Your molt noble Kinfman, 

Gratiaxo y znd Lorenfo. Faryewell, 

We Icaue you now with better company. 

Sala. I would haue flaid tili I had madeyou merry. 
If worthier friends had not printed me. 

9tAnt. Your worth is very deerc in my regard. 

I take it your owne bufines calls on you, 

I And you embrace th'occafion to depart. 

Sal. Good morrow my good Lords. (when? 

( Blaff. Good figniorsboth, when fhall wc laugh?fay^ 
| You grow exceeding flrange : muft it be fo ? 

Sal. Wee’ll make our leyfures to attend on yours. 

Exeunt SalartnOy and Solanto. 

Lor . My Lord BaJfanioAmce you haue found Anthonie 
We two will Icaue vou,but at dinnertime 
I pray vou haue in mindc where vie mujft meete. 

Br.jf. I will not fade you. 

Cjrat. Youlookenot wcl! fignior Axibenio , 

You haue too much refpeff vpon the world : 

They loofe it that doe buy it with much cate, 

Belecue me you are maruelloufly chang’d. 

Ant. I hold the world but as the World Gratiano , 

A ftage,whcre cuery man muft play a part, 

And mine a lad one. 

Gratu Let me play thefoole, 

With mirth and laughter lee old wrinckles come, 

And let my Liucr rarher heatc with wine, 

Then my heart code with mortifying gronei. 

Why fliould aman whofebloud is warme within, 

Sit like his Grandfire, cut in Alablaftcr ? 

deepe when he wakes ? and creep into the laundifcs 

By 
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16 2 The aPAerchant of Venice, 

By being peeuifh ? I cell thee what Anthonie. 

I loue thee, and it is my loue that fpeakes: 

There are a fort of men, wh^fe vifages 
Do creamc and mantle like a (landing pond. 

And do a wilfull ftilneflc entercainc. 


With purpofe to be drell in an opinion 
Of wifedome, grauity, profound conceit, 

As who fhould fay, I am fir an Oracle, 

And when 1 ope my lips, let no dogge barke. 

O my Anthonio, I do know of thefc 
That therefore onely arc reputed wife, 

For faying nothing; when I am verie fure 
If they fhould fpeake, would almofl dam thofc cares 
Which hearing them would call their brothers foolcs: 
He tell thee more of this another time. 

But filh not with this melancholly baite 
For this foole Gudgin, this opinion: 

Come good Lorenzo , faryewell a while, 
lie end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor. Well, we will leaueyou then till dinnertime. 

I muft be one of thefe fame dumbe wife men. 

For Gratiano ncucr let’s me fpeake. 

Gra. Well, keepenie company but two ycares mo. 
Thou (halt not know the found of thine owne tongue. 
eAnt. Far you well, lie grow a talker for this geare. 
< 7 >- 4 .Thankes ifaith,for filcnce is onely commendable 
In a neats tongue dri’d, and a maid not vendible. Exit. 
Ant. It is chat any thing now. 

Baf. GrAtia.no fpeakes an infinite deale of nothing, 
more then any man in all Venice, his reafons are two 
graines of wheate hid in two bufhels ofchaffe;you fhall 
feeke all day ere you finde them, & when you hauc them 
they are not worth the fearch. 

jin. Well: tel me now, what Lady is the fame 
To whom you fwore a fecret Pilgrimage 
That you to day promis’d to tel me of ? 

Baf, Tis nouvnknowne to yon Anthonio 
How much I haue difabied mine eftate, 

By fomething (hewing a more fwelling port 
Then mv faint meanes would grant continuance : 

Nor do I now make mone to be abridg’d* 

From fuch a noble rate, but my checfc care 
Is to come fairely off from the great debts 
Wherein my time fomething too prodigal! 

Hath left me gag’d : to you Anthonio 
I owe the moft in money,and in loue. 

And from your loue I haue a warrantie 
To vnburthen all my plots and purpefes. 

How to get cleere of all the debts I owe. 

An. I pray you good Bajfanio let me know it, 

And if it ftand as you your felfe ftill do. 

Within the eye of honour, be aflur’d 
My purfc, my perfon, my extreameft meanes 
Lye all vnlock’d to your occafions. 

Baf. in my fchoole dayes, when I had loft one (haft 
I fhot his fellow of the fclfefame flight 
The felfcfame way, with more adujfed watch 
To finde the other forth, and by aduenturing both, 

I oft found both. I yrge this child-hoode proofc, 

Becaufe what followes is pure innocence. 

I owe you much, and like a wilfull youth. 

That which I oweisloft : butifyoupleafe 
To fhoote another arrow rhac felfe way 
Which you did (hoot the firft, I do not doubt. 

As I will watch theayme: Or to finde both, 

Or bring y<?ur latter hazard backe againe. 


And thankfully reft debter for the firft. ' - 

*An. You know me wcll,and herein fpend but t 
To winde about my loue with circumftance ini< 
And out of doubt you doe more wrong 
In making queftion of my vttermoft 
Then if you had made waftc of all I haue 2 
Then doe but fay to me what I fhould doc 
That in your knowledge may by me be done 
And I am preft vnto it: therefore fpeake. 

Bajf. In Belmont is a Lady richly left, 

And (he is faire, and fairer then that word. 

Of wondrous vertues, fomecimcs from her cyci 
1 did receiue faire fpecchlclTe meflages: 

Her flame is Portia, nothing vndcrvallewd 
To (fato'% daughter, Brntue Portia , 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth, 

For the four e windcs blow in from cuery coaft 
Renowned futors, and her funny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 

Which makes her feat of Belmont [botches ftrond 
And many Iaforn come in queft of her. 

O my Anthonio, had I but the meanes 
Toholdariuall place witkoneof them, 

1 haue a minde prefages me fuch thrift. 

That I fhould queftionlcfle be fortunate* 

Anth. Thou knowft that all my fortunes are at fca 
Neither haue 1 money, nor commodity 
T o raife aprefent fumme,therefore goc forth 
Try what my credit can in Venice doe, 

That (hall be rackt euen to the vttermoft. 

To furnifh thcc to Belmont to faire Portia . 

Goe prefently enquire, *nd fo will I 

Where money is, and 1 no queftion make 

To haue it of my truft,or for my fake. £ X mt, 

Enter Portia with her waiting woman Nerijfa. 

Portia. By my troth Nerrtffa, my little body is a m- 
ric ofthis great world. 

Pier. Yon would be fvveet Madam, if your miieries 
were in the fame abundance as your good fortunes arc; 
and yet for ought I fee, .they arc as ficke that furfet (with 
too much, as they that (iarue with nothing; it is nofmai 
happineffe therefore to bee feated in the mcane, fuper- 
fluitie comes fooner by white haircs, but compccencic 
hues longer. 

Portia. Good fentences,and well pronounc’d. 

IVer. They would be better if well followed. 

Portia. Iftodoe were as eafic as to know what were 
good todoc,Chappels had bcenc Churches, andpoore 
mens cottages Princes Pallaces: it is a good Diuinc that 
followes his owne inftrudlions; I can cafier teach twen- 
tie what weregood to be done,then be one of thetwed- 
tie to follow mine owne teaching : the brainc mavde* 
uife lawes for the blood, but a hot temper leapesore a 
colde decree, fuch a hare is madnefle the youth, to skip 
ore the mefhes of good counlaile the cripple ; but this 
reafon is not in faftiion to choofe me a husband: 0 mcc, 
the word choofe, I may neither choofe whom I would, 
nor refufe whom I diflikc,fo is the wil of a liuing daugh¬ 
ter curb’d by the will of a dead father: it is not hard Net- 
rtjfa , that I cannot choofe onc,nor refufe none. 

Ner. Yourr father was eucr vertuout, and holy 
at their death hauc good infpiratious, therefore the lot- 
terie that hce hath deuifed in thefc three chcfts of gold, 
filuer, andlcadc, whereof who choofes his meaning, 

choofes 
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The ^PAerchant of Venice. 
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be chofen by any righr- 
XfoL who you (hall rightly louetbot what warmth 
JgSS your Beaton toward, any of thefe Princely 

U T 0 rX ^“rfy th“o y ue C r°n ra ame them and as thou named 
themjwUl defertbe thcm,and according to my defer,p. 

, • b 

p"' I that’s a colt indeede, for he doth nothing but 
/ ‘ f L h 0 rf e and bee makes it a great appropna- 
" nwhis owne good parts that he can flioo him him- 

gg! I am much alraiti my LadiC ‘ hi$ n, ° thCr Phld ^ ^ 

W 5 j£ Sl Than is there the Countie Palentine. 

L r> He doth nothing but frowne (as who fhould 
r and you will not haue me.choolc: he heares merrie 
tales and Indies not, I feare bee will proue the w eeping 
Phvlofopher when he growes old, being to full ot vn- 
mannerly fadneffe in his you th.)I had rather to be marri¬ 
ed to a deaths head with a bone in his mouth, then to ci¬ 
ther of thele : God defend me from thefc two. 




p r0t God made him, and therefore let him pafle for a 
man, in truth I know it is a finne to be a mocker,but he, 
why he hath a horfe better then the Neopolitans, a bet¬ 
ter bad habite of frowning then the Count Palcntine^c 
is euery man in no man, if a Traffell fing ; he fals ftraight 
acapring,hc will fence with his own fhadow.If I fiiould 
marry him, I fhould marry twentie husbands: ifhee 
would defpife me,I would forgiue him/or if he loue me 
to madnefle ,1 fhould neuer requite him. 

Ntr. What fay you then to Fauconhridge, theyong 
Baron of England} 

Tor. You know I fay nothing to him, for hce vnder- 
ftandsnotme,nor I him : he hath neither Latwe, Trench , 
nor Italian, and you will cofne into the Court & iweare- 
that 1 haue a poore pennie-worth in the £nglt(h ; hee is a 
proper mans piflure, but alas who can conuerfc with a 
dumbe (how*? how odly be is Tinted ,1 thinkc he bought 
his doublet in Italic ,his round hofc in France ,his bonnet 
in Germanic ,and his behauiour euery where. 

Ner. What thinkc you of the other Lord his neigh¬ 
bour? 

Tor . That hehath a neighbourly charitie in him, for 
he borrowed a boxc of the care of the Englifhman, and 
fwore he would pay him againe when hccwasablc: 1 
thinkc the Frenchman became his furctie,and feald vnder 
for another. 

Ner. How like you theyong Germaine, the Duke of 
Saxonies Nephew? 

Tor . Very vildely in the morning when hee is fober, 
and moft vildely in the afternoone when hce is drunkc: 
when he isbeft,hc is a little worfe then a man, and when 
he is worftjic is little better then a bcaft *. and the wo^ft 
fall that cuer fell,! hope I fhall make fhift to goe with¬ 
out him. 

Ner.If he fhould offer to choofe,and choofe the right 
Casket,you fhould refufe to performe your Fathers will, 
ifyou fhould refufe to accept him* 

Tor. Therefore for feare of the worft, I pray thee fet 
adcepeglafleofRcinifh-wineon the contrary Casket, 
fotifthediucllbe within, and that temptation without, 
I know he will choofe it. I will doe any thing Nerrijfa 
ere T will be married to a fpunge. 

Ner. Youncedcnot feare Lady the hauing any of 


thefe Lords, they haue acquainted me with their deter¬ 
minations, which is indeede to returneto their home, 
and to trouble you with no more f une, vnlefle you may 
be won by fome other fort then your Fathers impofiti- 
on,dcpending on the Caskets. 

Por. Ifl liue to be asoldeas ‘Sthilla , I will dye as 
chafteas c Diana: vnlefle I be obtained by the manner 
of my Fathers will: I am glad this parcell of wooers 
arefo reasonable, for there is not one among them but 
I doate on his vcric abfcnce: and I wifh them a faire de¬ 
parture. 

Ner. Doc you not remember Ladie in your Fa~ 
thers time, a V'enscian, aSchoIler and a Souldior that 
came hither in companie of the Marquefic of UWomt- 
f errat ? 

Ter. Ycs,yes,it was Bajfanio , as I chinke, fo was hee 
call’d. 

Ner. True Madam, hee of all the men that cuer my 
foolifh eyes look’d vpon, was the beft deieruing a faire 
Lady. 

Tor. I remember him well,and I remember him wor¬ 
thy of thy praife. 

Enter a Seruidgman* 

Ser. Thefourc Strangers feeke you Madam to take 
their leaue: and there is a fore-runner come from a fifi, 
the Prince of Moroco, whobrings word the Prince his 
Maifter will be here to night. 

Tor. If I could bidthefift welcome with fo r;ood 
heart as I can bid the other foure farewell, ] fhould be 
glad ofhisapproach : if he haue the condition of a Saint, - 
and the complexion of a diuell, I had rather hee fl»ould 
fhriue me then wiuc me. Come NerriJJa,i irra go before; 
whiles wee fiuit the gate vpononc wooer, another 
knocks at the doorc. Exettnt. 

Enter Bafjanto with Shjloche the lew. 

Shy . Three thoufand ducatcs,wc!l. 

Bajf. I fir,for three months. 

Shy. For three months.weil. 

Bajf. For the which,as 1 told you, 

Anthonio fhall be bound. 

Shy. Antbomo fhall become bound, well. 

Bajf. May you fted me? Will you pleafure me? 

Shall l know your anfwere. 

Shy. Three thoufand ducats for three months, 
and Anthonio bound. 

Bajf. Your anfwere to that. 

Shy. Anthonio is a good man. 

BaJJ. Hauc you heard any imputation to the con¬ 
trary. 

Shy. Ho no,no.no,no : my meaning in faying he is a 
good man, is to haue you vndcrftand me that he is fuffi* 
ent, yet his meanes are in fuppofition; he hath an A» go- 
fie bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies, I vnder- 
ftand moreoucr vpon tncRyalta,he hath a third acMcxi- 
co,a fourth for England, and other ventures hee hath 
fquandred abroad but fhtps are but boords,Saylm but 
men, there be land racs> and water rats, water theeues, 
and land theeues, I mcane Pyrats, and then there is the 
perrill of waters,windes > and rocks: the man is notwith. 
(landing fi fficientjthree thoufand ducais,I thinkc I may 
cake his bond. 

Baf. Beaflurcdyoumay. 
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The zSKferchant of Venice. 


lew. I will be aflured I may: and that I may be allu¬ 
red, I will bethinke mec, may I fpeakc with Antho- 
nio ? 

Buff. If it pleafe you to dine with vs. 

Tew.' Yes, to imell porke, to cate of the habitation 
which your Prophet the Nazaritc coniured the diuell 
into: I will buy with you, fell with you, talke with 
you, walkewith you, and fo following: but I will 
not eate with you } drinke with you, nor pray with you. 
What newes on the Ryatta, who is he comes here ? 

Enter An.thonio, 

Bajf. This is fignior Anthonio 

Jew. How likea fawning publican he looker 
I hate him tor he is a Chriftian : 

But more,for that in low fimplicitie 
He lends out money gratis,and brings downe 
The rate ofvfance here with vs in Venice. 

Iff can catch him once vpon the hip, 

I will feede fat the ancient grudge I bearehim# 

He hates our facr-ed Nation,and heraiics 

Euen there where Merchants moil doe congregate 

On me^ny bargaine^and my well-worne thrift, 

Which he cals interred : Curled be my Try be 
If I forgiuehim. 

Bajf. Shy locked oe you heare* 

Shy. I am debating of my prefent ftore. 

And by the necre geffe of my memorie 
I cannot inftantly raife vp the groffe 
Offull three thoufand ducats: what of that? 

Ttsballz wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will furnifh me^but foft,ho w many months 
Doe you defire i Reft you fairc good fignior. 

Your worfhip was the laft man in our rnouthes. 

Ant . Shylocke , albeit I neither lend nor borrow 
By taking.nor by giuing ofcxcelfc, 

Yet to lupply the ripe wants of my friend, 
lie breake a cuftome: is he yet poffdl 
How much he would ? 

Sky. 1 , 1 ,three thoufand ducats. 

Ant. And for three months. 

Shy. 1 had forgot,three months, you told me fo. 
Well then,your bond : and let me fce,but heare you, 

Me thoughts you lhid,you neither lend nor borrow 
Vpon aduantage. 

Ant . Idoeneuervfeit. 

Shy . When IacoV graz'd his Vncle Labans fhcepe. 
This Jacob from our holy 
(As his wife mother wrought in hisbehalfc) 

The third poffeffcr; T,hc was the third. 

Ant . And what of him,did he take interred ? 

Shy. No,not take intcrcft,not as you would fay 
Diredfly intereft, marke what Jacob did, 

When Laban and himfelfe were compremyz’d 
That all the canelings which were dreakt and pied 
Should fall as Jacobs hier, the Ewes being ranckc. 

In end of Autumne turned to the Rammes, 

And when the worke of generation was 
Betweenc thefc woolly breeders in theaft. 

The skilfull fhepheard pil’d me certaine wands. 

And in the dooing of the deede of fcinde, f 
He ducke them vp before the fulfomeEwcs, 

Who then conccauing,did in eaning time 
Fall party-colour'dJambs,and thofe Jacobs. 

This was a way to thnue, and he was bled : 


And thrift is bl effing if men dealt it not. 

Ant . This was a venture fir that Jacob fertfd for 
A thing not in his power to bring to pafle. 

But fw ay'd and faftuon'd by the hand of heauen 
Was this inferred to make interred: good > 

Or is your gold and filucr Ewes and Rams * 

Shy . I cannot tell, I make it breedc as faft 
But note me fignior. 

Ant. Marke you this Baffanio, 

The diuell can cite Scripture for his purpofe 
An cuill foule producing holy witneffe, 

Islike avillaine with a finding ch*eke, 

A goodly applerotten at the heart. 

O what a goodly oucfidefalfehood hath. 

Shy . Three thoufand ducats,’tis a good round fu 
Three months from twclue,then let me fee the rate ^ 
Ant. Well ShyLcke,(hall we be beholding to y ou j 
Shy. Signior Anthonio y many a time and oft * 

In the Ryalto you haue rated me 
About my monies and my vfances: 

Still haue I borne it with a patient fhrug, 

(For fuffrance is the badge of all our Tribe.) 

You call me misbeleeuer,cut-throate dog^ 

And fpet vpon my Iewidi gaberdine. 

And all for vfc of that which is mine ownc. 

Well then, it now appeares you neede my helpc: 

Goe to then,you come to me, and you lay, 

Sbylockf ,we would haue moncyes,you fay fo: 

Yon that did voide your rume vpon my bearda 
And foote me as you fpurne a ftrangcr currc 
Ouer your threshold,moneyes is your fuite. 

What fiiould I fay to you ? Should I not fay. 

Hath a dog money ? Is it poffiblc 
A curre fhould lend three thou fand ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low,and in a bond-mans key 
With bated broadband whifpringhumblcneffe, 

Say this: Faire fir,you fpet on me on Wcdnefday lad; 
You fpurn’d me fuch a day; another time 
You cald me dog: and for thefe curtcfics 
lie lend you thus much moneyes. 

Ant. I am as like to call thee fo againe, 

To fpet on thee againe,to fpurne thee too* 

If thou wilt lend this money ,lend it not 
As to thy friends,for when did friendfihiptakc 
A breede of barraine mettall of bis friend ? 

But lend it rather to thine cnemie. 

Who if he breakc,:hou maift with better face 
Exacff the penalties. 

Shy. Why looke you how you ftorme, 

I would be friends with you,and haue your lotie. 
Forget the fhames that you haue ftaind me with, 
Supplie your prefent wanc$,and take no doite 
Ofvfance for my moneyes,and youle not heare me, 
This iskindcl offer. 

Bajf. This were kindneffe. 

Shy. This kindneffe will I fhowe, 

Goe with me to a Notarie,fcalc me there 
Your finglebond.and in a nierriefporto 
If you repaie me not on fuch a day, 

In fuch a place, fuch fum or fums as are 
Expreft in the condition,letthe forfeite 
Be nominated for an eqtiall pound 
Of your faire flefh,to be cur off and taken 
In what part of your bodie it pleafeth me. 

Ant. Content infaith,lie fealc to fuch a bond, 

And fay there is much kindneffe in the lew* 
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^^y^ulKaH noclcale to fucU a bond for me, . 

lie rather dwell in my : '} 

1 Ant. Why fore no; tpxfl,! will not ^ aice ir > v 

Within thefe two months,that's amonth before ' 

This bond expires,I d«e e*pe& returnc 
Of thrice three times the valew of this bond. 

,$bf. O father J4W,wbat thefe Chnftian* are, 
Whofcowne hard dealings teaches them Imped 

The t hon ? hts, of other, :Praie you tell rn«bis, 

Ifhe fl^tdd breake hisdaie, what llrould I game 
Rythe exaction of the forfeiture ? 

A pound ofmans flcllr taken from a man, ' 
jsnot fo cftimable, profpbie neither. 

As flelh ofMtKrons,Becfes,or Goatcs,I lay 
To buy his fauour.I extend this friendship, 
jfhe will take it,fo:ii not adiew, 

Andformyloue lpraieyou wrong me not. 

Ant. XfiSbylocAgA will fealc vnto this bond. - 
Shi. Then mecte me forthwith at the Notaries, 

•Giue him direftion for this mcrrie bond, 

And I will goe and purfe the ducats ftrotte. 
j j ee t o my houfc left in the fearefull gard 
; Ofan vnthriftie'knaHC: and prefentlie 
Hebe with you. t.xtt. 

Ant. Hie thee gentle lew. This Hebrew will turne 
Chriftian,he gvowes kittde. 

"Bajf. I like not fairc teames, and a villaines minde. 
iAnt. Come on,in this there can be no difmnie. 

My Shippcs come home a month before the dale. > 

Exeunt. 


Alius Secundus . 


Enter Moroqlms atawrie AAoore all in white, and three cr 
foure followers accordingly > with Portia , 

N err if] a ^ and their frame, 
tlo . Cornets . 

Mor , Mifiikcme not for my complexion, 

The fhadowed liuerie of the burnifhc funne. 

To whom I am a neighbour,and neere bred. 

Bring me the faireft creature North-ward borne. 

Where Phabat fire icarce thawes the yhcles. 

And let vs makeincihon for your loue, 

To proue whofe blood is rcddcft,his or mini* 

I tell thee Ladie this afpe<ft of mine 

Hath feard the valiant.fby my leue I fvveare ) 

The beft regarded Virgins of our Clyme 
Hauelou’dit to: I would not change this hu4, 

Except to fteale your thoughts my gentle Qucene. 

For. In tearmes of choiie l am not folic led 
By nice dire&ion of a maidens eies : 

Bcfides,thc lottric of my deftenie 
Bars fnc the right of voluntarie choofing: 

But if my Father had not Granted me. 

And hedg'd me by his wit to y eelde my fclfe 
His wife,who wins me by that meanes I told you, 

Your felfe (renbwncd Prince) than ftood as faire 
As any commcr I haue look'd on yet < -: 

Eormyaffe&ion. 

Eucn ^ or 1 

^herefote I pray you leade me to the Caskets 
i o trie my fortune: By this Syriiitare 


That ilcy^thc Sophie, and a Perfian Pritfce 
That \vm three fields of Sultan Solyman, 

I would orc-ftarc the fterneft eies thatJooke: 
Out-braue the heart rnoft daring on the earth : 

Pluckic the yong fucking Cubs from the fheBcare, 

Yea,mocke the Lion when he rores for pray 
To win the Ladie. But alas,the while 
If Hercnles and Lycha* plaie at dice 
Which is the better man^the greater throw - 
May turne by fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is Alcides beaten by his rage, 

And to may l,blinde fortune leading me 
M iffe that which one vnworthicr may attaine. 

And die with grieuiug. 

Port . Youmuft take your chance, 

And either not attempt to choofe at all, 

Or l weave before you choofe, if you choofe wrong 
Neuer to fpeakc to Ladie afterward 
In way of marriage,therefore be aduis’d. 

Mor. Nor will not, come bring me vnto my chance. 

For . Firft forward to the temple,after dinner 
Your hazard fhall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then. Cornets. 

To make meblcftot curfcd’ft among men. Ezcunt. 

Enter the Clownc alone. \ 


Oo. Ccrtaincly, my confcience will ferueme to run 
from this lew my MaUlcr : the fiend is at mine dbo r w* 
and tempts me,laving to xwzjobbef.amcelet lobbe^ /good 
Launcclet , or*good Iobbc, or good J,auncelet Iobbe^ vfe 
your legs, take the ftart, run awaie : my confcience-faies 
no ; take hcede honeft Lamcelet , take heed hoheft Pel be, 
or as afore-faid honeft Launcclet Jobbe , doc*not runne, 
fcorne running with thy hecles; vveli,thc moftcoragi- 
oas fiend bids me packc, fia faies the fiend, away faies 
t’nefiend, for the heauens roufevna braue minde laics 
yfic fiend, and run; well, my confidence hanging about 
the ncckc of my heart, faies verie wifely to me: my ho¬ 
neft friend LmnceLt y being an honeft mans lonne,or ra¬ 
ther an honeft womans fonne,for indeede my Father did 
fofTjethingfmack.fometbrhg grow too;he had a kindeof 
tafte;wel,my conlciencc (aies Lancelet bouge uotjbouge 
faies the fiend,bouge not faies myconfciencejconicience 
fay I you counfailc well, fiend lay I you counfaile well, 
to be rul’d by my confidence I jLould flay with the Jew 
my Maifter/vvho God blcffe the markc)is akmdcof di- 
uell; and to run away from the Jew I fiiould be ruled-by 
the fiend, who fauing your reuercnce is the diuell liim- 
felfe; certaihely the lew is the verie diuell incarnation, 
and in my confciencc, riiy cotifciencc is a kinde of hard 
confcience 3 to offer to counfaile me to ftay yvith the lew\ 
the fiend gtucs the more friendly counfaile": Twill runne 
fiend, mybeeles are at your comcnandemenc, I will 
runne. 

Sr.ter old Gob bo with a Bafkft. 

Gob. Maifter yong-man,you I praie ybu,v»hichi's the 
vvaie to Maiftcr Iewes ? 

Lnn. O heauens,this is my true begotten Father,who 
being more chenfand-bhnde,bigh grauel blitlde>knovv3 
me not, I will trie confufions with him. 

Gob. Maifter yong Gentleman^ I praie you which is 
the waie to Maifter Iewes. 

- Lam. Turne vpon your right hand at the next tur- 
--—------ ning 
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ning, but at the next turning of all on your left; mairie 
at the verie next turning,turnc of no hand,but turn down 
indire&lie to the /ewes houfe. 

Gob. Be Gods fcnties’twill be a hard waie to hit,can 
you tell me whether one Launcelep that dwels with him, 
dwell with him or no. 

Laim* Talkcyouof yong Mafter Lamcelet j marke 
me now, now will I raife the waters; talke you of yong 
Maiftcr Launcelet} 

Gob . No Maifter fir, but a poorc mans fonne, his Fa¬ 
ther though I lay > c is an honeft exceeding poore man, 
and God be thanked well to liue. 

Lan. Well,let his Father be what a will, wee talke of 
yong Maiftcr Launcelet. 

Gob. Your worfhips friend and Launcrlet. 

Laml&wt Ipraie you ergo old man ,ergo 1 befeech you, 
talke you of yong Maiftcr Launcelet. 

Cjob. Oi Launcelet,mx pleafe your maifterfhip. 

Lan.Srge Maiftcr Lancelot > talke not ot maiftcr Lance- 
/Itf Father,tor the yong gentleman according to fate* and 
deftinics,and fuchodde fayings,the fillers thrce,& fuch 
branches of learning, is indeede deccafcd, or as you 
would fay in plaine tearmcs,gonc to heauen. 

Cjob. Marrie God forbid, the boy was the vcric ftaffe 
of my age,my verie prop. 

Lan. Do I look like a cudgeil or a houcll-poft,a ftaffe 
or a prop: doe you know me Father. 

Gob Alacke the day, 1 know you not yong Gentle- 
man,buc I praieyou tell me,is my boy God reft his foule 

aliueor dead. 

Lan* Doe you not know me Father. 

Gob. Alacke fir I am fand blmde,I know you not. 

Lan. Nay, indeede if you had your eies you might 
fcileof the knowing me: it is a wife Father thac knowes 
his ownc childe. Well,old man,I will tell you newes of 
your fon,giue me your bleffing,truth will come to light, 
murder cannot be hid long,a mans fonne may,but in the 
end truth will out. 

Gob . Praieyou fir ftand \p, I amfurcyou arc not 
Lance let my boy. 

Lan. Praie you let’s haue no more fooling about 
it, butgiue mcc your bleffing : I am Lancelet your 
boy that was, your ibnne chat is, your childe that 
fhall be. 

Gob . I cannot thinks you are my fonne. 

Lan* I know not what I fhall thinke of chat: but I am 
Lancelet the Iewes man,and I am fure Margene your wife 
is my mother. 

Gob . Her name is Margerie indeede, lie be fworneif 
thou be Lancelet, thou art mine ownc flefh and blood: 
Lord worfhipt might he be,what a beard haft thou got; 
thou haft got more haire on thy chin, then Dobbin my 
philhorfe h as on his taile. 

Lan. It fhould feeme then that Dobbins taile 
growes backevvard. I am fure he had more haire of his 
taile then I haue of my face when I loft faw him. 

Gob . Lord how art thou chang’d: how dooft thou 
and thy Mafter agrec,I haue brought him a prefcnt;how 
grccyou now? 

Lan. Well,we!l,but for mine owne part,as I haue fet 
vp my reft corunawaie, fo I will not reft till I haue run 
foreground ; my Maiftcr’s a verie lew, giuehim a pre- 
fent, giue him a halter, 1 am famifht in his feruicc. You 
may tell eueric finger I haue with my ribs : Father I am 
glad you are come, giue me your prefent to one Maifter 
Bajfanio ,who indeede giues rare new Liuorics, if Iferue 


not him,I will run as far as God has anie grounded 
fortune,here comes the man, tohimpather, forla^ 
lev if I ferue the leva anie longer. n 

Enter Bajfanio with a follower or two. 

Bajf. You may doe fo, but let it be fo hafted th 
fupperbe readie at the fartheft by fiuc of the clock*' 
fee thefe Letters deliuered, put the Liueries to ma [ 
ing, and defire .Gratiano to come anoncto myU] 
ing. I 

Lan. To him Father. 

Gob . God blefle your worfhip. 

Bajf. Gramcrcie,would’ft thou ought with me 

Gob. Here’s my fonne fir,a poore boy. 

Lan. Not a poore boy fir,but the rich 
would fir as my Father fhall fpccifie. 

Gob . He hath a great infe&ionfir, as one would f 
to ferue. a 5 

Lan. Jndeedcthefliort and the long is, I ferue th 
lew ,and haue a defire as my Father fhall lpecific. ' 1 

Gob. His Maifter and he(fauing your wor(hip srcuc 
rcncc)are icarcc cacerconns. 

Lan. Tobebriefe, the verie truth is, that the 
hauing done me wrong, doth caufc me as my Father be 
ing I hope an old man fhall frutifie vnto you. 

Gob. I haue here a difli of Doues that I wouldbcflovi 
vpon your worfhip,and my fuite is. 

Lan, In verie briefe, the fuite is impertinent torm 
felfc,3s your worfhip (ball know by this honeft oldm3n 
and though I fay it, though old man,yet poore man mv 
Father. * 

Bajf. One fpeakc for both,wha: would you ? 

Lan. Scrueyoufir. 

Gob. That is the verie defeft of the matter fir. 

Bajf. I know thee well,thou haft obtain’d thy fuite, 
Shylocke thy Maifter fpoke with me this daic. 

And hath prefer’d thee,if it be preferment 
To leaue a rich Iewes ieruice,to become 
The follower of fopoore a Gentleman,. 

Clo. The old prouerbe is verie well parted betwcenc 
my Mairier Shylocke and youfir, you haue the grace of 
God fir,and he hath enough. 

Bajf. Thou fpeak’ft it well; go Father with thy Son, 
T ake leaue of thy old Maifter,and enquire 
My lodging out, giue him a Liuerie 
More garded then his fellow es: fee it done. 

Clo. Father in,I cannot get a feruice,no,I hauencre 
a tongue in my head, well: if anie man in Italic haue? 
fairer table which doth offer to fwearcvponabooke, I 
fhall haue good fortune> goe too, here’s'a fimplc line 
of life., here’s a fmall trifle of wiues, alas,fifccenewiuc$ 
is nothing, a leuen widdowes and nine maidesisafira- 
piecomminginforoneman, and then tofeapedrow- 
ning thrice, and to be in perill of my life with the edge 
of a featherbed, here arc Ample lcapcs: well, if Fortune 
be a woman, flic’s a good wench for this gere: Father 
come,He take my leaue ofthe lew in the twinkling. 

SxitClmt. 

Bajf. I praie thee good Leonardo thinke on this, 
Thefe things being bought and orderly bellowed 
Returne in halie,for I doe feaft to night 
My beft efteemd acquaintance,hie thee goe 

Leon .My beft endeuors fliall be done herein.**# 
Enter Gratiano. 

Gra. Where’s your Maiftcr. 

Leon. Yonder 


I 
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^. Yonder lir he Wilkes. 

Gra. Signior Bajfanio. 

Uaf. Gratiano. . 

Gra. I haue a fute to you. 

SafT. You haue obtaip djt. . , 

Gra. You muft not deme mc,I muft goe wuh you to 

^TSalf. Why then you muft but heare the? Gratiano } 
Thou art to wjlde.to rude, and bold ofvoycc. 

Parts that become thee happily enough 
and in fuch eyes as ourfappeareiiot faults; 

Rot where they are not knownc, why there they ftiow 

Something too libcrall, pray .thee take paine 

To allay with fome cold drops ot modeftie . 3 

Thy skipping fpirit,leaft through thy wilde behauiour 

Iberoifconfterdin the place 1 goe to, 

Andloofe my hopes. 

Gra. Signor Batfanio^bcute me, 

Ifl doe not put on a fober habite, r 

Talke with refpedt,and fweare but now and than, 

Wearc pnycr bookes in my packet.looke demurely, 
Nay more, while grace is faying hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and figh and fay Amen: 

Vfc all thcobferuance of ciuiliitie 
Like one well ftudied in a lad oftent 
Topleale his Grandam,neucr cruft me more. 

Baf. Weli.we Avail fee your bearing. 

gra. Nay but I barre to night,you lhall not gage me 

Bywhac wedoetonighc. 

Baf. No that were picric, 

I would intreate you rather to put on 

Your boldcft fuite of mirth,for wc haue friends 

That purpole merriment: but far you well, t , 

I haue fome bufindfe. 

Gra. And I muft to Lorenfo and the reft. 

But wc will vifite you at fupper time. 


I 


Exeunt. 


Enter lejfica and the (flowne. 


Ief. I anvforry thou wile leaue my Father fo, 

Our houfe is hell,and thou a merrie diuell 
Did’ft rob it of fome tafte of tedioufnefle; 

But far thee well,there is a ducat for thee. 

And Lancelet, foonc at fupper (halt thou fee 
Lorenzo ,who is thy newMaifters gueft, 

Giue him this Letter,doe it fecredy, 

And fo farwell :I would not haue my Father 
Sec me talke with thee. 

Clo. Adue,tcarcs exhibit my tongue,moft beautifull 
^gan, moft fwcete lew,if a Chriftian doe not play the 
maueand get thee.I am much dccciucd; but adue,thcfc 
foolifh drops doe fomewhat drowne my manly fpirit: 

aduc - exit. 

Ief. Farewell good Lancelet. 

Alacke,what hainous iinneis it in me 
To be afhamed to be my Fathers childe, 
lut though lama daughter to his blood, 

’ am not to his manners: O Lorenz.o, 

fthou keepe promife I (hall end this ftrife, 

lecome a Chriftian,and thy louing wife. Exit* 

Inter Gratiano, Lorenz.o,$lari»o,andSalanio. 

Lor Nay,we will flinke away in fupper time, 

1 gmfc vs at my lodging,and.rcnjrne all jn an houre. 
J*' ff ' e “ aue noc made good preparation. 

Wehaue not fpoke vs yetof Totch-bcarers. 


Sol. Tis vile vnlofle it may be quaintly ordered. 

And better in my mindenot vndcitookc. 

Lor. ’Tis now but foure of clock, we haue two hotircs 
To furnifli vs; friend Lancelet what’s the newes. 

Enter Lancelet with a Let tor. 

Lax. And it (ball pleafe you to breaks vp this, fliall it 
feeme to fignifie. 

Lor . I know the hand.in faith ’tis a fairc hand 
And whiter then the paper it writ on, 

I the faire hand that writ. 

Gra. Loue newes in faith. 

Lan . By your leaue lir. 

Lor. Whither goeft thou? 

Lan. Marry fir to bid my old Mafter thc/rwtofup 
to night with my new Mafter the Chriftian. 

Lor. Hold here,cake this,tell gentle Icffica 
I will not faile her,fpeakc it priuacely; 

Go Gentlemen, will you prepare you forthisMasketo 
»dghc, 

I am prouided of a Torch-bearer. Exit.Clowne. 

Sal. I marry,ile be gone about it ftra t. 

Sol. And fo will I. 

Lor. Meete me and Gratiano at Gratianos lodging 
Some houre hence. 


Sal. ’Tis good we do fo* 


Gra. Wasnottlm Letter from faire lejjica} 

Lor. I muft needes tell thee all,(he hath diretfted 
How I fhall take her from her Fathers houfe, 

Wfiat gold and iewels flic is furnifht with. 

What Pages fuite fhe hath in readinelfe: 

If ere the lew her Father come to heauen, 

It will be for his gentle daughters fake; 

And ncuer dare misfortune crofle her foote, 

Vnlefle fhe doe it vnder this cxcufe, 

Thac (lie is iflue to a faithklfe lew : 

Come goe with me,pervle this as thou goeft, 

Faire lejfca fliall be my Torch-bcarer. \ 


Exit, 


Exit. 


Enter Iew^andhit man that woo theClowne. 


lew. Well,thou fhall fee,thy eyes fhall be thy iudee 
The difference of old Shylocke and Baffamc ; & * 

What Iefica, thou fhalt not gurmanc/ize 
As thou haft done with me : what lejfca} 

And fleepc,and liiore.and rend apparrell out. 

Why lejjica I fay. 

Clo. Why lejjica. 

Shy. Who bids thee call ? J do not bid thee call. 

Clo. Your worfhip was wont to tell me 

I could doe nothing without bidding. 

Enter lejfica. 

Ief Call you? what is your will? 

Shy. I am bid forth to fupper lejfica. 

There are my Keyes; but wherefore fhould I go? 

I am not bid for loue,they flatter me, 

But yet He goe in hate,to feedc vpon 
The prodigall Chriftian. 1ejfca my girle, 

Looke to my houfe, I am right loath to goe. 

There is fome ill a bruing towards my reft. 

For I did dreame of money bags to night. 

Clo, I befcech you fir goe,my yong Mafter 
Doth expe«£l your reproach. 

Shy. So doe I his, 

Clo. And they haueconfpircd together, I will not fay 
you fliall fee a M a »ke, but if you doc, then It was not fdr 
nothing that my.oofe fell a bleeding on blackemonday 

___ P _Jaft, 




LV 9fr Sfr n 0fr ZV U QV 60 80 LZ 90 80 W 00 20 iZ 00 62 82 LZ 92 82 frZ 02 22 12 02 61 8f LI 9f SI H Zl Zl ll 01 


































































^ y>. VI Vi ^ V* yg* vv v* *a va ^ 


Wrjk.>.irA 


l«rn> 


W' 




enice. 


03 


laft,at fix a clocke ith morning, falling out that yecre on 
afhwenfday was fourc yccrc in th'afcernoone. 

Shy. What arc their maskes ? hcare you me Ieffica , 
Lock vpmy doores,and when you heare the drum 
And the vile fquealing of the wry-neckt Fifej 
Clamber not you vp to the cafements their, 

Nor thruft your head into the publiqueftreete 
To gaze on Chriftian fooles with varnifht faces: 

But ftop my houfes cares,! mcane my cafements. 

Let not the found of (hallow fopperie enter 
My fober houfe. By lacobs ftaffe I fweare, 

I haue nomindc offeafting forth tonight: 

But I will goe : goe you before me (irra. 

Say I will come. / * 

Clo. I will goe before fir. 

Miftris looke out at window for all this 5 
There will come a Chriftian by. 

Will be worth a Iewescye. 

Shy. What faics that foole of Hagan off-fpring? 
ha. 

Ief. His words were farewell miftriSjriethhig elfc. 
Shy. The patch is kinde enough,but a huge feeder: 
Snaile-flow in profit,but he fleepes by day 
More then the wilde-cat: drones hiue not with me. 
Therefore I part with him,and part with him 
To one that I would haue him helpe to wafte 
His borrowed purfe. Well Ieffica goe in, 

Perhaps I will returnc immediately; 

Doc as I bid you, (hut dotes after you, faft binde 
finde, . 

A prouerbe ncuer ftale in thriftie mindc. Exit. 

Ief. Farewell,and if my fortune be not croft, 

Ihauea Fathcr,you a daughter loft. Exit. 


Enter the Masers, Gratiano and Satin 0 . 
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Gra. This is the penthoufe vmkr which Lorenzo 
Defired vstomakea Hand. 

Sal. Hishoureisalmoftpaft. 

Gra, And it is meruailc he out-dwels his houre, 

For louers cuer rim before the clockc. 

Sal. O ten times faftcr Ventu Pidgiom flye 
To fteale loues bonds new made,then they are wont 
To keepe obliged faith vnforfaited. 

Gra. That euer nolds,vvho rifeth from a feaft 
With that keene appetite that he fits downe ? 

Where is the horfe that doth vntread againc 
His tedious meafures with the vnbated fire. 

That he did pace them firft : all things that are. 

Are with more fpirit chafed then er.ioy’d. 

How like a yonger or a prodigall 
Theskarfed barke puts from her natiuebay, 

Hudg’d and embraced by the ftrumpet wiude: 

How like a prodigall doth fhe returne 
With ouer-wither’d ribs and ragged fades, 
Leane,rent,and begger'd by the ftrumpet windc ? 

Safer Lorenz..t. 

Salino. Heere come* Lorenz,o t more of this here, 
after. 

Lor. Sweete friends, your patience for my long a- 
bode, 

Not I,but my affaires haOc made you wait:: 

When you (hall plcafc to play the theeues for wiues 
Jie watch as long for you then: approach 

: ft 


Here dwels my father lew. U<Ja,vyho*s within?" 
Iefftea abotte. 

left. Who are y ou?tell me for more certainty, 
Albeitlle fweare that I doknow your tongue. 

Lor. Lorenzo^znA thy Loue. 

Ief. Lorenzo certaine,and my loue indeed. 

For who loue I fo much? and now who knowes 
But you Lorw^whether l am yours ? 

Lor. Heauen and thy thoughts are witnefsthattho 

Ief. Heere,catch this casket,it is worth the paines 
I am glad ’tis night,you do not looke on me, f ■ 
For I am much alham’d of my exchange: 

But loue is blinde, and louers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that themfelues commit. 

For if they could, Cupid himfelfc would blulh 
To fee me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Dcfcend,for you rauft be my torch-bearer. 
Ief. What, muft I hold aCandlc to my frames? 
They in themfelues goodfooth are too too light. 
Why, ’tis an office of difeouery Loue, 

And I fhould be obfeur’d. 

Lor. Soyouarefwect, 

Euen in the louely garnifh of a boyrbut come at once 
For the clofe night doth play the run-away. 

And we are Raid for at 'Bajfavio's fc^ft. 

Ief. I will make faft the doores and guild my fe!f e 
With fomc more ducats.and be with you ftraight. 
Gra, Now by my hood, a gentle,and no lew. 
Lor. Befhrew me but I lone her heartily. 

For fhe is wife, if I c 3 n judge of her, 

And faire (he is, if that mine eyes be true. 

And true flic is,as fhe hath prou’d her felfe: 

Arid therefore like her lelfe,wife,faire,and true, 

Shall fhe be placed in my conftant foule. 


Enter Icffica. 

What, art thou come ? on gentlemen, away, 
Our masking mates by this time for vs ftay, 

Later Jlntbonto. 


Exit 


jint, Who's there? 

Gra. S\gn\or udatboaio ? 

*Ant. Fie,fie,(?r4f/W»0,where are all the reft ? 

’Tis nine a clocke, our friends all ftay for you, 

No maskc to night,the winde is come about, 
Bajfaaio prefently will goe aboerd, 

1 haue fent twenty out to feeke for you. 

Gra. I am glad on’t, I defire no more delight 
Then to be vnder faile.and gone to night. Sxcmt, 

Eater Tortia with 7Morrocho } and both their traines, 

For. Goe,draw afide the curtaines, and difeouer 
The fcuerall Caskets to this noble Prince: 

Now make your choyfe. 

Tdor. The firft ofgold,who this infeription beares, 
Who choofeth me,fhall game what men defire. 

The fecond fiber,which thispromife carries. 

Who choofeth me,(hall get as much as be deferue*. 
This third,dull lead,with warning all as blunt. 

Who choofeth me,muff giue and hazard all he hath. 
How (h alii know if I doe choofe the right ? 
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T will furuay the infcripuons,backe againc. 

5c then nor giue nor hazard ought tor lead. 

What faics the Siluer with her virgin hue i 

Who choofeth me, (hall get as much as he dcictues. 

l s much as hejdeferues; paufc there Morocho , 

And weigh thy value with an cuen hand, 

Ifthou beeft rated by thy eftimation 
Thoudocft deferue enough,and yec enough 
May not extend fo farre as to the Ladie : 

And yet to be afeard of my deferuing, 

Were but a weake difabling of my felfe. 

As much as I deferue, why that's the Lady. 

I doe in birth deferue her,3nd in fortunes. 

In graces,and in qualities of breeding : 

But more then thefe,in loue I doc deferue. 
Whatifl.ftraiM no farther,but chcfe here ? 

Let’* fee once more this faying grau*d in gold. 

Who choofeth me (hall gainc what many men defire: 
Why that's the Lady, ail the world dcfircs her : 

From the foure corners of the earth they come 
To ki(fe this fhrinc,this mortall breathing Saint. 

The Hircanion deferts, and the vaftc wildes 
Ofvvidc Arabia are as throughfares now 
For Princes to come view faire Portia. 

The waterie Kingdomc,whofe ambitious head 
Spets in the face ofheauen, is no barre 
To ftop the forrainc fpirit$,but they come 
As ore a brooke to fee faire Portia. 

One of thefe three containes her heaucnly pifture. 

Is’t like that Lead containes her?’twerc damnation 
To thinks fo bafe a thought,it were too grofe 
To rib her fearecloarh in the obfeure grauc : 

Or (lull I thinke in Siluer (lie’s immur’d 
Being ten times vndcrvalucd to tride gold; 

0 finfull thought, ncuer fo ri ch a lem 
Wasfet in worfethen gold / They haue in England 
A coyne that beares the figure of an Angell 
Stampt in gold, but that's infculpt vpon : 

But here an Angell in a golden bed 
Lies all within. Deliucr me the key: 

Here doe 1 choofe,and thriue I as I may. 

Por. There take it Prince, and if my forme lye there 
Then I am yoursJ 

Mor. Obeli J what haue we here,a carrion death. 
Within whole emptic eye there is a written fcroule; 
Ilereadcthewritin<*. 

D 

AII thatgliflers {4 not go/d y 
Often haue you hcardthaHold ; 

Many a man his life hath fold 
\ Hut my out fide to 6ebold ; 

G 14 tided timber doe vpormes infold: 

Had you heene as wife as hold y 
Tong in Itmbsyin iudgement old f 
1 our anfwere had not beene infer old 7 
Pareyouweli y your fuite is cold } 


Mor. Cold mdeede^nd labour loft. 

Then farewell heate, and welcome froft : 

Portia adew, I haue too gtfcu'd a heart 

To take a tedious leaue : thus loolers part. Exit . 

Por . A gentle riddance: draw the curtaines,go; 

Let all oflns complexion choofc me fo. Extiint . 

Enter Salarino and Solanio . 

Flo .Cornets* 

Sal. Why man I faw 'Baffanio vnder fayle, 

With him is Gratuino gone along; 

And in their fhip I am lure Lorenzo is not. 

Sol. The viliaine lew with outcries raifd theDukc. 
Who went with him to iearch Eajjmios fhip. 

SaL He comes too late, the fhip was vndcrlailc; 

But there the Duke was giuen to vnderftand 
That in a Gondilo were ieene together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Iejfica. 

Befides yAnthonto certified the Duke 
They were not with BajJ'amo m his (hip. 

Sol . 1 neuer heard a paiTion 10 confuid, 

So ftrange,outragious,and to variable, 

As the dogge lew did vtter in the ftrects; 

My daughccr.O my ducats, O my daughter. 

Fled with a Chriftian/) my Chriftian ducats ! 
lulticcjthe law,my ducats,and my daughter; 

\ A lealed bag,two fealed bags of ducats* 

Of double ducats,ftolne from me by my daughter, 

And iewcls,two (tones,two rich and precious (tones, 
Stolnc by my daughter: iufticc, finde the girle, 

She hath the (tones vpon her,and the ducats. 

Sal. Why all the boyes in Venice follow him. 
Crying his (tones,his daughter,and his ducaa. 

Sol. Let good udnthonio looke he keepe his day 
Or he fhallpay for this. 

Sal. Marry well remembred, 

I realon'd with a Frenchmanyefterday. 

Who cold me,in the narrow fcas that part 
The French and Englifh, there nufearied 
A velTell of our countrey richly fraught: 

I thought vpon Anthonio when he cold me. 

And wifntin filence that it were not his. 

Sol. Yo were belt to tell Anthonio what you heare. 
Yet doc notfuddainely,for it may gricue him. 

Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the earth, 

I faw Bajfanio and Antbotiw part, 

Baffanio told him he would make fomc fpeede 
Ot his returne : he anfwered,doc not fo. 

Slubber notbufineflefor my fake Baffanio, 

But ftay the very riping of the cime. 

And for the lewes bond which he hath ofme. 

Let it not enter in your minde ofloue: 

Ue merry,and imploy your chiefcft thoughts 
To courtiliip, and iuch faire oftentsofloue 
As fhall conucnicntly become you there ; 

And euen there his eye being big with tester } 

Turning his face, he put his hand bchinde him, 

And with affection wondrous fcnciblc 
He wrun g&tfflktoios hand ? and fo they parted. 

Sol . I thinke he onely loues the world for him, 

I pray thee let vs goe and flnde him out 
And quicken his embraced heauinefle 
With fome delight or other. 

Sal. Doewefo. Exeunt. 

Enter Nerriffa Hnd a Seruiturc, 
i\ 7 <?r.Quick,quick I pray thee,draw the curtain ftrait, 
P 2 The 
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The Prince of Arragonhath cane his oath. 

And comes to his elc&ion prcfently. 

Enter Arragon.his frame, and Portia. 

Hon. Cornets. 

for. Behold,there ftand the caskets noble Prince, 
It you chooie that wherein I am contain’d. 

Straight {hall our nuptiall rights be folcmniz’d: 

But it thou fade, without more fpeech my Lord, 

You muft be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar. I am enioynd by oath to obferue three things; 
Firft, neuer to vnfold to any one 
Which casket 'twas I chofc; next,ifl faile 
Oftheiight caskct,ncuer in my life 
To wooe a maide in way of marriage: 

Laftly, if I doe faile In fortune ofmy choyfc. 
Immediately to leaue you,and be gone. 

Por. To thele injunctions euery one doth fweare 
That comes to hazard for my worthleffe felfe. 

Ar, Ana fo haue I addreft me,fortunc now 
To my hearts hope: gold, filuer, and bale lead. 

Who choofeth me muft giue and hazard all he hath. 

You (hall looke fairer ere I giue or hazard. 

What faies the golden chcft,ha, let me fee: 

Who choofeth me,(hall gaine what many men defire: 
What many men defircjthat many may be meant 
By the foolc multitude that chooie by (how, 

Not learning more then th e fond eye doth teach. 
Which pries not to th’interior.but like the Martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall 
Euen in the force and rode of cafualtie. 

I will not choofe what many men defire, 

Becaufe I will not itimpe with common Spirits, 

And ranke me with the barbarous multitudes. 

Why then to thee thou Sduertreafure houfe, 

Tell me once more, what title thfcu dooft beare; 

Who choofeth me (hall get as much as he deferues; 
And well laid too; for who (hall goe about 
To cofen Fortune,and be honourable 
Without the ftampe of merric.let none prefume 
To weare an vndeferued dignitie : 

O that eftates, degrees, and offices, 

Were not deriu’d corruptly.and that deare honour 
Were purchaft by &e merric of the wearer; 

How many then (hould couer that ftand bare f 
How many be commanded that command ? 

How much low pleafantry Would then be gleaned 
From the true feede ofhonor.? And how much honor 
Pickc from the chafre and ruine of the times. 

To be new varnifht: Wc!l,but to my choife. 

Who choofeth me fliall get as much as he deferues. 

I will a (fume defert; giue me a key for this, 

And inftantly vnlocke my fortunes here. 

'Por. Too long a paufc for that which you finde there. 
Ar. What’s here,the portrait of a blinking idiot 
Prefenting me a fccdulc, I will reade it: 

How much vnlike art thou to Portia ? 

How much vnlike my hopes and my deferuings ? 

Who choofeth me,fhall haue as much as he deferues. 
Did I deferue no more then a foojes head. 

Is that my prize,are my deferts no better ? 

Por. To offend and iudge arc diftindt offices. 

And ofoppOfed natures. 

Ar, Wbatisherc? 

7 he fier feauen times tried this, 
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Seauen times tried that iudemtnt is 
That did neuer choofe amis , 

Some there be that j.badowes kifle 
Such haue but afbadowes blifle * 
There be foeies aliue fats 
Siluer'd o're,and fo was this : 

Take what wifeyou will to bed , 

I will euer be your head: 

So be gone,you arefped. 


Ar. 


Still more foolc I (hall appeare 
By the time I linger here, 

With one fooles head I came to woo. 

But I goe away with two. 

Sweet adue, lie keepe my oath. 

Patiently to beare my wroath. 

Por, Thus hath the candle fing’d the moath * 
O thefe deliberate fooles when they doe choofe 
They haue the wifdome by their wit to loofe. * 

Ner. The ancient faying is no herefie 
Hanging and wiuing goes by deftinie. 

Por. Come draw the curtaine Nerrifa. 

£nter LMejfenger. 

Mef Where is my Lady ? 

Por. Here,what would my Lord ? 

TYlef. Madam,there is a-hghted at your gate 
A yong Venetian,one that comes before 
To fignific th’approaching of his Lord, 

From whom he bringeth lenfiblc regrects; 

To wit (befides commends and curteous breath) 
Gifts of rich value; yet I haue not fecne 
So likely an Embaflador of loue. 

A day in Aprill neuer came fo fwccte 
To fliow how coftly Sommer was at hand. 

As this fore-fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Por. No morelpraythce.Iam halfea-fcard 
1 hou wilt fay anone he is fome kin to thee. 

Thou ipehd ft fuch high-day wit in praifinghim: 
Come,come Nertyjfa,for I long to fee 
Quicke Cupids port, that comes fo mannerly. 

Ner. Pajjanio Lord,loue ifthy will it be, £ 


JBus Ter tins. 


Enter Solanio and Salarino. 

Sol. Now, what newes ontheRyalto? 

Whyyet it lines there vnchcckt, 
hath a (hip of rich lading wrackt on the narrow 
Goodwins I thinke they call the place, a very dangcrc 
flat,and fatall^where the carcaffes of many a tall (hip,I 
buried,as they fay/if my goflfips report be an honeftw 
man ofher word. 

Sel. 1 would (he were as lying a goflip in that,as a 
knape Ginger,or made her neighbours belecue Ihe wc 
for the death of a third husband: but it is true, withe 
any flip* of prolixity, or eroding the plainc high-way 
talke,thac the good Anthonio % the hot\cRAntbomo ;6 & 

I had a title good enough to keepe his name company! 

Sal, Come,the full flop. 

Sol, Ha,what lay eft thou, why the end is,hehathlc 
a (hip. 

Sal. I 
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"^/TTwould it might proue the end ofhis Ioffes. 

Sol. Let me fay Amen betimes, leaft the diuell erode 
my praiet,for here he comes in the nkenes ofa £*’ How 
JwShyUckiMw newes among the Merchants. 

Enter Shylocke. , 

Shy. You knew none fo well, none fo well as you, ot 
^jrfhat’sceSne, I for my part knew the Tailor 

that made the wings flie flew withall. 

Sol And Shylocke for his own part knew the bird was 
fledg’d,and then it is the complexion of them al to leaue 

the dam. 

Shy. Shcisdamnd font. 

Sal. That’s ccrtaine f if the diuell may be her Iudge. 

Shy. My owne flefh and blood to rebell. 

SqL Out vpon it old carrion, rebels it at thefe yecres. 

Shy. I fay my daughter is my flefh and bloud. 

Sal, There is more difference betweene thy flefh and 
hers then betweene let and Iuorie,more berweene your 
bloods,then there is betweenered wine and rennillv.but 
tell V5) doc you heare whether Anthonio haue had anie 
Ioffe at lea or no? * 

Shj. There l haue another bad match, a bankrout, a 
prodigalhwho dare fcarcc fliew his head on the Ryalto, 
abeggerthat was vfd tocoffie fofmug vpon the Mart: 
let hun look to his bond,he was wont to call me Vlurcr, 
let hiit) looke to his bond, he was wont to lend money 
foraChriftian curtfie,lct him looke to his bond. 

Sal. Why I amfurcifhcforfaitc, thou wilt not take 
his ftefli, what's that good for? 

Shy. To baite fifh withall, if>it will feede nothing 
elfe 3 it will feede my reuenge ; he hath difgrac’d me, and 
hindred me balfe a million, lauglit at my lofles, mockt at 
my gaincs, icorned my Nation, thwarted my bargaincs, 
cooled my friends, heated mine enemies, and what’s the 
rcafon?Iarna lewe : Hath not a Iexvt yes? hath not a 
/n^haiHls ) organs ) denicntions,fcnces l affe£tions,pafiTi- 
ons ; fed with the fame foode, hurt with the fame wea¬ 
pons, fubiefi to the fame diieafes, healed by the fame 
meanes, warmed and cooled by the fame Winter and 
Sominmcras a Chriftian is: if you pricke vs doe we not 
blcede? if you tickle vs,doe we not laugh ? if you poifon 
vs doe we not die? and ifyou wrong vs fliall wc not re- 
uengc?ifwe arc like you in the refl,we will refemblc you 
in that. If a leva wrong a (fhnflian, what is his hurntlicy, 
reuenge? If a Chrifttan wrong a lew y what fliould his fuf- 
ferance be by Chriftian example,why reuenge? The vil¬ 
lage you teach me 1 will execute, and it fliall goe hard 
but I will better the inftru&ion. 

Enter a man from Anthonio. 

Gentlcmcn,my maifter *s 4 nthonio is at his houfc, and 
defires to fpeakc with you both. 

Sal. Wc haue bccne vp and downe to fecke him. 
£»fcrTubal). 

Sol. Here comes another of the Tribe,a third cannot 
be marchtjVnleflc the diuell himfelfc turne lew. 

Exeunt Gentle men m 
Shy, How now Tttball, what newes from Genowa} haft 
thou found my daughter ? 

Tnb. I ofeen came where I did heare of fter, but can¬ 
not finde her. 

Shy. Why there,there,there, there, a diamond gone 
coft me two thoufandducats in Franckford.thc curfc nc- 
uer ell vpon our Nation till now, I neuer felt it till now, 
twot .oufand ducats in that, and other precious, preci¬ 


ous iewcls s I would my daughter were dead at my foot) 
and the jewels in her eare: would (he were bcarft at my 
foote, and theduckecs in her coffin :no newes of them, 
why fo?and I know not how much is fpent in the fearch: 
why thou Ioffe vpon lofle, the theefe gone with lb 
much, and fo much to finde the theefe, and no fatisfa- 
<Slion,no reuengc,nor no ill luck ftirnng but what liohts 
a my fhoulders,nofighcsbuta my breathmg.no tcares 
but a my fhedding. 

Tub. Ycs,other men haue ill lucke too, Anthonio as I 
heard in Genowa ? 

Shy - What.vvhar,what,ill lucke,ill lucke. 

Tub. Hath an Argofie call away comming from Tri- 
polis. 

Shy. I chankeGod.I thankeGod.is it true.isicttUe? 

Tub. 1 (poke with fome of the Saylcrs that cfcaped 
the wracke. 

Shy. I thanke thee good Tubal!, good ilewes, good 
newes: h3,ha,here in Genowa. 

Tub. Your daughter fpent in Genowa,as 1 heard,one 
night fonrcfcore ducats. 

Shy. Thou ftick’ft a dagger in me,I fliall neuer fee my 
gold againe.fourcfcorc ducats at afitting,fourcfcore du¬ 
cats. 

Tnb. There came diners of Anthonies creditors in my 
company to Venice, that fweare hce cannot chooie but 
breake. 

Shy, I am very glad of it, ile plague him, ile torture 
him.I am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them (hewed me a ring that hee had of 
your daughter for a Monkie. 

Shy. Out vpon hcr,thou tortureft me Tuba'll , it was 
my Turkics,! had it ok Leah when 1 was a Batchclet: I 
would not haue giuen it for a wildeniefl’a of Monkies. 

Tub. But Anthonio is certaincly vndonc. 

Shy. Nay.that’s true, that’s very true, goe Ttballfcc 
me an Officer, befpeake him a fortnight before, I will 
haue the heart of him if he forfeit,for were he out of Ve¬ 
nice, 1 can make what merchandize iwdi: "oeTuball 
and mcetc me at our Sinagogue.goe good Tuball at our 
Sinagogue Juball. ~ f xmnt 

Enter Pafanio, Portia, Cratiano, and all their name. 

Por. I pray you tarrie, paule a day or two 
Before you hazard,for in chooling wrong 
I loofe your coinpamc; therefore torbeare a while, 
There’s fomething tels me (but it is not lone) 

I would not loofe you,and you know your felfe 
Hatecouniailcsr.otinfucha quallirie; 

But leaft you fliould net vnderftandme well. 

And yet a maiden hath no tpngue,but thought, 

I would detaine you here fome month or two 
Before you venture for me. 1 cou’d teach you 
How to choofe right,but then I am forlworne. 

So will I neuer be, fomayyoumiffemc, 

But if you doe,youlemake me wifla a finne. 

That I had beene forlworne : Beflirow your eyes. 

They haue ore-lookt me and dcuided me, 

One halfc of me is yours, the other halfc yours, 

Mineownc I would fay: but of mine then youfs. 

And fo all yours; O thefe naughtic times 
Puts bars betweene the owners and their rights. 

And fo though yours, not yours (proue it fo ) 

Let Fortune goe to hell for it,not L 
I fpeakc too long, but ’tis to peize the time, 

To ich ic,and to draw it out in length, j 

To ftay you from election. 

_ ' P ? Taf. Let 1 













































































The Merchant of Venice., 


Bajf. Let me choofe, 
for as I am,! liue vpon the racke. 

Vpon t£c racke Bajfmio, then confefle 
What treafon there is mingled with your loue.' 

Bajf. None but Lhat vglie treafon of miftruft. 

Which makes me fcarcjthe enjoying of my loue: 

There may as well be amitie and life, 

'Tyvecneihowand fire,as treaion and my loue; 

Tor, I, but Ifcarcyou ipeake vpon the racke. 

Where men enforced doth fpcake any thing. 

Bajf Promile me life,and ile confefle the truths 
Por . Well then,confefle! and hue. 

Bajf. Confeffc and loue 
Had beenc the vcric fum of my confeflion: 

O hippie torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach mc aolwers tor deliuerance: 

But let me ro my fortune and the caskets. 

Par ♦ A way;tlicn,l am loekt in one of them* 

Ifyou doe loue me,you will finde meouc. 

Nerryffa and the reft, (land all aloofc. 

Let muiteke found while he doth make his choife. 

Then ifhe lpoic he makes 3 Swan-like end, 

Fading in muhque. That the .companion 

May ftand morcproper,my eye fliall be the ftreame 

And watric death-bed for him : he may win, 

And what is mufique than ?T.han muhque is 
Euen as the flourifh,when true fubiefts bowe 
To a new crowned Monarch : Such icis. 

As are thofe dulcet founds in breake of day. 

That crecpe into the dreaming bridc-groomcs care. 

And fummon him co marriage. Now he goes 
With no!efleprcfcnce,but with much more loue 
Then yong Alcides , when he did redeemc 
The virgine tribute, paied by howling Troy 
To the Sea-monfter: I ftand for fa.crifice. 

The reft aloofe are the Dardanian wiucs: 

With bleared vifages come forth to view 
The iflueofehexpioit: GocHercules, 

Liucthou,I liue with much more diimay 
I view the fight, then thou thatmak’ft the fray. 

Here ALuficky. 

A Song the whilft Baflani o comments on the 
Caskets to himfelfc. 

Tell me where is fancie bred , 

Or in the heart t or in the bead: 

How begot Jo ow nourtjhed. Replieyeplie. 

It is engendredm the eyes , 

. With gating fed,and Fancic dies , 

In the cradle where it lies : 

Let vs all ring Fancies knell. 
lie begin it. 

CP 

Ding dong fell. 

All. Ding-dong, bell. 

Bajf So may the outward fhowes be ieaft themfelues 
The world is ftill decciu’d with ornament. 

In Law, what Plea fo canted and corrupt. 

But being feafoiTd with a gracious voice, 

Obfcures the fhow of euill ? In Religion, 

What damned error, but fome fober brow 
Will blefie it, and approue it with a text, 

Hiding the grofeneffc with fairc ornament: 

There is no voice fo fimplc v but a {fumes 
Some marke of vertue on hisoueward parts; 


How manie cowards, whofc hearts are all as falfc^^ 
As flayers offand, wearc yet vpon their chins 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars, 

Who inward fearcht,haue lyuers white as milke 
And thefe aflumc but valors eicremeit, 

To renderthemredoubted. Lookeonbeautie 
And you (hall fee ’tis purchaft by the weight, 

Which therein workes a miracle in nature. 

Making them lighteft that weare moft of it ; 

So arc thofe crifped fnakie golden locks 
Which makes fuch wanton gambols with the winde 
Vpon luppofed fairene{Te,ofccn knowne 
To be the dowric of a fecond head. 

The fcull that bred them in the Sepulcher, 

Thus ornament is but the guiled fhore 
To a moft dangerous fea : the beautious fcarfe 
Vailing an Indian beautie; In a word. 

The feeming truth which cunning times put on 
To intrap the wileft. Therefore then thou gaudie gold 
Hard food lor Midas, I will none of thee, 

Nor none of thee thou pale and common drudge 
Tweene man and man : but thou, thou meager lead 
Which rather threatneft then doft promife ought, 
Thy palencffe moues me more then eloquence. 

And here choofe I,ioy be the confequcnce. - 

Por, How all the other pallicns fleet to ayre, 

As doubtfull thoughts,and rafli imbrac’d dcfpaire: 
And fhuddringfearc,and greene-eyed iealoufic. 

O loue be moderate,allay thy extafic, 

In rncafureraine thy ioy,fconc this exccfTc, 

1 fcele coo much thy blcflmg,make 11 ldTc, 

For fearel furfeic. 

Baf What finde I here ? 

Faire Portias counterfeit. What demie God 
Hath come fo neere creation ? moue thefe cics ? 

Or whether riding on the bals of mine 
Scenic they in motion ? Here are feucrM lips 
Parted with fuger breath, fo fweet a baxre 
Should funder fuch fweet friends: here in her haircs 
The Painter pla.es the Spider,and hath vvouen 
A golden m efh t’intrap the hearts of men 
Faficr then gnats in cobwebs: but her cics, 

How could he fee ro doc them ? hauing made one, 

Me thinkes it fhould haue power to fteale both his 
And leauc it lelfe vnfurmfht: Yet looke how farre 
1 he iubftancc ofmy praiic doth wrong this fhadow 
In vnderprifing ic, io farre this fhadow 
Doth limpe behinde the fubftance. Here’s the fcroule, 
The continent, and fummaric of my fortune. 

T oh that choofe not by the view 
Chance as fairs, and choofe as true: 

\ Since this fortune fals toy oh. 

Be content, and feeke no new. 

If you be well pleafd with this , 

And heldy our fortune for your blijfe , 

Turney oh where your lady is, 

And claime her with a louing kffe. 

Bajf. A gentle fcroulc: Fairc Lady,by your leaue, 

I come by note to giue, and to rcceiue. 

Like one of two contending in a prize 
That thinks he hath done well in peoples cics: 
Hearing applaufe and vniuerfalJ (bout, 

Giddie in fpirit, ftill gazing in a doubt 
Whether thofe peaks of praife be his or no. 
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Such as I am; though tor my ldfc alone 

I would no: be ambitious m my wiUi, n 
To wirti my fclfc muchbctccr.yec for tou j; 

I would be trebled cwciHy time* my ieltc _ 

A thoufand times more fa. rc.ten thoufiiiKj. tunes 
More rich,that ontly to Hand high m your account, 
Laht in vem.es,beauties Uumgs. friends. 

Breed account: but the lull lummeot me 
Hum of nothing; wlvich.to termc >n grofle. 

Is an vnleflbned girlc, vnichool J, vnpraiftiz d, 

Happy in tWs, lire is not yeelo old 
Rut (Ire may learnc : happier then this - , 

Shfie is not bred fo.dull but Arc can learne; 
Hapnieftofallj is that her gentle fpirit 
Commits it fclfc to yours to be diretf cd, 
from her Lord,her Gouernour,hcr King. 

My fclfc, and what is mine, to you and yours 
js now conuerced. But now I was the Lord 
Of this faire nunfion,mafl,cr of my leruants, 

Quecne ore,my fclfe: and euen now,but now. ^ 

This houfe, thefe f:ruancs,and this lame my fclfc 
Arc yours,my Lord, 1 giue them with this ring, 

Which when you part from>ofe,or giue away. 

Let it prefage chc rumeofyour loue. 

And be my vantage to exdaimcon you. 

Bajf. Maddam,you haue bereft me of all words, 
Onely my bloud fpeakes to you in my vaines. 

And there is fuch confufion in my powers, 

As after feme oration faircly (poke 
By a beloued Prince, there doth appears 
Among the buzzing plcafed multitude, 

Where eucry fomething being blent together, 

Turncs to a wilde of nothing, Faire of ioy 
Expreft, and not expreft : but when,this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence, 

O then be bold to fay Bajfanio s dead. 

Ner. My Lord and Lady, it is now our time 
That haue flood by and feeneourxvtflie&profper, 

To cry good ioy,good ioy my Lord and Lady. 

Cra. My Lord Bajfanio, and my gentle Lady, 

I wi(h yon all the ioy that you can with : 

Fori am fureyou can wifh none from me : 

And when your Honours meane to folemnize 
The bargains of your faith: I doc be fetch you 
Euen at that time I may be married coo. 

Bajf, With all my heart,fo than canft get a wife. 

Gra. I thanke your Lordfhip, you gauc got me one. 
My eyes my Lord can looke as fwift as yours: 

You faw the miftres,l beheld chc maid : 

You lou’d, I lou’d for intermiffion, 

No more pertaines to me my Lord then you} 

Your fortune flood vpon the caskets there. 

And fo did mine toov, as the matter falls ; 

For wooinghecre vntill I fwee againe, 

Andfwearing till my very rough was dry 
Withoathcs ofloue,at laft, ifpromifelaft, 

^ gotapromifeofehis faire one heere 
Tohauc her loue: prouided that yourfartune 
Atchieu’d her mifti effe. 

Bor. Is this true Nertiffa} 

Her, Madam ic is fo,fo you ftandplcas’d withall. 
Bajf. And doe you Cymiano meane good faith ? 


Cra • Yes faith my Lord. 

Bajf, Our feaftfhall be much honored in vour mar¬ 
riage. 

Gra, Week play with them the firft boy for a thou¬ 
fand ducats. 

Ner. What and ftakedowne? 

Gra. No,we Thai nere win at that fport, and flake 
downe. 

But who comes heere ? Lorenzo and his Infidcll ? 

What and my old Venetian friend Salerio ? 

Enter Lorenzo Jejfic a,and Salerio, 

Baf. Lorenzo and Salerio y welcome hether. 

If that the youth of my new mtereft heere 
Haue power to bid you welcome: by your leaue 
1 bid my verie friends and Countrimen 
Sweet Portia welcome. 

Por. So do I my Lord,tbey are incirely welcome. 

Lor . I thanke your honor; for my part my Lord, 

My purpofc was not to haue feene you heere. 

But meeting with Salerio by the way. 

He did intreatemee paft all faying nay 
To come with him along, 

% Sal I did my Lord, 

And I h.iue reafop for it, Signior Ant homo 
Commends him to you. 

Bajf. E;c I ope his Letter 
I pray you cell me how my good friend doth. 

Sal. Not ficke my Lord, vnlclTc it be in minde. 

Nor wcl, vnlcfle in minde : bis Letter there 
Wil fhew you his eftate. 

Opens the Letter. 

Gra. Herrtfa,c hcercyond ftranger,bid heir wclcdm. 
Your hand Salerio,wha r Ei the newes from Venice ? 

How doth that royal Merchant good tAnthowo; 

I know he wil be glad of our fuccelfe,- 
We are the la fans, wc haue won the fleece. 

Sal. 1 would you had won the fleece that bee hath 
loft. 

Por . There are fome fiavewd contents in yond fame 
Paper, 

That fteales the colour from Baf/anos chceke. 

Some dccre friend dead, clfc nothing in the world 

Could turne fo much the eonfiitution 

Of any conftantman. What,vvorfe ai>d vvorfc? 

With leaue Bajfanio I am halfe your fcfte, 

And I itmft freely haue the halfe of any thing 
That this fame paper brings you. 

Bajf. O fweet Vortia, 

Heere are a few of the vnpjeafant’ft words 
That ctier blotted paper. Gentle Ladie 
When I did firft impart my loue to you, 

1 freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ran in my vaines: I w f as a Gentleman, 

And then I told you true; and yet decre Ladic, 

Rating my feife at nothing, you (hall fee 
How much I was a Braggart,when I told you 
My Sate was nothing, I {hould then haue told you 
That I was worfe then nothing: for indeede 
I haueingag’d my feife to a deere friend, 

Ingag'd my friend to his mccre cnemie 
Tofeedemy meancs. Heere is a Letter Ladie, 

The paper as the bodie of my friend* 

And euerie word in ic a gaping wound 
Ifluing life blood. But is it true Salerio , 
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Tfo TATerchant of Venice . 


Hath all his ventures faild, what not one hit. 

From Tripolis, from Mexico and England, 

From Lisbon, Barbary, and India, 

And not one vefTell fcape the dreadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marringrocks ? 

Sal. Not one my t ord„ 

Belidcs, it fhouid appeare, that if he had 
The prefent money to dilcharge the lew. 

He would not take it 2 neuer did 1 know' 

A creature that did bearc the lhape of man 
So kecne and greedy to confound a man. 

He plyes the Duke at morning and at night. 

And doth impeach the frccdomc of the Bate 
If they deny him iuftice. T wenty Merchants, 

The Duke himfelfe,and che Magnificoes 
Of greateft port haue all perfwaded with him, 

But none can dnue him from the enuious plea 
Of forfeiturc,of iuftice,and his bond. 

lejji. When I was with him*! haue heard him fwcarc 
ToTubaKznd to fW, his Councri-men, 

That he would rather haue Anthonios fiefh. 

Then twenty times the value of the fumme 
That he did owe him: and I know my Lord, 

If law, authorise, and power denie not. 

It will goc hard with poore Antbomo . 

for . Is it your deere friend that is thus in trouble ? 
*BaJf. The deereft friend to me,the kindeft man. 
The beft condition’d, and vnwearied fpirit 
In doing curtefies: and one in whom 
The ancient Romane honour more appeares 
Then any that drawes breath in Italic. 
for . What fumme owes he the lew? 
r BaJft For me three thoufand ducats. 
for. What, no more? 

Pay him fixe thoufand, and deface the bond : 

Double fixe tbouiand, and then treble that, 

Before a friend of this defcription 
Shall lofe a hatre through Baffdno’ s fault. 

Firft goe with me to Church, and call me wife, 

And then away to Venice to your friend : 

For neuer fhall you lie by Portias fide 
With an vnquiet foule. You fhall haue gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times ouer. 

When icispayd,bring your true friend along. 

My maid Nemffa , and my felfe meane time 
Will liuc as maids and widdowes; come away. 

For you fhall hence vpon your wedding day : 

Bid your friends welcome,fhow a merry checre. 

Since you are deere bought, I will loue you deere. 

Bu t let me hcarc the letter of your friend. 

Sweet BafTanio, my flips haue all mifearried , my fredt- 
tors grow erne If my eft ate is very low , my bond to the lew is 
forfeit , and fwee in paying it , it is impojfible 1 fhouid line , all 
debts are cleerd betweene y oh and I , if I might fee you at my 
death : notwtthftandtng , vfejour pie a fur e,if jour loue doe not 
perfwadejou to come , let not my letter. 

for. O lone! difpach all bufines and be gone. 

Bajf Since I haue your good leaue to goe away , 

I will make haft $ but till I come againe, 

No bed fhall ere be guilty of my ftay. 

Nor reft be interpofer twixt vs twaine. Exeunt. 

Enter the lew, and Solanio> and zsfnthonio* 
and the lay lor. 

lew. Iaylor, looke to him,tell not me of mercy* 


This is the foole that lends out money gratis. ' 

Iaylor, looke to him# 

Ant. Heare me yet good Sbjlok^ 
lew . lie haue my bond,fpeake not againftmy b 0 
I haue fworne an oath that 1 will haue nay bond; ^ 

Thou cairdft me dog before thou hadft a caufe 
But fincc I am a dog,beware rny phangs. 

The Duke fhall grant me iuftice, ! do wonder 
Thou naughty Iaylor, that thou art fo fond 
To come abroad with himathisrequeft. 

Ant. I pray thee heare me fpeake. 
lew. lie haue my bond, I will not hcarc thee fpeake 
lie haue my bond, and therefore fpeake no more, 
lie not be made a foft and dull ey’d foole. 

To (hake the head,relent,and figh,and yecld 
To Chriftian intercefiors : follow not, 
lie haue nofpcaking,I will haue my bond. Exit fa 
Sol. It is the moft impenetrable currc 
That euer kept with men. 

Ant* Let him alone, 

He follow him no more with bootlefTe prayers: 

He ieekes my life,hU reafon well I know 5 
I oft dcliuer’d from his forfeitures 
Many that haue at times made mone to me. 
Therefore he hates me. 

Sol. I am furc the Duke will neuer grant 
this forfeiture to hold.- 

An. The Duke canfiot deny the courfc oflaw: 

For the commoditic that ftrangers haue 
With vs in Venice, if it be denied. 

Will much impeach the iufticc of the State, 

Since that the trade and profit of the citty 
Confiftcth cf all Nations. Therefore gee, 

Thefe greefes and leffes haue fo bated mee, 

Thatl fhall hardly fparca pound of flefh 
To morrow, to my bloudy Creditor. 

Well Iaylor,on^pray God BaJJanio come 

To Ice me pay his debt, and then I care nor. Exeunt. 


Enter l ortia, Nerriffa y Lorenzo, Ieffica, and a 
Portias* 


Lor. Madam, although I fpeake it inyourprcfcnce, 
You haue a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity, which appeares moft ftiongly 
In bearing thus the abfence of your Lord. 

But if you knew to whom you fhew this honour, 
Howcrue a Gentleman you fend relecfe, 
Howdcerealoucr ofmy Lord your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the worke 
Then cuftomary bounty can enforce you, 
for. I neuer did repent for doing good* 

Nor (hall not now : for in companions 
That do conucrfe and waftc the cimetogether, 
Whofc foulcs doe bearc an egal yoke of loue* 

There rouft be needs a like proportion 
Of lyniaments,of manners,and of fpirit; 

Which makes me thinke that this Antbonio 
Being the bofome louer ofmy Lord, 

Muft needs be like my Lord, If it be fo, 

How liule is the coft 1 haue beftowed 
In purchafing the fcmblance of my foule; 

From out the Bate of helliih cruelty, 

This comes too nccrc the praifing of my felfe ] 
Therefore no more of it: hcere other things 
Lorenfo I commit into your hands, 
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The TATerchant of Venice. 177 


Toliueinpraycrandcontemplat.on, 

Onclv attended by Nerriffahccrc, 

Vntil'l her husband and my Lords returne. 

There is a monaftery too miles oft, 

And there we w ill abide. I doe defire you 

Not to denie this impofitioil. 

The which my loue and lome ncceffity 

^°LoreIf Madame, with all my heart, 

T fhall obey you in all faire commands. 

Per. My people doe already know my mindc, 

And will acknowledge you and Ieffica 

In place of Lord Baffattto and my lelfe. 

So far you well till we fhall meece againe. 
lor. Faire thoughts & happy houres attend on you. 
Ielfi.. Iwifhyour Ladifhip all hearts content. 
for. I tbankc you for your wifh, and am well pleas’d 
Towifhitbacke on you: faryouwell Ieffica. Exeunt. 

Now Halthafer, 3 s I haue euer found thee honeft true, 
Soletmefindethee ftill: take this fame letter, 

And vfc thou all theindeauor ofa man. 

In fpeed to Mantua, fee thou vender this 

Iotomy cofins hand,Dodlor Bclarie, 

And looke what notes and garments he doth giue thee, 
Bring them I pray thee with imagin’d fpeed 

Vnto theTrane£l,to the common Ferric 

Which trades to Venice ; wafte no time in words, 

But get thee gone,! fhall be there before thee. 

Baltb, Madam,] goc with all conuenient fpeed. 

Ter. Come on Neriffa ,1 haue worke in hand 

That you yet know not of; wee’ll fee our husbands 

Before they thinke of v s ? 

Nerriffa. Shall they fee vs t 

Portia. They fhall Nerriffa : but in fuch a habit. 

That they fhall thinke we are accomplifhed 

With that we lacke; He hold thee any W3ger 

When we are both accoutered like yong men, 

He proue the prectier fellow of the two, 

And weare my dagger with the brauer grace, 

And fpeake betweene the change of man and boy, 
Withareedevoycc.and turnctwo minting fteps 

Into a manly ftride; and fpeake of fray es 

Like a fine bragging youth; and tell quaint lyes 

How honourable Ladies fought my loue. 

Which 1 denying, they fell ficke and died. 

Icould not doe tvithall: then Jle repent, 

And wifh for all that.that I had not kil’d them; 

And twentie of thefe punic lies lie tell, 

That men fhall fwearel haue difeontinued fcheole 

Aboue a twelue moneth : I haue within my minde 

A thoufand faw tricks of thefe bragging lacks. 

Which I will praflife. 

Nerrif, Why,fhallweeturnetomen? 

Portia. Fie, what a queftions that ? 

If thou wertnerea lewd interpreter: 

But come. He tell thee all my whole deuice 

When I am in my coach, which ftayes for vs 

At the Parke gate; and therefore hafte away, 

for we muft meafure twentie miles to day. Sxeunt. 

thcr arc to be laid vpon the children^therefore I promife 
you, I fcarc you, I was alwaies plaine with you, and fo 
now I fpeake my agitation of the matter : therfore be of 
good cheerc, for truly! thinke you are damn’d, there is 
but one hope in it that can doe you anie good,and that is 
but a kinde of baftard hope neither. 

Ieffica. And what hope is that I pray thee ? 

Clow* Marrie you may partlie hope that your father 
got you not, that you are not t he Iewes daughter. 

lef That were a kinde of baftard hope indeed,fo the 
fins of my mother fhouid be vifited vpon me. 

Clow. Truly then I fcare you are damned both by fa¬ 
ther and mother: thus when I fhun Sctila your father, I 
fall into Chanbdts your mother 5 well,you arc gone both 
waies. 

Ief. I fhall be fau’d by my husband,he hath made me 
a Chriftian. 

Clow. Truly the more to blame he, we were Chnfti- 
ans enow bcfore,e’nc as many as could wcl line one by a- 
nother: this making ofChriftians will raiie the price of 
Hogs, if wee grow all to be porke-eaters, wee fhall not 
fhordic haue a raftier on the coales for money. 

Enter Lorcnx.o. 

Ief. lie tell my husband Lancelet what you fay,hcere 
he conies. 

Loren. I fhall grow iealous of you fliortly Lancelet , 
ifyou thus get my wife into corners ? 

ief. Nay, you need rtot feare vs Lorenz,o y Launcelet 
and 1 arc out, he tells me flatly there is no mercy for mec 
in heauen, becaufe I am a Iewes daughter: and hce faics 
you are no good member of the commonwealth, for 
in conuerting Iewes to Chriftians, you raife the price 
of Porke. 

Loren. I ftiall anfwcre thafbecter to the Common¬ 
wealth, than you can the getting vp of the Ner^roes bcl- 
lie : the Moore is with childe by you Launcelet ? 

Clow. It is much that the Moore fhouid be more then 
real on: but if fhe be lefle then an honeft woman, fhee is 
indeed more then I tookeher for.. 

Loren. How euerie foole can play vpon the word, I 
thinke che beft grace of wicte will fhortly turne into fi- 
lcnce, and difeourfe grow commendable in none onely 
but Parrats: goe in firra, bid them prepare for dinner ? 

Clow. That is done fir,they haue all ftomacks ? 

Loren. Qoodly Lord,what 3 witte-fnapper are you, 
then bid them prepare dinner. 

Clow. That is done to fir, onely couer is the word. 

Loren. Will you couer chan fir ? 

Clow. Not fo fir neither, l know my ducie. 

Loren. Yet more quarreling with occafion,wilt thou 
fhew the whole wealth of thy \^it in an infianc ; I pray 
thee vnderftand a plaine man in his plaine meaning: goc 
to thy fellowes, bid them couer the cable,, ierucinthe 
meat,and we will come in to dinner. 

Clow. For the table fir , it fhall be feru’d in , for the 
meat fir, it fhall bee couered , foryourcomminginto 
dinner fir,why let it be as humors and conceits fhall go- 
uernc. ^ Exitflowne. 

Lor. O deare difcretion,how his words are futed, 

The foole hath planted in his memory 

An Armie of good words, and I doe know 

A many fooles that ftand in better place. 

Enter Clowneand Ieffica. 

Oom. Yes truly • for looke you,the finnes of the It*- 

GarnifTht like him, chat for a trickfie word 

Dcfiethe matter;howcheer’ft thou Ieffica^ 

And now good fvycec fay thy opinion. 

How 
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How doft thou like the Lord BaJJtaaos wife ? 

Paft all cxpreflingjit is very nieete 
The Lord Bjiffanio liue an vpri^ht life 
For hauing fuch a bleffmgin his Lady, 

He findes the ioyes of heauen heere on earth. 

And i£on earth he doc not rncanc it,it 
Is realon he fhonld ncuer come to heauen ? 

Why,if two gods fhould play fomc hcauenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 

And Portia one : there muft be fomething elie 
Paund with the other, tor the poore rude world 
Hath ftot her fellow. 

Loren. Euen fuch a husband 
Haft thou of me, as fhe is for a wife. 

Itf> Nay,but aske my opinion to of that ? 

Lor . I will anonCjfirft let vs goe to dinner ? 

lef. Nay,let mepraife ypu while I hauc a ftomacke ? 

Lor. No pray thec,let it ferue for tabic talkc, 

Then how fom ere thou fpeakft’mong other things, 

I flhall digeft it? 

I.ejfi. Well, He fetycu forth. Exeunt. 


Urn Quart us 


Enter the Duke, the C^lagnijicoes, A nth onto } B afar; to, and 

Gratiano. 

* 

Duke* What, is Anth'onio- heerc? 

Ant . Ready, fo plcafc your grace ? 

'Duke. I am forry forthec,thou art come to anfwcrc 
A ftonicaduerfary.aninhumane wretch, 

Vncapablc ofpitty,voyd, and empty 
From any dram of rnercie. 

Ant* I haue heard 

Your Grace hath tane great paines to quahfie 
His rigorous ceurfe: bat firke he (lands obdurate. 

And that no lawful meanes can carrie rnc 
Gut ofhis enUies reach,' Ido oppole 
My patience to his fury, and 3 m arirfd 
To fuflfer with a quietneffeof fpirfc, 

The very tiranny 3nd rage of his. 

Du. -Go one and cal the lew into the Court. 

Sal. He is ready at the doorc,he comes my Lord. 

Enter Shy lock*. 

Du. Make roome^and let him ftand before bur face. 
Shylocke the world thinkcs, and I thinke fo to 
That thou but leadeft this fafi-Vionoftby mallice 
To the laft hdure of a6l,and then ’tis thought 
Thou’lc fhSw r thy mercy atrd remorfcmore ftrange , 

Than is thy ftrange appatant cruelty; 

And where-thou nowexacVft the penalty, 

Which is a pound of this poore Merchants flelh, 

Thou Wile not onely loofe the forfeiture, ; 

But touch-d with humane gentleneffe and loue : 
Forgiuea moytie ofthcpfruCipalF,' - 
Glancing an eye ofpitty on his Ioffes v ‘ 

That haucoflate fo hudledqn hisbacke. 

Enow to preffe a royall Merchant downe;- ‘ 

And pluckecommiferation'ofhisllate • « * 

From braffie bo forties, and rough hearts offline 9, •’l £ 

‘“ ‘ onbnA 


To offices of tender curtefic. 

We all expeft a gentle anfwcr lew ? 

/«*\ Ihaue poffeft your grace of what l p UrtJO r 
And by our holy Sabbath haue I lwcrne r F lC > 
To haue the due and forfeit of my bond. 

If you denie ic, let the danger light 
Vpon your Charter, and your Cities freedomc 
You’l aske me why I rather choofc to haue 
A weight of carrion flefh, then to receiue 
T hree thoufand Ducats ? lie not anfwcr that: 

But fay it ismy humor; Is itanfwercd ? 

What ifmy houfe be troubled with a Rat, 

And I bepleas’d to giue ten thoufand Ducates 
To haue it bain’d t What,arc you anfwer’d yet ? 
Some men there are loue not a gaping Pigoc ; 

Some that are mad, if they behold a Cat: 

And others,when the bag-pipe fings i'th nofc 
Cannot containe their Vrine for affedhon. * 
Mafters of paffion fwayes it to the moodc 
Of what it likes or loaths, now for your anfwer: 

As there is no firmc realon to be rendred 
Why he cannot abide a gaping Pigge ? 

Why he a barmlcflc neccffaric Cat ? 

Why he a woollen bog-pipe : but of force 
Muft yeeld to fuch incuitable fhamc, 

As to offendhiinfclfebeing offended : 

So can I giue no reafon,nor I will not. 

More then a lodg’d hate, and a certaine loathing 
I bcare Anthonio, that I follow thus 
Aloofing fuitcagainft him? Areyouanfwered? 

Baff. This is no anivver thou vnfeeling man, 

To excufe the currant of thy cruelty. 

lew. I am n*jt bound to pleafe thee with my anfwcr, 
Bajf. Do all men kil the things they do not loue? 
lew. Hates any man the thing he would not kill? 

2 3 ajf. Eueric offence is not a hate at fii ft. 
lew. What wouldft thou haue a Serpent fling thee 
twice? 

Ant, I pray you thinke you queftion with the lew : 
You may as well go (land vpon the beach. 

And bid themaine flood baite his vfuall height, 

Or cucn as well vfe queftion with the Wolfe, 

The Ewe bicate for the Lambe : 

You may as well forbid the Mountair.c Pines 
To wagge their high tops, and to make no noife 
When they are fretted with thegufts of heauen: 

You may as well do any thifrg nioft hard, 

As feckc to foften that, then which what harder ? 

His Iewifh heart. Therefore l do bcfeech you 
Make no more offers, vfe no farther meanes, 

But with all briefe and plaine conueniencie 
Let me h^ue iudgement, and the lew his will. 

Baf. For thy three thoufand Ducates hecreisfix* 
lew. If eueric Ducat in fixe thoufand Ducates 
Were in fixe parts, and eueiy part a Ducate, 

I would not draw them, I would haue my bond ? 

Du.How (halt thou hope for mercic,rendringnone? 
lew. What iudgement fhall I dread doing no wrong? 
You haue among you many a purchaft flaue. 

Which likeyour Affcs,a*nd your Dogs and Moles, 
You vfe in abieft and in flauifh parts, 

Becaufe you bought them. Shall I fay to you. 

Let them be free, marric them to your heires l 
Why fweate they ynderBurfchens^ Let their bed^s 
Be made as foft as yours: and let their pallats 
B! fcafon'd with futh Viands: you will anfwer 
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nound of which I demand ® t’bipD x 

udecrely bought, hs I will hauc Jc. :■> * av. 

Iftard lot iudgemenc, aufwict.Shail I haucit. \ 

1 lu. Vpountypo^cr'Im.ydfcAdusCoun, 

Vtileffe a learned• '■ - . 

rafbom I liaue Icnr for to determine this. 

Come heerc to day. :>= 3 a * ;, ‘ . Z \ < 

C 5 ./. My Lord, heere:ftay.es w « h ^:. ^* 
AMeffenger with I>^6r, 

comrftomPadua. .. 

i Bring vs the Letters, Cali the Meffengers. 

Baif. Good cheerc Avtbonia. Whatman>,eorage yet:. 
The lew fhall haue oiy flcffy blood,bpbes,atid all, ’>■< 
i thou fhslt loole £t>r meane drop of blood. 

C ^Jnt. I«« a tainted Weather of the flockc,* 

Mceteft for death, the vveakefl kiftde of frtisic. 

Drops earlieft to the ground, and fo lenrae; 

Youcannot better be employ’d Bapiew, 

Then to hue hill,and write mine Epitaph.- 
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Enter Nerrijfa. y 

* Came you from Padua from Urio> 

A/irr. From^Both, b :r 
My Lor ABellario greets your Grace, wi.v 
Baf. Why doft chou whet thy knife fo-eirncftly > 
lew. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrout there. 
Gu. Not on thy foale: but on thy foule harfh lew 
Thou mak’ft thy knife kcene: but no mectall can, 

No, not the hangmans Axe beare halfe the keenneffc 
Ofthy (liorpc enuy. Can no prayers pictce Uiee? 
lew. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make. 
(jya. O be thou damn’d, inexccrable dogge, 

And for thy life let iuftice be accus’d: 

Thou almoft mak’ft me wauer in my faith 5 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras , 

That foules of Animals infufc themlelucs 
Intothetrunkcs of men. Thy curriflilpirit 
Gouern*d a Wolfe, who hang*d for humane {laughter, 
Euen from the gallowes;did his fell foule fleet; 

And whil’ft thou layeft in thy vnhallowed dam, 

Infus’d it felfc in thee: For thy defires 
Are Woluifh, bloody, fteru’d,and rauenous/ 
lew. Till thou canftraile the feale from off rov bond 
Thou but offcnd’ft thy Lungs to fpcake fo loud: 

Repairc thy wit good youth, or it will fall 
Toendlefleruine. I ftand heerefor Law. 

Dn. This Letter from Bellario doth commend 
Ayongand Learned Do<ftor in our Court; 

Where is he? 

Mr. He attendeth heere hard by- 
To know your anfwer,whether you’l admit him. 

Du, With all my heart. Some three or four of you 
Go giue him curteous conduct to this place, 

Meane time the Court fhall heare BeHarioes Letters 

Y Our GraceJhaUvnder/land , that at the feceiteef your 
Letter l am veryftdke: but tn the injlant that your tnef- 
fenger came , in lotting vifetation, was with me a joung t)'o- 
ttorofRotne, his name is Balthafar: I dequainedhtm with 
the caufe in fintrouerfee, ; httweenethe lew-and Anthonio 
the Merchant: We turnd ere many Boekes together: het 'tt 
prntjhed with my opinion', which bettre'dwith his owne tear* 
tbegreatnefie whereof I ednnot criwgh commend,cdmti 
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with him at my importunity} tofitt vpyeur Graces requefitn , 
my feed. I befeeehyon, let bis labke efyears he no impediment j 
to let, bitnldekcrt reuerendejlintation : for Inner knetoc fo \ 
yonga body, with fo old a head. I leave him to four pradiot* 
acceptance, whofe trialfhall bctterpublifk his commendation- 

Enter Portutfor Balthazar. " ' * 

Duke. You heare the learned Betlario what he writes 
And hecre(^I take it)i$ the Dodtor come. 

Giue me y our hand : Came you from old BiHario? 

Por< I did iwy Lord, n 
Du. You are welcome-:>tsfke youf pfi r co; 

Are you acquainted with.thcdifference * 

That holds this prefem queftion in the Court. 

Por. t lam enformed throughly ofthc caufe 
Which is the Merchant heere? and which-tbfc I6W? ' 

Du. Anthonio and ol iiSkylocke, both ftand forth;' A 
Por. .Ifc your name S.byJtkkh'li >.. H 

lew. Shylocke ismy name. // 

Por. Of a ftrange natuireis the fute you follow, ’ 

Yet in fuch rule, that cheVenetian Law ■ : 2 :zdl 

Cannot impugneyou as you do proceed.! • ’ 'ell 

You ftand within his danger,do youfloM 
Ant. I,fohcfayes. 

Por. Doyouconfeffethebond? ” 

Ant. Ido. '*'*' ; • ■ '■ i ^V 

Por. Then muft the lew be mercifuil. 

lew. On what compulfion muft fit Tell Me that. 

Por. The quality ofmercy is not ftram’d, :sr. 
Ic droppeth asthe gentlerainefrom hestj/tf 
Vpon tiie place beneath. It is twice bleft. ' 

Itbleffeth him that giues, and him'‘that takes, * -H 

*Tis mightieft in themightieft, ft beCom^s-' * 

The throned Monarch better then his CfWhe, 

His Scepter fliewes the force of tcmporalTpbwtT, 1 
The attribute to awe amhMaieftifr, • . 

Wherein dbth fit the dread and feare of Kings: 

But mercy is aboue this feeptred fway, • * ft 

It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 
it is an attribute to God himfelfe; 

And earthly power doth then fiiew likeft Gods 
When mercic feafons Iuftice. Therefore Jew, 

Though Iuftice be thy plea, confiderthis, 

Tint in the ccurfe of Iuftice,none of vs 
Should fee (alu3tion: we do pray for mercie, 

And that lame prayer, doth teach vs all to render ^ 

The deeds ofmercie. 1 hauefpoke thus much 1 
To mittigatetheiufticeofehy plea: :r *. :,r;vjiO 

Which if thou follow, this ftri& courfe ofVenice 
Muft needcs giue lcntence ’gainft the Merchant there. 

Shy. My deeds vpon.my head, I craue the Law, T 
Thepenaltieandforfeite ofmy bond. o f 

Por . Is he not able to difeharge the money ? 

Baf. Yes,hecue I tender ft for him in the Court, 

Yea, twice the futnme, if that will not fufficc, 

•I will be bound to pay it ten times ore, 

On forfeit of my hands, my head, roy heart: 

If this will not ftsffice, it muft appeare 

That malice bcares downe truth. And Ibefcech you 

Wreft once the Law to your authority* 

To do a great right, do a little wrong, 

And curbc this cruell diucll of his will. 

Por. It muft not be, there is nof ov?er in Venice* * 
Canalteradecrce^ftabliflied: # 

Twill be recorded for a Prefidcnt, 

And 
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And many an error by the feme example. 

Will rufh into the ftate: It cannot be. 

Jew. A Daniel come to judgement, yea 9 Daniel. 

Q wife young Iudge, how do Ihonourthee, 

Per. I pray you let me looke vpon the bond. 

J**' Heere ’tis moft reueiend Doftor.heerc itis. 
Per. Shylocke, there’s thrice thy monie offered thee. 
Shy. An oath, an oath, I haue an oath in heauen: 
Shall 1 lay periurie vpon my foulc ? 

No not for Venice. 

Per, Why this bond is forfeit, 

And lawfully by this the lew may claime 
A pound offlefh, to be by him cut off 
Ncercft the Merchants heart; be roercifull, 

Take thrice thy money, bid me teare the bond. 

lent. When it is paid according to the tenure. 

It doth appeare you are a worthy Judge: 

you know the Law, your expofition 

Hath beenc moft found. I charge you by the Law, 

Whereof you arc a well-defcruing pillar, 

Proceede to judgement: By my foule I fweare. 

There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me: I ftay heere on my bond. 

An. Moll heartily I do bcfccch the Court 
To giue the iudgement. 

Por. Why then thus it is : 
you muft prepare yourbefome for his knife. ' 

Jew. O noble Iudgc.O excellent yong man. 

Per. For the intent and purpofe of the Law 
Hath full relation to the pcnaltic, 

Which heere appearcth due vpon the bond. 

lew. ’Tis verie true : O wife and vpright Judge, 
How much more elder art thou then thy lookes ? 

Por. Therefore lay bare your bol’omc. 

Jew. I, his bred, 

Sofayes the bond, doth it not noble Iudge? 

Ncercft his heart, thofeare the very words. 

Por. It is, fo: Are there ballancc heere to weigh the 
flefti? 

Jew. I haue them ready. 

Por. Haue by-fome Surgeon Shylocke on your charge 
To flop his wounds, lcaft he fhouldblcedc to death. 
Jew. It is not nominated in the bond ? 

Por. It is not fo exprefl: but what of that ? 

’Twere good you do fo much for charicie. 
lew. I cannot findc it,’tis not in the bond. 

Per. Come Merchant, haue you any thing to fay i 
Ant. But little i I am arm’d and well prepar'd. 

Giue me your hand Baflanio, fare you well. 

Greeue not that! am falne to this for you: 

For heerein fortune fhewes her felfe more kinde 
Then is her cuflome. It is ftill her vfc 
To let the wretched man out-liue his wealth. 

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow 
An age ofpouerty. From which lingring penance 
Of fueh miferie, doth file cut me off: 

Commend me to your honourable Wife, 

Tell her the proceffc of Anthonio’s end : 

Say how I lou’d you; fpeake me faire in death : 

And when the.tale is told, bid her be iudge, 

Whether Bajfaniobad not once a Loue: 

Repent not you that you fhall loofe your friend. 

And he repents not that he payes your debt. 

For if the lew do cut but deepe enough, 

He pay it inftantly, with all miy hearti 
2 iaf. Anthonie, I am married to a wife. 


Which is as decre to me as life it felfe, 

But life it fclfe,my wife,and all the world* ty 
Are not with me efleem'd aboue thy life. 

I would loofe all, I facrifice them all 
Heere to this deuill, to deliueryou. 

Por. Your wifeWould giue you little thanks forth 

If flic were by toheareyou make the offer. 

Cra. I haue a wife whom Iproteft I loue, 

I would (he were in heauen, fo (he could 
Intreat fome power to change this currifti lew. 

Ner. ’Tis well you offer it behinde hcrbacke 
The wi<h would make elfe an vnquiet houfe. ’ / 

Jew. Thefe be the Chriftian husbands: I haue a dau h 
Would any of the ftocke okBarrabas 
Had beene her husband,rather then a Chriftian. 

We trifle time, I pray thee purfue fentence. 

Per. A pound of that fame marchants flefhis thine 
The Court awards it,and the law doth giue it. ‘ 
Jew. Moftrightfull Judge. 

Tor. And you muft cut this fled) from offhisbrejft 
The Law allowes ic,and the Court awards it. 

Jew. Moft learned Iudge,a fentence,come prepare 
per. Tarry alittle,thcreisfomethingeIfe, 

This bond doth giue thee heereno iot ofbloud 
The words exprefly are a pound of flefti: 

Then take thy bond,take thou thy pound of flelh 
Butin the cutting it, if thou doft ftied 
One drop of Chriftian bioud,thy lands and goods 
Are by the Lawes of Venice corififcare 
Vnto the ftate of Venice. 

Cjra. O vpright Iudge, 

Markc Iew,olearned Iudge. 

Shy. Is that the law? 

Por. Thy lelfe (halt fee the A< 5 i: 

For as thou vrgeft iuftice, be affur’d 
Thou fhalt haue iuftice more then thou defireft. 

Cra. O learned Iudge,mark Icw,a learned Iudge, 
Jew. I take this offer then,pay the bond thrice, 

And let the Chriftian goe. 

“Baff. Heere is the money. 

Por. Soft,the lew fhall haue all iuftice,foft,no liafte, 
He fhall haue nothing but the penalty. 

Cra. O lew,an vpright Tudge,a learned Iudge. 

Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flefh, 
Shed thou no bloud,«ior cut thou leffe nor more 
But iuft a pound of.flefh: if thou tak’ft more 
Or leffe then a iuft pound, beit fo much 
As makes it light or heauy in thcfubftance, 

Or the deuifion of the twentieth part 
Of one poore fcruple, nay if the fcale doc turtle 
But in the eftimation of a hayre, 

Thou dieft, and all thy goods are confiscate* 

Gra A fecond Daniel, a Daniel lew. 

Now infidel! I haue thee on the hip. 

Tor. Why doth the lew pauie,take thy forfeiture, 
5 hy. Giue me my principall and let me goe. 

Bajf. I haue it ready for thee,heere it is. 

Por. He hath refus’d,it in the open Court, 

He (hall haue mcerly iuftice and his bond. 

Cra. A Daniel ftill fay I,a fccond Daniel, 

I thankethee lew for teaching tnethat word. 

Shy. Shall I not haue barely my principall ? 

Por. Thou (halt haue nothing but the forfeiture, 

To be taken fo at thy perill lew. 

Shy. Why then the Deuill giue him good of it: 
lie ftay no longer queftion. 

far. Tarry 
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hath yet another hold on you- 
n^is enacted in the Lawes ofVemce, 

ibeprouedagainft an Alien. 

r ,tby duea,orindirea attempts 

a.fceke the life of any Citizen1, , 

The party gainft the which he doth contriue, 

£l feaze one halfe his goods.the other halfe 
Comes to the priuie coffer of the State, 

C °Z he offenders life lies rn the mercy 
fie Duke onely, gainft all other voice. 

?which predicament I fay thou ftandft . 

L it appeares by manifcftproceed.ng. 

That indireaiy,and diredfly to, 

Sou haft contrVdagainft the r«y life 

nfthe defendant; and thou haft incut d 
The danger formerly by merelieatfl. 
n oWB e therefore,and beg mercy of the Duke. 

Grs. Beg that thoU mai( * haueleaue to han S t!i y fcIk * 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the ftate. 

Thou haft not lcft the value of a cord. 

Therefore t hou muft be hang'd at the ftates charge. 

Dukj That thou (halt fee the difference ofour fpirit, 

1 pardon thee thy life before thou askeit : 

For halfe thy wealth, it is Anthonio's, 

The other halfe comes to the gencrall ftate. 

Which humbleneffe may driuc vnto a fine. 

Por. I for the ftate,not for Anthomo. 

Sb. Nay,take my life and all,pardon not that, 
y 0U take my hou fe,when you do take the prop 
That doth fuftaine my houfe: you take my life 
When you doe take the mcanes whereby I liue. 

Por. What mercy can you render him Anthoritoi 
Gra. A halterjpvif/>, nothing elfe for Gods fake. 

Ant. So plcafe my Lord the Duke, and all the Court 
To quit the fine for one halfe of his goods, 

I am content: fo he will let me hatic 
The other halfe in vfe, to render ic 
Vpon his death, vnto the Gentleman 
That lately ftole h i 1 daughter. 

Two thing* prouided more,thatfor this fauour 
Heprefently become a Chriftian : 

The other,that be doc record a gift 
Heere in the Court of all he dies poffeft 
Vnto his fonne Lorenzo ,and his daughter. 

Dak. He fhall doe this,or elfe 1 doe recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced heere. 

Por. Art thou contented lew? what doft thou fay? 
Shy. I am content. 

Per. Clarke,draw a deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray you giue me leaue to goe from hence, 

I am not well,fend the deed after me. 

And I will figne it. 

Duke. Get thee gone,but doe it* 

Gra. In chriftning thou flialt haue two godfathers. 
Had I been iudge,thou fhouldft haue had ten more. 

To bring thee to the gallowes, not to the font. Exit. 
Dm. Sir 1 intreat you with me home to dinner. 

Tor. 1 humbly doe defire your Grace of pardon, 

I muft away thisnight toward Padua, 

And it is mectc I prefently fet forth. 

Du\. I am forry that your leyfurc ferues you not: 
Anthonie,g ratifie this gentleman. 

For in my minde,you arc much bound to him. 

Exit Duke and butraine. 

Baff. Moft worthy gentleman,! and my friend 


Haue by your wifedome beene this day acquitted 

Of greeuous penalties, in lieu whereof. 

Three thoufand Ducats due vnto the lew 
We freely cope yoUr curtcous paines withall. 

An, And ftand indebted ouer and aboue 
In loue and feruice to you euermorc. 

Por. Heis well paid that is well fatisfied. 

And I deliueringyou, am fatisfied. 

And therein doe account my felfe well paid, 

My minde was neueryet moremercinarie. 

I pray you know me when we mcete againe, 

I wifb you well,and fo I take my leaue. 

Baff. Dearefir,of force I muft attempt you further, 
Take fome remembrance ofvs as a tribute. 

Not as fee: grant me two things, I pray you 
Not to denie me, and to pardon me. 

Por. You preffe mce farre.and therefore I will yeeld, 
Giue me your gioues,lle weare them for your fake. 

And for your loue lie take this ring from you, 

Doe not draw backe your hand,ile take no more* 

And you in loue (hall nor deny me this ? 

"Baff. This ring good fir,alas it is a trifle, 

I will not fhamc my felfe to giue you this. 

Por. I wil haue nothing elfe but onely this. 

And now methinkes I haue a minde to it. 

Bay There’s more depends on this then on the valew. 
The deareft ring in Venice will I giue you, 

Andfinde it out by proclamation, 

Onely for this I pray you pardon me. 

Por. I fee fir you are liberall in offers, 

You taughtmcfirfttobeg.andnow me thinkes 
You teach me how a beggar fliould be anfwer’d. 

Baf. Good fir,this ring was giuen me by my wife. 
And when (be put it on,(he made me vow 
Th it I fhould neither fell.nor giue,nor lofe it. 

Por. That feufe ferues many men to faue their gifts, 
And if your wife be not a mad woman, 

And know how well I haue deferu’d this ring, 

Shee would not hold out enemy for euer 

For giuing it to me: well,peace be with you. Exeunt. 

Ant. My L.BajfaniOylet him haue the ring, 

Let hisdelerumgs and my loue withall 
Be valued againft your wiues commandement. 

Bajf. Goe Cratiano ,run and ouer-take him, 

Giue him the ring,and bring him if thou canff 
Vnto Anthonies houfe,away,make hafte. Exit Crati. 

Come, you and I will thither prefently. 

And in the morning early will we both 

Flic toward ‘Belmont, come Ant honio. Exeunt. 

Inter Portia and Nerrijfa. 

Por. Enquire the Iewes houfe out,giue him this deed. 
And let him figne it, wee’ll away to night. 

And be a day before our husbands home: 

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo, 

Enter Cjratiano. 

Gra. Faire fir,you are well ore-tane: 

My L.BaJfanio vpon more aduice, 

Hath fent you heere this ring, and doth intreat 
Your company at dinner. 

Por. That cannot be; 

His ring I doe accept moft thankfully. 

And fo I pray you tell him: furthermore, 

I pray you (hew my youth old Shyiockes houfe. 

Gra. That will I doe. 

Ner. Sir* I would fpeake with you : 

_CL He 
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The (^Merchant of Venice, 


He fee if I can get my husbands ring 

Which I did make-him fwcare tojkeepe for euer. 

Por. Thou maifll I warrant,we fhal haue oldjfwearing 

That they did giue the rings away to men; 

But week out- face them,and ou't-fwcarc them to : v 
Away,make hafte,thou know’ft where I will tarry. 

Ner. Come good fir,will you fticvy me to this houfe. 

Exeunt. 


,.<tA Hus Quintus . 


Enter Lorenzo and Ieffica. 

Lor. The nroone fhincs bright. In fucb a night as this, 
When the fweet winde did gently kifle the trees, 

And they did make no nnyfe,in fuch a night 
Troylus me thinkes mounted the Troian walls, 

And figh’d his ioule toward the Grecian tents 
Where Creffed lay that night. 
lef In fuch a night 

Did Thubte fearefully ore-trip the dewc, 

And faw the Lyons Ihadow ere hiiulelfc , 

And ranne difmayed away. 

Loren . In fuch a night 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 
Vpon the wilde fea bankc$,and waft her Louc 
To come againe to Carthage. 

Ief In fuch a night 
Medea gathered the indented hearbs 
That did renew old Efon. 

Loren . In fuch a night 
Did Ieffica fteale from the wealthy Iewe, 

And with an Vnthrift Loue did runnefrom Venice, 

As farre as Belmont. 

Ief. In fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo fwearc he lou’d her well. 

Stealing her loule with many vowes or faith , 

Andnerea true one. 

Loren . In fuch a night 
Did pretty Ieffica (Tike alittle fhrow) # v 
Slander her Loue,and he forgaue it her, 

IcJJi, I would out-night you did no body come : 

But harke,I heare the footing of a man. 

Enter Meffenger , 

Lor • Who comes fo faft in lilencc of the night? 

Mef A friend. (friend? 

Loren. A friend,what friend ? yotirname I pray you 
*Mef. Stepbano is my name,and I bring word 
My Miftrefle will before the breake of day 
Be heerc at Belmont,fhe doth (tray about 
By holy croffes where (lie kneeles and prayes 
For happy wedlocke houres. 

Loren . Who comes with her ? 

Mef\ None but a holy Hermit and her maid : 

I pray you it my Mafter yet rnturn’d ? 

Loren . He is not.nor we haue not heard from him. 

But goc we in I pray thee Ieffea , 

And ceremonioufly let vs vs prepare 
Some welcome for the Miftrefle of the houle, 

Enter Clownc. 

Clo. Sola,fola: vvo ha ho,fola,fola. 
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Loren. Who calls? 

Clo. Sola,did you fee M .LorenzolA.Lore, 

Lor. Lcauc hollowing man,hcere. 

Clo. Sola,where,where? 

Lor . Heere? 

Clo. Tel him ther’s a Poft come from my Maft cr l 
his home full of good newcs,my Mafter will be h c ' * 
morning fweet foule. rc er < 

Loren . Let’s in,an d there expc& their commit] 
And yet no matter: why fliould we goe in? 

My friend Stephen , fignine pray you 
Within the houfe,your Miftrefle is ait hand, 

And bring your mufique foorth into theayre. 

How fweet the moone-light fleepes vpon this banke 
Heere will we fit,and let the founds of muficke J 

Crecpe in our eares foft flilnes,and the night 
Become the tutches of fweet harmonie : 

Sit Ieffica , looke how the floore of heauen 
Is thicke inlayed with pattens of bright gold 
There’s not the fmalleft orbe which thou beholdft 
But in his motion like an Angell fings. 

Still quiring to the young eyed Cherubins • 

Such harmonie is in immortall foules. 

But whilft this muddy vefturc of decay 
Doth grofly clofe in it, we cannot heare it: 

Come hoe,and wake Diana with ahymne. 

With fweeteft tutches pearce your Miftrefle care 
And draw her home with muficke. 

Jeff. I am neucr merry when I heare fweet mufique 

Play mnficke.' 

Lor . The reafon is,your fpirits are attentiue: 

For doc but note a wilde and wanton heard 
Or race of youthful and vnhandled colts. 

Fetching mad bounds,bellowing and neighing loud 
Which is the hot condition oftheir bloud, * 

If they but heare perchance a trumpet found. 

Or any ayre ofmuficke couch their cares. 

You /Ball pcrceiue them make a mutuall ftand. 

Their fauage eyes turn’d to a modeft gaze. 

By the fweet power of muficke: therefore the Poet 
Did faine that Orpheus drew trees,ftoncs,and floods, 
Since naught fo ftockifh,hard,and full ofrage, 

But muficke for time doth change his nature, 

The man that hath no muficke in himfelfe, 

Nor is not moiled with concord of fweet found*. 

Is fit for crealons,ftratagems,and fpoyles. 

The motions ofhisfpirit are dull as night, 

And his affe&ionsdarke as Srobus > 

Let no fuch man be trufted: marke the muficke. 

Enter Portia and Ntrrijfa- 

Por. That light we fee is burning in my hall: 

How farre that little candell throwes his beames, 

So fhines a good deed in a naughty world# (dM 

Her. When the naoonc fhonc wc did not fee the can 

Por. So doth the greater glory dim theleffe, 

A fubftitute fhines brightly as a King 
Vntill a King be by, and then his ftacc 
Empties it felfe,as doth an inland brooke 
Into the mainc of waters: mufique,harke. 

Ner. It is your muficke Madame of the houfe. 

Por. Nothing is good I fee without refpeft, 
Methinkes it founds much Tweeter then by day ? 

Neri Silence bdlowcs that vertue on it Madam. 
*Pok The Crow doth fing as fwcctly as the Larkc 
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-7— ftUpt is attended • and I thinfce 

A nd would not be awak'd. 

** C Muficke ceafes. 

lor . That is the voice, 
ruckovv by the bad voice ? 

^ t Deere Lady welcome home ? 

z; We haue bene praying for our husbands welfare 
Which fpecd we hope the better for out words, 

Ar ethey return’d? 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet. 

But there is come a Mcflenger before 
Xo fignifie their comming. 

Por. Go in Nerriffa, 

Giue order to my leruant s, that they take 
Mo note at all of our being ablent hence, 

Nor you Lorenxo, Ieffica nor you. 

; Tucketfounds. 

Lor Your husband is at hand, 1 heare his Trumpet, 
We areno tell-tales Madam,feare you not 

Per. This night methinkes is but the daylight heke, 
Tc lookes a little paler, ’tis a day, 

x . 1 nihon Qnn ic nin. 


Enter ‘Bajfanio, Antbonio,Gratiano,and their 
Followers. 


Baf We flhould hold day with the Antipodes, 

Ifyou would walke in abfen cc of the funne. 

Por. Let me giue light,but let me not belight, 

For a light wife doth make a heauic husband. 

And ncucr be ‘Baffanio fo for me, 

But God fort all: you arc welcome home my Lord. 

Baf I thanke you Madam,giue wclcom to my friend 
This is the man, this is Antbonto, 

! To whom I am io infinitely bound. 

For. You fhould in all fence be much bound to him, 
\ ForasI hearehc was much bound foryou. 

Anth. No more then I am wcl acquitted of. 

For. Sir, you arc verie welcome to our houfe: 
i Itmuftappearein other waies then words, 
j Therefore I fcant this breathing curtefie. 

Gra< By yonder Moonc I fwearc you do me wrong, 
j Infaith I gauc it to the lodges Clearke, 

| Would he were gelt that had it for my part, 

! Since you do take it Lone fo much at hart. 

Por. A quarrel hoe alreadie, what’s the matter? 

Cra • About a hoope of Gold,a paltry Ring 
That (he did giue me, whofc Pocfie was 
For ail the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Vpon a knife; Lone wee , andleaue wee not. 

Ner. What talke you of the Poefie or the valew; 

You fwore to me when I did giue it you. 

That you would weare it til the hourc of death, 

And that it flhould lye with you in your grauc,« 

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 

You fhould haue becne refpc&iuc and haue kept it# 

Gaue it a Iudges Clearke: but wcl I know 

The Clearke wil nere weare haire on’s face that had it# 




Cra. He wil,andifheliuetobcaman. 

Nerriffa. I,ifaWomanliuctobeaman. 

Gra. Now by this hand I gaue it to a youth, 

A kinde of boy, a little ferubbed boy, * 

No higher then thy felfe, the Iudges Clearke, 

A prating boy that begg d it as a Fee, 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

For. You were too blame, I muft be plaine with yoU, 
To part fo {lightly with your wiucs firft gift, 

A thing ftucke on with oathes vpon your finger, 

And fo riueted with faith vnto your flefh. 

I gauc my Louc a Ring, and made himfwearfc 
Neucr to part with it, and heere he ftands: 

I dare be fworne for him, he would not leaue it. 

Nor pluckc it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world mafters. Now in faith Gratiam y 
You giue your wife too vnkinde a caule of greefe. 

And ’twerc to me I fhould be mad at it. 

Bajf. Why I were beft to cut my left hand off. 

And fwcare I loft the Ring defending it. 

Gre. My Lord Bajfanio gauc his Ring away 
Vino the Judge that beg’d it, and indeede 
DeferuMit too : and then the Boy his Clearke 
That tooke fomc paines in writing, he begg’d mine, 
And ney thcr man nor mafter would take ought 
But the two Rings. 

Por , What Ring gauc you my Lord ? 

Not that I hope which you recciu’d ofme. 

2 iajf. If I couldaddealic Vnto a fault, 

I would deny it: but you fee my finger 
Hath not the Ring vpon ic, it is gone. 

Por. Eucn fo voide is your falfe heart of truth. 

By heauen I wil nerc come in your bed 
Vntil IfeetheRing. 

Ner . Nor I in yours,til I againe fee mine. 

Baff. Sweet Portia y •':/ 

Ifyou did know to whom I gauc the Ring, 

Ifyou did know for whom I gaue the Ring, 

And iwould conceiue for what I gauc the Ring, 

And how vnwillingly I left the Ring, 

When nought would be accepted but the Ring, 

You would abate the ftrength of your difpleafur* ? 

Por. Ifyou had knowne the vertue of the Ring» 

Or halfc her worihineffe that gaue the Ring, 

Or your owne honour to eontainc the Ring, 

You would not then haue parted with the Ring: 7 
What man is there fo much vnrealonable> 

Ifyou had pleasM to haue defended ic 

With any termes of Zealc : wanted the modeftie 

To vrgethe thing held as a cercmonie: 

Ncrrijfa teaches me what to belceuc, 

lie die for’c, but fomc Woman had the Ring ? 

Baff. No by mine honor Madam, by my foule 
No Woman had it, but a ciuill Do&or, 

Which did refufc three thoufand Ducatcs of me. 

And Beg’d the Ring; the which I did denie him. 

And fuffer’d him to go difpleas’a away : 

Eucn he that had held vp the verie life 

Of my deere friend. What (hould I fay fweete Lady i 

I was inforc’dto fend it after him, 

I was befet with fhame and curtefie, 

My honor would not let ingratitude 
So much befmcarc it. Pardon me good Lady, 

And by thefe bleffcd Candles of the night, 

Had you bene there, I thinkc you would haue beg’d 
The Ring of me, to giue the worthic DodTor ? 

Per. 

j=• - - - ak.• * 
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The Merchant of Venice* 


For, Let not that Do6\or ere come nccre my houfe # 
Since he hath got the ie well that 1 loued. 

And that which you did fweare to keepc for me, 

I will become as liberall as you, ' 

lie not deny him any thing 1 haue, 

No,not my body, nor my husbands bed : 

Know him I (hall, 1 am well fure ufiu 

Lie not a night trotn home. Watch me like Argos, 

If you doe not v if I be left alone. 

Now by mine honour which is yet mine owne, 
lie haue the Doctor for my bedfellow. 

Nferriffa. And 1 his Clarke: therefore be well aduis’d 
How you doe leaue me to mine owne prote£lion. 

{l r a . Welljdoe*you fo : let not me take him then, 

For if I doe, ilc mar the yong Clarks pen. 

Ant . I am th’vnhappy iubieft oftbefc quarrels. 

Ter. Sir, gricue not you. 

You are welcome notwithlhnding. 

Baf Porta*, torgiuc me this enforced wrong. 

And in the hearing of chefc manie friends 
I fweare to thee, euen by thineowne fairc eyes 
Wherein I fee my felfe. 

Par. Mai ke you but that? 

In both my eyes he doubly fees himfclfe : 

In each eye one,fweare by your double felfe. 

And there’s an oath of credit. 

Baf Nay,buthcareme. 

Pardon this fault, and by my foulc I fweare 
I ncuer more will breake an oath with thee. 

Antb. I once did lend my bodie for thy wealth. 
Which but for him that had your husbands ring ' 

Had quite mifearried. I dare be bound againe^ 

My foule vpon the forfeit, that your Lord 
Will neucr more breake faith admTedlie. 

Pou Then you fhallbehisluretie: giue him this. 

And bid him kcepc it better then the other. 

Ant . Heere Lord Bajfaniofwcav to keep this rkig. 

Bajf. By heauen it is the fame I gauc the Doctor. 

Tor. I had it of him: pardon Bajfanw^ 

For by this ring the Doctor lay with me. 

Ner . And pardon me my gentle Gratiano, 

For that lame ferubbed boy the Po&ors Clarke 
In ljicw of this, laft night did lye. with me. 

Gra. Why this is like the mendingiof high waies 
InSommer,where the waies are faire enough : 

What, are we Cuckolds ere wc haue deferu'd it. 


Per, Speake not Co grofTeIy,you are all atnaz’^ 
Heere is a letter, reade it at your leyfure Q 5 

It comes from Padua from 2?c&ir?o, ’ 

There you (hall finde that Portia was the Dofto 
Kerrifa there her Clarke. Lorenzo heere J 
Shall witneffe I fet forth as fooneas you. 

And but eu’n now return’d: I haue not yet 
Entred my houfe. Anthonie you arc welcome 
And I haue better newes in ftore for you 
Then you expert: vnfeale this letter foonc, 

There you (hall finde three of yourArgofies 
Are richly come to harbour fodainlie. 

You (hall not know by what ftrange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 

Ant bo, lamdumbe. 

'Baf Were you the Doaor,and I knew youn ot i 
Gra. Were you the Clark that is to make me cuck |j 
Ner. I,but the Clark that ncuer meanes to doe' * ^ 
VnlefTcheliue vntillhebeaman. ll > 

'Baf. (Sweet Doaor)you (hall be my bedfellow 

When I am abfcnt,then lie with my wife. s 

An. (Sweet Ladie)you haue gi Uen me life & liui ni> 
For heere I reade for certaine that my fhjps 
Are fafelie come to Rode. 

Per. How now Lorenzo} 

My Clarke hath fomc good comforts to for you. 

Ner. I,and He giue them him without a fee. 

There doe I giue to you and IeJJtca 
From the rich Iewe,afpeciall deed of gift 
After his death, of all he dies pofleff’d of. 

Loren. Faire Ladies you drop Manna in the wav 
Of ftarued people. ' 

Por. It is almoft morning. 

And yet I am fure you are not fatisfied 
Of thefe euents at full. Lctvsgoein, 

And charge vs there vpon intergatories. 

And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be fo, the firft intergatory 
That nay Kerri fa (hall befworne on, is, 

Whether till the next night (he had rather ftay* 

Or goe to bed,now being two houres to day, 

But were the day come, I (bould wi(h it darke, 

Till I were couching with the Doflors Clarke. 

Well, while lliue.Ilefeareno other thing 
So fore,as keeping fafe Nerrifas ring. 

*'■ Exeunt, 


FINIS. 
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As you Like if. 


5 id Bus primus. Sccem Prim a. 


• Enter Orlande and A darn-• 

Orlando. 

■ S I remember Adam, it was vpon this valhion 
bequeathed me by will, but poore a thousand 
Crownes, and as thon faift, charged my bro¬ 
ther on his bleffing to breed mecwcll : and 

there begins my fadnefle : My brother/^ he keepes 

it fchoole, and report fpeakes goldenly of his profit: 
for mV part,he kcepes me ruftically at home,or(to fpcak 
more properly) flaies me heere at home vnkept: for call 
vou that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that dif¬ 
fers not from the flailing ofaaOxc? his horfes are bred 

better, for befidcs that they arc fairc withtheir feeding, 
they arc taught their mannage, and to that end Riders 
deerely hir’d : but I (his brother) gaine nothing vnder 
him but growth, for the which hta Animals on his 
dunghils are as much bound to him at I: bcfidcs this no¬ 
thing that he fo plentifully giues me,the fomething that 
nature gaue mec, his countenance leemes to take from 
me: hee lets mec feede with his Hindes, barres mec the 
place of a brother, and as much as in him lies, mines my 
gentility with my education. This is it t^idam that 
grieues me, and the fpirit of my Father, which I thinke 
is within mee, begins to mutinicagainrt this feruitude. 
I will no longer endure it, though yet I know no wife 
remedyhow to auoid it. 

Enter Oliuer. 

Adam. Yonder comes my Mafler,your brother. 
Orlan. Goe a-parc Adam, and thou (halt hcare how 
he will (hake me vp. 

Oli. Now Sir, what make you heere ? 

Orl. Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing. 
Oli. What mar you then fir ? 

Orl. Marry fir, I am helping you to tnar that which 
God made , a poore vn worthy brother of yours with 
idleneffe, 

Oliuer. Marry fir be better employed,and be naught 
a while. 

Orlan . Shall I keepc your hogs, and eat huskes with 
them? what prodigall portion haue I fpent,that I fnould 
come to fuch penury ? 

Oli. Know you where you are fir? 

Orl. O fir,very well: hecrein your Orchard. 

Oli. Know you before whom fir ? 

Orl, I, better then him I am before knowes mcc : I 
kn*w you are my eldeft brother, and in the gentle con¬ 
dition ofbloud you (hould fo know mejthe couttcfie of 
nation* allowes you my better, in that you are the firft 
bome,but the fame tradition takes not awaytny bloud, 
were there twenty brothers betwixt vs: I haue as ntach 


of my father in mee, as you, albeit Iconfeflc your com- 
ming before me is nccrer to his rcuerence. 

Ole. What Boy. (this. 

Orl. Come,come elder brother, you arc too yong in 

OH. Wilt thou lay hands on me villainc ? 

Orl. 1 am no villainc: 1 am the yongeft fonne of Sir 
Rowlar.dde Boys, he waj my father, and he is thrice 1 a vil- 
iainc that faiesluch a father begot villaines : wert thou 
not my brother, I would not take this hand from thy 
throat, till this other had puld out rhy tongue for laying 
fo,thou haft raild on thy felfe. 

Adam. Sweet Maflers bee patient, for your Fathers 
remembrance, be at accord. 

Oli. Let me goe 1 lay* 

Orl. I will not till I pleafe: you (hall heare mee i nay 
father charg’d you in his will to giue me good educati¬ 
on : you haue train’d me like a pezanr, obfeuringand 
hiding from me all gentleman-like qualities: the fpirjt 
of my father growes flrong in mee, and 1 will no longer 
endure it: therefore allow me fuch exercifcs s$ may be¬ 
come a gentleman, or giue mee the poor* aliottcry my 
father left me by teflament, with that I will goe buy my 
fortunes. 

Oli. And what wilt thou do ? beg when that is fpent? 
Well fir, get you in. I will not long be troubled with 
you : you (hall haue fomc part ofyour will, Iprayyot? 
leaue ti e. 

Orl, I will no further offend you,then becomes mce' 
for my good. 

Oli. G et you with him,you olde dogge. 

Adam. Is old dogge my reward : moft tree, I haue 
loft my teeth in your feruicc : God be with my olde ma¬ 
tter,he would not haue fpoke fuch a word. Ex.Orl.Ad. 

Oli. I* it euen fo, begin you to grow vpon me? I will 
phyficke your ranckenefle, and yet giueno thoufand 
crownes neythcr: holla ‘Dennis. 

Enter Dennis, 

r Den. Calls your worfhip i 

Oli. Was not Charles the Dukes Wraftler heere to 
fpeake with me? * 

Den. So pleafeyou,heis heere atthe doore,sndim. 
portunes accefle to you. 

Oli. Call him in: ’twill be a good way: and to mdr- 
row the wraftling is. 

Enter Charles. 

Cha. Good morrow to your wotfhip. 

Oli. Good Mounfier Charles: what’s the new newes 

at the new Court ? 

Charles. There’s no newes at the Court Sir, but the 
olde ncwcs.'that is,the old Duke is banifhed by his yon- 
gcr brother the new Duke, artd three or foure louing 
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Lords haue put thcmfclucs into voluntary exile with 
him , whofe lands and rcuenucs enrich the new Duke , 
therefore he giues them good leaue to wander. 

Oli. Can y ou tell if Rofalind the Dukes daughter bee 
baniflied with her Father ? 

Ch*. Ono 5 for the Dukes daughter her Cofen fo 
loues her,being euerfrom their Cradles bred together* 
that hee would haue followed her exile, or haue died to 
ftay behind her; (lie is at thcCourt 3 c.nd nolcflebeloued 
of her Vncle^hen his owne dauglner,and neuer two La¬ 
dies loued as they doe. 

Oli . Where will the old Duke liue? 

Cha. Jhey lay hee is already in the Forreft of *Arden y 
and a many merry men with him ; and there they liue 
like the old Robin Hood of England*, they fay many y ong 
Gentlemen flocke to him euery day , and fleet the time 
carelefly as they did in the golden world. 

Oli. What, you wraftle to morrow before the new 
Duke. 

£h*. Marry doe I fir : and I came to acquaint you 
with a matter: I am giuen fir fccretly to vndcrftand,that 
your yonger brother Orlando h ath a difpofition to come 
indifguis’d againft mee to try a fall : to morrow fir I 
wraftle for my credit, and hee that efcapcs me without 
fomc broken limbe,(hall acquit him well: your brother 
is but young and tender, and for your louc I would bee 
loth to foyle him, as I muft for my ownc honour if hcc 
come in: therefore out of my loue to you, I came hither 
to acquaint you withall, that either you might ftay him 
from his intendment, or brookc fuch difgrace well as be 
fhall runne into, in that it is a thing of his ownc fearch, 
and altogether againft my will. 

Oli . Charles , I thankc thee for thy lone to me,which 
thou fhalt findc I will moft kindly requite ; I had my 
fclfe notice of my Brothers purpoic hcerein,and haue by 
vndcr-hand meancs laboured to difiwadehim from it; 
but he is refolute. He tell thee tfbarl&jt is the ftubbor* 
neft yong fellow of France, full of ambition, an enuious 
emulator of cuery mans good parts, a fccret & villanous 
contruier againftmcc hisnaturallbrother: therefore vfe 
thy difcretipn,I had asliefethou didft breake hisnecke 
as his finger. And thou wert beft looke to’t; for if thou 
doft him any flight difgrace,or if hee doe not mightilie 
grace himfelfe on thee, hee will pra&ife againft thee by 
poyfon,entrap thee by fomc treacherous dcuifc,and ne- 
uer leaue thee till he hath tane thy life by fome indirect 
meanesor other : fori affurcthee, (and almoft with 
tcares I fpcake it) there is not one fo young, and fo vil- 
lam us this day Jiuing. 1 fpcake but brotherly of him , 
butfhould l anathomizc hirntothee, ashecis, I muft 
blufh, and vNCcpe, and thou muft looke pale and 
wonder# 

Cha . I am heartily glad I came hither to you : if hee 
come to morrow, lie giuc him his payment: ifeuer hee 
goc alone againe, He neuer wraftle for prize more: and 
lb God keepe your worfhip. Exit. 

Farewell good Charles . Now will I ftirre this Game- 
fter : I hope Ifhall fee an end of him; for my foulc (yet 
I know not why; hates nothing more then he; yet hcc s 
gentle, neuer fchoofd, and yet learned , full of noble 
deuife, of all forts enchanj:ingly bcloucd, and indeed 
fo much in the heart of the world, and cfpccially of my 
ownc people, who beft know him, that I anraltogcther, 
mifprifed : but it fhall not be fo long, this wraftler fhall 
cleareall-. riqthingremaines, but that I kindle the boy 
thither,which now He goc about. Exit. 



Secern Seeunda. 


Enter Rofalind, and CeUta. 

Cel. I pray thee Rtfalind, facet my Coz,bc n, crrv 
■K°J~ Deere Cellia ; I {how more mirth then I a J‘. 

ftreffc of, and would you yet were merrier : Tn | f /r mi ’ 
could teach me to forget abanifhedfather,you muf^ 00 
learnemce how to remember any extraordinary pfa 

Cel. Heerein I fee thou lou’ft mee not with th f 
waight that I loue thee j if my Vndc thy banifhe^ f!,k 
had baniftied thy Vncle the Duke my Father* f n t 
hadft beene flill with mee, I could haue taught my 1 ] ° U 
to take thy father for mine; fo wouldft thou,ifth/ t ^ 
of thy loue to me were fo rightcoufly temper'd as m- 
is to thee. 1 

Ref. Well, I will forget the condition of «,y e ft ar 
torcioyceinyours. } act > 

Cel. You know my Father hath no childe, but I 
none is like to haue; and truely when he dies*thou ft? 
be his heirc; for what hee hath taken away fr om ft v f ' 
ther perforce, I will render thee againe in f 

mine honor I will, and when I breake that oath,letn, ^ 
turne monftcrsthereforcmyfaect %cfe , my deare Rof 
be merry. ■' f > 

Ref From henceforth I will Coz,and deuife f pott5 . 
let me fee,what thinkeyou of falling in Loue? ^ 

Cel. Marry I prcthec doe,to make fport withall; but 
loue no man in good carneft,nor no further in fport ncy. 
ther, then with lafety ofa pure blufti, thou maift in ho. 
nor come off againe. 

Ref. What fhall be our fport then? 

Cel. Let vs fit and mockc the good houfwife-fw 
tu ne from her whccle, that her gifts may henceforth bee 
beftowed equally. 

Ref I would wee could doe fo : for her benefits are 
mightily mifplaced, and the bouncifull blinde woman* 
doth moft miftake in her gifts to women. 

Cel. Tis true,for thofe that fhe makes faire,{he fcatce 
makes honeft, & thofe that flic makes honeft,flie makes 
very illfauourcdly. 

&>/Nay no w thou goeft from Fortunes office to Na¬ 
tures : Fortune reignes in gifts of the world, not in the 
lineaments of Nature. 


Enter Cl owne. 

Cel. No; when Nature hath made a faire creature, 
may fhe not by Fortune fall into the fire ? though nature 
hath giuen vs wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune 
fent in this foolc to cut off the argument ? 

Rof m Indeed there is fortune tfoo hard for nature,when 
fortune makes natures naturall, the cutter off of natures 
wittc. 

Cel. Pcradiicnturc this is not Fortunes work neither, 
but Natures* who pcrcciucth our natural! wits too dull 
to reafon of fuch gqddeflcs, hath fent this Naturall for 
our whctilone. for alvvaies the dulnefle of the foole, is 
the whetftone of the wits* How now Witte, whcttrtr 
wandtryouf 1 

Clow. Miftrefle,you muft come away to your father. 
Cel * Were you made the naeflengcr • 

Clo .No fey-mine honoE,but I was bid to come for you 

Rof 
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l^TWhere icaincLlyoucliacoa y, Honour 

cL of* b y Z h„,», ; h C 

,bry WK good Pan- ^ ’ j^^roWbe Pancakes 

“ d) '" W “ 

Howproueyoutbat inthe grrac Ueape of your 

k Tr C I marry, now vnmuzzlcyour wifedome. 

cl' sSSyou boch forth now: ftrokc your ch.nnes, 
iLllh Jour beards that I am a knaue. 

^/y By our beards(if we had them)thou art. 

C rt By my knaucric (.flludu) then I wcre : but if 
C weare by that that is not, you are not forfaorn : no 
Cc was this knight faearing by his Honor, for he ne- 
La ame • or if he had, he had iwornc it away, before 
“ hefaw thofe Pancakes,or that Muftard. 

CU f«/ Prethcc,who is’t that thou means’t ? 

Clo. One that old Fredericks your Father loues. 

FofMv Fathers loue is enough to honor him enough; 
ipeakenomorc of him, you’l be whipt for taxation one 

The more pittie that fooles may not fpeak wife- 

t„ what Wifcmen do foolifhly. 

Cel By my troth thou faieft true: For,(ince the little 
wit that fooles haue was filenced, the little foolcrie that 
.;:c. m ,nhaue makes a great fhewj Hccrc comes Mon- 


Rof With his mouth full ofnewes. . . 

Cel. Which he will put on vs, asPigeons feedtheir 

young. 

' Rof. Then dial we be newes-cram d. 

fei AH the better: we fhalbc the more Marketable. 
'Bm-iettr Monftcurle ‘Bcu, what’s the newes ? 

U'Btn. FairePrincefle, 
you haue loft much goodlport. 

Cel. Sport: of what colour? 

Le'Beu. What colour Madame ? How fhall I aun- 
[weryou? 

Rof As wit and fortune will. 

Clo. Or as the dettinies decrees. 

Cel. Well faid, that was laid on with a trowell. 

Clo. Nay,if I keepenot my ranke. 

Ref. Thou loofeft thy old fmcll. 
i Le Ben. You amaze me Ladies: I would haue told 
you of good wraftltng,which you haue loft the fight ©f. 

Rof Yet tell vs the manner of the Wraftling. 

Lc'Bc*. I wil tell you the beginning: and it it pleafe 
your Ladithips, you may fee the end, tor the belt is yet 
to doe, and heere where you are, they are comming to 
performeit. 

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead andburied. 

LeTeu. There comes an oldman,andhis three fans. 

fel. I could match this beginning with an old tale. 

Le r Beu. Three proper yong men,of excellent growth 
andprefence. .• 

Rof. With bils on their neckes : Be itknownc vnto 
all men by thefe prefents. 

LeRcu. The eldeft of the three, wraftled with Charles 
the Dukes Wraftler, which Charles in a moment threw 
him, andbroke three of hts~ribbes, that thcie,i$ liftle 
hope oflife in him: So-Jieicru’d the (etond, and fo. the 
third-.yonder they lie, the poore old man their Father, 
making fuchpittiful dole ouec them, that all the hchpl- 


ders take hi* part with weeping. \ 

Rof. Alas. 

* Clo. But what is the fport Monficur, that the Ladies 
, haue loft ? 

Le Rett. Why this that I fpcake of. 

.Clo. Thus men may grow wifer cuery day. It is the 
firft time that euer I heard breaking of ribbes was fport 
for Ladies. 

. n Cel. Orljlpromifethee. 

Ref But is there any elfe longs to fee this broken 
i Mufickeinhisfidcs? Is there yet another doatesvpon 
rib-breaking ? Shall we fee this wraftling Cofin? 

LeTieu. You muft if you ftay heere, for heereisthe 
place appointed for the wraftling, and they are ready to 
; performeit. 

1 Cel. Yonder lure they are comming.Let vs now ftay 
and fee it. 

Flostrs/b. Enter Duke. Lords, Orlando, (, barles t 
and Attendants. 

Duke. Come on, fince theyouth will not be intreated 
His owne pcrill on his forwardnefle. 

Rof Is yonder the man l 
LeEeu. Euen he. Madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is too yong: yet he looks fucceflefully 
Du. How now daughter, and Coufin: 

Are you crept hither to fee the wraftling? 

Rof. I my Liege, fo pleafe you giue vs leaue. 

Du. You wil take little delight in it, 1 can tell you 
there is fuch oddes in the man : In pitie of the challen¬ 
gers youth, I would fainediftwade him, ^ut he will not 
bee entreated. Speakc to him Ladies, fee if you can 
niooue him. 

Cel. Call him hethergood Monfieuer£tf 2 ?e#. 

Duke. Do fo: lie not be by. 

Le r Beu. Monfieur the Challenger, the Piinccfie cals 
for you, 

Orl. I attend them with all rcfpetftand dutie. 

Rof. Youngman, haue you challeng’d Charles the 
Wraftler^ 

O/.Nofaire Princeflc: he is thcgcnerall challenger, 

I come but in as others do, to try with him the ftrength 
of my youth. 

Cel. Yong Gentleman,your fpirits are too bold for 
your yeares : you haue feene cruell proofe of this mans 
ftrength, if you faw your fclfe with your eies, or knew 
your fclfe with your judgment, the feare of your aduen- 
ture would counfelyouto a more equall enterprile. We 
pray you for your owne fake to embrace your own fate- 
tie,and giue oiicr this attempt. 

Rof. Do yong Sir,your reputation fhall not therefore 
be mifprifed: we wil make it our fuiteto the Duke, that 
the wraftling might not go forward. 

Orl. Ibcfeechyou, punifti mee not with yourharde 
thoughts, wherein I confefle me much guiltie to denie 
fo faire and excellent Ladies anie thing. But let your 
faire eies, and gelnls wifties go with mee to my triall; 
wherein if 1 bee foil’d, there is but one fham’d that was 
neuer gracious: ifkil’d, but one dead that is willing to 
be fo: I fhall do my friends no wrong.for I haue none to 
lament merthe world no iniune,for in it I haue nothing: 
onely in the world I fil vp a place, which may bee better 
fupplied, when I haue made it emptic. 

Rof The little ftrength that I haue, I would it were 
with you. 

1 Cel. 
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Cel. And mine to eeke out hers. 

Bgf Fare you welhpraie heauen I bedeceiu’d in you. 
Cel . Your hearts defires be with you. 

Char. Come, where is this yong gallant, that is fir 
defirous to lie with his mother earth l 

Orl. Readie Sir,buc his will hath in it a more modeft 
working. 

You (hall trie but one fall. 

Cha. No,l warrant your Grace you (hall not entreat 

him to a fecond, that haue fo mightilie perfwaded him 
from a firft, 

Orl. You meane to mocke me after: you fliould not 
haue mockt me before: but come your waies. 

R?f Now Hercules, be thy fpeedc yong man. 

Cel. I would I were inuifible,to catch the ftrong fel¬ 
low by the ligge. 

Rof. Oh excellent yong man. 

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eie,I can tell who 
(hould downe. Shout. 

Dnk- No more, no more. 

Orl. Yes I befccch your Grace, I am not yet well 
breath’d. 

Duk. How do'ft thou Charles} 

Le Ben. He cannot (peake my Lord, 

Dnk. Beare him awaie: 

What is thy name yong man ? 

Orl. Orlande my Liege, the yongeft fonne of Sir Ro. 
Und de Boys. 

Duk. I would thou hadft beene fon to feme man elfe. 
The world efteem’d thy father honourable. 

But I did findehim ftill mine enemie: 

Thou (hould’ft haue better pleas’d me with this deede, 
Hadftthou defeended from another houfe: 

But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, 

I would thou had’ft told me of another Father; 

Exit Duke. 

Cel. Were I my Fatlier(Coxe) would I do this ? 

Orl. I am more proud to be Sir Rolands fonne, 

His yongeft fonne, and would not change that calling 
To be adopted heire to tredricke. 

Rof. My Father lou’d Sir Roland as his foule. 

And all the world was of my Fathers mindc, 

Had I before knownc this yong man his fonne, 

I Ihould haue giuen him tcares vnto entreaties. 

Ere he (hould thus haue ventur’d. 

Cel. Gentle Cofcn, 

Let vs goe thanke him,and encourage him: 

My Fathers rough and enuious difpofition 
Sticks me at heart: Sir,you haue well deferu’d. 

Ifyou doe keepe your promifes in loue; 

But iuftly as you haue exceeded all promife, 

Your Miftris (hall be happie. 

Rof. Gentleman, 

Weare this for me: one out ofluites with fortune 
That could giue more,but that her hand lacks mcanes. 
Shall we goe Coze? 

Cel. I: fare you well fairc Gentleman. 

Orl. Can I not fay,I thanke you? My better p^arts 
Are all throvvne downe, and that which here ftands vp 
Is but a quituine, a v-nterc liuelcfle blocke. 

He cals vs back: my pride fell with my fortunes, 
lie askehim what he would: Did you call Sir? 

Str, you haue wraftled well, and ouerthrowne 
Vlore then your enemies. 

Cd. Will you goe Coze i 

Ref. Haue with you: fare you well. Exit, 


Scena Tertifis. 


Enter felia and Rofaline. 

Cel Why Cofcn, why Rofaline: Cvpidhiut mercit, 
Not a word? 

Rof, Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel, No, thy words are too precious to be caft away 
vpon curs,throw fome of them at me; come lame met 
withreafons. 

Rof. Then there were two Cofens laid vp, when the 
one (hould be lam’d with reafons, and the other mad 
without any. 

Cel. But is all this for your Father ? 

Rof. No, fome of it is for my chiides Father: Oh 
how full of briers is this working day world. 

Cel. They arc but burs, Cofcn, tbrownc vpon thee 
in holiday foolerie, if we walke not in the tsodden paths 
our very petty-coates will catch them. 

Rof. I could (hake them off my coate, thefe burs ate 
in my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away* 

Ref. I would tryifl could cry hem,and haue him. 

Cel. Come,come,wraftlewith chyaffetftions. 

- Rof. O they take the pan of a better wraftlcr then 
roy felfe. 

ftl O, a good wi(h vpon you: you will trie in time 


OH.What paffion hangs thefe waightsv P 6' rnv ,.'^ 
I cannotfpeake to her, yet (he vrg’d conference! 

Enter Le Bett. 

O poore Orlando ? thou art ouerthrowne 
Or Charles,or fomething weaker mafters thee. 

Le Ben.G ood Sir,I do in friendfhrp counf»i|’ Cv 
Te leaue this place; Albeit you haue deferu’d ^ 
High commendation, true applaufe,and loue • 

Yet fuch is now the Dukes condition. 

That he mifeonfters all that you haue done: 

The Duke is humorous, what he is indeede 
More fuites you to conceiue,thcn I to fpeakeof 
Orl. I thanke you Sir j and pray you tell me this 
Which of the two was daughter of the Duke ' 

That here was at the Wraftling ? 

Le ^.Neither his daughter,,fwe iudge by ra »nn Cti 

But yet indeede the taller is his daughter, 

The other is daughter to the banifh’d Duke, 

And here detain’d by hcrvfurping Vnde 
To keepe his daughter companie, whofe loue* 

Are deercr then the naturall bond of Sifters * 

But I can tell you, that of late this Duke 
Hath tane difpleafurc’gainft his gentle Neece, 
Grounded vpon no other argument. 

But that the people praife her for her vertues, 

And pitcic her, for her good Fathers fake; 

And on my life his malice ’gainft the Lady 
Will fodainly breakc forth: Sir,fare you well. 
Hereafter in a better world then this, 

1 (hall defire more loue and knowledge of you. 

Orl. I reft much bounden to you: fare you well. 
Thus muft I from the fmoake into the fmother. 

From tyrant Duke,vnto a tyrant Brother. 
Buthcauenly2fr/ir/wf. i Kli 
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fe’eWl'SlSinto fo ftrong .M|M**** 
Slifaith, hate him not tor m 

Cei Why (hould J'not\. ? Alothli« 


r my fake, 
tnotdc&rue well? 


Enter Duke with Lords . 

VeC. Let me loue him for that, and do you loue him 
necauie I doe. Looke, here comes the Duke; 

° • Cel. With his eics full ofanger. 

j)»k. MiftrMifpatch you with your fafefthattc, 

, n( j pet you from °ur Court. . 

Rof. Me Vnde. 

puf You Colon, ’ 

Within thefe ten dales if that thou beeft found 
50 ncere our publike Court as tweuticmiles. 

Thou died tor it. 

% 0 r I doe bcfeech your Grace 
T« me the knowledge of my fault beare with me : 

Ifwith tny fplfe I hold intelligence. 

Or haue acquaintance with mine owne dcfircs. 

If that I doe not dteame, or be not franticke, 

(AsI doetruft I am not) then decre Vncle, 
tfeuer fo much as in a thought vnborne. 

Did I offend yourhighneffe. 

Dak; Thus doe all Traitors, 
if their purgation did eonfift in words. 

They are as innocent as grace it felfe; 

Let it fuffice thee that I truft thee not. 

Rof. Yet your miftruft cannot make me a T raitor; 

Tell me whereon thelikclihoods depends? 

Duk. Thou art thy Fathers daughter.there’s enough. 
Ref.So was I when your highnes took his Dukdomc, 
So was I when your highuefie banifht him; 

Treafon is not inherited my Lord, 

Or if we did deriue it from our friends. 

What's that to me, my Father was no Traitor, 

Then good my Lcige, miftake me not fo much, 

Tothinkemy pouertieis treacherous. 

Cel. Deere Soueraigne hearc me fpeake. 

Duk; I Celia, we (laid her for your fake, 

Elfe had (he with her Father rang’d along. 

Cel. I did not then intreat to haue her (lay. 

It was yourpleafure, and your owne remorfe, 

I was too yong that time to value her. 

But now I know her: if £he be a Traitor, 

Why fo am I : wc ftill haue dept together, 

Rofe at an inftant, lcarn’d, plaid,eate together, 

And whcrefo.erc we went,likc/»»w Swans, 

Still we went coupled and infeperable. 

Dsd(. She is too fubtile for thee, and her fmoothties; 
Herveriefilence,andperpaticnce, > 

Speake to the people, and they pittie her: ; . , 

Thou art a foole, (he robs; thee of thy name, ,, 

And thou wilt (how motebright,& feem moi&vcrtuour 
When (he is gone: then open notthy lips 

Firme,andirreuocableis mydopmbe, . j 
W hich I haue pad vpon hpr,(jhe is baaUh’d^ 

Cel. Ptqnouncc that fentcncc then on mc my Leigc, 
I cannot line out of her comp apie. 


Z>» 4 * You area:foolc:youNeiceprouide your felfe', 

If you out-ftay the time, vpon mine honor. 

And in the grearnelfeot my word you die. 

Exit Duke,&c. 

Cel. O my poore Rofaline, whether wilt thou goc. ? 
Wilt thou changcFathcrs ? I will giue theemine: 

I charge thee be not thou more grieu’d then I am. 

Rof. I haue more caufc. 

Cd. Thou haft not Cofen, 

Prethec be cheerefull; know’ft thou aot the Duke 
Hath banifh’d me his daughter ? 

Rof. That hp hath not. 

Cel. No,hath not ? Rofaline lacks then the loue 
Which tfcacheth thee that thou and I am one. 

Shall we be fundred ? (ball wc part fweete girle ? 

No, let my Father feeke another heire: 

Therefore deuife with me how wc may flic : '• 

Whether to goe, and what to beare with vs. 

And doe not feeke to take your change vpon you, 

To beare your griefes your felfe,and leaue me out: 

For by this heauen, now at our forrowespale; 

Say what thou canft, lie goe along with thee. 

Rof. Why, whether (hall we goe s’ 

Cel. To feeke my Vncle in the Forrcft oL<^Wc». 

Rof. Alas.what danger will it be to vs, 

(Maides as weare) to trauell forth fofarre ? 

Beautie prouoketh thecues fooner then gold. 

Cd. lie put my felfe in poore and meane attire. 

And withakindeofvmberfmirchmyface. 

The like doe you,fo fliall we paffe along. 

And neucr ftir a (Tail ants. 

Rof. Were it not better, 

Becaufe that I am more then common tall, 
Thatldidfuitcmeall points like a man, 1 

A gallant curtelax.vpon my thigh, 

A bore-fpeare in my hand, and in my heart 
Lye there what hidden womans feare there will, 

Weelc haue a fwafliing and a marfliall outfide. 

As mar.ic other mannifh cowards haue. 

That doe outface it with their femblances. 

Cel. What (hall I call thee when thou arta man? 

Rof. ^le haue no worfeanamethen /owes owne Page, 
And therefore looke you call me Canimed, 

But what will you by call’d? . i 

Cel ■ Sornething that hath a reference to my Rate: 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. :i ir 

Rof. But Cofen, what if we aflaiditofteale 
The clownifh Foole out of your Fathers Court;: 

Would he not be a comfort to our trauailc? . 

Cel. Hecle goe alosgore the Wide world with rae, 
Leaue me alone to woehim;'Let’s away 
And get our Iewels and our wealth together, 

Deuife the fitteft time,and fafeft way ;.r 

To hide vs from purfulte that will be made 
After my flight: now goe in.we content. 

To libertic,and not to banifhmenc. tit - Exeunt. 


JBus Secundus. Scoena 'Prima . 


;bov 


Enter Duke Senior: jimyens,and tw tor three Lords 
< • hv A likf Ferrejlers. ; 'A 

- !ZJ«^.5e».Nowmy Coe*mates,and brothers i . exile: 
Hath not old cuftome made this life more fwee .> 

Then 
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Then that ofpaintcd pompe ? Arc not thefe woods 
More free from perill then the enuious Court ? 

Hcere fcele vye not the penalticof^Wdw, 

The feafons difference,as the Icicphange 
And churlifh chiding of the winters windc, 

V\ hich when it bites and blowes vpon my body 
Euen till 1 fhrinkc with cold,I lmilc, and fay 
This is no flattery : thefe are counfellors 
That feelingly perl wade me what I am: 

Sweet are the vfes ofaduerfitie 
Which like the toad, ougly and venemous, 

Wcares yet a precious lewell in his head : 

And this our life exempt from publikehaunt, 

Findes tongues in trcfcs,bookes in the running brookes. 
Sermons in ftones,and good in euery thing, 

Amien. I would notohangc it,happy is your Grace 
That can tranflate the flubbornnefle of fortune 
Into fo quiet and fo fweet a flilc. 

SDu.Sen. Comc,fhall we goc and kill vs venifon ? 

And yet it irkes me the poore dapled foclcs 
Being natiuc Burgers of this dclert City, 

Should intheir ownc confines with forked heads 
Haue their round hanches goard. 

X .Lord. Indeed my Lord 
The melancholy laques gricucs at that, 

And in that kindc fweares you doe more vfurpe 
Then doth your brother that hath banifh’d you: 

To day my Lord of Amiens, and my fclfc, 

Did fteale bchinde him as he lay along 
Vnder anoakc, whofeanticke rootepeepesout 
Vpon the brooke that brawles along this wood, 

To the which place a poore fcqueftred Stag 
That from the Hunters aime had tanc a hurt, 

Did come to languid; and indeed my Lord 
The wretched annimall heau’d forth fuch groancs 
That their difeharge did ftretch his leatherne coat 
Almofl to bur fling, and the big round teares 1 

Cours’d one another downe his innocent note 
In puteous chafe : and thus the ha'irie foole. 

Much marked of the melancholic Iaqucs 9 
Stood on th’cxtrcmcft verge of the fvvift brooke, 
Augmenting it with tcarcs. 

Dtt-Sen. But what faid Iaqnes? s 
Did he not moralize this fpeCtacle ? 

I .Lord. O yes,into a thoufand fimilics. 

Firftjfor his weeping into the necdlefic flreame; 

Poore Deere quoth he,thou mak’ft a teftament 
As worldlings doe, giuing thy fum of more 
To that which had too mull: then being there alone, 

Left and abandoned of his vcluct friend ; 

Tis right quoth he, thus miferie doth part 
The Fluxe of companie: anon a carcleffe Heard 
Full of the pafture,iumps along by him 
And neuer flails to greet him : I quoth Iaques, 

Sweepc on you fat and greazie Citizens, 

Tis iuft the fafhion 5 wherefore doe you looke 


As you like it. 



Da-Sen, Show me the place, 

I loue to cope him in thefe fullen fits. 
For then he’s full of matter- 

ifLer. lie bring you to him ftrait. 


*» 




Scena Secunda. 


Enter Duke, with Lords '* 

Dhkj Can it be pofliblc that no man faw them ? 

It cannot be,fomc villaines ofmy Court 
Arc of confcnt and fufferancc in this, 

1.L0. I cannot hcarc of any that did fee her. 

The Ladies her attendants of her chamber 
Saw her a bed, and in the morning early, 

They found the bed vntreafur’d of their Miftris. 

z.Lor. My Lordjthe roynifh Clown,at whom fo oft 
Your Grace was wont to laugh is alfo miflino 
Hifteria the Pi inceflc Gentlewoman 
Confefles that fhe fecretly ore-heard 
Your daughter and her Cofen much commend 
The parts and graces of the Wraftler 
That did but lately foile the fynowie Charles, 

And flie belceues where euer they are gone 
That youth is furely in their companie. 

Send to his brother,fetch that gallant hither 

If he be abfent,bring his Brother to me, v ’ 

lie make him findc him : do this fodainly; 

And Ictnor iearch and inquifitionquaile. 

To bring againe thefe foolifh runawaies. Exunt . 


Scena Tertia. 


. mu «.***. i.«****v,w , jiwu iuuAt / i:tiucuums> mm tnac ocarc 

Vpon that poore and broken bankrupt there? fje!h\ Why, what’s thematter? 

Time inn*»^Vtm*hr hn fVtr^nr»V» AfJ r\ _1_:__ 


Thusmoft inueiSliueljrhcpicrceth through 
ThebodyofCountrie, Cktie 7 Courr, / 

Yea,and oFthis our life, fwcaring that we 
Aremeere vfurpers, tyrants^andI whats worfc 
To fright the Annimals, and to kill them vp 
In their afilgn’d and natiue dwelling-place. 

D. r *n. And did you leauc HJin iti this contemplation ? 
z.LO’ i We did my Lord,wceping and commenting 
Vpon $e fobbing Deere. 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orl. Who’s there? 

Ad. What my yong Matter, oh my gentle matter, 
Oh my fweet mafter,0 youmcmoric 
Of old Six Rowland', why,what make you here? 
Why are you vertuou* ? Why do people louc you ? 
And wherefore arc you gcntlcjftrongjand valiant ? 
Why would you be fo fond to ouercomc 
The bonnie prifer ofthc humorous Dukec* 

Your praife is come too fwiftly home before you. 
Know you not Maftcr,to feeme kindc of men, 
Their graces feruG them but as enemies, 

No more doe yours: your vcrtucs gentle Maftcr 
Are fan<5fified and holy traitors to you: 

Oh what a world is this, when what is comely 
Enuenoms him that beares it ? 


Ad. Ovnhappic youth, 

Come not within thefe doores: within thisroofc 
The cnemie of all your graces hues 
Your brother, no,no brother,yet the fonne 
(Yet not the fon,I will not call him fen) 

Ofhim I was about to call his F: cher* 

Hath heard your praifesiand this night he meancs, 
To burne the lodging where you vfetolyc, 

And you within it; if be faiie of that 


He 


Asyoulikeit, 
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H^nTh^thcTmeanes to cut you off; 

Touerhcard hiqi: and hispraflifes. 

This is no place, this houfe is but a butchcnc, 

thou b ? uc me s° ? 

P lh jj No matter whether/© you come not here. _ 

Or/. What.would’ft thou haue me go & beg my food. 
Or with a bafe and boiftrous Sword enforce 
t theeuifii lining on the common rode ? 

This I muft do,or know not what to do: 

Vet this I will not do,do how I can, 
t rather will fubieft me to the malice 

Ota diuerted blood,and bloudie brother. 

Ad. But do not fo: I haue flue hundred Crownes, 
The thriftic hire I faued vnder your Father, 

Which I did (tore to be my toiler Nurle, 

\Vhea feruice fhould in my old limbs lie lame, 
vnregarded age in corners thrownc. 

Take that, and he chat doth the Rauens feede, 
Yeaprouidently caters for the Sparrow, 

Be comfort to my age : here is the gold, 

AH this 1 giue you, let me be your leruanr, 

Though I looke old, yet I am llrong and luftie; 

For in my youth I neuer did apply 
Hot, and rebellious liquors in my bloud. 

Nor did not with vnbafhfull forehead woe. 

The meancs ofweakneire and dcbilitic, 

Thereforemy age is as a luflie winter, 

Froftie.but kindely; let me goe with you. 

He doe the feruice of a yonger man 
In all your bufinefie and neceflicies. 

Orl. Oh good old man,how well in thee appcarcs 
The conflanc feruice of the antique world, 

When feruice fweate for dutie,not for meede: 

Thou art not for the falhion of thefe times. 

Where none will fweate,but for promotion. 

And hauing that do choake their feruice vp, 

Euen with the hauing, it is not fo with thee: 
Butpooreoldman, thou prun’d a rotten tree, 

That cannot fo much as a blolfome yecldc. 

In lieu of all thy paines and husbaudrie, 

But come thy waics, weele goe along together. 

And ere we haue thy youthfull wages fpent, 

Weele light vpon fome fecledlow content. 

Ad. Maftcr goe on,and I will follow thee 
To the laft gafpe with truth and loyaltie, 

From feauentie yeeres, till now almoft fourefcore 
Hereliued f, but now hue here no more 
At feanenteene yeeres, many their fortunes fcckc 
But at fourefcore, it is too late a weeke, 

Yet fortune cannot recompcnce me better 
Then to die well, and not my Mafters debter. Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta . 


Enter Routine for Cammed\ Celia for A[ie»a> and 
Clorvney alias Touchflone. 

Rof, O lupiter , how merry are my fpirits ? 

Clo. I care not for my fpirits, if my legecs were not 
weatie. 

I could finde in my heart to difgrace my mans 
appared, and to cry like a woman: but I muft comfort 


the weaker veflell, as doublet and hofe ought to {how it 
felfe coragious to petty-coatc; therefore courage,good 
Aliena. • / * 

Cel. I pray you beare with,me, I cannot goe no fur¬ 
ther. .. . 

Clo. For my part, I had rather beare with you, then 
beare you: yeti ftiould beare no crofle if I did beare 
you, for I thinke you haue no money in your purfe. 

Rof. Wcll,chisistheForreftofvYr*fe», t,; 

Clo. I,now am I in Arden , the more fofcte>?p when I 
was st home I was in a betcer place, but 3 Vift/rilers mtift 
be content. - >, n 

Enter Corin and Siluittt, 

Rof. I,be fo good Toucbfione: Look you,who eomei 
here, a yong man and an old in (biemne talke. 

Cor, That is the way to make her fcorne you ftill. 

Sil. Oh Corin, that tliou kncw’ft how I do loue her, 
for. I partly gueffc: for I haue iou’d ere How. 

Sil. No Corin , being old,thou canft not gticfle. 
Though in-thy youth thou waft as true a IdiicV ' 

As euer figh'd vpon a midnight pillow ; 

But ifthy louc were euer like to mine, 

As fure I thinke did neuer man loue fo : 

How many a&ions moft ridiculous, 

Haft thou beene drawne to by thy fantafie ? 

Cor . Into a thoufand that I haue forgotten, 

Sil. Oh thou didft then neuer louc io hartily ■ • 
Ifthou remembreft not the flighteft folly; 

That euer loue did make thee run into 
Thou haft not lou’d. 

Or if thou haft not lit as I doe now, 

Wearing thy hearer in thy Miftris praife. 

Thou haft not lou’d. 

Or ifehou haft not broke from companie. 

Abruptly as my paflion now makes me. 

Thou haft not Iou’d. 

O Phebe, Pbebe , Pbebe. £ X)[ 

Rof Alas poore Shepheard fearching ofthey would 
I haue by hard aduenture fou id mine owne. 

Clo. And I mine: I remember when I was in loue, I 

broke my i'word vpon a ftonc, and bid him take that for 
comming a nighc to lane Smile. , and I remember the kif- 
fing of licr bntlcr, and the Cowes dugs that her prettie 
chopc hands had milk’d; and I remember the wooing 
ofapealcod inftcad of her, from whom I tooke two 
cods,and giuing her them againe, fait! with wcepino 
teares, wearc thefe for my fake: wee that are true Lo- 
uers,runnc into ftrange capers; but as all is mortallin 
nature, fo is all nature in loue, mortall in folly. 

Rof. Thou fpeak’ft wifer then thou art ware of. 

Clo. Nay, 1 ftiallnere be ware ofmine owne wit, till 
I breake my fhins againft it. 

Rof. louefoue, this Shepherds paflion. 

Is much vpon my fafhion. 

Clo. And mine, butitgrowes fomething ftale with 
mee. 

Cel. I pray you, one of you queftion yon’d man, 

Ifhe for gold will giue vs anyfoodc, 

I faint almoft to death. 

Clo. Holla;youClowne. 

Rof Peace foole, he’s not thy kinfman. 

Cor. Who cals ? 

Clo. Your betters Sir. 

Cor. Elfc are they very wretched. 
_ Rof. Peace 
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Peace I fay; good euen to yoor friend. 

Cor. And to you gentle Sir,and to you all., 

Rof. I prethee Shcphcar d, ifthat loue or gold 
Can in this defert place buy entertainment. 

Bring vs Where we may reft our fcloes.and feed: 

Here’s a yong maid with trauailerouch oppreffed,' 

And faints for fuceour. 

Car. Faire Sir, I pittie her, 

And wi(h for her fake more then for mine owrte, 

My fortunes were more able to releeue her: 

But I am fhepheard to another man, 

Anddonotfhcere the Fleeces that I graze: 

My mafter is of churlifh difpofition, 

And little wreakes to finde the way to heauen 
By doing deeds ofhofpitalicie. 

Betides his Coate,his Flocfces,and bounds of feede 
Are now on fale, and at our fheep-coat now 
By reafon of his abfence there is nothing 
That you will feed on: but what is, come fee. 

And in my voice moll welcome ft>al 1 you be. 

Ref. What is he that (hall buy his flockc and pafturc? 
Cer. That yong Swaine thatyoufaw heerc but crc- 
while. 

That little cares for buying any thing. 

Ref. I pray thee.if it Band with honeftic. 

Buy thou the Cottage, pafture,and the flocke> 

And thou (halt haue to pay for it of vs. 

Cel. And we will mend thy wages : 

I like this place, and willingly could 
Waftemy time in it. 

Cor. Afluredlythethingistobcfold: 

Go with me, if you like vpon report, 

Thefoile, the profit,and this kmde of life, 

I will your veryfaithfull Feeder be. 

And buy it with your Gold right fodainly. Exeunt. 


Seem Quinta. 


Enter, Amyens^Iaqms^ (Mothers* 

Song. 

Vnder the greene wood tree y 

who loucs to lye with mce f 
And tnrne bis merrie Note , 

vntolhefweet \Birds throte: 

Come hither , come hither , come hither 
Heerc/hall he fee no enemie , 

But Winter And rough Weather. 

I«q. Moie,more,I pre dict more. 

Amy . It will make you mclancholly Monfieur laqucs 
Jaq, I thanke it: More, I prcthec more, 

I can fuckc melancholly out of a fong, 

As a Wcazel fuckes egges : More,I pre’thee more, 
Amy. My voice is ragged, 1 know I cannot pleafe 
you. 

lacy. I do not defire you to pleafe me, 

I do defire you to fing : 

Come,more, another ftanzo: Cal you’em ftanzo’s ? 
Amy . What you wil Monfieur Iacyues. 
lacy. Nay, I C2renot for their names, they ovvemee 
nothing. Wil you fing? 

Amy. Move at your rcqueft,then to pleafe my felfc. 
I*q. Well then, if cuerl thanke any man, He thanke 


aAsjou like it. 


h 

> t 
wil not 


you: but that they cal complement is like 
of two dog-Apes. And when a man thankes me 
me thinkes I haue giuen him a penie, and he rend 

the beggerly thankes. Come fing; and you that 

hold your tongues. 

Amy. Wei, lie end the fong. Sirs, couer the v.u 
the Duke wil drinke vnder this tree; he hath bin li' ■ 
day to looke you. ** 

laq. And I haue bin all this day to auoid him. 

He is too difputeable for my companie: 

I thinke of as many matters as he, but I giu e 
Heauen thankes, and make no boaft of them. 
Come,warble,comc. 

, ?°"£; ^together beer*. 

Who doth ambition / bunne , 

andleues to Uuetth Sttnne: 

Seeking thefoodheeates , 

and pleas'd with what begets ; 

Come hitheryConse hither,,cotne hither, 

HeerefsaU hefee.&c, 

Iacj. He giue you a verfc to this note. 

That I made yefterday in defpight of my Inuention 
Amy. And lie fing it. 

Amy. Thus it goes. 

If it do come to pajfe, that any man tnrne Af e : 
Leaning his wealth andeafe , 

A Jlubborne will to pleafe , 

Ducdame, duedame , ducdame : 

Heerefhall hefie,grojfe footes as he, 

And if he will come to me. 

Amy. What’s that Ducdame? 

Iaq. Tis a Greeke inuocation, to call fools into acir. 
cle. lie go fleepe if I can: ifl cannot,He raile againft.all 
thefitft borne of Egypt. 

Amy. And lie go feeke the Duke, 

His banket is prepar'd. £ xtm 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Orlando, &-Adam. 

Adam. Deere Mafter, I can go no further 1 : 

O I die fpr food. Heerc lie 1 downc, 

And meafure out my graue. Far* el kinde mafter. 

Or/. Why how now Adam ? No greater heart in thee: 
Liue a little,comfort a little.checre thy felfc alictfe.i 
If this vneouth Forreftyeeld any thing fauage, 

I wil either be food for it,or bring it for foode to thee: 
Thy conceite is neerer death, then thy powers. 

For my fake be comfortable,hold death a while 
At the armes end : I wil heerc be with theeprefently, 
And ifl bring thee not fomething to cate, 

I wil giue thee leaue to die: but if thou dieft 
Bcforel come, thou art a mocker of my labor. 

Wei faid, thou look’ft cheerely. 

And 1 le be with thee quickly: yet thou lieft 
In the bleake aire. Come, I wil beare thee 
To fome fhdter,and thou (halt not die 
For lacke of a dinner. 

If there tiue any thing in this Defert. 

Cheerely good Adsmt. 


ExeM 

Seem 




As you like it. 
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Scena Septwta. 


Enter Duke Sen.& Lord, like 
Sen I thinke he be transform d in.o a be a 

,°ln haae(hottIy d.fcord in the Spheares : 

Gofteke him. tell him I would lpeake with him. 

Inter Liquet. 

lord He lanes my labor by his ownc approach, 
n# Sen Why how now Monfieur, what a life is t.ns 
That your poore If Sends mull woe your companie, 

Sat VO'* looke merrily. _ 

if S Fcole, a foole: I met a foole 1 th Forrcft, 

A motley Foole (a miferable world:) 

K t do Hue by foode, I met a foole, 

Wholaid him downc, and bask’d him in the Sun, 

And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good cermes, 

£ eoodfet termes, and yet a motley foole. 

Good morrow tbolc (quoth I:) no Sir,quoth he, 

Call me not foole, till heauen hath fenc me fortune, 

And then he drew a diali from his poake. 

And looking on it, with lacke-luftre eye. 

Saves, very wifely, it is ten a clocke: 

Tiis we may fee (quoth he) how the world wagges: 
Tis but an houre agoe, fince it was nine. 

And after one houre more,’twill be eleucn,J 
And fo from houre to houre, we ripc,and ripe, 

And then from houre to houre, wc rot,and rot, 

And thereby hangs a tale. When Idid hearc 
The motley Foole, thus morall on the time, 

My Lungs began to crow like Cbanticleere, 

That Fooles fliould be fo deepe contemplatiue: 

And I did laugh, fans intermiffion 
An home by his diall. Oh noble foole, 

A worthy foole : Motley’s the oncly wearc. 

<DH.Se*. What foole is this? 

Iaq. O worthie Foole: One that hath bin a Courtier 
Andfayes, if Ladies be but yong, and faire, 

They haue the gift to know it: and in his braiue. 

Which is as drie as the remainder bisket 
After a voyage ; He hath ftrange places cram d 
With obferuation, the which he vents 
In mangled formes. O that I were a foole, 

I am ambitious for a motley coat# 

Dtt'Sen. Thou fhalt haue one. 
huy. It is my oncly lime, 

Prouidcd that you weed your better judgements 
Ofall opinion that growes rankc in them, 

That lam wife. Imuft haue liberty 
Wiithall, aslarge aChartcr as the winde, 

To blow on whom I pleafe, for fo foolcs haue : 

Andthey rhataremaft gaulcd with my folly. 

They mofi ipuft laugh: And why fir muft they fo ? 

The why is plaine, as way to Parifli Church • 

Hee, that a Foole doth very wifely hit, 

Doth’very foolifhly, although he fm^rt 
Sccmefcnfelcffeofthc bob. Ifnot, 

The Wife-mans folly isr anathomiz'd 
Euen by the fquandrine glances of. the foole. 


Inucft me in my motley : Giue me leaue* 

To fpeake my minde, and I will through and through 
Clcanfe the foule bodie oi ch’infe$ed world. 

If the v will patiently receiuc my medicine. 

Dtt.Scn. Fie on thee. 1 can tell what thou wouldft do. 
Jaq. What, for a Counter, wouldji do,but good t 
Du* Sen. Moft mifeheeuous foule fin^in chiding fin; 
For thou thy felfc halt bene a Libertine, 

As fcnfuall as the brucifli fiing it felfc. 

And all th’imbofied feres, and headed euils, 

That thou with licenfeof free foot haft caught, 
Would’ft thou difgorge into the gencrall world. 

Jaq. Why who cries out on pride, 

That can therein caxe any priuateparcy; 

Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea, 

Till that the wearie veric meanes do ebbe. 

What woman in the Cirie do I name, 

When that 1 fay the City woman bearcs 
The coft of Princes on vn worthy fhoulders ? 

Who can conic inland fay that I meane her. 

When Inch a one as fnee, fuch is her neighbor ? 

Or what is he of bafeif fundlion. 

That fayes his braucrie is net on my coft, 

Thinking that I meane him, but therein fuites 
His folly to the mettle ofmy fpeech, 

There then, how then, what then, let me fee wherein 
1 My tongue hath wrong’d him : if it do him right. 

Then he hath wrong’d himielfe : if he be free, 
why then my taxing like a wild-goofe flies 
Ynclainfd of any. man But who come hci e? 

Enter Orlando. 

Orl. Forbeare, and eate no more. 

Jpq. Why I haue cate none yet. 

Qrl. Nor (halt not, till necelfity be fertfd. 
faq* Of what kinde fliould this Cockecome of? 

< 1 u. Sen. Art thou thus boldcn’d man by thy diftres? 
Or clfc a rude deipifer of pood manners. 

That in ciuility thou fecm’ft fo emptie ?I 

Orl. You touch’d my veine at fir ft, the thorny point 
Of bare diftrclTc, hath cane from me the fhew 
Offmqoth ciuility : yet am ] in-land bred. 

And know tome nourturo: But forbeare, I fay, 

He dies that touches any of this fruitc,i 
Till I, and my affaires are anfwered 

Iaq . And you will not be aniwer’d with reafon, 

I muft dye. 

Du f Sen. What would you haue? 

Your gentlenefle (hall force,more then your force 
Mouc vs to genclencfic. 

Orl. I almoll die for food,and let me haue it. 

<Dti. Sen. Sic downe and feed,& welcom to our table 
Orl. Speake you fo gently ? Pardon me I pray you, 

I thought that all things had bin fauage heere, 

And tberefore put i on the countenance 
Of fterne commandment. But what ere you 4 rc 
That in this defert inacceffible, 

Vnder the fhadeofmelancholly boughes, 

Loofc, and neglcdt the creeping houresot time; 

If cuer you haue look’d on better day es: 

Ifeuer bcene where bels haue knoll d to Church ; 

If euer fate at any good mans fcaft: 

If euer from your eye-lids wip’d a tearc. 

And know what ’tis to pittie, and be pittied: 

Let gentleneffe my ftrong enforcement be. 

In the which hope, I blufb, and hide my Sword. 
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P*. 5f». True is it, that we haue feene better dayes 
And haue with hoty bell bin knowld to Church, * 
And fat at good mens fcafts, and wip’d our eies 
Of drops, that facred pity hath engendred: 

And therefore fit you downe in genclenefle. 

And cake vpon command, what helpc we haue 
That to your wanting may be miniftred. 

Orl. Then but forbeare your food a little while: 
Whiles (like a Doe) I go to finde my Fawne, 

And giue it food. There is an old poore man. 

Who after mc,hach many a weary fteppe 
Limpt in pure loue: till he be firft fuffic'd, 

Oppreft with two wcakc euils, age,and hunger, 

I will not touch a bit. 

Duke Sen. Go finde him out. 

And we will nothing waftc till you rectirne. 

Orl.l thanke ye, and be bleft for your good comfort. 

Dh Sen. Thou feeft.wc arc not all alone vnhappie: 
This wide and vniuerlall Theater 
Prcfents more wofull Pageants then the Sccane 
Wherein we play in. 

At. All the world’s a ftage. 

And all the men and women, meerely Players; 

They haue their Exits and their Entrances, 

And one man in his cime playes many parts, 

His A<5b being feuen ages. At firll the Infant, 
Mcwling.and puking in the Nurfes armes: 

Then, the whining Schoole-boy with his Satchell 
And (Lining morning face, creeping like fnaile 
Vnwillingly to fchoole. And then the Loucr, 

Sighing like Furnace, with a wofull ballad 
Made to his Miftreffc eye-brow. Then, a Soldier, 
Fullofftrange oaths, and bearded like the Pard, * 
Ielous in honor, fodaine.and quicke in quarrcll, 

Seeking the bubble Reputation 

Euen in the Canons mouth: And then, the Iuftice ( 

la faire round belly, with good Capon lin’d. 

With eyes feuetc, and beard of form.all cut. 

Full of wife fa wes,and moderne inflances, 

And fo he playes his part. The fixt age (Lifts 
Into the leane and flipper’d Pantaloone, 

With fpedlacies on nofc, and pouch on fide, 

His youthfull hofe well fau’d, a world too wide. 

For his (hrunke fhanke, and his bigge manly voice, 

T urning againe reward childifii trebblc pipes. 

And whifiles in his found. Laft Scene of all. 

That ends this ftrangeeuentfull hiftorie. 

Is fecond childiflmefle, and meere obliuion. 

Sans tecth,fans eyes, fans tallc, fans euery thing. 

Enter Orlando with jt lam. 

Dh Sen. Welcome: fet downe your venerable bur* 
then, andleihimfccde. 

Orl. I thanke you mod for him. 

Ad. So had youneedc, 

I fcarce canfpcaketo thanke you for my felfc. 

Dh. Sen. Welcome, fall too: I wil not trouble you. 
As yet to queftion you about your fortunes: 

Giue vs fome Muficke,and good Cozen,fing. 

Song. 

'Blow, blow, t hen winter wind *, 

Thou art not fo vukmde, as mans ingratitude 
Thy tooth is not fo ke*ne, hecaufe thou art not feent 
although thy Breath Be rude. 



As you like it. 


Freix*,frei*e, thou Bitter skfethat dofinotBioht r, , 
as Benefit ts forgot: & fi»tgh 

Though thouthewater, »*rfeybjfting ifm fo 
asfreind remembred not. J 

Heigh ho Jngy&c, 

Duke Sen.K that you were the good Sir Rn,/ 

As you haue whifper’d faithfully y OU Werf ^fen, 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witneflc * 

Moft truly limn'd, and liuing in your face* 

Be truly welcome hither: I am the D u k e * 

That lou’d your Father, the refiducof vour fu 
Go ,o my Cauc, and tell mce. Good 

Thou art right welcome, as thy maflers is • * 
Support him bythearme: giue me your hand 

And let me all your fortunes vndcrftand * r 

_ 

oJftus Tertm.ScenaTrima, 


Enter Duke, Lords, dr Oli HtT , 

Du. Not fee him fince? Sir, fir, that cannotbc- 

nut were I not the better part made mercie f 
I fhould not feeke an abfenc argument * 

Of my reuenge, thou prefent: but lookc to it 
Finde out thy brother wherefoere he is, 

Seeke him with CandJe: bring himdea*d,orliuin e 
Within this t weluemonth,or turne thou no mor f 
To icekea liuing in our Tcrritoric. 

Thy Lands and all things that thou deft call thine 
W orth feizure, do we leizc into our hands * 
Till thou canft quit thee by thy brothers mouth 
Ot what we thinke againft thee. 

01. Oh that your Highncffe knew my heart in this- 
I neuer lou’d my brother in my life. 

A ?r % ' MO ^ Villain rV h f U * WcI1 P° &himO «t0f«i0K S 

And let my officers offuch a nature 
Make an extent vpon his houfe and Lands* 

Do this expediently, and turne him going. Extm 


As y ou tike it. 
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Seem Secunda. 


Enter Orlando. 

Orl. Hang there my vcrfc.in witneffeofniyloue 
And thou thrice crowned Quecne of night furuey 
Withthy chafteeye, from thy pale fpheareaboue 
Thy Huntrefle name, that my full lifedoth fway. 

O Refalind , thefc Trees (hall be my Bookei, 1 ' 

And in thei rbarkes my thoughts lie charrader 
That cuerie eye, which in this Forrcft lookes 
Shall fee thy vettue witneft euery where. * 

Run, run Orlando t carue on euery Tree, 

The faire,the chafte.and vnexpreffiue fliee. (xii 

Enter Cor in & Clown*. 

O’ And bow like you this fhepherds life WTmhfoni 


Clc, 


-j^jTshcphcard, in refpe# ot nfelfe, it is a 
C ?Hfe but ift reipea that it is a fcepbeard. life, it is 
S°° hr iorcfpca that it is folitary, 1 like i t verie well: 
JJjrfpeft that U 1.1 

inrefp^ 


tefpea that it is piiuate, it is a very vild life. Now 
,,/it is in the fields, it pleafeth mcc well : but m 
it is not in the Court,itis tedious. As it is a (pare 


but as there is no 

" o ; eP lentieinit, itgocsmuch againft my Romacke. 

St?nyP bilofo P hic in thec fllc P h f ard ? c t 
H C r N° morc ’ but tlm 1 kn ° W the m ° re ° nC fickcn *’ 


C, , r ca fr he is: and chat lice that wants money, 
thC n« and concent, is without three good frcnds.That 
”u ropertic ofraine is to wee, and fire to burne: That 

«rfoafiuremakes fat flieepc: and that a great caufeof 
P 00 'A, is i 3C ke of the Sunne : That hee that hath lear- 
'"'5 bv Nature, nor Arc, may complaine of good 
;; t ^ t /on,e i of,vc iy acak,, ;d ,ed. 

Clo. S° ch a onc i5 3 natllra11 I niloiopher: 
yyas’t euer in Court, Shepheard ? 

Cor. No truly- t 

do. I hen thou art d3tnn d. 

Cor. NayT ho P c - 

Qo ’. Truly thou art damn’d, like an ill roafted Egge, 

all on one fide. 

Cor. For not being at Court? your rcalon- 

Clo. Why,iftho uneucr was’c at Court, thou neuer 
fatfft good manners: if thou neuer faw’ft good maners, 
then thy manners muft be wicked, and wickcdnes is fin, 
and finneis damnatiomThou art in a parlous ftate (hep^ 

^ Cor. Not a whit Tetichjlgne y thofe that are goodma- 

ners at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Countrey, as 
thcbchauiour of the Countrie is moft mockeable at the 
Court. You told me, you falute not at the Court, but 
youkiffe your hands; that courtefie would be vndeanlie 
if Courtiers were (hepheards. 

Clo. Inflancc 5 briefly: come, inftance. 

Cor. Why we are ftill handling our Ewes, and their 
Pels you know are greafie. 

Clo. Why do riot your Courtiers hands fweate ? and 
is not the greafe of a Mutton, as wholefomc as the 1 weat 
ofaman? Shallow, (hallow : Abetter inftance I fay: 
Come. 

Cor . Befides,our hands are hard. 

Clo. Your lips wil fcclc them the fooner. Shallow a- 
gen: a more founder inftance, come. 

Cor . And they are often tarr’d ouer,with the furgery 
ofourfheepc : and would youhaue vs kiffe Tarre ? The 
Courtiers hands arc perfum’d with Ciuec. 

Clo. Moft (hallow man: Thou wormes meatein re- 
fpeft of a good peece of flefh indeed : learne of the wife 
and perpend : Ciuec is of a baferbirth then Tarre, the 
verie vndeanly fluxe of a Cat. Mend the inftance Shep¬ 
heard/ 

Cor. You haue too Courtly a wit,for me, lie reft. 

Clo. Wilt thou reft damn’d? God heipe thee (hallow 
man: God make incifion in thee, thou art raw. 

Cor . Sir, I am a true Labourer, I earne that I catc:get 
that I wearc; owe no man hate, enuie no mans happi- 
neffe; glad of other mens good content with my harme: 
and the greateft pf my pride, is to fee my Ewes graze, & 
my Lambesfu eke. 

Clo. That is another fimple finne in you, to bring the 
Ewes and the Rammes together, and to offer to get your 
'“'■"gibythe copulation ofCattle, to be bawd toaBcl- 
tner, and to betray a/hee-Lambc of a twelucpaonth 


liuin 

wcatl 


to a crooked-paced oldc Cuckoldly Ramme, out of all 
reafonablcmatch. Ifthoubce’ft not damn'd for this,the 
diucll himfelfe will haue no fhepherds, I cannot fee elfe 
how thou (houldft fcape. 

Cor. Hcere comes yong M r (janimed , my new Miftrif- 
fes Brother. 

Enter Rofalind. 

Rofi From the eaft to weft erne Inde , 
noiewelts lile'Rofalinde , 

Hir worth being mounted on the winde, 

through all the worldbcares J\ofalinde* 
vAll thefiguresfAir eft Linde, 

are but black? to Rofalinde : 

Let no face bee kept in mind y 

but the faire of Rofalinde, 

Clo. He rime you fo, eight yeares together; dinners, 
and fuppers, and deeping hours excepted : it is the right 
Butter-womens ranke to Market, 

I{of OutFooIe. 

Clo. Foratafte. 

Jfa Hart doe lack? a Hinde , 

Let him feeke out Rofalinde: 

If the Cat will after k^nde, 

fo be fure wtll Rofalinde : 

U r mtreagarments muft be linde , 
jo muff Jlender Rofalinde : 

Thcj that reap muft fticafc and btnde, 
then to ca rt with Rojalinde . 

Sweet eft nut , hathfowreft rinde , 
ftch a nut is Rofalinde. 

He that fweeteft rofe will finde, 

muft finde Lottes pricke, & Rofalinde. 

This is the verie falfc gallop ofVerfes, why doe you in- 
fc$ your felfe with them? 

Rof. Peace you dull foole, I found them on a tree. 

Clo. Trudy the tree yeeldsbad fruite, 

Rof. lie graffe it wirh you, and then I fhallgraffeit 
with a Medler : then it will be the earlieft fruit i’th coun¬ 
try : for you 1 be rotten ere you bee halfc ripe, and that's 
the right vertue of the Medler. 

Clo. You haue laid: but whether wifely or no, let the 
Forreft iudge. 

Enter Celia with a writing. 

j^Pcace.hcrc conies my fifter reading,ftand afide. 
Cel. why fhould tbu ‘Defers bee 9 
for it ts vnpeoplcd ? JVoe: 

Tenges lie hang on euerie trcc } 

that fball ciuillfayingsfho?. 

Some , how briefe the Life of man 
runs his erring pilgrimage , 
Thattheftretchingofa jpatt, 

buckfts in his fumme of age. 

Some ofvio/atedvowes , 

twixttbe joules offfiend^ind friend? 

Tut vpon the fair eft bow es , 

or at euerie fen fence end; 

Will I Rofalinda write , 

teaching all that reade , to know 
The quint ejfence of euerie Jprite , 

heauen would in little [how. 

Therefore heauen Nature charg'd , 
that one bodte fhould befill'd 
With all Graces wide enlarg'd, 
nature prefently diftilld 

R 2 Helens 
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Helens cheeke,hut not his heart, 

Cleopatra’s Maieftic : 

Actalanta’s p*rr, 

Lucrccia’s Modcftie. 

Thus Rofalinde of manic parts, 

hj Heauenly Synods was denis' 

Of maniefacet {eyes, andhearts , 

to haue the touches deer eft pried. 
Heaucn would that (bee t hefe giftsfbould haste, 
and I to litte and die her Jlauc. 


Rof. Omoft gentle Jupiter, what tedious homilic of 
Loue haue you wearied your panftioners withall, and 
neuer cri’de, haue patience good people. 

Cel. How now backe friends: Shcphcard,go oft a lit¬ 
tle : go with him firrah. 

Clol Come Shcpheard, let vs make an honorable re* 
treit, though not with bagge and baggage, yet with 
ferip and fcripp3ge. Exit. 

Cel. Didft thouheare thefe verfes? 

Rof. . O yes, I heard them all, and more too, for fomc 
ofthemhad in them more fcctc then the Veries would 
bearc. 

Cel . That’s no matter: the feet might bearc ^ verfes. 
Rof I, but the feet were lame, and could not bcarc 
thcmfelues without the verfe,and therefore ftood lame¬ 
ly in the verfe. 

Cel, But didft thou heare without wondering, how 
thy name ftiould be bang’d and carued vpon ihefc trees ? 

Rof 1 was feuen of the nine daics out of the wonder, 
before you came : for Iookc hcerc what I found on a 
Palme tree; I was neuer fo berim d fince Tythagoras time 
that I was an Infh Rat, which I can hardly remember. 
Cel. Tro you,who hath done this? 

Rof. Is it a man? 

Cel . And a chaine that you once wore about his neck: 
change you colour? 

Rof Xpre*thecwho? 

Cel . O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for friends to 
mecte; but Mountaines may bee remoou’d with Earth¬ 
quakes,and fo encounter. 

Rof. Nay,but who is it ? 

Ctl. Is itpofTiblc? 

Rof Nay,Iprc’theenow,withmoft petitionary ve¬ 
hemence, tell me who it is. 

(fel. O wonderfull, wonderful!, and mod wonderfull 
wonderfull, and yet againe wonderful, and after that out 
of all hooping. 

Rof Good my completion, doft thou think rhongh 
I am capai ifon’d like a man,I haue a doublet and hole in 
my difpofition? One inch of delay more, is a South-fca 
ofdifcouerie. I prc'thectellme,whoisitquickely, and 
fpcake apace: I would thou couldft ftammer, that thou 
might’ftpowrethis conceal’d man out of thy mouth, as 
Wine comesoutof a narrow-mouth’dbottle:cither too 
much at once, or none at all. I pre’thee take the Corkc 
out of thy mouth, that I may drinke thy tydings. 

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly. 

Rof Is he of Gods making? What manner of man? 
Is his head worth a hat? Or his chin worth a beard ? 

Cel . Nay,he hath but a little beard. 

Why God will fend more, if the man will bee 
thankful: letmeftaythe growth of his beard 5 if thou 
delay menot the knowledge ofhischin. 

(fel. It is yong Orlando, that tript vp the Wraitlcrs 
hecles,and your heart,both in an inftant. 


tke it± 


Rfft Nay,but the diuell take mocking: fpeakeft^T 

brow,and true maid. ** 

! Cel. rfaith(Cor) tis he. 

Rof Orlande ? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Rof. Alas the day, what fhall I do with my doublet * 
hofe ? What did he when thou faw’ft him ? What far * 
he? How look’d he? Wherein went he? What makes I ? 
hecre? Did he askc forme? Where remaincs he ? 
parted he with thee ? And when (halt thou fee him z 
gaine? Anfwcr me in one word. 

Cel. You muft borrow me Gargantuas mouth 
’tis a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages 
fay I and no, to thefe particulars, is more then to anf\vc° 
in aCatechifmc. 

%of But doth he know that I am in this Forrcft, and 
in mans apparrell ? Looks he as freftily,as he did the da 
he Wraftled? ™ 

Cel m It is as cafic to count Atomics as to refolue the 
propo(itionsofaLouer:buttakeataftcof my fi n din 
him, and rellifh it with good obfcruance. I found him 
vnder a tree like a drop\i Acorne. 

Rof It may vvcl be cal’d Ioucs tree, when it droppes 
forth fruite. ^ 

Cel. Giue me audience,good Madam. 

Rof Proceed. 

Cel. There lay hee ftretch’d along like a Wounded 
knight. 

Rof Though itbepittictofee fuch a fight, it well 
becomes the ground. 

Cel. Cry holla,to the tongue, I prethce: it curucttes 
vnfeafonably. He was furnift’d like a Hunter. 

Rof. O ominous,he comes to kill my Hart. 

Cel. I would fing my fong without a burthen, thou 
bring’ft me out of tune. 

Rof Do you not know lama woman,whcn I thinke, 

I muft fpeakc: fvvect,fay on. 

Enter Orlando & Iaques. 

Cel. You bring meout. £oft,comes he not hcerc? 
Rof. 'Tishe,flmkeby,and note him. 

Jacj 1 thanke you for your company, but good faith 
I had asliefehaue beenemy felfe alone. 

Ori And fo had I: but yet for faftion fake 
I thanke you too, for your focictic. 

lay. God buy you, let’s meet as little as we can. 

Orl. I do defire we may be better grangers. 
laq. I pray you marrenomorc trees with Writing 
Louc-fongs intheirbarkes. 

Orl. J pray you marre no moe of my verfes with rea¬ 
ding them ill-fauourcdly. 

laq. Rofalinde\s your loues name? Or/.Ycs,Iuft. 
laq. I do not like her name. 

Orl . There was no thought ofplcafing you when fte 
was chriften’d. 

laq. What ftature is (he of? 

Orl. lull as high as myhe'art. 
laq.You are ful ofprety anfwers-.haueyou not bio ac¬ 
quainted with goldfmiths wiucs,&cond the out ofrings 
Orl. Not fo: but Ianfwer you right painted death, 
from whence you haue ftudicdyoUr queftions. 

laq. You haue a nimble wit ; I thinke 'twas made of 
Attalanta’s heeles. Will you fitte downe with me, an 
wee two, will rail* againft our Miftn* the world, and a 

ourrTwfc,rie. .. nr, 

Orfl wil chide no breather in the world but my lea 

agamlt 


Asjoa lil^e it. 


y° u haue > i5 t0 ^ c in Jou , c * 

Mj ? Ti j a fault I will not change, for your beft vet- 

toe •• I st JJ J^y «oth[ I vyas feekingfcraFoele, when I 
/ 4 f D J ; 

^r/°H e li Jrovvn ti in tl,e ^ rooke » loo ^ e * 9Ut 10 ’ and 

ru-illfeehim.i 

There I Thai fee mine ownc figure. 

7 ; Which I take to be either a foole, ora C.pher. 
j* jieurricno longer with you, farewell good hg- 

n i0 ^°j £ atn glad of your departure: Adieu good Mon- 

fieUt 1 wil fpeakc to him like a faweie Lacky. and vn- 
u’.kahic nlav theknaoe with him,do you hear For- 
^ Verie wel.what would you ? (refier. 

'Ref. Iprayyou^-hsti’ftadocke? , 

you (hould aske me what time o’day: there s no 
I (keinthe Forrefl. 

c ® r Yhcn there is no true Louer in the Forreft, clfe 
/• i ,,n euerie minute, and groaning eueric hourc wold 
SfficlKicfoot oftimc.as wel as a clocka. 

Orl A n ^ vvhy not the fwift foote of time ? Had not 

that bin as proper ? . . 

Rof. Bynomeanes fir; Timetrauels in diuerspaces, 

* u diuers perfons: lie tel you who Time ambles with- 
^U-hoTime-trots withal, who Time gallops withal, 
jnd who he (lands ft il withall. 

Orl. I prcthce,who doth he trot withal ? 

Rof. Marry he trots hard with a yong maid,between 
thecontraft of her marriage,and the day it is folemmzd: 
: ift he interim be buta fennight, Times paceisfo hard, 
that it feemes the length of feuen yeare. 

Orl. Whoambles Time withal ?: ,] 

Rof. With a Prieft that lacjks Latinc, and a rich>man 
that lmh not the Gowt : for the dncfleepci) eafily be- 
caufehecannot ftudy, and the other liues merrily, be- 
caufe he fedes no pame: the one lacking the burthen of 
Icane and vvafteful Learnings the other knowing no bur¬ 
then ofhcauie tedious penurie. Thcle Time ambles 
withal. 

Orl, Who doth he gallop withal > 

Rof With a theefc to the gallowcs: for though hec 
eoas fofdy as foot can fall, he thinkes himfclfe too foon 
there. 

Orl . Who ftaies it ftil withal? 
tyf With Lawicrs in the vacation : for they fleepe 
betweeneTerme and Tcrmc,and then they perceiuc not 
how time moucs. 

Or/, Where dwel you prettie youth ? 

Rof. With this Shepheardcfie my fifter : hecreinchc 
skirts oflhe Forreft, like fringe vpon a petticoat. 

Orl. Are you natiuc of this place? 

Rof As the Conie char you fee dwell where friee is 
kindled. 

Orl. Your accent is fomething finer, then you could 
purchafeinforemoued a dwelling. ? * ,u . 

Rof I haue bin told foofmany: but indeed, anolde 
religious Vnekle dfmine taught me to fpeake, who was 
in his youth art inland mar?,<*>ne that knew Gourtfhip tool 
well: for there he fel in lone. I haue heard hictvread ma¬ 
ny Leftors againft it,and I thanke God,I am net a Wo- 
man tobetouch’d with fo many-giddie offences’ as^ hec 
hath generally taje’d thclrwholc fex withal. ■ * 

Orl. Can you remember anyofthe^rtncip&ll cirils. 


that he laid to the charge of women? 

Rof There were none principal, they were all like 
one another* as halfc pence are, eueri e one fault Teeming 
monftrous,til his fellow-fault came to match ir. 

Orl. I prethee recount fomc of them. 

Rof No: 1 wil not caft away my phyfiek,but on thofc 
that are ficke. There is a man haunts the Forreft, that a- 
bufes our yong plants with caruing Rofalinde on their 
barkes; hangs Oades vpon Hauthorncs, and Elegies on 
brambles; all (forfooth) defying the name of Rofalinde. 
If I could meet that Fancie-monger, I would giue him 
fome good counfel, for he feemes to haue the Quotidian 
of Louc vpon him. 

Orl . I am he that is fo Loue-fhak’d, I pray you tel 
meyourrcrnedic. 

Rof. There is none of my Vnckles markes vpon you: 
he taught me how to know a man in loue: in which cage 
ofruflhes,I am fureyou art notprifoner. 

Orl. What were his markes ? 

Rof. Aleanechcckc.whichyouhauenot: ableweic 
and funkerjjwhich you haue nor: an vnqueftionablcfpi- 
ric,which you haue not: a beard neglected, which you 
haue n©t:fbut I pardon you for that, for fimply your ha- 
uing in beard,is a yonger brothers reuennew) then your 
hole ftiould be vngarter'd, your bonnet vnbanded, your 
fleeue vnbucton’d, your ftoo vnti’de, and euerie thing 
about yoii,demonftrating a careletTc defolation:but you 
arc no fuchman; you are rather point deuicein your ac- 
couftrcmcnts*as 1‘ouing your iclfe,thcn Teeming the Lp^ 
uer of any other. (] Loue. 

Orl. Faire youih*I would I could make thee beleeue 

Rof Me beleeue it ? You may affoone make her that 
you Loue beleeue it, which I warrant fhe is apter to do, 
then to confcllcfte do’s; that is one of the points, in the 
which women ftil giue the lie to their confidences. But 
ingoodfiooth, arc you he that hangs the verfes on the 
Trces*wherein Rofalmd is fo admired ? 

Orl . I fweareco thee youth, by the white hand of 
Rofalinde am that he, that vnfortunate he. 

^t/x.But are you fo much in loue,as your rimes fpeak ? 

Orl. Neither rime nor reafon can expreffe how much. 

Rof Loue is mecrelv a madnefle, and 1 tel you , dc- 
ferues as wel a darke houfe, and a whip, as madmen do : 
and the reafon why they are not fo piiniftfd and cured,is 
that the Lunacie is fo ordinarie, that the whippers are in 
loue too : yet I profeffe curing it by couofek 

Orl. Did you cuer cure any fo ? 

Rof. Yes one, and inthis manner. Hee was to ima¬ 
gine me his Loue, his Miftris; and I fee him euerie day 
to woeme.At which time would I, being but amoonift 
youth, greeue,be effeminate, changeable, longing, and 
liking, preud, fantaftical, apifh, (hallow, inconftant,ful 
of teares, full of fmi’es; for euerie paftion fomething,and 
for no paffion truly any thing, as boyet and women arc 
for the moft part, cattle ofthis colour : would now like 
him, now loath him: then entertaine him, then forlvvear 
him : now w cepe for him, then fpit at him; that I df aue 
my Sutor from his mad humor ofloue,to a liuing humor 
of madnes.\fr was to forfweare the ful ftream of ^.world, 
and to iiue in a nooke meerly Monaftick:and thus I cur’d 
him,and this way wil I take vpon mee to waft your Li- 
uer as cleane as a found (heepes hcart,thac there dial not 
be one fpot of Loue in’e. 

Orl. I would not be cured,youth. 

3 Rof I would cure you, if you wouldbutcall me R.fa- 
Undy and come euerie day to my Coat,and woe me. 

R 3 Orl . 
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As you lify it 


Orlan. Now by the faith of my louc, I will ; Tel me 
where it is. ' 

Rof Go with me to it, and lie fhew it you: and by 
the way, you dial tell me,where in the Forreft you Hue: 
Wilyou go? 

Orl. With all my heart,good youth. 

K°f Nay, you muft call mcc Roftlind: Come lifter, 
will you gq? Exeunt. 


N o, no, the nobleft Deere hath them as hugeasthclTf 
call: Is the fingle man therefore blefted ? No, as a wali j 
Towneismore worthier then a village, fo is the f 0 ' 
head of a married man, more honourable then the if* 
brow of a Batcheller: and by how much defence it f * 
ter then no skill, by fo much is a home more p rcc i 0 ** 
then ( to want. *** 


Sccena Tertta. 


Enter Clowne, Audrey,& laques; 

Clo. Come apace good Audrey, I wil fetch vp your 
Goates, Audrey ; and how Aidrey am I the man yet? 
Doth my Ample feature content you ^ 

Aud. Your features, Lord warrant vs:what features ? 

Clo. I am heere with thee,and thy Goats,as the moft 
capricious Poet honeft Ouid was among the Gothcs. 

Iaq, O knowledge il! inhabited, worle thenlouein 
a thatch’d houfe. 

Clo. When a mans verfes cannot be vnderftood, nor 
a mans good witfecondcd with the forward childe, vn- 
derftanding; it ftrikes a man more dead then a great rec¬ 
koning in a little roome : truly,I would the Gods haddc 
made thee poeticall. 

Aud . I do not know what Poetical is: is it honeft in 
deed and word: is it a true thing? 

flo. No trulie :for the trueftpoetrie is the moft fai- 
ning, and Louers are giuen to Poctrie : and what they 
fwcare in Poetrie, may be Laid as Louers,they do feigne. 

Aud. Do you wifh then that the Gods had made me 
Poeticall i 

Clow. I do truly : for thou fwear’ft to me thou art ho¬ 
neft ; Now if thou were a Poet, I might haue fome hope 
thou didft feigne. 

And. Would you not haue me honeft? 

Clo. No truly, vnlcffe thou wer: hard fauour’d : for 
honeftic coupled to bcautie, is to haue Honie a fa wee to 
Sugar. 

Jaq. Amateriallfoole. 

Aud . Well, I am not faire, and therefore I pray the 
Gods make me honeft. 

Clo . Truly, and tocaftaway honeflievpponafoule 
flut,were to put good meate into an vnclcanc difh. 

And. I am not a flut, though i thankc the Goddes I 
am foule.. « 

Clo . Weil,praifed be theGods, for thy foulncflejflut- 
tifhnefle may come hecreafter. But be it, as it may bee, 
I wil marric thee : and to that end, I haue bin with Sir 
.Qltuer Mar-text, the Vicar of the next village, who hath 
promis’d to meete me in this place of the Forreft, and to 
couple vs. 

Iaq. I would faine fee this meeting. 

Aud. WeUtheGodsgiuc vsioy. r 

Clo . Amen. A man may ifhe were ofa fearful heart, 
ftagger in this attempt: for heere wee haue no Temple 
but the wood, no aflembly but hornc-bcafts. But what 
though?Courage. As homes afe odiou$,thcy are nccef- 
farie. It is laid, many a man kn© wes no end of his goods; 
right: Many a man has good Hornes,and knows no end 
of {hem. Well, that is ftie dowric of his wife, Tis none 
of his ownc getting; homes,, cuen fo pooremen alone* 


Enter Sir Oliuer Mar-text . 

Heere comes Sir Oliuer : Sir Oliuer CMar-text you 
welmet. Will you difpatch vs heere vndcr this tree ^ 
fhal we go with you to your Chappell ? 

01. Is there none heere to giuc the woman ? 

Clo. I wil not take her on guift of any man. 

01. Truly fhe muft be giuen, or the marriage is not 
Iawfull. 

Iaq. Proceed,proccede: lie giue her. 

Clo . Good euen good M r what ye cal’t: how do you 
Sir, you are vcric well met : goddild you for your | a ft 
companie,I am verieglad to fee you, euen a toy in hand 
heere Sir : Nay,pray be coucr’d. 

Jaej. Wilyou be married. Motley? 

Clo. As the Oxe hath his bow fir, the horfe his curb 
! and the Falcon her bels, fo man hath his defires, andas 
1 Pigeons bill, fo wedlocke would be nibling. 

laq. And wil you (being a man of your breeding)^ 
i married vndcr a bufh like a begger? Get you to church, 
and haue a good Prieft that can tel you what marriage^ 
this fellow wil but ioyneyou together, as they ioyne 
Wainfcot, then one of you wil proue a fhrunkc panndl 
and like greenc timber,warpe,warpc. 

Clo . I am not in the minde, but I were better to bet 
married of him then of another, for he is not like tomar- 
rie me wel: and nor being wel married, it wil be a good 
excufc for me hcereafter, to le3ue my wife. 

Paej. Goc thou with tike. 

And let me counfei thee. 

Ol. Come fwccte Audrey, 

We muft be marricd,or we muft line in baudrey: 
Farcwel good M r Oliuer : Not O fweet Oliuer , O braue 
Oliuer leaue me not behind thee : But winde away, bee 
gone I fay, I wil not to wedding with thee. 

Ol. Tis no matter; Ne’rc a fantaftical knaue ofehem 
all fhal flout me out of my calling. Exeunt 


jt 


SccenaQuarta . 



Enter Roftltnd dr Celia.' 

Rof Neuer talke to roe,I wil Weepe. 

Cel. Do I prethee, but yet haue thegcace to tbnfidet, 
that tearcs do not become a man. 

Rof But haue I not caufe to weepe ? 

Cel. As good caufe as one would defire. 
Therefore weepe. ..id 

Rof Hi* very haire i. 

Is of the diflcmbling colour. A 

Cel. Something browner then Iudaflcs; 

Marrie his Jcifles are Iudaftes^wne children. 

Rof Tfaith his haire is of a good colour. > 

Cel. Anextdlentcolour : : t: ' i 

Your Cheffcatit was euer the oncly colour: 

Ref. And btskifline isjaifuloffan&itie. 

As thic touch of holy bread. ' ■■ 


Asyoulikeit. 
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Tv^HeThatlTbought a paireofcaft hps oflW: a 
u m of winters fifterhoodkiffesnot wore rehgiouflie, 
Y,«erv V cc °* ^haftity'is in them. 

tb S W wh y did l,ce fwcarc hee wouIdcome thl * 

#Yinrning» an ^ comes not. B ,, 

^ Cel Nay certainly there is no truth in hiru. 

nof. Doe you thinke fo ? 

Yes, I thinke he is not a picke purfe,nor a horfe- 
but for his verity in louc, I doe thinke him as 
oJcaue as a coucred goblet,or a Worme-eatcn nut. 

C ° Ref. Not“ ucin ^ oue? , . , . . 

r i Yes,when he is in,but I thinke he is not in. 

J>„r You haue heard him fwcare downright he was. 

C L Wav* not is: befidcs, the oath of Louer is no 
ftroneer then the word of a Tapfter , they are both the 
onfirmer of falfe reckonings,he attends here in the for¬ 
ced on the Duke your father. 

Ref. I met the Duke yefterday > and had much que- 
Aion with him: he askt me of what parentage I was; I 
told him of as good as he, fo he laugh’d and let mee goe. 
gut what talke wee ofFathers, when there is fuch a man 

H Orlando l ... 

Cel. O that’s a braue man , hee writes braue veries, 

foeakes braue words,fwcares braue oathes, and breakes 
them brauely, quite trailers athwart the heart of his lo¬ 
uer as apuifny Tiber, f fpurs his horfe but on one fide, 
breakes his ftaffelike a noble goofe; but all's braue that 
youth mounts, and folly guides : who comes heere ? 

Enter Corin. 

Com . Miftrcfle and Maftcr, you haue oft enquired 
After the Shepheard that complain’d of loue. 

Who you faw fitting by me ontheTurph, 

Praifing the proud difdainfull Shephcrdefle 
That was his Miftrefle. 

Cel. Well: and what of him ? 

Cor. If you will fee a pageant truely plaid 
Betweene the pale complexion of true Loue, 

And the red glowe of fcorne and prowd difdaine, 

Goe hence a little,and I (hall condu& you 
Ifyouwillmarkeit# 

Rof. O come, let vs remoue. 

The fight of Louers feedeth thofe in louc : 

Bring vs to this fight, and you fhall lay 

Ilcprouea bufie a&or in their play. Exeunt. 


Seen a Quinta. 


* > . Enter StlutHi audPhebe. 

Sil. Sweet Pbebe doe not fcorne me, do not Pbebe 
Say that you loue me not, but fay not fo 
In bitternelfc; the common executioner * 

Whofe heart th’accuftorrfd fight of death makes hard 
Falls not the axe vpon the humbled neck. 

But firft begs pardon : will you fterncr be I 
Theniic that dies andliucsby bloody drops? <jli :«, 

Enter Roftlind, folia, and Corin* 

Phe. I would not be thy executioner, / : 

I flyc thcejfor I would! not iniure thee: i\ il \y a 
T hou tbere.is murder^io mine eye, o; y.-AbU* 

Tis pretty fute,and tery probably . r:.:.*: uy. >1 


That eyes chat are the frailft, and fofteft things, 

Who (hut their coward gates on atomyes, 

Should be called tyrants, butchers,murcherer$. 

Now I doe frowne on thee with all my heart. 

And if mine eyes can wound,now kt them kill thee: 
Now counterfeit to fwound. why now fall downe. 

Or if thou canft not, oh for fhame, for jfhame, 

Lyc not, to fay mine eyes are murtherers: 

Now fhew the wound mine eye hath made in thee. 
Scratch thee but with a pin,and there remaines 
Somefcarreofit: Leanevponarulh 
The Cicatrice and capable impreffure 
Thy palme fomc moment keepes: but now mine eyes 
Which I haue darted at thee,hurt thee not. 

Nor I am fure there is no force in eyes 
That can doe hurr. 

Sil. O dcerc Pbebe , 
if euer (as chat euer may be neere) 

, You meet in fome frefh cheekc the power of fancie. 
Then fhall you know the wouuds inuifible 
That Loues kcene arrows make. 

Fhe. But till that time 

Come not thou neere me: and when that time comes , 
Afflme with thy mockes, piety me not. 

As till that time I fhall not piety thee. 

Rof. And why I pray youPwho might be your mother 
That you infult,exu!c,and all at once 
Ouer the wretched ? what though you hau no beauty 
As by my faith, I fee no more in you 
Then without Candle may goe daike to bed : 

Muft you be therefore prowd and pittilefle? 

Why what mcanes this ? why do you lookc on me ? 

I fee no more in you then in the ordinary 
Of Natures fale-worke^’ods my little life, 

I thinke fhe meanes to tangle my eies too : 

No faith proud Miftrcfle, hope not after it, 

’Tis not your inkie browes,your blackefilke haire. 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheeke of creame 
That can entame my fpirits to your worfhip: 

You foolifti Shepheard, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy Sourh 3 puffing with winde and raine. 

You are a thoufand times a propercr man 
Then fhe a woman. ’Tis fuch foolcs as you 
That makes the world full ofill-fauourd children: 

Tis not her glafle.but you that flatters her, 

And out of you (he fees her felfe more proper 
Then any ofherlineamcnts can fhow her : 

But Miftris, know your fclfe,downe on your knees 
And thankc heauen, falling, for a good mans louc; 

For I muft tell you friendly in your earc, 

Sell when you can,you arc not for all markets; 

Cry the man mercy,loue him,take his offer, 

Foule is moft foule,being foule to be a fcoffer. 

So take her to thee Shepheard,fareyouweil. 

Phe. Sweet youth, 1 pray you chide a yere together, 
I had rather here you chide,then this man wooe, 

R$s. Hecs faine in louc with your foulneffe, & fhce'll 
Fall in loue. with my anger. If it be fo,as faft 
As (he anfweres thee with frowning lookes, ile fauce 
Her with bitter words: why looke you fo vpon me? 
phe . For no ill will I bcare you. 

Rof. I pray you do not fall in loue with mec. 

For I am falfer then vowes made in wine: 

Befides,I like you not: if you will know my houfc, 

# Tis at the tufft of 01iues 1 here hard by: 

Will you goe Sifter ? Shepheardjply her hard: 

Come 
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Come Sifter: Shepheardefle,looke on him better 
And be not proud,though all the world could fee, 

None could be fo abus’d in fight as hee. 

Come.to our flocke. Exit. 

Phe. Dead Shepheard,now I find thy faw of might. 
Who euer lov’d,that lou’d not at firft fight ? 

Sil. Sweet Fhebe. & 

Phe. Hah: what faift thou Siluitu > 

Sil. Sweet Thebe fmy me. 

Phe. Why I am forry for thee gentle Siluitu. 

Sil. Whereeucr forrow is,reliefe would be: 

If you doc forrow at my griefe in louc, 

By giuing louc your forrow,and my griefe 
Were both extermin’d* 

The, Thou haft my loue,is not that neighbourly ? 
Sil. I would haue you. 

Phe. Why that were couetoufnefTc: 

SiluiWy the time was,that I hated thee; 

And yet it is not, that I bcare thee louc. 

But fincc that thou canft talke ofloue fo well. 

Thy company,which erft was irkefomc to me 
I will endure; and lie employ thee too : 

But doe not looke fori further recompencc 
Then thine owne gladnefle,that thou art employd. 

Sil, So holy,and fo perfect is my loue, 

And I in fuch a pouerty of grace, 

That I (hall thinke it a moft plenteous crop 
To gleane the broken eares after the man 
That the mainc harueft reapesdoofe now and then 
A fcattred fmile,and that lie line vpon. (while ? 

Phe. Knowft thou the youth that fpoke to mccyere- 
Sil. Not very well,but I haue met him oft, 

And he hath bought the Cottage and the bounds 
That the old Carlot once was M after of. 

Phe. Thinke not I loue him,though I ask for him, 
’Tis but a peeuifti boy.yct he talkes well, 

But what care I for words ? yet words do well 
When he that fpeakes them plpafes thofe that heare: 

It is a pretty youth,not very prettie , 

But fure hee’s proud,and yet his pride becomes him; 
Hec’ll make a proper man: the beft thing in him 
Is his complexion: and fafler then his tongue 
Did make offence,his eye did healc it vp : 

He is not very tall.yet for his yecrcs hce’s tall: 

His leg is but fo fo.and yet’tis well: 

There was a pretty rednefle in his lip, 

A little riper, and more luftie red 

Then that mixt in his checke: ’twas iuft the difference 

Betwixt the conftant red,and mingled Damaske. 

There be fome women Stlttim, had they markt him 
In parcclls as I did,would haue gone neerc 
To fall in louc with him : but for my part 
I loue him not, nor hate him not: and yet 
Haue more caufe to hate him then to loue him. 

For what had he to doc to chide at me.?, 

He faid mine eyes were black,and my hairc blacke, 

And now I am remembred,fcorn’d at me: 

I maruell why I anfwcr’d not againe. 

But that’s all one: omittance is no quittance: 

He write to him a very tan ting Letter, 

And thou {halt beare it,wilt thou Siluiut ? 

Sil. Phsbe,with all my heart. 

Phe. He write it ftrait: 

The matter’s in my head,and in nay heart, 

I will be bitter with him, and palling fhort; 

Goe with me Siluitu. 


sAsy oulify it. 


Exeunt. 


*eA$lus Quartus .sScena 


Enter Roftlind , And Celia , and laqua, 

Ppf They fay you are a meJancholly fellow. 

I am fo: I doe loue it better then lauglii n » 
Ref. Thofe that are in extremity of either ar^f ku 
minable fcllowes, and betray themfelues to euerv ^ 
derne cenfure,worfe then drunkards. ^ n>0 * 

Iaq. Why,’tis good to be fad and fay nothing. 

Ref. Whythen’tisgoodtobeapofte. 8 

Iaq. I haue neither the Schollersmelancholv \kW t 

is emulation: northeMufitians, which is fantaft ii 
nor the Courtiers, whichis proud : northe Sould' ’ 
which is ambitious: nor the Lawiers.which is 
nor the Ladies, which is nice; nor the Louer» P 

is all thefe: but it is a melancholy of mine owne C o 

pounded of many fimples,extraaed from many obi JJ' 
and indeed the fundrie contemplation of my trauell • 
which by often rumination, wraps me in a moft hul’ 1 " 
rous fadnefle. mo ' 

Rof. A Traueller: by my faith you haue greats 
fon to be fad: I feare you haue fold your owne I an d 
to fee other mens; then to haue feene much, and to haue 
nothing, isto haue rich eyes and poore hands, 
laq. Yes, I haue gain’d my experience. 

Enter Orlando . 

Rof. And your expei iencemakesyou fad: Ihadra. 
thcr haue a foole to make me raerrie, then experience to 
make me fad, and to trauaile for it too. 

Orl. Good day,and happinefle.deerc RoJ'alind. 

Iaa. Nay then God buy you,and you talke in blanke 
verfe. 

Rof. Farewell Mounfieur Traucllor : looke you 
hfpe,and wcareftrange fuites; difable all the benefits 
j ot y° ur °wne Countrie: be out of loue with your 
: natiuitie, and almoft chide God for making you that 
countenance you are; or I will fcarce thinke you haue 
' fwam in a Gundello. Why how now Orlando, where 
haue you bin all this while? you a louer? and you 
ferue me fuch another tricke, neucr come in my fight 
more. 1 6 

Orl. My faire Roftlind J. come within an houre of my 
promife. 1 

Rof. Breake an houres promife in . loue? hee that 
will diuide a minute into a thoufand parts, and breake 
but a part of the thoufand part of a minute in the affairs 
ofloue, it may be faid of him that Cupid hath clapt 
himoth’ fhoulder, but He warrant him heart Hole. 

Orl. Pardon me decre Roftlind. 

Rof. Nay,and you be fo tardie, come no more ia my 
fight,I had as liefe be woo’d of a Snaile. 
t Orl. Of a Snaile? 

Rof. I, of a Snaile: for though he comes flowly, hee 
carries his houfe on his head; a better ioynfiurc I thinke 
then you make a woman: befidcs,he brines his deftinie 
with him. , 6 

Orl. What’stbatf i r -- 

Rof. Why homes : dvfuchasyOuare faine to be be¬ 
holding to yout wiues for: but he comes armed in his 
fortune,and preuents the fland$r of his wife. :1 

Orl. Vertue 


^rVcr^sno home-maker: and my Roftlind is 

forit.wlamm a 
Uv day humor, and like enough to confent. What 
*ouia youfayto menow, and I were your verre, vcnc 


ike it..: 
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thcV will fpit, . .... - 

10 Lr the cleanlieft fhife is to kifle. 

>V % Orl. How if the kifle be denidc ? 

Hof. Then fhe puts you to entrcatie,and there begins 

^OrTwbo could be our, being before his beloucd 

M’jlgf Marrie that fliould you ifIw r ereyour Mihris, 
or|I (hould thinke my honeftie ranker then my wit. 

Orl. What.ofmyfuite? ' 

Rof. Notout of your 3pparrell, and vet out or your 

fuiic = „ ,, 

Am not I your Rofaltndl 

Or/. I cake iomc ioy to lay you are, became I would 
bctalking of her. 

Rof Well, in her perfon,I fay I will not haue you* 

- Orl. Then in mine owne perfon, I die. 

Rof. No faith* die by Attorney : the poore world is 
almoft fix thoufand yeeres old,and in all this time there 
wasnotanieman died in his owne perfon (■ videlicet) in 
alouacaufe: Trotlom had his braines dafli’dout with a 
Grecian club, yet he did what hee could to die before, 
and he is one of che patternes ofloue. Leanderfrz would 
haueliu’d manic a faire yeere though Hero had turn'd 
Nun; ific had not bin for a hot Midfomcr-night, for 
(good youth)he went but forth to wafh him in the Hel- 
lefpont, and being taken with the crampc,was droun’d, 
and the foolifh Chronoders of that age, found it was 
Hero of Ceftos. But thefe are all lies, men haue died 
from time to tim^and wormes haue eaten them,but not 
for loue. 

Orl .I would not haue my right Roftlind ofthis mind, 
for I proteft her frownc might kill me. 

Rof By this hand, it willnot kill afiie; but come, 
now I will be your Roftlind in a more comming-on dil- 
pofition: and aske me what you will,I will grant it, 

Orl . Then loue me Roftlind . 

I\of Yes faith will J,fridaies and faterdaies,andall. 
Orl . And wilt thou haue me? 

Rof I,and twentie fuch. 

Orl . Whacfaieftthou? 

Rof Are you ndt good? 

Orl. Ihopcfo. 

Roftlind, Why then ,'canoite defire too mtichofa 
good thirtg : Come fifter, youfhall be the Prtcft > -and 
marrie vs: giuc nic your hand Orlando ; What doc you 
fayfiftcr? 

Orl , Pray thee rtiarricVs, : f c * 

Cel. I cannot fay the words. 

Rof* You muft begin, will you Orlando. 

Cel. Goe coo: wil you OrUnddf\z\xt to wife this Ro- 
JAlind} 

Orl. I will. ■ * *11 - : ; to $v'' 1 ' r 








Rof. I, but when f 

Orl. Why now,a5 faft as flic cah marrie vs. 

Rof Then you muft fay, 1 take thee Roftlind fox 
wire. 

Orl. I take thee Roftlind for wife. 

Rof. Imightaskeyou for your Commiffion, 

Buc I doe take thee Orlando for my husband : there’s a 
girle goes before the Prieft, and certainely a Womans 
thought runs before her actions. 

Orl. So do all thoughts,they arc wing’d. 

Rof. Now tell me how long you would haue her, af¬ 
ter youhauepofleft her? 

Orl. For euer, and a day. 

Rof Say a day,without the euer; no,no Orlando, men 
are Aptill when they woe, December when they wed : 
Maides a: e May when they are maides,but the sky chan¬ 
ges when they are wiues : I will bec more iealous of 
thee,then a Barbary cocke-pidgeon oucr his hen, more 
clamorous then a Parrat againft raine, more new-fang¬ 
led then an ape, more giddy in my defires, then a mon¬ 
key : I will weepe for nothing, like Diana in the Foun- 
taine,& 1 wil do that when you arc dilpos’d to be merry: 

I will laugh like a Hyen.and that when thou art inclin’d 
to fleepe. 

Orl. But will my Rofalind doc fo ? 

Rof. By my life,fhe will doe as 1 doe. 

Orl. O buc fhe is wife. 

Res. Or cllc fhee could not haue the wit to doe this: 
the wifer, the way warder: make the doores vpdn a Wo¬ 
mans wit,and it will out at the cafemcnt: fhut’ihat, and 
’twill out at the key-hole: ftop that, ’twill flic with the 
fmoake out at the chimney. 

Orl. A man that had a wife with fuch a wit,he might 
fay,wit whether wife? 

Rof. Nay,you might keepe that chcckc forft,till you 
met your wiues wit going toyour neighbours bed. 

Orl. And what wit could wit haue,to excufe that ? 

Roft. Marry to fay.fhe came to fcekc you there : you 

ftiall neuer take her without her anfwer.vnltfiV.you take 

her without her tongue : 6 that woman that cannot 
make her fault her hufbands occ.afion.Iet her neucr nurle 
her childe her felfe.for fiie will breed it like a fdole. 

Orl. For thefe two houres Roftlinde, I wil leauc thee. 

Rof Alas,decre loue,I cannot lacke thee tw.b houres. 

Orl. 1 muft attend the Duke at dinuer.by two a clock 
I will be with thee againe, .._ 

Rof. I.goeyour waies, goe your vvaies: I knew what 
you would proue, my friends told mec as much, and I 
thought no lefie : that flattering tongue of yours wonne 
me :’cis but one caft away, and fo come death : two-o’ 

clocke is your howre. 

Orl. I,Tweet Rofalind. 

Rof, By my troth, and in good earneft, and fo God- 
mend ™ c c, and by all pretty oathes that are not dange¬ 
rous, if you breake one iot of your promife,or come one 
minute behinde.your houre,! will thinke you the meft 
patheticall breake-promife, and the moft hollow louer 
and the moft vnwortbyof her you cajl Roftlinde', that 
may bee chofen out of the groflebandofthe vnfaith- 
full : therefore beware my cefifure, and keep your pro¬ 
mife. 

Orl. With noleffe'religiotfj then if thou wertindecd 
iy Roftlind : fo adieu. 

Rof. WelljTim'e is the oldeTuftice that examines all 
fuch offenders,and let time try; adieu. Exit. 

Cel. You hade limply mifus’d our fexe in your loue- 
.. prate # 
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j prate t wc muft haueyour doublet and hofc pluckt ouer 
your head, and ftic>v the world what, the bird hath done 
to herownc neaft. 

Rojl O coz,coz,coz: my pretty little coz, that thou 
didft know how many fathome deepe I am in loue t but 
it cannot bee founded: my affeftion hath anvnknownc 
bottome.like the Bay of Portugall. 

Cel. Or rather bottomlcffe, that as faft as you pourc 
affeflion in,in runs out. 

Ref. No,that fame wicked Baftardof/^w, that was 
begot of thought, concern'd of fpleene, and borne of 
madnefTe, that blinderafcally boy , that abufes eucrv 
ones eyes,becaufehis ownearcout, let him bee judge, 
how deepe l am in loue: ile tell thee Aliena,\ cannot be 
out of the fight of Orlando : Ile goe finde a fhadow, and 
figh till he come. 

Cel. Andllefleepc. Exeunt, 


Scena Secunda . 




Enter Iaques and Lords y Forrefters. 

> . ' . A V ♦ ■ ' » V ’ v . 

lacy. Which is he that killed the Dearc ? ^ 

Lord . Sir,i: was I. 

laq. Let's prefent him to the Duke like aRomanc 
Conqi^erour, and it would doc well to fet the Deares 
horns vpon his head, for a branch of vi&ory; haue you 
no fong Forreftcr for this purpofe? 

Lord. Yes Sir. 

lay. Sing it: > tis no matter how it bee in tune , fo it 
make noyfe enough. 

Muficke, Song. 

J U^hat ft a It he haue that ktld the Deare ? 

His Leather skin>and homes to weave : 

Then fing him homey he reft ft all heave this burthen ; 
'Take thou no fcorne to weave the home , 

It was a creft ere thou waft home , 

Thy fathers father wore it y 
. And thy father bore it. 

The borne yhe homey be tufty home , 


Is not a thing to.laugh to fcorne. 


Exeunt • 


7/3 


iW -‘i 


Serna Tertia. 


Enter Rofalindand Celia, 

’Rof. How fay you now,is it not paft two a clock ? 
'And Heere much Orfahdo. 

" Cel. I warrant yo'u,with pure loue,& troubled brain, 
Enter Siluius. 

f?k f Hath t’ane fiis bow and arrowes,and is gone forth 
To fieepe,': Iookc who ponies heere. 

Sil. My errand is to you,fairc youth. 

My gentle Phebe,did bid me giue you this: 

I know not the' contents, but as! gu'effe 
Bytheftemebrow,and wafpilh adlion 
Whichdhe did vfe,as'ffie was writing of it, 

■ It bearesan angry tenure; pardon me, 

I am but as"a guiltlcflemeflcnger. 

Rof Patience her Teifit; would ftartlc at this letter, 


i oria bus 
>od verri 


And play the fwaggerer, bearcthis,beare all * 

Shce faies I am not faire,that I lacke manners 
She calls me proud,and that flic could not loue m 
Were man as rare as Phenix : 'od’s my will * 
Her loue is not the Hare that I doe hunt, * 

Why writes flic foto me? well Shepheard.well 
This is a Letter of your owne deuice. 

Sil. No, I proteftj know not the contents 
Thebe did write it. ’ 

Ref. Come,come,you are a foole. 

And turn’d into the extremity of loue. 

I faw her hand,flie has a leatherne hand, 

A freefione coloured hand: I verily did thinke 
That her old gloues were on,but twas her hands: 

She has a hufwiues hand, but that’s no matter : 

I fay (he neuer did inuent this letter. 

This is a mans inuention, and his hand. 

Sil. Sure it is hers. 

Rof Why.tis a boyflerous anda cruell ftile 
A ftile for challengers: why ,flie defies me. 

Like Turketo Chriftian : womens gentle braine 
Could not drop forth fuch giant nidemuention 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effeft 
Then in their countenance: will you hcare the letter* 
Stl. So pleafe you, for I neuer heard it yet; 

Yet heard too much of Thebes crueltie. 

Rof. She Thebes me : marke how the tyrant writes 
Read. Art thou god, to Shepherd turn’d ? 

That a maidens heart hath burn d. 

Can a woman raile thus ? 

Sil. Call you this railing? 

Ref. Read. Why,thygodheadlaid a t part, 

War ft thou mth a womans heart ? 

Did you euer heare fuch railing ? 
whiles the eye of man did wooe me. 

That could do ne vengeance to me. 

Meaning me a beaft. 

If the fcorne of your bright eine 
Haue power to raife fuch loue in mine 3 
Alacke , in me, what ftrange ejfdl 
Would they worke in milde ftp eel ? 
whiles you chid me, l did loue , 

How then might your praters moue ? 

He that brings this loue to thee, 

Little knowes this Loue in me: 

And by him feale vp thy minde , 

Whether that thy youth andkpide 
Will tbs faith fall offer take 
Of me, and a# that lean make, 

O r elfe by him my loue denie, 

And then lie (iudie hew to die. 

Sil. Call you this chiding ? 

(cT Alas poorc Shepheard. 

Rof. Doe youpitty him ? No,hedefet'uesnopitty: 
wilt thou loue fuch a woman ? what to make thee an in- 
ftrument.and play falfc ftraines vpon thee? not to be en¬ 
dur’d. Wcil,goe your way to her; ( for I lee Loue hath 
made thee a tame fnake) and fay this to her; That iffhe 
loue me, I charge her to loue thee; if ftie will not, I will 
neuer haue her,vnleflc thou intreat for her: 
true louer hencc,and not a word ; fpr here comes more 
company. Exit,St 

'-O / . !•:•/■ ... .. , 

Enter Oliver. wow) 

Olitt. Good morrow, faire ones: pray you, (ity° u 
Where in the Purlews of this Forrcft, ftands 

A 



Asjou/i^eit. 


A STKS a ofe Juce^nia the neighbor bottom 

L , this howre,the houfc dothkeepc it felfe. 

There’s none within. 

nli If that an eye may profit by a tongue. 

Then (hould I know you by defection, 

Th t n o armencs,and tuch yeeres: the ooy is faire, 
Semall fauour, and beftowes himfclfc 
i le a ripe After: the woman lo w 

a htowner then her brother: are not you 
yI! owner of the houfel did enquire tor? 

^Cel R is °° b° 3 H»b £ ' n S ash’d,to fay we are. 

Qli Orlando doth commend him to you both, 

, youth hee calls his Rofalmd, 

5" fends this bloudy napkin; ateyou he/ 

1 3tn: vv ^ 31 n,U ^ we vnderftand by this ? 

Oli Some of my fhaine.if you will know of me 
Whatman I am,and how,and why,and where 
This handkerchrt was ftain’d. 

Cel. I pray you tell it. 

Oli When laft the y ong Orlando parted from you, 

Heleftapromifetoreturneagaine 

Within an houre.and pacing tnrough the Forrcft , 
Chewing the food of lwcet and bitter fancic, 

Loe what befell.: he threw his eyc afide. 

And marke what obiea did preft nt it felfe 

Voder an old Oake, whofe bows were mofs’d with age 

And high top,bald with dric antiquitie: 

A wretched ragged man,orc-growne with haire 
Lay deeping on his back; abcu- his necke 
A greene and guilded fnake had wreath’d it felfe. 

Who with her head, nimble in threats approach’d 
The opening of his mouth : but lodainly 
Seeing Orlando, it vnlink’d it felfe, 

And with indented glides,didf!ip away 
Intoa bulb, vnder which bufhes fhade 
A Lyonnefle, with ydders all drawne drie. 

Lay cowching held on ground,with catlike watch 
iVhen that the deeping man {hould fture; for ’tis 
Theroyall difpofitton of that beaft 
To prey on nothing, that doth leeme as dead: 

This feene, Orlando did approach the man, 

\nd found it was his brother,his elder brother. 

Cel. OI haue heard him fpeake of that fame brother, 
Ana he did render him the moft vnnaturall 
That liu’d amongft men. 

Oli. And well he might fo doe, 

! orwell I know he was vnnaturall. 

Rff, But to Orlando: did he leaue him there 
: ood to the fuck’d a»d hungry Lyonnefle ? 

Oli. Twice did he turne his backe,and purpos’d fo: 
lutkindnefle.nobler euer then reuenge, 
indNature ftronger then his iuft occafion , 

4ade him giue battell to the Lyonnefle: 

Vho quickly fell before him,in which hurtling 
•rom miferablc {lumber I awaked. 

Cel, Are you his brother ? 

Rof. Was’t you he refeu’d ? 

Cel. Was’t you that did fo oft contriue to kill him ? 
Oli. Twas I: but ’tis not I: I doe not fliame 
’o tell you what I was, fince my conuerfion 
'O fweeetly taftes,being the thing I am. 

Rof. But for the bloody napkin? 


20 ? 
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When from the firft to laft betwix t vs two, 

Teares our recoupments had moti kindely bath’d. 

As how I came into that Defert place. 

I briefe, he led me to the gentle Duke, 

Who gauemc frefti aray,and entertainment, 
Committing me vnto my brothers loue, 

Who led me infiantly vnto his Caue , 

There ftripthitnfelfe, and heere vpon his arme 
The Lyonnefle had tome fome flefh away, 

Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted j 
And cride in fainting vpon Rofalmde. 

Briefe,I recoucr’d him,bound vp his wound. 

And after fome fmall fpace,being ftrong at heart, 
Hefcnt me hither, ftrangcr as I am 
To tell this ftory.that you might excufe 
His broken promife,and to giue this napkin 
Died in this bloud, vnto the Shepheard youth, 

That he in fport doth call his R.faltnd. 

Qel. Why how now Cammed ,fweet Cammed. 

Oli. Many will fwoon when they do look on bloud. 
Cel. There is more in it; Cofen Cammed. 

Oli. Looke,he recouers. 

RoC. I would I were at home. 

Cel. Wee’ll lead you thither: 

I pray you will you take him by the arme. 

Oli. Be of good cheere youth: you a man? 

You lacke a mans heart. 

Rof. I doefo, I confeflcit; 

Ah.firra, a body would thinke this vf»as well counrerfei • 
ted, I pray you tell your brother how well I counterfei¬ 
ted : heigh-ho- 

Oli. This was nor counterfeit, there is too great tc- 
ftimony in your complexion,that ic was a paflion of ear¬ 
ned. 

Rof. Counterfeit, I aflure you. 

Oh. Well then,cakc a good heart, a:nd counterfeit to 
be a man. 

Rof. Sol doe: but yfaith, I fiiould haue beene a wo¬ 
man by right. 

Cel. Come,you looks paler and^alenpravyou draw 
homewards: good fir, goe with vs. 

Oli. That will I :for I muft beare anfwere backc 
How you excufe my brother, Rofalmd. 

Rof. Iftralldeuile fomething: but I pray you com¬ 
mend my counterfeiting to him ; will you goe? 

Exeunt. 


oJ Bus Quintus. Scena him a. 


Enter Qownc and Aw drie. 

Clow m Wc {hall finde a time Awdrie , patience gen¬ 
tle Awdrie. 

Awd. Faith the Pricft was good enough, for all the 
olde gentlemans faying. 

Clow . A moft wicked Sir Oliuer > Awdrie y a moft vile 
t^Mar text. But Awdrie , there is a youth heere in the 
Forreftlayes claimc to you. 

Awd. I, I know who ’tis: he hath no intereft in mce 
in the world: here comes the man you meanc. 

Enter William* 

0 ft ft mcat an d drinke to me to fee a Clowne, by 
• my 
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As you like it. 


my troth, we that hauc good wics,haue much to anfwer 
for: we (hall be flouting ; we cannothold. 

Will. Good eu'n .Audrey . 

Aui. God ye good eun william. 

Will. And good eu n to you Sir.v 

Clo. Good eu’n gentle fliend. Couer thy head,couer 
thy head: Nay prcthee bee eoucr’d. How olde are you 
. Friend ? 

Will* Fiueand twcnticSir. 

A ripe age: Is thy name Willium ? 

Wilt* WiUiaw y fir, 

Clo. Afaircname. Was’t borne i’th Forrcft hecre ? 

Will* I (rr,I thankc God* 

Clo * Thankc God: A good anfwer 
Art rich? 

Will. "Faith fir/o,fo, 

Qe. So,fo,is good,very good^ery excellent good: 
and yet it is not, it is but fo, fo: 

Art thou wife ? 

Will* I fir, I haue a prettie wit. 

Clo . Why,thou faift wcll.I do now remember a fay¬ 
ing : The Foolc doth thinke he is wile, but the wi fern an 
knoweshimfelfecobcaFoole. The Heathen PhiLofo- 
pher, when he had a defire to eate a Grape* would open 
his lips when he put it into his naouth, meaning there¬ 
by, that Grapes were made to eate, and lippes to open. 
You do loue this tnaid ? 

Will. I do fit. 

Clo. Giue me your hand : Art thou teamed? 

Will, No fir. 

Clo „ Then learne this of me, T o hauc, is to haue. For 
it is a figure in Rhctorickc, that drink being powr’d out 
of a cup into a glalfe, by filling the one, doth empty the 
other. For all your Writers do confent, that ipfe is hee: 
now you are not ipfe , for I am he. 

Will Which he fir? 

Clo . He fir, that muft marrie this woman: Therefore 
you Clowns., abandon: which is in the vulgar,Icauc the 
focietie: which in the boorifh, is companic, of this fe¬ 
male: which in the IPbmnian, is woman: w r hich toge¬ 
ther, is, abandon the fociety of this Female, orClownc 
thou perifheft: or to thy better vndcrfianding,c!ycfi 5 or 
(to wit) I kill thee, make thee a\vay,tranflate thy life in¬ 
to death, thy libertie into bondage: I will dealc in poy- 
fon with thee, or in baflinado,or in flccle: I will bandy 
with thee in faction,! will ore-run thee withipolice: I 
will kill thee a hundred and fifty wayes, therefore trem¬ 
ble and depart. 

Aud. Do good 

Wilt. God reft you merry fir. Exit 

inter Corin . 

Cor . OurMafterand Miftrcffefcckesyou: cornea- 
way^away. 

Clo. Trip 'jittdry, crip Audrj 7 1 attend, 

I attend, ^ Exeunt 

• • 


SccenaSminda. 


n: 


Enter Orlando dr Oliver. 

Orl. Is’c poflible, that onfo little acquaintance you 
fl. 10 u.ldlikehcr {'•that,hqpfeoing, youfliould louc her? 


And louing woo? and wooing, flie fliould graimtT? 
will you perfeuer to cnioy her ? ’ ™ 

01 . Neither call the giddineffeofit in queflion, 

pouertie of her, the fmall acquaintance, my fodaine * 
mg,nor fodainc confcnting : but fay with m C e J i' V< 
■Aliena : fay with her, that flie loues mee; confent ° l 
both, that we may enioy each other : it fhall be to 
good: for my fathers houfe, and allthercuennew ^ 
was old Sir Rowlands will I eftate vpon you, an< j j* j 
liuc and die a Shepherd. Cfl 

Enter Rofalind. 

Orl. You haue my confent. 

Let your Wedding be to morrow: thither will I 
Inuite the Duke.and all’s contented followers: 

Go you, and prepare Aliena', forlooke you, 

Hecre comes my Rofalinde. 

Rof. God laue you brother. 

Ol t And you faire lifter. 

Roj. Oh my dcerc Orlando, how it greeues me to f 
thee weare tby heart in a fcarfe. 

Orl. Itismyarme. 

Ref. I thought thy heart had beene wounded w j t j, 
the clawesofa Lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes ofaLadv 

Rof. Did your brother tell you how 1 countcrfeytcd 
to found.when he fliew’d me yourhandkcrcher? 1 

Orl. I, and greater wonders then that. 

Rof. 0,1 know where you arc: nay, tistrue: time 
was ncuer any thing fofodaine, but the fight of two 
Ramrncs,and Cefars Thrafonicall braggeof 1 came law 
and oucrcome. For your brother, and my filler, no foo- 
nsr met, but they look’d : no foonedook’d, but they 
lou’d ; no looner lou’d,but they figh’a :no foonerfigh’d 
but they ask’d one another the rcafon: no foonerbew 
thcreafon, but they fought the remedic: and in theft 
degrees, haue they madeapaircof ftaires to marriage, 
which they will climbc incontinent, or clfc bee inconti¬ 
nent before marriage ; they are in the verie wrath of 
loue, and they will together. Clubbcs cannot part 
them. 

Orl. Theyfliall be married tomorrow : and I will 
bid the Duke to theNuptiall. But Q,how bitter a thing 
it is, to looke into happines through another manseics: 
by fo much the more fhall 1 to morrow be at the height 
of heart hcauincffc. by how much 1 fhal thinke my bro¬ 
ther h3ppic,in hauing what he wiflies for. 

Rof. Why then to morrow, I cannot lerueyourtuine 
for Rofalind? 

Orl. 1 can liue no longer by thinking. 

Rof. I will wearie you then no longer with idle tal¬ 
king. Know of me then (for now I fpeak c to fome pur- 
pofe)that I know you are a Gentleman of good conceit: 
I fpeafcc not this, that you fltould beare a good opinion 
of my knowledge: infomuch (I fay) I know you arctnei- 
ther do I labor tor a greater efteeme then may in fome 
little meafurc draw a belecfc from you, to do your lclii? 
good, and not to grace me,, Beleeuc then, if you pleafe, 
that I can do ftrange things ■ I, hauc. fince I was three 
ycare oldconuerft with a Magitian, moft profound in 
his Art,andyct not,damnable, ifyou doloue Refold 
foneere the hart, as.your.gefluie crtesit.oue: whenyput 
brother marries Aliena, fl) ailj you martieii?r,-I know ip 
co what ftraights ofFortunefheis driuen, 'and it is not 
impoffible to me, if it ap^eafenfot inconHeuicPt'toyoUi 
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As you lif^e it. 


"fctbdr before your eyes to morrow.humar.e as flic is, 
fhou in fober meanings ? 

Vf Bv my life I do, which I tender deerly, though 
rrJlim a Magician: Therefoteput you an your beft a- 

dv our friends: for ifyou wilf be married to mor- 

vou fhall: and to Re/atind if you will. 
r ° w ’ - Enter Silvias & Thebe. 

ke here comes a Louer of mine, and a louer of hers. 

The Vot>th,you haue done me much vngentlenefl'e, 
r/fhew the letter that I writ to you. 

T Vf 1 care not if J haue: it is my ftudre 
_ { :‘ ms defpightfull and vngentle to you: 

T °uare : there followed by a faithful fhepheard, 

Tnoke vpoh him, loue him: he worfhips you. 

1 phe.GooA fhepheard,tell this youth what 'tis to louc 

Sil. It i* to be all made of fighes and teares, 

^foam I for Phtbe. 

phe. And I for Gammed. 

Oft, And I for Rofalind. 

Ref And I for no woman. 

Sil. It is to be all made of faith and feruiee. 

And foam I for Phehi. 

The. And I for Gantmed. 

Orl. And I for Rofalind. 

'Ref. And I for no woman. 

Sil. Itistobeallmade offantafie. 

All made ofpaflion, and all made of wifhes. 

All adoration, dutic, and obferuance, 

All humblencfle, all patience, and impatience. 

Allpuritie, all triall, all obferuance: 

And fo am I for Thebe. 

phe. And fo am I for Gammed. 

Orl. And fo am I for Rofalind. 

Rtf. And fo am I for no woman. 

Phe. If this be fo, why blame you me to loue you ? 

Sil. Ifthis be fo, why blame you me to loue y ou ? 

Orl. Ifthis be fo, why blame you me to loue you? 

Rof. Whydoyoufpcakctoo, Why blamcyou mee 
to loue you. 

Orl. To her,that i* notheere,nor doth not heare. 

Rof. Pray you no more of this, ’tis like the howling 
ofIrifh Wolucs againtt the Moone : Iwillhelpe you 
ifl can: I would loue you if I could : To morrow meet 
me altogether: I wilmarrie you, ifeuerl marrie Wo¬ 
man, and He be married to morrow: I will fatisfie you, 
ifeuer I fatisfi’d man, and you (ball bee married to mor¬ 
row. Iwil content you, if what pleafes you contents 
yoUj-and you fhal be married to morrow: As you loue 
RofMmd meet, as you loue Phehe meet, and as I loue no 
woman,lie meet: fo fare you wel: I haue left you com¬ 
mands. 


Sil. lie not faile, ifl liue. 
Phe. Nor I. 

Orl. Nor I. 


Exeunt. 


Sccena Tertia. 


Suter CUjvne and Jdudrej^ 

».n wb°:’,°'i°I istlKioyfuU d,y " >moiow 


with all my heart: and I hope it is 
lu 1 one & defire, to defire to be a woman of^ world? j thing 


Heerc come two of the banilh’d Dukes Pages. / 

Enter two Pages. . 

i .Pa. W f elmethoneftGentleman, .\-.\jxw » 

Clo. By my troth well met: come,fit, fit; anda fong. 
2 . 7 >a. We areforyou, fiti’thmiddle. . ■ ■■■r 

1 . Pa. Shal wc clap into’t roundly, without haukettg, 
or {pitting, or faying we arc hoarfc, which are the oncly 
prologues to a bad voice. 

2 . Pa. Ifaith,y’faith,and both in a tune like two 
gipfics on a horfe. 

Song. 

ft was a Louer, and his lajfe, 

t frith a hey , and a ho, and a hey nonino. 

That ore the green* com* fetid didpajfe. 

In the Jprtng time, the ontly pretty rang time. 
When 'Birds do fug,hey ding a ding,ding. 

Sweet Lovers love thefpring, 

And therefore take the prefent time, 

Ur'ith a hey,dr a ho,and a hey nonino, 
for lave u crowned with theprime « 

In firing time,dre. 


-■ ' ( 


Betweer.e the acres of .the Rte, 

With a hey,and a ho,dr ahey nonino * 

Thefeprettie Country folks would lie. 

In firing time ,&c. 

7 his fiarroB they began that hovre, 

(Pith ahey anda bo, dr ahey nonino : 

How that a hfe woe but a Flower , 

In firing time,itc. 

Ch. Truly yong Gentlemen, though there was no 
great matter in the dictie, yet f note was very vncunable 
i -P<f. you are deceiu’d Sir,we kept time, we loft not 
our time. 

Clo. By my troth ycs:I count it but timcloft to heare 
fuchafooliflifong. Godbuyyou, and God mend your 
voices. Come Aadrit, Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta . 


Enter Duke Senior, Amjentplaques, Orlan¬ 
do, Oliver,Celia. 

^ 'Du.Sen. Doft thou belecue Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath proritifed ? 

Orl. I fometimes do bcleeue, and fomtimes do not, 
As thofc that feare they hope, and know they feare. 
Enter Rofalinde, Silvias, dr Phe be, 

Rof. Patience once more,whiles our c6pa£I is Vrg’d: 
You fay,ifl bring in your Rofalinde, 

You wil beftow her on Orlando heete ? 

jDw.5c.That would I,had I kingdoms to giue with hir. 
%sf And you fay you wil haue her,when! bring hir? 
Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdomes King. 
Rof. You fay,you’l marrie me,if I be willing. 

Phe* That will I, fliould I die the houreafeetk 
Rof, But if you do refufe to marrie me, 

You’l giue your felfeto this moft faithfull Shepheard. 
Phe. So is the bargaine. 

Rof. You fay that you’l haue Thebe if flie will. 

Stl. Though to haue her and death, were both one 
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As you like it. 


—... . ./»--- - --- 

Rof 1 hauc promised co make ali bis matter euen: 

Keepe you your word, O Duke, to giue. your daughter, 
Yg*i yours Orlando , tonreceiue his daughter : 

Keepe you your word^^e,that you^marrieme. 

Or elfe refufing me to wed this (hepheard ; 

Keepe yotir word Stltiim , that you’l man ie her 

If (he refufeme, and from hence I go 

To make thefe doubts all euen. Exit Rof. and Celia . 

I do remember in this fhepheatd boy, 

iSomeliucly touches of my daughters fauour. 

Orl . My Lord, the firft time that I cuer faw him, 

;Me thought he was a brother to your daughrer : 

But my good Lord, this Boy is Forrcft borne, 

And hatfibin tutor’d im the rudiments 
Of many defperatc ftudies,by his vnckle. 

Whom he reports to be a great Magitian. 

Enter Clovene and Audrey • 

Obfcurcd in the circle of this Foricft. 

lay. There is lure another flood toward, and thefe 

couples are comming to the Arke. Here comes a payre 
ofverie ftrange bcafls, which in all tongues, are call d 
Fooles. 

Clo. Salutation and greeting to you all. 
lay. Good my Lord,bid him welcome : This is die 
Motley-minded Gentleman, that 1 hauc fo ofreniiiet in 
the Forrcft: he hath bin a Courtier he fwcares^ 

Clo. If any man doubtthat, let him putmecto my 
purgation, I haue trod a meafure,l hauc flattred a Lady, 
lhaue bin politicke with my friend, fmooth with mine 
cncmie, I haue vndonc three Tailors, .1 bauc had foure 
quarrels,and like to haue fought one. 
lay . And how was that tanevp? 

Clo . 'Faith we met, and found thequanel was vpon 

thefeuemh caufc. •. • . j 

lay . How feuenth cauie? Good my Lord, like this 

fellow. 

D*.S* 0 I like him very well* 

Clo. God’ild you (ir, I.dcfirc you of the like: I pretie 
in hecrc fir, amongft the reft of the Country copulatiue* 
to fweare, and toforfweare, according as mariage binds ( 
and blood breakes: a poorc virgin fir,an il -fauor’d thing r 
hr, but mine owne, a poors humour of mine fir, to take 
that that no man elfe will: l ichhoneftie dwcls like a mi- 
fer fir, in a poore houfc, as your Pcarle in your foule oy- 

Dn.Sc. By my faith, he is very fwift,and fententious 
Clos According to the tooles bolt fir, and fuch dulcet 

difeafes. c , 

lay. But for the feuenth cauie. Howoidyou find* 

the quarrell on the feuenth caufe ? 

Clo. Vpon a lye, leuen times remoued : (bcare your 
bodiemorefeeming slttdry) as thus fir: I did diflike the 
cut of a certafne Courr iers beard : he fent me word, if I 
faid his beard was not cut well, heewasin the mindc it 
was: this is call’d the retort courteous. If I lent him 
word againe, it was not well cut, he wold fend me word 
he cut it to pleafe himfelfe: this is call'd the quip modeft. 
Ifagaine, it was not well cut,he difabled my judgment: 
this^is called, the reply churlifh*If againe it was not well 
cut, he would anfwer I fpakc not true: this is call d the 
reproofe valiant. If againe, it was not well cut, he wold 
fay, I lie: this is call’d the countcr-checke quarrclfome: 
and fo ro lye citcumftantiall,and the lye direct. 

jaq. And how oft did you fay his beard was not well 

cut? 

Clo. I durft go no further then the lye circumfUntial: 


nor he durft not giue me thclyediteft: andfoW cckiT' 
fur’dfwords, and parted. ' . ,' 

Iaq . Can you nominate in order now, the degree 0 j 
th^ye. 

Qo. Q fir, we quarrel in prim, by the booke: asy ou 
hauc bookes for good manners: I will name you thede 
grees. The firft, the Retort courteous: thefecond, t |,* 
Q,uip-modeft: the third, the reply Churlifli:the fourth' 
the Reproofe valiant: the fift, the Connterchecke qua t . 
relfome: thefixt, the Lye with circumftance: thef ea ' 
uenth, the Lye dire&: all thefe you may auoyd, but the 
Lye dire£t: and you may auoide that too, with an If, j 
knew when feuen Iufticcs could not take vp a Qua tre ]| 
but when the parties were met themfelues, one of them 
thought but of an If j as if you faide fo, then 1 (aide fo. 
and they Ihooke hands, and fwore brothers. Your If, j,’ 
the onely peace-maker: much yertue in if. 

Iaq. Is not this a rare fellow my Lord ? He’s as good 
at any thing, and yetafoole. , 

Du.Se.Ht vfes his folly like a ftalking-horfe, andvn. 
der the prefentation of that he (hoots his wit. 

Enter Hymen, Rofihsd, and Celia . 

Still Mufeke. 

Hymen. Then«there mirth in heauen, 

IFhen earthly things made eatten 
attone together. 

Good Duke receive thy daughter. 

Hymen from Heaven brought her. 

Yea brought her hether. 

That thou might ft ioyue hie hand with his , 

JVhofe heart within his bofome is. 

Rof. To you I giue my felfe, for I am yours, 

To you I giue my felfe, for I am yours. 

Dtt.Se. If there be truth in fight,you are my daughter. 
Orl. If there be truth in fight,you are roy Rofalind. 
The. If fight & ftiapc be true, why then my loue adieu 
Rof. He haue no Father,if you be not he: 
lie haue no Husband, ifyou be not he : 

Nor ne’rc wed woman,if you be not fhee. 

Hy. Peace hoa: 1 barre confufion, 

’Tis I muft make conclufion 
Of thefe moft ftrange euents: 

Here’s eight that muft take hands. 

To ioyne in Hymens bands. 

If truth holds true contents. 

You and you, no crofle (hall part j 
You and you, are hart in hart: 

You, to his louc muft accord, . 

Or haue a Woman to your Lord, , 

You and you, are fure together. 

As the Winter to fowle Weather-: 

Whiles a Wcdlockc Hymne we fing, 

Feedc your felucs with queftioning; 

That reafon, wonder may diminifh 
How thus we met, and thefe things finift. 

Song. 

Wedding is great lunos crowne. 


’Tit Hymen peoples euerie towtfe. 

High veedlockjhen be honored t 

Honor, high honor and renowns 
7 *f Hymen, Cod of euerie Towns. 

Du.Se. O my deere Ntece, welcome thou art to wt, 
Euen daughter wdc9me, in no lefle degree. ^ 


:**•§*. 




Asyou likjs it. 
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min '- 


Thy 


Enter Second Brother. 

■ Br9 . Let me hauc audicnccfor a word or two: 


t: Z(e condfonneofold^^W, 

52;bring thefe tidings to this fairc affcmbly. 
ll b-Jcrtcihcaang how that euenc day. 

. /f ercat worth relbrted to this forrcft, 

Keft a mightic power, which were on loots 
fliis owne «>ndu£f, purpofeiy to take j 

Inh Ltherhecre,and put him to thefword: 

the skirts of thiswildc Wood he came; 
i c meeting with an old Religious man 
Some quellion with him, was conuerted 
„ l Lm hi* enterptize, and from the world: 
tr! crowne bequeathing to his banilh d Brother, 

. Alltheir Lands reftor’d to him againe 
That were with him exil’d. This to be true, 
Idoengagemylifc. 

<D» St. Welcome yong man: 

ThouoAr'ft faircly to thy brothers wedding: 

To one his lands with-held, and to the other 
Alsnd it felfe at large, a potent Dukedon*. 

Firft, in this Forrcft, let vs do thofe ends 
Thatheere were well begun, and welbegot - 

And after, euery of this happic number 

That bane endur’d fhrew’d daics,and nights with vj, 
$hil (hare the good of our returned fortune* 

According to the mcafure of their ftates. 

Meant time, forget this new-falne dignitie. 

And fall into our RuftickcReuelrie: 

play Muficke, and you Bridies and Bridc-groomes all. 
With meafure heap’d inioy,to’th Meafures fall. 

Im. Sir,by your patience: ifl heard you rightly. 
The Duke hath put on a Religious life. 

And throwne into negleft the pompous Court. 


a IBro. He hath. 

taq. To him will I: out of thefe conucrtites. 

There is much matter to be heard,and learn’d: 
you to your former Honor, I bequeath 
your patience, and your vertue, well deferues it. 
you to a lone, that your true faith doth merit: 
you to your land, and loue, and great allies: 
you to a long, and well-deferucd bed: 

And you to wrangling, for thy louing voyage 

Is but for two mcneths vidluall’d: So to yourpleafures, 

I am for other, then for daricing meazurcs. 

Dti.Se. $iay,Iaqves, ftay. 

Iaq. To fee no paftime, I: what you would haue, 
lie ftay ro know, at your abandon’d caue. Exit 

Du.Se. Proceed, proceed: wec’l begin thefe rights, 
As we do truft, they’1 end in true delights. Exit 

'Rof It is not the fafhion to fee the Ladic the Epi¬ 
logue: but it is no more vnhandfomc, then to fee the 
Lord the Prologue. Ititbetruc, that good wine needs 
no bufli, 'tis true, that a good play needes no Epilogue. 
Yet to good wine they do yfe good bullies : and good 
playes proue the better by the helpe of good Epilogues: 
What a cafe am I in then, that am neither a good Epi¬ 
logue, nor cannot infinuate with you in the behalfc of a 
good play? I am not furnilh’d like a Begger, therefore 
to begge will not become mee. My way is to coniure 
you, and lie begin with the Women. I charge you (O 
women) for the loueyoubearc to men, to like as much 
of this Play, as pleafe you: And I charge you (O men) 
for the louc you bearc to women (as I pcrceiue by your 
fimpring.none of you hates them) that bvtwcene you, 
and the women, the play may pleafe. Ifl were a Wo¬ 
man, I would kifteas many of you as had beards that 
pleas’d me, complexions that lik’d me, and breaths that 
I defi’de^ot : And I am fure, as many as haue good 
beards, or good faces, or fwcet brcaths,will for my kind 
offer,when I make curt’fi.e,bid me farewell. Exit. 


FINIS. 
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^the fTa)ningof;tbe Shrew, 


THE 

Taming of the Shrew. 

:*Aclm primus. Scoena Prima. 


Enter Beggcriind Boftcs, Cbrifropbero Slj . 


Bagger. 

Lc pheezeyou intaith. 

Boji.h pairc offtockcs you rogue. 

Beg. Y'are a baggage, the Slut aretjo 
Rogues, Looke in the Chronicles,we came 
in with Bqchard Conqueror : therefore Pan- 
CMpaRakrif, let the world Aide: Sefl'a. 

Hofi. You will not pay for the glades you haue burft ? 

Beg. No, not a denicrc: go by S .leronimie, goc to thy 
cold bed, and warme thee. 

Hofi. I know my remedie,I muft go fetch the Head- 
borough. 

"Erg. Third, or fourth, or fife Borough, lieanfwcre 
him by Law. He not budge an inch boy: Let him come, 
and kindly. Fades afleepc. 


IVinde homes. Enter a Lord from huntingyvith his trainc. 

Lo. Huntlman I charge thee,tender wcl my hounds, 
Brach Meriman, the poore Currc is imboft. 

And couple Clowder wiuvthe dccpe-inouch’d brack, 
Saw’ft thou not boy how Siluer made it good 
At the hedge corner, in the couldeft fault, 

I would not loofe the dogge for tw cnt ic po und. 

Huntf. Why Belwtan is as good as be my Lord, 

He cried vpon it at the meereft lode. 

And twice to day pick’d out the dulled fent, 

Truftme, I take him for the better dogge. 

Lord. Thou art a Foole. i fEccho were as fleece, 

I would efteemc him worth a dozen fuch: 

But fup them well.and looke. vneo them, ail. 

Tomorrow Iintend-tohuntagaine. 

Huntf. I will my Lord. 

Lord. What’s hecrc? One dead, or drunke ? Sec do4i 
he breath? 

2 .Hun. He breathe my Lord. Were he not warm'd 
with Ale, this were a bed but cold to fleep lo foundly. 

Lord. Oh monftrousbealVhowiikea fwinehe lyes. 
Grim death, how fouleandloathfome is thine image : 
Sirs, I will pradfife on this drunken man. 

What thinke you, if he were conuey’d to bed, 

Wrap’d in fweet cloathes: Rings put vpon hfe fingers: ■ 
A mod delicious banquet by his bed, 

And braue attendants ncere him when he vySkes, 

Would notthebegger then forget himfelfe ? 

i .Hun. Belceue me Lord, I thinke he cannot cJhwC*. 
2 .//.It would feem flrangcvnto him when he 

Lord. Euen as a flatt’ring drcamc,or worthies fanc». 


Then take him vp, and manage well the ieft • 

Carrie him gently to my faireft Chamber, 

And hang it round with all my wanton pi£tu rC j, 
Balme his foule head in warme diftjlled waters 
And burne fweet Wood to make the Lodcino C. 
Procure me Mufickc rcadie when he wakes * /Wte: 
To make a dulcet and a heauenly found: 1 

And if he chance to fpeake.be readie ftraiohe 
(And with a lowe fubmiffiuereuerence) & 

Say, what is it yout Honor v vil command : 

Let one attend him with a filuer Bafon 
Full ofRofc-water, and beftrew’d with Flowers 
Another beare the Ewer; the third a Diaper * 
And fay wilt pleafe your Lordfliip tfoole your hands 
Some one be readie with a coftly fuite. 

And askc him what apparrcl he will wcare ■ 

Another tell him ofhjs Hounds and Horfe, 

And that his Ladic m^urncs at his difeafe,* 
Perfwadehim that he hajth bin Lunaricke,* 

And when he fayes he is, fay that he dreames, 

For he is nothing but a mightie Lord: 

This do, and do it kindly, gentle firs, 

1 1 wil be paftime palling excellent. 

If it be husbanded with modeftic. 

i .Huntf.My Lord I warrant you we wil play our part 
As he (hall thinke by our true diligence r 

He is no leffe then what wc fay he is. 

Lord. Take him vp gently, and to bed with him, 
And each one to his office when he wakes. 

Sound trumptti. 

Sirrah, go lee what Trumpet 'ds that founds, 

Belike iome Noble Gentleman that meancs 
(Trauelling feme iourney) to repofe him heere. * 
Enter Sensing™an. 

How now? who is it i 

Ser. An t pleafe your Honor, Players 
That offer feruice to your Lordfliip, 

L Enter flayers. 

Lord. Bid them come necre; 

Now fellowes,you are welcome. 

Players. Wtxhanke your Honor. 

Lord. Doyou intend to flay with me to night? 
i.Tlayer. So pleafe your Lordfliippc to acceptor 
dutie. 

Lord. With all my heart. This fellow I remember, 
Since otace he plaide a Farmers eldcft fonne, 

Twas where you woo’d the Gentlewoman fo well: 

I haue forgot your name: but fure that part 

Wa 


-—"—f* fitteTand naturally perform'd. .> 

W»* a P, y j rhiiikc’cwas Soto that your hoftprmeanes. 

S ! HC t '’Tis verie true, thou didftit excellent: 

,vSyou are come to me in happictime, 

W for I haue feme fport in hand, 

Wherein your cunning can affiftme much. 

2“ is s Lord will heare you play to night; 

*„ T fltT1 doubt full of your modcfties, 

I eaft (ouer-cying ofhis odde bchauioiir, 

Lr vet his honor ncucr heard a play) 

Voubreake into fomc merrie paflion, 

Ld fo offend him: to r I tell you fits, 
ffvou fhould fmile, he growes impatient. 

fUi Fcare not my Lord, we can contain our fclues, 
««to-eh"e the verieft anticke in the world. ■ 

” Lord- Go firra, take them to the Butccrie, 

And <hue them friendly welcome cuerie one, 
f et them want nothing that my houle affoords. 

Exit one with the Players. 

Cirri eo you toBartliolmew my Page, 

A nd fee him dreft in all fuites like a Ladic: 

That done, co«du6t him to the drunkards chamber, 

» n d call him Madam, do him obeifance: 
jell him fmm me (as he wilt win my loue) 

He beare himfelfe with honourable a&ion. 

Such as he hath obferu'd in noble Ladies 
Vnto their Lords, by them accomplifhcd. 

Such dutie to the drunkard let him do: 

With foft lowe tongue, and lowly curtefie. 

And fay: What is’t your Honor will command. 

Wherein your Ladic, and your humble wife. 

May (hew her dutie.and make knownc her loue. 

And then with kinde embracements, tempting kifles, 
And with declining head into his bofome 
Bid him fhed teares.as being ouer ioyed 
To fee her noble Lord rellor’d to health, 

Whofor this feuen yeares hath efteemed him 
No better then a poore and loathfomc begger: 

And if the boy haue not a womans guift 
Toraine a fhower ofoommanded tearcs. 

An Onion wil do well for fuch a drift. 

Which in a Napkin (being elofc conuci’d) 

Shall indefpight enforce a waxeric eie: 

See this difpatch’d with all the haft thou canft. 

Anon lie giue thee more inftrudflons. 

Exit a firuingman. 

I know the boy will wcl vfurpe the grace, 

Voice, gate, and aftion of a Gentlewoman : 

Ilong to heare him call the drunkard husband, 

Antttiow my men will ftay thcmfelues from laughter, 
When they do homage rothts Ample pcafant, 
le into counfell them: haply my prefence 
Way well abate the ouer-merrie fplcene. 

Which otherwife would grow into extreames. 

Sitter ileft the drunkard with attendants, feme with apparel, 
Bafon and Ewcr,& other appurtenances Lord. 

Beg. ForGodslakeapotoffmall Ale. 
i.Ser. Wilt pleafe your Lord drink a cup of facke ? 
i-Ser. Wilt pleafe your Honor taftc of thefe Con- 
erues ? 

l-Str. What raiment wil your honor wearc to day. 
Beg. lam CfirifiopheroSly , call not meeHonour nor 
-ordlhip: I nc re drank facke in my life: 3 tid if you giue 
me any Confcrues,giue me conferues of Becfe: here ask 
me what raiment lie wearc, far I haue no more doub* 


lets then backcs: no rooreftockings then legges : nicr 
no more fhooes then fcet,nay fometime more fleete then 
fhooes, or fuch ftioocs as my toes looke through the o 
uer-leather. 

Lord. Hcaucnceafc this idle humor in your Honor.' 
Oh that a mightie man of fuch difeent. 

Ofluch poflelflons,and 1b high efteemc 
Should be infufed with fo foule a fpirit. 

2?<^. What would you make me mad? Am not I Cbri- 
ftopher She , old Sies fonne of Burton-heath, by byrth a 
Pedler, by education a Cardmakcr, by tranfmutation a 
Beare-hcard, and now bv prefent profeflion a Tinker.' 
Askc Marrian Racket the fat Alewifc of Wincot,if fliee 
know me not: iffhefay I am not xiiii.d. on chefcorefcr 
(Tieere Alc.fcorc me vp forthelyingftknauein Chriften 

dome. What I am not beftraught: here’s- 

j.AAiw.Oh this it is thac makes your Ladie mourne. 
2 Mar.Oh this is it that makes your feruants droop. 
Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred fliuns your 
As beaten hence by your ftrange Lunacic. (houfe 
Oh Noble Lord, bethinkc thee of thy birth, 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniflimtnr. 

And banilh hence thefe abied lowlic dreames t 
Looke how thy feruants doattend on thee. 

Each in his office readie at thy becke. 

Wilt thou haue Muficke? Harke Apollo plaies, Mufcl 
And twentie caged Nightingales do ling. 

Or wilt thou fleepe? Wee’l haue thee to a Couch. 

Softer and fwcctcr then the luftfull bed 
On purpofe trim’d vp for Scmiramis. 

Say thou wilt walke: we wil beftrow the ground; 

Or wilt thou ride? Thy horfes fhal be trap’d. 

Their harnefle ftudded all with Gold and Pearle. 

Doft thou loue hawking? Thou hart hawkeswil! foarc 
Abotie the morning Larke. Or wilt thou hunt, 

Thy hounds (hall make the Welkin anfwerthcm- 
Aodfetch fbrill ecchoesfrom thcholiow earth. 

1 Man.Say thou wilt courfc.thy gray-hounds are as 

As breathed Stags: I fleeter then the"Roe. (l'wift 

2 M .Doft thou loue pi£lures?we wil fetch thee ftrait 
Adonis painted by a running brooke, 

And Cithcrca all in ledges hid. 

Which feetoe to moue aod wanton with her breath, 
Euenasche waning fedges play with winde'. 

Lord. Wee’l fhew thee /o,as fhe was a Maid, 

And how flic was beguiled and furpriz’d. 

As liuelic painted, as the deede was done. 

3 -Matt. Or Daphne roming through a thornic wood, 
Scratching her legs, that one ffial fwcarc (he bleeds. 

And at thac fight lhal lad Apollo weepe. 

So workmanlie the blood and tcares are drawne. 

Lord. Thou art a Lord, and nothing but a Lord: 

Thou haft a Ladie farre more Beaucifull, 

Then any woman in this waining age. 

i Man. And til the teares that fhe hath fhed for thcc, 
Like enuious flouds ore-run her louely face, 

She was the faireft creature in the world. 

And yet fhee is inferiour to none. 

Beg. Am I a Lord,and haue I fuch a Ladie ? 

Or do I dreamer Or haue I dream’d till now? 

I do not fleepe: I fee, I heire, I fpeake: 

I fmel fweet fauours, and I fcele foft things; 

Vpon my life I am a Lord indeede. 

And not a Tinker, nor Chriftophcr Site. 

Weil, bring our Ladie hither to our fight,’ 

And once againe a pot o’th fmallcft Ale. 

_ ___Sj_ 2. Trie* 
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1 . Matt. Wilt pleafe your mightmcffe to wa(b your 
hands: 

Oh how we ioy to fee your wit rcftor’d. 

Oh that once more you knew but what you are: 

Thefefifteene yecres you hauc bin in a dreame, 

Or when you wak’d, fo wak'd as if youflept. 

'Beg. Thefe fifteene yeeres, by my fay, a goodly nap. 
But did I neuer fpeake of all that time. 

I .Man. Oh yes my Lord,butvcrie idle words, 

For though you lay heere in this goodlie chamber. 

Yet would you fay ,ye were beaten out of doore, 

And raile vpon the Hoftefle ofthe houfe. 

And fay you would prefent her at the Lccte, 

Becaufe Hie brought ftone-Iug$,and no feal’d quarts: 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 

Beg. I,the womans maidc ofthe houl’c. 

3 .n* 4 ».Why fir you know no houfe,nor no fuch maid 
Nor no fuch men as you haue reckon’d vp. 

As Stephen She, and old John hlaps of Greece, 

And Peter Turph , and Henry Timpernell, 

And twentie more fuch names and men as thefe, 

Which neuer we re, nor no man cuer faw. 

"Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends. 
At Amen. 

Enter Lady with Attendant:. 

* "Beg . I thankc thee,thou (halt not loofe by it. 

Lady. How fares my noble Lord ? 

"Beg. Marrie I fare well,for heerc is cheerc enough. 
Where is my wife? 

Let* Heerc noble Lord, what is thy will with her ? 
Beg. Are you my wife,and will not cal me husbaud? 
My men (hould call me Lord,I am your good-man. 

£, 4 .My husband and my Lord,my Lord and husband 
lam your wife in all obedience. 

Beg. I know it well, what mufti call her ? 

Lord. Madam. 

Beg. Alee Madam, or lone Madam ? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing ellc, fo Lords cal Ladies 
Beg. Madame wife, they fay that I haue dream’d. 
And fleptaboueTome fifteene ycarc or more. 

Lady. I, and the time feeme’s thirty vnto me. 

Being all this time abandon’d from your bed. 

Beg. 'Tis much, feruants leauc me and her alone: 
Madam vndreffe you,and come now to bed^ 

L*. Thrice noble Lord, let me inti eat of you 
To pardon me yet for a nigh tor two: 

Or if not fo, vntill the Sun be fet. 

Foe your Phyfitians haue expreffely charg d, 

In perill to incurre your former malady. 

That I (hould yet abfent me from your bed: 

I hope this reafon ftands for my cxcufe 

Beg. I,it ftands fo that I may hardly tarry fo long: 
But (would be loth to fall into my dreamesagaine : I 
wil therefore tarrie in defpight of the flsfla Sc the blood 

Enter a Mefeager. 

MefXom Honors Players hearing your amendment, 
Are come to play a pleafant Comedie/ 

For fo your do£fors hold it aery mcete, 

Seeing too much fadneflehath congeal’d your blood. 
And melancholly is the Nurfe of frenzie. 

Therefore they thought it good you hcare a play. 

And frame your minde to mirth and merriment. 

Which barres a thoufand harm*s,and lengthens life. . 
Beg. Marrie I will let them play, it is not a Comon- 
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tie, a Chriftmas gambold, or a tumbling trickc?—^ 
Lady. No my good Lord,it is more plcafi»« a. «. 
Beg. What, houlhold ftuffc. F 
Lady. Ic is a a kinde ofhiftory. 

Beg. Well,we’l fee’t: 

Come Madam wife fit by my fide. 

And let the world flip,we (hall ncre be yonger. 

Tlourifls. Enter Lucentio, and hit man Tria 
Luc. Trauie,\focc for the great defue I had 
To fee f aire Padua, nutferie of Arts, 

Iiam arriu’d for fruitfull Lumbardte, 

The pleafant garden of great Italy, 

And by my fathers loue and leaue am arm’d 
With his good will, and thy good companie. 

My ttu ftic feruant well approu'd in all, 

Heere let vs breath,and haply inftitute 
A courfe of Learning, and ingenious ftudies. 

Pifa renowned for graueCitizens 
Gaue me my being, and my fatherfirft 
A Merchant of great Trafficke through the worid. 
Vincent io’: come of the Bentiuolij, 

Vincentids fonnc.brough vp in Florence, 

It (hall become to feme all hopes conceiu'd 
To decke his fortune with his vertuous deedes: 

And therefore Tranio, for the time I ftudie, 

Vertue and that part ofphilofophie 
Will I applic,that treats ofhappinefTe, 

By vertue fpecially to be atchieu’d. 

Tell me thy minde, for I hauc Pifa left. 

And am toTadsta come, as he that leaucs 
A fliallow plafh, to plunge him in the deepe, 

And with faciecie feekes to quench his thirft. 1 

Tra. CWe Pardonato, gentle matter mine: 

I am in all affefted as your felfe. 

Glad that you thus continue your refoluv, 
Tofuckethe fwcets offweetc Philofophic, 

Ouely (goodmafter) while we do admire 
This vertue,and thismorall difeiplinc, 

I et’s be no Stoickes, nor no ftockes I pray, 

Or fo deuote to Ariftotlet checkes 
As Ouid; be an out-caft quite abiur’d: 

Balke Lodgicke with acquaintaince that you haue, 
And pradhfe Rhetoricke in your common talke, 
Muficke and Poefie vfe, to quicken you, 
TheMathematickes,and thcMetaphyfickes 
Fall to them as you finde your ftomacke ferues you: 
No profit gro wes, where is no pleafure tane: 

In briefc fir, ftudie what you moft afFcdh 

Luc. Gramercies Tranio, well doft thou aduife, 
If BiondeBo thou were come aihore. 

We could at once put vs in readinefle, 

And take a Lodging fit to entertaine 
Such friends (as time) in Padua (hall beget* 

But ftay a while,what companie is this ? 

Tra. Matter fome (hew to welcome vs to Town* 

Enter Baptijla with hit two daughters, Katerina 
Gremio a Pantelowne, Hortentio JiJlerto Bianca. 
Luctn.Trante,(land ty. 


Bap. Gentlemen,importuneme no farther, 
For how I firmly am refolu d you know: 

That is,not to beftow roy yongeft daughter, 
Before I haue a husband for the elder: 

If either ofyou both loue Katberina, 
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and loue you well, 

f e vou haue to court her at your pleafure. 

j.eaUe l -.farther rather. 5he’s to rough for nice, 

y» any Wife* 

vJte. I pray y oU f,r > 1511 y our W,U 

_ a ftale of me amongft thefe mates i 

1 fa r . Mates maid,how meane you that ? 

S3e you were of gentler milder mould. 
y Ltc I’faith fir, you (hall neuer ncedc to fcare, 
r wis it •'* not halfe way to her heart: 

But if it were, doubt not, her care fiiould be 
r .(.rnbe your noddle with a thrce-legg d ftoole, 

\ . pjjnt your face, and vfe you like a foole. 

A far. From all fuch diucls.good Lord dcliuer vs. 

Gre. And me too, good Lord. 

7V4.Hu(ht matter,heres iomc good paftime toward; 
Th« wench is ftarke mad, or wonderfoll froward. 

1 luctH. But in the others filer.ee do 1 fee, 
j^aids milde behauiour and fobrietie. 

Peace Trfflio* 

tra. Well faid Mr, mum,and gaze your fill. 

‘g a p. Gentlemen, that I may foone make good 
What 1 haue faid, Bianca get you in. 

And let it not difpleafe thee good Bianca, 

Fori will loue thee ncre the leflemy girle. 

gate. A pretty peatc, it is beft put finger in the eye, 

and (he knew why. 

'Bum. Sifter content you, in my difeontent. 

Sir, to your pleafure humbly I (ubferibe: 

My bookes and inftruments (ball be my companie. 

On them to lookc, and pra&ife by my felfe. 

Luc. Harkc Tranio, thou maift hcare Mmerua fpeak. 
Hor. Signior Baptijla, will you be fo ftrange, 

Sorrieam I that our good will eftetfts 
Bianca's greefe. 

Gre. Why will you mew her vp 
(Signior Baptijla ) for this fiend of hell. 

And make her bcarc the pennance of her tongue. 

Bap. Gentlemen content ye : I am refould; 

Coin Bianca. 

And for I know (hetakethmoft delight 
In Muficke, Inftruments, and Poetry, 

Schoolemafters willlkeepe within my houfe. 

Fit to inftru<ft her youth. If you Hortenfto, 

Or fignior Gremio you know any fuch, 

Preferrc them hither :’for to cunning men, 

I will be very kiode and liberall. 

To mine owne children, in good bringing vp, 

And fo farewell: Katberina you may ftay. 

For I haue more to commune with Bianca. Exit. 

Kate. Why, and I truft I may go too,may I not ?i 
What (ball I be appointed houres, as though 
(Belike) 1 knew not what to take. 

And what to leauc? Ha. Exit 

Gre. You may go to the diuels dam: your gutfts arc 
fo good heere’s none will holde you: Their loue is not 
fo great Hdrttnfi «, but we may blow our nails together, 
and faft it faircly out. Our cakes dough on both fides. 
Farewell: yet for the loue I bcaremy fweet Bianca, if 
I can by any meancs light on a fit man to teach her that 
wherein (be delights, I will wi(b him to her father. 

Hor. So will I figniour Gremio : but a word I pray: 
Though the nature of our quarrell yet neuer brook’d 
parle,know now vpon aduice, it toucheth vs both:that 
we may yet againe haue acceflc to our fairc Miftris, and 


bchappieriuals in Bianca’s loue, to labour and effeZl ' 
one thing fpecially. 

gre. What’s that I pray? 

Her. Marrie fir to get a husband for her Sifter; 

Gre. A husband: a diucll. 

Hor. I fay a husband. 

Gre. I fay, a diuell: Think’ft thou Hortenjio, though 
her father be vciie rich, any man is fo vcric a foole to be 
married to hell ? 

Hor. Tufh Gremio: though it pafle your patience & 
mine to endure her lowd alarums, why man there bee 
good fcllowes in the world, and a man could light on 
them, would take her with all faults,and mony enough. 

Gre. I cannot tell: but I had as lief take her dowrie 
with this condition; To be whipt at the hie erode eueric 
morning. 

Hor. Faith (as you fay) there’s fmall choife in rotten 
apple*: but come, fince this bar in law makes vs friends, 
it (hall be fo farre forth friendly maintain’d, till by hel¬ 
ping BaptiJLu eldcft daughter to a husband, wee fet his 
yongeft free for a husband, and then haue too t afrefii: 
Sweet Bianca , happy man be his dole: hee that runnes 
faiteft, gets the Ring : How fay you fignior Gremio ? 

Grem. I am agreed, and would I had giuen him the 
beft horfe in Padua to begin his woing that would tho¬ 
roughly woe her, wed her, and bed her, andriddc the 
houfe of her. Come on. 

Exeunt amho. Manet Tranio and Lucent io 

Tra. I pray fir tel me, is it pofliblc 
That loue fhould of a fodaine take fuch hold. 

Luc. Oh Tranio, till I found it to be true, 

I neuer thought it poffible or likely. 

But fee, while idely I flood looking on, 

1 found the effect of Loue in idlenefic. 

And now in plainnefie do confefie to thee 
That art to me as fecret and as dccre 
As Anna to the Quecnc of Carthage was: 

Tranio 1 burne, I pine, I perifh Tranio, 

If I atchieuc not ihisyongmodeftgyrle: 

Counfaileme Tranio, for I know thou canft: 
A(Tiftme7V<«*«,for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Mafter,it is no time to chide you now, 
Affeiftion is not rated from the heart: 

If loue hauc touch’d you, naught remaines but fo, 

Redime te captam qttam queas minima. 

Luc Gramercies Lad: Go forward, this contents, 
The reft wil comfort, for thy counfels found. 

Tra. Matter,you look’d fo longly on the maid e. 
Perhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith of all. 

Luc. Oh yes, I faw fweet bcautie in her face. 

Such as the daughter ofAgenor had } 

That made great loue to humble him to her hand. 

When with his knees he kill the Cretan ftrond, 

Tra. Saw you no more? Mark’d you not how hir filler 
Began to tcold, and raife vp fuch a ftorme. 

That mortal cares might hardly indurethe din. 

Luc. Tranio , I faw her corrall lips to moue. 

And with her breath (he did perfume the ayre. 

Sacred and fweet was all 1 faw in her. 

Tra. Nay, then ’tis time to ftirre him fro his trance: 
I pray awake fir: if you loue rhe Maide," 

Bend thoughts and wits to atcheeue her.Thus it ftands: 
Her elder filler is fo curft and (hrew’d. 

That til the Father rid his hands ofher,' 

Mafter.your Loue muft liue a maideat home, 

And therefore has he ciofciy meu’d her vp, 
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Bccaufc fhe will not be annoy’d with filters. 

Luc. Ah Tranio, what a cruell Fathers h? : 

But art thou not aduis’<J,he tooke feme care 
To get her cunning SchoolcmaQers to inftruft her. 

Tra . I marry am I fir, and now us plotted. 

Luc . 1 haue it Tranio. 

* 7><*. Matter, for my hand, 

Both our inuentions meet and iumpe in one. 

Luc . Tell me thine firtt. 

7ni. Youwill be fcho Je-maftcr, 

And vndertake the teaching of the maid: 

That’s your dcuicc. 

Luc. It is :May itbedone ? 

Tra. Not pofliblc ; for who (ball beare your part, 
And be in Padua heerc Vincentios fonne, 

Kccpe houfe, and ply his bookc, welcome his friends, 
Vifit his Countrimcn, and banquet them ? 

Luc . Bajit i, content thee: for I haue it full. 

Wc haue not yet bin fecnc in any houfe, 

Nor can we be difhnguifh’d by our faces. 

For man or matter: then it followes thus ; 

Thou (halt be matter, Tranto in my fled : 

Kecpc houfe, and port, and leruant$,as'I fhould, 

I will fome other be, fome Florentine, 

Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Fife* 

’Tis hatch’d, and fhall be fo : T who ac once 
Vncafe thee : take my Conlordhat and cloake, 
'WhcnBiondctlo comes, he waites on thee, 

But I will charmc him firtt to keepe his tongue. 

Tra. So had you neede : 

In breefe Sir, fith it your plealure is, 

And I am tyed to be obedient. 

For fo your father charg’d me at our parting i 
Be feruiccable to my fonne ( quoth he) 

Although I thinke ’twas in another fence, 

I am content to bee Lucentio , 

Becaufe fo well I louc Lucentto. 

. Luc. Tranio be fo, bccaufc Lucentio Io jcs, 

And let me be a flauc, t’atchicuc that maidc, 

Whole fodaine fight hath thral'd my wounded eye. 

Enter Biondello. 

Heerc comes the rogue. Sirra,\vhcrc haue you bin ? 

Eton. Where haue I bcene ? Nay how now, where 
are you? M sifter, ha’s my fellow Trauio ttolne your 
cloathes, or you ftolnehis, or both? Pray what’s the 
newes? 

Luc. Sirra come hither, Vis no time to ieft, 

And therefore frame your manners to the time 
Your fellow Trauio heerc to faue my life. 

Puts my apparrell, and my count’nancc on. 

And I for my elcape haue put on his: 

For in a quarrcll fince I came a fihorc, 

I kil’d a man,and fcare I was deferied: 

Waite you on him, I charge you, as becomes n 
While I make way from hence to fauc my life: 

You vndcrftand me? 

Bion. I fir, ne’re a whit. 

Luc. And not a iotofTraw/e in your mouth, 

Trauio is chang’d into Lucentio . 

! Bion . The better for him, would I were fo too. 

Tra. So could I ’faith boy, to haue the next wifb af¬ 
ter, that Lucentio indeedc had Baptiftas yongeft daugh¬ 
ter. Butfirra, not for my fake, but your matters, I ad- 
uife you vfc your manners difcrectly in all kind of com¬ 
panies : When I am alone* why then I am Tranio: but in 


1 


all places elfc,you matter Lucentio. ^ 

Luc. Tranio let’s go : 

One thing more refts, that thy felfe execute. 

To make one among thefe wooers: if thou ask nevyh 
Sufficeth my rcafons are both good and waighty, ' 
Exeunt . TbcPrefenters aboue fycakes. 7 

x. Mom. My Lord you nod, you do not mindc rli 

phy. < 

Yes by Saint Anne do I, a good matter furd 
Comes there any more of it ? 

Lady. My Lord,Yis but begun. 

"Beg. *Tis a vcric excellent peece ofworke, Madam 
Ladic: would ’twcrc done. They fit andnt^ 

Enter Petruchio , andhu men Grurnio . 

Tetr. Verona, for a while I take my leaue. 

To fee ray friends in Padua ; but ofali 
My beft beloued and approued friend 
Hortenfio : & I trow this is his houfe: 

Hccre firra knocke I fay. 

Gru. Knocke fir? whom (hould I knocke? i s t [ 1Cr 

any man ha’s rebus'd your worfhip? 

Petr. Villaine I fay, knockc me heerc foundly. 

Gru. Knocke you heerc fir ? Why fir, what atnlfi r 
that I fliould knocke you heere fir. 1 

Petr . Villaine I fay, knockc me at this gate, 

And rap me well, or lie knocke your knaues pate. 

Gru. My M r is growne quarrelfomc: 

I fhould knockc you firtt, 

And then I know after who comes by the worft. 

Petr „ Will it not be? 

"Faith firrah, and you’! not knocke, He ring it, 

He trie how you can Sol y F* y and fing it. 

He rings him by the tarts 

Gru. Helpe miftris helpe, my matter is mad. 

Petr. Now knockc when I bid you : firrah villaine. 
Enter Hortenfio. 

Hor . How now, what’s the matter ? Myo!dcfriend 
Cfrumio, and my good friend Petruchio ? How doyouall 
ac Verona ? 

Petr. Signior come you to part the fray? 

Contutti lecore bene trobatto , may 1 fay. 

Hor . A Ha no fir a cafa bene venuto mu ltd honor at a figtt. 
or mio Petruchio . 

Rifc(7nv«wri(V,we will compound this quarrcll. 

Gru • Nay > tis no matter fir,what he leges in Latinc. 
Ifthisbcnpta lawfull caufeformc to leaue his fcruicc, 
looke you fir: He bid me/knocke him, & rap him found- 
ly fir. Well, was it fit for a feruant to vfe his mafterfo, 
being perhaps (for ought I fee) two and thirty, apeepc 
out ? Whom would to God 1 had well knocktatfirft, 
then had not Grumto come by the worft. 

Petr . A fencclefle villaine : good Horten fo, 

I bad the rafcall knockc vpon your gate. 

And could not get him for my heart to do it. 

Gru. Knocke at the gate? Oheaucns: fpakeyounor 
thefe words plaine ? Sirra, Knocke me hccre: rappeme 
heerc: knocke me well, and knocke me foundly? And 
come you now with knocking at the gate ? 

Petr. Sirra be gone,or talke not I oduife you. 

Hor. Petruchio patience, I am Grumto s pledge: 
Why this a heauie chance twixr him and you. 

Your ancient truflie pleafant feruant Grumto: 

And tell me now (fwcet friend) what happic gale 
Blowcs you to Padua heerc, from old Vtroua ? 

Petr. Such wind asfeattersyongmen throgh^rldj 

To 



TheTamingof the Shrew. 


zr^tetheii fortunes farther then at borne, 

Shere finall experience grower but m a few. 

- r tt»-tenfo,dw sit ftands with me, 
mV father is dcccaft, 
haue thruft my fclfc into this maze, 

ffi i i" ■»? P' ltk 1 S ood ‘ at h ° n ’ e ’ 

u ”. f am co ,ne abroad to fee the world. 

An i> r Petruchio, fhall I then come roundly to thee, 
J^fc .hcctoa ftreWd Ul-f.uou.’d wife ? 

■rUAii’dd thanke me but a little for my counlell: 

I d vet He proimfe thee flic fhall be rich, 
tnd verie rich: buulvarc coo much my friend, 

. j jig not wilb thee to her. 

p ( ,r. Signior Horten/io ,’twixt fuch friends as wee, 
p cvV vvordsluffice: and therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio s wile : 

wealth is burthen of my woing dance) 

Be (he « fonle as was Florentine Loue, ^ 
dd as Stbell, and as cutft and flirovv’d 
Socrates Zentippe, or a worfe: 

Shemouesmenotjor notremoues at lead 
Afteifions edge in me. Were fhe is as rough 
As are the (welling Adr-.aucke Teas, 
jeometo wiue it wealthily in Padua-. 
jfwealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Gru. Nay looke you fir, hee tcls you flatly what hi* 
minde is: why giue him Gold enough, andmarrie him 
to a Puppet or an Aglet babic, or an old trot withnc’re a 
tooth in her head, though flic haue as manie difeafes as 
twoandfiftie horfes. Why nothing comes amiffe, fo 
monie comes withall. 

Hor. Petruchio , fince we are ftept thus farre in, 

I will continue that I broach’d in ieft, 

I can Petruchio helpe thee to a wife 

With wealth enough, and yong andbeautious. 

Brought vp as beft becomes a Gentlewoman. 

Her onely fault, and that is faults enough. 

Is, that (lie is intollcrable curft, 

And (hrow’d,and froward, fo beyond all mcafure. 

That were mv-ftatc farre worfer then it is, 

I would not wed her for a mine of Gold. 

Petr. Hortenfio peace: thou knowft not golds effeft, 
Tell me her fathers name, and ’tis enough: 

For i will boord her, chough fhe chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in Autumnc cracke. 

Hor. Her father is ‘Baptifht cJAltnola, 

An affable and courteous Gentleman, 

Her name is Katberina Mmol*, 

Renown’d in Padua for her fcolding tongue. 

* Petr. I know her father, though I know not her, 
And be knew my dcccjfcd father well: 

I wil not fleepe Hortenfio til I fee her. 

And thereforelet m? be thus bold with you, 

To giueyou oucr at this firft encounter, 

Vnleffe you wil a.ccompamc cne thither. 

Gru. J pray you Sir let him go while the humor lafts. 
A my word, and'fhc knew.him a *. wel as I do,fhe would 
thinkc fcolding would4°e little good vpon him. Shee 
may perhaps call hiiii halfe a fcore Knaues, orfo: Why 
that’s nothing; and he begin on'ce, hec’l raile in his rope 
trickc*. He tell you whai fir, and.ft>c ftar.d him but & li- 
tle, he wil thrown figure in her face^and fo. disfigure hir 
with it, that fheeftialhaue no more eiestofee withall 
thena Cat: you know him not fin, 
rw. Tatrie Purpffo., I u . v i * 



For in Bapuflai keepe my treafure is: 

He hath the Jewel of my life in hold, 

His yongeft daughter, beautiful Bianca, 

And herwith-holdsfrommc. Other more 
Suters to her,and riuals in my Loue: 

Suppofing it a thing impoflible. 

For thofc defeats I haue before rehcarft. 

That euer Katberina wil be woo’d: 

Therefore this order hath ’Baptift* tane, 

That none dial haue acceffe vnto Bianca, 

Til Katherine the Curft, haue got a husband. 

(jru. Katherine the curft, 

A title for a maide, of all tides the worft, 

Hor. Now dial my friend Petruchio do me grace. 

And offer me difguis’d in fober robes. 

To old Baptifla as a fchoolc-tr.after 
Well feene in Muficke, to inftrudl Bianca, 

That fo I may by this dcuicc at lead 
Haue leaue and leifure to make loue to her. 

And vnfufpeifted court her by her felfe 

Enter Gremto and Lucentio difgufed. 

Gru. Hcere’sno knauerie. See, to beguile the olde« 
folkcs, how the young folkeslay their heads together. 
Mafter, maftcr, looke about you: Who goes there ? ba, 

Hor. P cace Cfrumio , it is the riuall of my Loue, 
Petruchio ftand by a while. 

Cfrumio. A proper ftripling,and an amorous. 

Gremio. O very well, I haue perus’d the note: 

Hcarke you fir, lie haue them verie fairely bound. 

All bookes of Loue, fee that at any hand. 

And fee you reade no other Lectures to her: 

You vndcrftand me. Oucrandbefidc . "A'.' 

Signior Baptislae libc ralitie, 

llemendit with a Largefle. Take your paper too. 

And let me haue them verie wel perfum'd; 

For fire is fwceter then perfume it lelfe 
To whom they go to; what wil you reade to her. 

I.HC. What ere 1 reade to her, lie pleade for you, 

As for my patron, ftand you fo affur’d, 

Asfirmcly as your felfe were ftill in place. 

Yea and perhaps with moreffucceflefull words 
Then you; vnleffe you were a fcholler fir. 

Gre. Dh this learning,what a thing it is. 

Cfru. Oh this Woodcockc,whatan Affeitis. 

Petru. Peace firra. 

Hor. Grumto mum: God faue you fignior Gremio, 

Gre. And you are wel met, Signior Hortenfio, 

Trow you whither I am going f JoBaprfta Mint/*, 

I promift to enquire carefully 

About a fchoolemaftcpfor the faire Bianca, 

And by good fortune I haue lighted well 
On this yong man: For learning and bchauiour 
Fit for her turne, well read in Poetrie 
And other bookes, good ones, I warrant ye. 

Htr. ’Tis well :and I haue met a Gentleman 
Hath promift me to helpe one to another, 

A fine Mufitian to inftnuft our Miftris, 

So dial I no whit be behinde in dutie 
To faire Bianca , fo beloued of me. 

Gre. Beloued ofme.and that my deeds fhalprpue. 

Gru. And that bis bags fiial proue. 

Hor. Cfremio , ’us now no time to vent our loue, 
Liftemo me, and if you fpeake me faire, 
lie tel you newes indifferent good for either. 

Heere is a Gentleman whom by chance I met 
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TheTamirigof the Shrew. 


Vpon agreement from vs to his lifting. 

Will vndertake to woo curft Katbtrine, 

Yea, and to marrie her, if her dowrie pleafe. 

Gre. So faid, fo done,is well: 

Hortenfio ,haue you told him all her fault* ? 

Petr « 1 know fhc is an irkefome brawling fcold: 

If that be all Matters, I neare no harmc. 

Cjrt. No, fayft me fo, friend ? What Countreyman :* 
Petr. Borne in Verona, old Btttonios fonne: 

My father dead,my fortune lines forme. 

And I do hope, good dayes and long, to fee. 

Gre. Oh fir,fuch a life with fuch a wife,were ftrangt: 
Butifyouhaueaftomacke, too'taGodsname, 

You fhal hauc me aflifting you in all. 

But will you woo this Wilde-cat i 
Petr. Will I liue? 

* Gru. Wilhe woo her? I: orllchanghcr. 

Petr. W^y came I hither, but to that intent? 
Thinkeyou, a little dinne can daunt mine earcs t 
Hauc I not in my time heard Lions tore? 

Haue I not heard the fea, putt vp with windcs. 

Rage like an angry Boare, chafed with fweat ? 

Haue I not heard great Ordnance in the field? 

And heauens Artillerie thunder hi the skies? 

Haue I not in a pitched battcll heard' 

Loud iarums, neighing ttceds,& trumpets dangue ? 
And do you tell me of a womans tongue ? 

That giues not halfe fo great a blow to bcarc, 

As wil a Cheffe-nut in a Farmers fire, 

Tuftijtufh, fearc boyes with bugs, 

Gru. Forhefearcsnotic. 

Grent, Hertenft. hearkes 
This Gentleman is happily arriu'd, 

My minde prefumes for his owne good,and yours. 

Her. I promift we would be Contributors, 

And beare his charge ofwooing whatfocrc. 

Gremio. And fo wc wil, prouided that he win her. 
(jw. I would I were as furc of a good dinner. 

Enter Trmio braue , andBwndello. 

Tret. Gentlemen God fauc you. If I may be bold 
^Tell me I befeech you, which is the readteft way 
To the houfe ofSigniov Baftifta Minola ? 

'Bum. He that ha’s the two faire daughters: ift he you 
oacane ? 

Tra. Hucn he BiondeSo. 

Gre. Hcarke you fir, you meane not her to- 

Tra. Perhaps him and her fir, what haue you to do ? 
Petr. Not her that chides fir,at any hand I pray, 
Tremio. lloueno chideas ltr : 'BtondeHeJ.cis away. 
Leu Well begun Tranio. 

Hor. Sir, a word ere you go: 

Are you a futor to the Maid you talkc of, yea or no ? 
Tra. And if I befir, is it any offence ? 

Gremio. No :if without more words you will get you 
hence. 

Tra. Why fir, I pray arc not the fircars as free 
For me, as for y ou ? 

Gre. But fo is not (lie. 

Tra. For whatreafonl bcfeechyou. 
gre. For this reafon if you’l kno. 

That flic’s the choife loue of Signior Gremio. 

Hor. That (he’s the chofen of fignior Hortenjio. 

Tra. Softly my Matters : Ifvou be Gentlemen 
Do me this right: hearc me with patience. 

Baptifta is a noble Gentleman, 


To whom my Father is not all vnknownc, 

And were his daughter fairer then flic is. 

She may more Tutors haue, and me fox one. 

Faire Ladatt daughter had a thoufand wooers 
Then well one more may faire Bianca hatJe • * 

And fo Ihe fliall: LucMtioQul make one, ’ 
Though Parte came, in hope to fpeed alone, 

Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-talke vs t 

hue. Sir giue him head, I know hee’l proue a I j 

Petr. Hortenfio , to what end are all thefe word i ’ 

Hor. 5ir, let me be fo bold as aske you, * 
Did you yet euer fee Baftiftae daughter? 

Tra. Nofir.buthearel do that he hath two: 

The one, as famous for a fcolding tongue. 

As is the other, for beauteous modeftic. 

Petr. Sir,fir, the firft’sfor me, let her go by. 

Gre. Yea, lcaue that labour to great Herctdtt 
And let it be more then eAlctdes twelue. * 

Petr. Sir vnderfland you this of me (infootlA 
The yongeft daughter whom you hearken for ^ 

Her father keepes from all acceffe of lutors, * 

And will not promife her to any mar., 

Vntill the elder fitter firft be wed. 

The yongcr then is free, and not before. 

Tranio. If u be fo fir, that you are the man 
Mutt (feed vs ail, and meamongtt the reft: 

And if yon breake the ice, and do this feeke, 
Atchicuc the elder: fet the yonger free. 

For our acceffe, whofe hap (hall be to haue her, 

Wil not fo gricclcffc be, to be ingratc. 

Ilor. Sir you fay wel, and wel you do conceiue 
A#d fince you doprofeffe to be a futor. 

You mutt as we do, gratifie this Gentleman, 

To whom we all reft generally beholding. 

Trattio. Sir, I dial not be flacke,in figne whereof 
Pleafe ye we may coturiuethi* afternoone, 

And quaffe carowfes to our Miftrcfle health. 

And do as aduerfaries do in law, 

Striue mightily, but cate and drinke as friends. 

Gru.Bien .Oh excellent motion: fcllowcs let’s be»on. 

Hor. The motions good indeed, andbeitfo, 
Petrncbio ,I dial be your Been vcKUte. £ xm 

Eater Katberma and'Btaaca. 

Bian.G ood fifterwrong me not,nor wrong your (elf, 
To make a bondmaide and a flaue of mee. 

That I difdaine: but for thefe other goods, 

Vnbindc my hands, lie pull them off my fclfe. 

Yea all my raiment, to my pctticoate, 

Or what you will command me.wil I do, 

So well 1 know my dutic to my elders. 

Kate. Ofall thy Tutors hceie I charge tel 
Whom thou lou'ft beft : fee thou dj {Tenable not, 

Bianca. Beleeue me fitter, of all the men aliue, 

I neucr yet beheld that fpeciall face. 

Which I could fancie, more then any other. 

Kate. Minion thou ly eft: Is’tnot Hortenfto ? 

Bittn. If you aft"e£f him fitter, heere I fwearc 
He pleade for you my fclfe, but you fhal haue him. 

Kate. Oh t hen belike you fancie riches more, 

You wil haue Gremio to keepe you fairs. 

Bian. Is it for him you do enuie me fo ? r 
Nay then you ieft, and now I wel pcrceiue 
You haue but iefted with me all this while: 

Iprethee fitter Kate,vntiemy hands. 

Ka. If thatbe ieft, then all the reft was fo. StrAtsv 

£nt! 
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iolence ? i • ■. 

,. ftan d afide,pooregyrlcftie weepcs : 

Vhv Needle, meddle not with her. 

G ° V 1/thou Hilding of a diuellrtb fpint, 

guy Soft thou wrong her, that did nerc wrong thee ? 

W 1 "y L . , ry, c croffe thee with a bitter word? 

Wh £ ° Hcr (fl c nce flouts me, and He be rcueng’d. 

K at, ‘ Flies after Bianca 

rn.. What in my fight ? Bianca get thee in. Extt. 
vT e What will you not fuffer me: Nay now I fee 

eUr is vourtreafure, file mutt haue a husband, 

, nft dance bare-foot on her wedding day, 

, n \ for yourlouc toher,leade Apes in hell. 

Kike not tome,I will go fit and wcepe. 

Till I can finde occafion of rcuenge. _ 

1 yy a s euer Gentleman thus grccu d as 1 s 

But who com* s heere. 

gnitf Gremio* Lftcentio, in the habit of a meane man, 
petrachio wi f h Tranio,with hte boy 
bearing a Late and Bo'kes. 

Gre. Goad morrow neighbour Baptijia. 

hap. Good morrow neighbour Gremio: God fauc 

you Gentlemen. 

ret. And yo(i good fir: pray haue you not adaugn- 
wr ca iy Katerina aire and vertuous. 

Bap- I haue a daughter fir, cal’d Katerina. 

Git. You are too blunt, go to it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me fignior (jremie, giuc me lcauc.'' 

I am a Gentleman of Vtrova fir. 

That hearing of her beautic,and her wit. 

Her affability and bafMull modeftie: 

Her wondrous qualifies, and milde behauioiir, 

Am bold to (hew my felfe a forward gueft 
Within your houfe, to make mine eye the witnefle 
Of that report, which I fo oft haue heard. 

And for an entrance to my entertainment, 

I do prefent you with a man ot mine 
Cunning in Mufickc,and the Mathemacickcs, 

To infirucl her fully in thofe fcicnces, 

Whereof I know fine is not ignorant. 

Accept of him, or el fc you do me wrong. 

His name is Lino, borne in Mantua* 

. Y’are welcome fir,and he for your good fake. 
But for my daughter Katerine,this I know. 

She is not for your turne, the more my greefe. 

fet. I fee you do not meane to part with her, 
Orclfeyou like not of my companie. 

"Bap. Mifiake me not, I fpeake but as I finde. 

Whence are ycu fir? What may 1 call your name. 

Pet. Petrachio is rr.y name, *Antonio s fonne, 

A man well knowne throughout all Icaly. 

*Bap. 1 know him well: you arc welcome for his fake. 
Gre. Sauing your talc Petrachio , I pray let vs that are 
poore petitioners fpeake too? TSacare, you areneruay- 
lous forward. 

Pet. Oh,Pardon me fignior Cremie,! would fainebe 
doing. 

Gre. I doubt it not fir. But you will curfc 
Yout wooing neighbors: this is a guift 
Very grateful 1,1 am lure of it, to exprefle 
The like kindoeffe my felfe, that haue becnc 
Morckindcly beholding to you then any: 


Freely giuernto thisyong Schdiier, that hath 

Beene long ftudyingatT^ewr/^ae running 
In Grceke, Latine, and other Languages, 

As the ather in Muficke and Mathematic#^: 

His name is Cambio: pray accept his ferince* 

"Bap. A thoufand thankes fignior Gremio : 

Welcome goodCrfw&o. But gentle fir. 

Me thinkes you walke like a ftranger, 

May I be fo bold, to know the caufe of your commlng ? 

Tra. Pardon me fir, the boldnefle is mine owne. 
That being a ftranger in this Cittie heere. 

Do make wy fclfe afutor to your daughter, 
VntoBiancafoixc and vertuous: 

Nor is your firme refoluc vnknowne to me. 

In the preferment oftheeldcft fitter. 

This liberty is all that I requeft, 

That vpon knowledge of my Parentage, 

J may haue welcome ’mongft the reft that woo. 

And free acceffe and fauour as the rett. 

And toward the education ofyour daughters: 

I heere beftow a fimple inftrument. 

And this (mail packet of Greeke and Latine bookes: 

If you accept them, then their worth is great: 

Bap ♦ Lacentto is your name,of whence I pray. 

Tra. Of Pifa fir, fonne to Vincent to. 

Bap. AmightiemanofP/ySby report, 

I know him we 11: you are verie welcome fir: 

Take you the Luce, and you the fet of bookes. 

You fhall go fee your Pupils prefently. 

Holla, wirhin* 

Enter a Struant* 

Sirrah, leade thefe Gentlemen 

To my daughters, and tell them both 

Thefe arc their Tutors, bid them vfc them well, 

Wcwill go walkea little in the Orchard, 

And then to dinner: you are patting welcome. 

And fo I prayy ou all to thinke your felues. 

Pet. Signior Baptifia f my bufinefle asketh hafte. 

And eueric day I cannot come to woo, 

You knew my father well, and in him me, 

Left folicheire to all his Lands and goods, 

Which I hauc bettered rather then decreaft* 

Then tell me, if I get your daughters loue, * 

What dowrie fhall I haue with her to wife. 

Bap. After my death, the one halfe of my Lands, 

And in pofiefsion twentie thoufand Crowncs, 

Fet And for that dowrie, He aflure her of 
Her widdow-hood, be it that (he furuiue me 
In all my Lands and Leafes whaefoeuer, 

Lee fpccialties be therefore drawne betweene vs, 

That coucnants may be kept on cither hand. 

Bap. I, when the lpeciall thing is well obtain'd. 

That is her loue: for that is all in ail. 

Pet. Why that is nothing: for I tell you father, 

I am as peremptoric as £he proud minded : 

And where two raging fires meete together. 

They do conlumc the thing that feedes their furie. 
Though little fire growes great with little winde, 
yet extreme gufts will blow out fire and all: 

So I to her, and fo fhe ycelds to me. 

For I am rough,and woo not like a babe. 

Bap . Well maitt thou woo, and happy be thy fpeedc 
But be thou arm’d for fomc vnhappic words. 

Pet. I to the proofe,as Moisntaihes arc for windcs. 
That (hakes not, though they blow perpetually. 

Enter HerUnfo with hit head hr ok/, 

., 1 Spa. 
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**« How now my friend, why doft thou looke fo 
pale? 

Her. For fcare I promife you, if I looke pale. 

“Bap. What, will my daughter proue a good Mufiti- 
an? 

Hor. I thinke ftie’l fooncr proue a fouldicr. 

Iron may hold with her, but neucr Lutes. 

Bap. Why then thou canft not break her to the Lute? 
tier . Why no, for Hie hath broke the Lute to me: 

I did but tell her flic miftookcher frets. 

And bow’d her hand to teach her fingering, 

When (with a mod impatient diuellifli fpirit) 

Frets call youthefcf 1 (quoth flie) He fume with them: 
And with that word fhe ftroke me on the head. 

And through the inftrumenc my pate made way, 
Andtherelftood amazed for a while, 

As on a Pillorie, looking through the Lute, 

While (he did call me Rafcall, Fidler, 

And twangling Iacke, with twentic fuch vildc teartnes, 
As had flie ftudied to mifvfe me fo. 

Set. Now by the world, it is a luflic Wench, 

I loue her ten times more then ere I did. 

Oh how I long to haue fome chat with her. 

Bap. Wei go with me, and be not fo difeomfited. 
Proceed in pradlife with my yongcr daughter. 

She’s apt tolearne, and thankcfull for good turnes: 
Signior Petrucbio, will you go with vs. 

Or (hall I lend my daughter Kate to you. 

Exit. Manet Petrucbio. 
Pet. Iprayyoudo. lie attend her hccre, 

And woo her with fome fpirit when flie comes. 

Say that flie raile, why then He tell her plainc. 

She fings as fwcetly .is a Nightinghalc : 

Say that flie frownc, lie fay flie lookes as clcere 
As morning Rofes newly waflit with dew': 

Say flie be mute, and will not lpcake a word. 

Then lie commend her volubility. 

And fay fhe vtccreth piercing eloquence: 

If (he do bid me packe, lie giue her thankes. 

As though fhe bid me flay by her a wceke i 

Iffhe denic to wed, lie crauc the diy 

When I fliall aske the bancs,and when be married. 

But hecre fhe comes, and now Petrucbio fpezke. 

Enter Katerina. 

Good morrow Kate, for thats your name I hcare. 

Kate. Well haue you heard, but fomething hard of 
hearing: 

They call rue Katerine, that do talke of me. 

Pet. You lye infaith,foryou are call’d plaine Kate , 
And bony Kate, and fometimes Xafethe cur ft: 

But Kate, the precticft Kate in Chriftcndome, 

Kate o( Kate-hzll, my fuper-daintie Kate, 

For dainties are all Kates , and therefore Kate 
Take this ofme, for* of my confolation, 

Hearing thy roildneffc prais’d in euery Townc, 

Thy vertuet fpoke of,and thy beautie founded. 

Yet not fo deepely as to thee belongs. 

My felfe am raoou’d to woothceformy wife. 

Kate. Mou’d, in good time, let him that mou’d you 
hether 

Remoue you hence: I knew you at the firft 
You were a mouable. 

Pet. Why,what’s a mouable ? 

Kat. A ioyn’d ftoole. 

Pet. Thouhafthititrcomefitonme. 

Kate. Affcs are made to beare, and fo are you. 
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M Women are made to beare, and foatev"— 
Kate. No fuch lade as you, if me you meane 
Pet. Alas good Katt,l will not burthen thee 
For knowing thee to be but yong and light. * 

Kate. Too Hghtforfuchafwaineasyou toea 

And yet as heauie as my waight fhould be. tc ”» 
Pet. Sholdbe,fhould :buzze. 

Kate. Well tane, and like a buzzard. • 

Art .Oh flow-wing’d T urtle, flial a buzard tak 

Kat. I for a Turtle, as he takes a buzard. Ct " C| 

Pet. Come, come you Wafpc, y’faith you..,, 
angric. reto < 

Kate. If I be wafpifli,beft beware my fti n <. 

Pet. My remedy is then to plucke it o«. 

Kate. I, if the foolp could finde it where it lie 
Pet , Who knowes not where a Wafpe do.* 
his fting ? In his taile. s Weat < 

Kate. In his tongue? 

Pet. Whofe tongue. 

Kate. Y ours if you talke of tales,and fo farewell 
Pet. What with my tonguein your taile. 

Nay, come againe, good Kate , I am a Gentleman 
Kate. That lie trie. fhe fir A ;• 

Pet. I fweare lie cuffe you, ifyou ftrike againT** 
Kate. So may you loole your armes. 

If you ftrike me, you arc no Gentleman, 

And ifnoGentleman,why then no armes. 

Bet. A Herald Kate} Oh put me in thy bookes. 
Kate. WhacisyourCreft,aCoxcombes > 

Pet. A combleffe Cocke, fo Kate will be my Hen 
Kate. No Cocke of mine ,you crow too like a craur 
Pet. Nay come Kate, come: you muft not looke f! 
fowre. 

Kate. Itismyfafliion when I fee a Crab, 

Pet. Why hcere’s no crab, and therefore looke not 
fowre. 

Kate. There is,there is. 

Pet. Then fhew it me. 

Kate. Had I a glaffe, I would. 

Pet. What,you meane my face. 

Kate. Well aym’d of fuch a yong one. 

Pet. Now by S. George I am too yong for you. 
Kite. Yet yon are wither’d. 

Pet . 'Tis with cares. 

Kate. I care not. 

Pet. Nay hcare you Kate. Infoothyou fcape notfo, 
Kate. Ichafeyouifltarrie. Let me go. 

Pet . No,not a whit, I finde you paffing gentle: 

Twas told me you wertrbugh, and coy,and fullen, 
And now I finde report a very liar: 

For thou art plcafant, gamefome, palling coutteous, 
But flow in fpcech: yet fweet as fpring-timeflowers. 
Thou canft not frowne, thou canft not looke a fconce, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, 

Nor haft thou plcafure to be croffe in talke: 

But thou with mildneffe entertain’d thy wooers, 

With gentle conference, foft, and affable. 

Why does the world report that Kate dothlimpe? 

Oh fland’rous world: Kate like the hazle twig 
Is ftraight, and {lender, and as browne in hue 
As hazle nuts,and fweeter rhea the kernels: 

Oh let me fee thee walke: thou doft not halt. 

Kate. Go foole, and whom thou kecp’ft comtnioti. 
Pet. Did euer Dian fo become a Groue 
As Kate this chamber with her princely gate: 

O be thou 7)ian, and let her be Kate, 

And 




( The ! Tamingof the Shrew, 


- l ^Katebc chaftc.and Dion fportfulh 

/kiid then 1 ^ did yoU a ii this goodly fpcech ? 

Tr extempore from my mother wit. 

? etr ‘ ^ ^jtty mother,witlcffe clfc her fonne, 

5Ta-i^ 

* Ves keepeyou warmc. 

Ma « v fo I meane fwcct Katherine in thy bed: 
P et ' ^ , Qre f et tin<r all this chat afide, 

A n£ i t ” CI [jjoe ternies: your father hath confentcd 
Th“ s 10 1 A. 3 u be my wife; your dowry greed on, 

Th lTn »» n y° u ’ 1 vvili roarry you ‘ 

A nd li l am a husband for your turne , 
hi slight,'whereby I fee thy beauty, 

-rkobeaucy that doth make me like thee well, 
Xhoumoftbe married to no man but me, 

Enter Bap tiff a, Gremto ,T Yajno. 

Fori am he am borne to tame you Kate, 
jbjlngyoufromawildc Kate to a Kate 
Conformable as other houfnold Kates : 

Hccre comes your father, ncuer make dcnialK 
I muft and will haue Katherine to my vvite. (daughter? 
Now Signior Petrucbio, ho vv fpeed you with my 
v e t How but well firfhow but well? 

Ii were impoffible I fliould fpeed amifle. (dumps? 
gap. Whyhow now daughter Katherine, in your 
lit. Call you me daughter ? now I promife you 
You haue fliewd a tender fatherly regat d, ✓ 
to wiflr me wed to one halfe Lunaticke, 

A mad-cap ruffian, and a fwearing lacke. 

That thinkes with oathes to face the matter out. 

Pet, Father,’tis thus,your i’clfc and all the world 
That talk’d of her,haue talk’d amiffc of her : 
Itlhebecurft, it is for pollicie, t 

Forfliee’s not froward,but modeft as the Done, 

Shee is not hot, but temperate as the morne , 

For patience ftice will proue a fecond Crijjell, 

AndRomane Lttcreee for her chaftitie : 

And to conclude, we haue greed fo well together, 
Tlutvponfondayis the wedding day. 

Kate, lie lee thee hang’d on fonday firft. (firft. 

Cfre. Hark Petrucbio , flie faies fhee’ll fee thee hang’d 
7 > 4 .Isthis your fpeedingPnay thegodnight our pare. 
Pet. Be patient gentlemen, I choofe her tor my felfe, 
Iffhe and I be pleas'd, what’s that to you ? 

’Tisbargain’d twixt vs twaine being alone, 

That flic fliall ftill be curft in company. 

I tell you ’tis incredible to bcleeue 

How much fhe loues me: oh the kindeft Kate , 

Slice hung about my nccke, and kiffe on kiffe 
Shce vi’d fo faft, protefting oath on oath , 

That in a twinke flie won me to her leue. 

Oh you are nouiccs, ’tis a world to fee 
How tame when men and women are alone, 

A meacocke wretch can make the curfteft flircw: 

Giue me thy hand Kate,l vvili vnto Venice 
To buy apparell ’gainft the wedding day 5 
Prouide the feaft father,and bid the guefts, 

1 will bo fure my Kztberine fliall be fine. 

Bap. T know not what to foy,but giue me your hads, 
God fend you joy, Petrucbio, ’tis a match. 

Gre.Tra. Amen fay we,we will be witnefles. 

Pet. Father,and wifir.andgentlemen adieu, 
IwilltoFe«>ce, fondai^ comes apace. 

We will haue rings, and fhmgs',and f 


,and fine array, 


And kiffe me Kate,we will be married a fonday. 

Exit Petrucbio and Katherine , 

Gre. Was cuer match clapt vp fo fodainly ? . 

Bap. Faith Gentlemen now I play amarchantspatt 
And venture madly onadefperate Mart. 

Tra. Twas a commodity lay fretting by you, 

’Twill bring you gaine,or perifh on the fcas. 

Bap. The gaine I feeke,is quiet me the match. 

Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch: 

But now Baptifia, to your yongcr daughter. 

Now is the day we long haue looked for, 

I am your neighbour, and was filter firft. 

Tra. And i am one chat loue Bianca more 
Then words canwitnefle.or your thoughts can gucffc. 

Gre. Yongling thou canft not loue fo dearc as 1, 

Tra. Gray-beard thy loue doth freeze. 

Gre. But thine doth fric. 

Skipper ftand backe,’tis age that nouriflbeth. 

Tra. Buc youth in Ladies eyes that floriftieth. 

'A^p.Conccru you gentlemcti,Iwil copound this ftrife 
’Tis deeds muft win the prize, and he of both 
Thac can affurc my daughter greateft dower. 

Shall haue my Biancas loue. 

Say fignior Cjremio, what can you affurc her ? 

Gre. Firft, as you know, my houfe within the City 
Is richly furniflied with plate and gold , 

Bafons and ewers to lane her dainty hands: 

My hangings all of tirian tapefiry : 

In Iuory cofers I haue ftuft my crownes: 

In Cypres chcfts my arras counterpoints, 

Coftly apparell, tents, and C anopies 
Fine Linncn, Turley cuiliions boil with pcarle, 

Vallens ofVenicegold.inneedle worke : 

Pewter and braflc,and all things that belongs 
To houfe or houfe-keeping: then at myfarme 
I haue a hundred milch-kine to the pale. 

Sixe-icore fat Oxen Handing in my flails. 

And all things anfwerable to this portion. 

My felfe am ftrocke in yeeres I muft confeflc , 

And if I die to morrow this is hers. 

If whil’ft I liue flie will be onbly mine. 

Tra. That only came well in: fir, lift to me, 

I am my fathers licyre and oncly fonne. 

If I may haue your daughter to my wife, 
lleleaucher boufes three or foureas good 
Within rich Pifa walls, as any one 
Old Signior Gremto lias in Padua, 

Bcfidesjtwothoufand Duckets by theyeere 
Of fruitfull land, all which fliall be her ioynter. 

What,haue I pincht you Signior (jremio ? 

Gre. T wo thoufand Duckets by the yeere of land, 
My Land amounts not to fo much in all; 

Thac fhe fliall hauc,befides an Argofie 
That now is lying in Marceilus roade: 

What,haue I choakt you with an Argofie ? 

Tra. Gremto, ’tis knowne my father hach no leffe 
Then three great Argofies,befides two Galliaffes 
And twclue tite Gallies, thefel will affure her. 

And twice as much what ere thou offreft next. 

Gre. Nay, 1 haueoffred all,I hauenomorej 
And fhe can haue no more then all I haue , 

If you like me, fhe fliall h^e me and mine. 

Tra » Why then the maid is mine from all the world 
By your firmepromife, Gremio is out vied. 

Bap. I muft confeffe your offer is thebeft. 

And let your father make her the affurance, 

T Shee 
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Shcc is your ownc, elfc you muft pardon me: 

If you fhould die before him, where's her dower? 

Tra. That's but a cauill: he is oldc, I young# 

Gre . And may not yong men die as well as old ? 

'Bap. VVell gentlemen, I am thus rciolu’d, 

On fonday next, you know 
My daughter Katherine is to be married: 

Now on the fonday following,(hall 'Bianca 
Be Bride to you, if you make this affurance: 

If not, to Signior Gremio : 

And fo 1 take my leauc, and thankc you both. Exit . 

Gre . Adieu good neighbour: now I feare thee not: 
Sirra,yong gametter, your father were afoole 
To giue thee all, and in his wayning age 
Set foot vndcr thy table : tut,a toy, 

An olde Italian foxc is not lo kinde my boy. Exit. 

Tret. A vengeance on your crafty withered hide. 

Yet I haue fac’d it with a card of ten: 

’Tis in my head to doe my matter good: 

I fee no reafon but fuppos’d Lucentio 
Muft get a father, call’d fuppos'd VincentiOj 
And that’s a wonder: fathers commonly 
Doe get their children : but in this cafe of woing, 

A childe (hall get a firc,ifT faile not of my cunning,£v#f. 


Atlus Tertia. 


Enter Lucentio , Horten! io, AndBianca. 

Luc • Fidlcr iorlxave you grow too forward Sir, 
Haue you fo foone forgot the entertainment 
Her fitter Katherine welcom'd you withall. 

Hort. Bur wrangling pedant, this is 
The patronefle ofheaueniy harmony : 

Then giue me Jeaue to haue prerogatiue. 

And when in Muficke we haue lpcnt an home, 

Your Lecture fhall haue leifure for as much. 

Lhc . Prcpoftcrous Afie that neuer read fo farre. 

To know the cauie why muficke was ordain’d : 

Was it not to refrefh the rninde of man 
After his ftudies,or his vfuall paine ? 

Then giue me leaue to read Philosophy , 

And while I pauic,ferue in your harmony. 

Hort. Sirra,I will not beare thefc braues of chine. 

Bianc. Why gentlemen, you doe me double wrong, 
To ftriue for that which refteth in my choice: 

I am no breeching fcholler in the fchooles, 
lie not be tied to howres,nor pointed times, 

But learnemy Leffonsas I pleafe my felfe, 

And to cut off all ftrife: heere fit we downe. 

Take you your inftrumcnt,play you the whiles, 

His Le&ure will be done ere you haue tun’d. 

Eort. You’ll leaue his Leiturc when I am in tune? 

Luc . That will be neuer,tunc your inftrument. 

Bian. Where left we laft t 

Luc . Heere Madam : Hie Ibat Simois^hieeft figeria 
tclltu , hie fteterat Prtami regia Celfa fenis. 

Bian. Confterthcm. 

Luc. Hie Ibat y as I told you before, Stmou, I am Lu¬ 
centio, hie eft, fonne vnto Vinccntio of Pifa y Sigcriatel- 
las, difguifcd thus to get yoifr loue, hiefteterat , and that 
Lucentio that comes a wooing, priami y ismymanTra- 
nio,r*g#*, bearing my port, celfa fenis chat we might be¬ 
guile the old Pancalownc. 


Hort. Madam,my Inftrumcnp's in tune. 

Bian, Let’s heare,oh fie,the treble iarres. 

Luc. Spit in the hole man,and tunc againc. 
t Bian. Now let mee fee if I canconftcr it. Hie i 
noisy I know you not, hie ejifigeria uHh* % 1 t ru ft 
hiefiateratpriamiy takehcedehehcarevsnot, r , Unot 
fume not fCelfa fenis , defpairc not# ’ 

Hort. Madam,tisnowintunc. 

Luc. All but thebafe. 

Hort . The bafe is right, ’tis the baleknaucthat’ 

Luc. How fiery and forward our Pedant is ^ 

Now for my life the knaue doth court my lone* 
Pedafcttlfiy lie watch you better yet: 

In time 1 may belecue, yet I miftruft. 

Bian. Miftruft it not, for furc *s£acidcs 
Was Aiaxc aid fo from his grandfather. 

Hort. 1 muft beleeue my maftcry:lfeIp romif 
I (hould be arguing ftill vpon that doubt, ™ 

But let it reft, now Litto to you: 

Good matter cake it not vnkindly pray 
That I haue bccnc thusplcafant with you both, 

Hort. Youmay go walk,and giue me leaue a whi] 
My Leffons make no muficke in three parts. C ' 
Luc . Are you fo formall fir,well I muft waite 
And watch w ithall, for but I be decciu’d , 

Our fineMufitian groweth amorous, 

Hor. Madam, before you touch theinftrument 
T o learne the order of my fingering, 

I muft begin with rudiments of Art, 

To teach you gamoth in a briefer fort. 

More pleafant,pithy, and effc&uall, 

Then hath beene taught by any of my trade. 

And there it is in writing fairely drawne. 

Bian . Why, 1 am paft my gamouth long agoc, 
Hor. Yet read the gamouth of Hoytentio . 

Bian. Gamouth I am, the ground of all accord; 
Aire, to plead Hortenfios palfion : 

BcemCy Bianca take him for thy Lord 1 
Cfavty that lowes with all affcdlion : 

T) folre. one Chfte,two notes haue I, 

Elamiy fhowpicty or I die. 

Call you this gamouth ? tut I like it not, 

Old faftiions pleafe me beft, I am not fo nice 
To charge true rules for old inuentions. 

Enter a Meffengtr. 

Niche. Miftreffe, your father prayes you leaue your 
And hclpe to dreffe your fifters chamber vp, (boob, 
You know to morrow is the wedding day. 

Bian. Farewell fwcet matters both, I muft be gone, 
Luc. Faith Miftrefl'e then I haue no caufe roftay. 
Hor. But I haue caufc to pry into this pedant, 
Mcthinkes he lookes as though he were in loue: 

Yet if rhy thoughts Bianca be fo humble 
To caft thy wandring eyes on enery ftale: 

Seize thee that Lift, if once I finde thee ranging, 
Hortenfia will be quit with thee by changing. Exit* 

Enter Bapttfta y Gremio , Trattio , Katherine , Bianca, 
thers>attendants. 

Bap # Signior Lucentio y this is the pointed day 
That Katherine and Petruchio fhould be married, 

And yet we heare not of our fonne in Law: 

What will be faid,what mockery will it be? 

To want the Bridc-groome when the Prieft attends 
To fpeakc the ceremoniall rites of marriage? 

What fai cs Lucentio to this fhamc of ours? 

No 
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No fhame bu: mine, I muft forfoothbe forft 


219 


To d* my oppf*! my tort 

I J. , „,,J-brainr rudesby, full of fpleeue, 
v"ho woo’d in hatte, and mcanes co wed a: leyfure : 

r told VoU I. hc vva * a fra,uickc toole > 

u din« his bitter tells in blunt bchauiour , 

And to be noted for a merry man; 

See’ll wooe a thoulatid, point the day of marriage, 

1 w.tjefriends, inuitc, and proelaimc the banc?, 

Vet neuer mcancs to wed where hc hath woo’d : 

Kov» muft the world point at poorc Katherine, 

And fay, loe > thcrc is mad Petruchto's wife 
n jt would pleafe him come and marry her. 

’ j- rrf> Patience good Katherine and Baptijht too, 

Vpon my life Tetruchh mcanes but well, 

VVhateuer fortune ftayes him from his word, 

Though he be blunt, 1 know him parting wile, 

Though he be merry,yet withall he's hone ft. 

K/tte. Would Katherine had neuer feen him though. 

Exit weeping. 

Pap. Goc girle,I cannot blame thee now to weepe, 
Forfuch an iniurie would vcxe3 very faint, 

Much more a flirew of impatient humour. 

' Enter 'Biomlello, 

Bim. Mafter, maftcr, nevves, and fuch neWcs as you 
neuer heard of. 

Bap. Is it new and olde too ? how may that be ? 

'Bitm. Why, isitnotnewes to heard of Petruckijs 
Bap. Is he come? (comming? 

Bum. Why no fir. 

Bap. What then ? 

Bim. He is comming. 

"Bap. When will he be heere ? 

Bim. When he ftands where I am, and fees you there. 
Tra. But fay,what to thine olde newes ? 

Bim. Why Pet rue hie is comming, in a new hat and 
an old ierkin, a paire of olde breeches thrice turn’d; a 
paire ofbootes that haue beene candle-cafes, one buck* 
led, another lac’d : an olde rufty fwordtane out of the 
Towne Armory,with a broken hilt,and chapelertetwith 
two broken points : his horfe hip’d with an oldemo- 
thy fiddle, and ftirrops of no kindred : befides pofleft 
with the glanders', and liketomofe in the chine, trou¬ 
bled with the Lampaflc, infedled with the fa ft.ions, full 
ofWindegalls, fpedwithSpauins, raied with the Yel- 
lowes, paft cure of theFiucs, ftarkcfpoyl’d with the 
Staggers, begnawne with the Bots, Waidin the back c, 
andfhouldcr-fhotten, ncerelcg’d before, and with a 
halfe-chc-kcBitte,& aheadftall of flieepesleather,which 
being reftrain’d to kcepe him from ftumbling,hath been 
often burft.and now repaired with knots: one girth fixe 
times peec’d, and a womans Crupper of velure, which 
bath two letters for her name, fairely fet down in (tuds, 
and heere and there peec’d with packthred. 

'Pap. Who comes with him? 
r 0 K ir » bis Lackey, for all the world Capari- 
londhke the horfe: with a linnen ftock on one leg, and 
M Cr ^boot-hofe on the other, gartred with a red and 
ewliftjan old hat,& the humor of forty fancies prickt 
t or a feather: a monfter, a very monfter in apparell 
1 ® a< ^briftianfoot-boy,ora gentlemans Lacky. 

Y r *r . s fo I T ’ c od bumor pricks him to this fafhion, 
o centimes he goes but meane apparcl’d. 

«p. lam glad he’s come, howfocre he domes, 

Why fir.hccomesnoc. 

A h D ‘dft tKounet fay heecomes? 


Bi«». Who, that Petruchio came ? 

Bap. I, that/V/wr^/e came. (backe. 

Eton. No fir, I fay his horfe conics with him on his 
'Bap. Why that’s ail one. 

Eton. Nay by S.latnjr, I hold you a penny,a horfe and 
a man is more then one,andyet not many. 

Safer Vetrnchio and Crumio. 

Pet. Come, where be thefe gallants? who’s at home ? 
Bap. You are welcome fir. 

Petr. And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra. Not fo well apparcll’d as I wifh you were. 

Petr. Were it better I fhould rufti in thus : 

But where is Kate ? where is my louely Bride ? 

How does my father?gentles mcthinkes you frowne 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 

As if they faw fotnc wondrous monumen t, 

Some Commet, or vnufuall prodigie ? 

Bap. Why fir, you know this is your wedding day; 
Firft were we fad.fearing you would not come 1 
Now fadder that you come fo vnprouided: 

Fie, doff this habit,fhamc to your eftate. 

An eye-fore to our folemne fcftiuall. 

Tra. And tell vs what occafion ofimport 
Hath all fo long detain’d you from your wife 
And fent you hither fo vnlike your leife ? 

Petr. Tedious it were to tell,and harfti to heare, 
L’ufficetfi I am come to keepe my word, 

Though in fome part inforced to digreffe , 

Which at more leyfure I will fo cxcufc. 

As you fliall well be fatisfied with all. 

But where is Kate ? I ftay too long from her. 

The morTTfng weares/tis time we were at Church. 

^ Tra. See not your Bride in thcle vnreucrcnt robes 
Goe to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

Pet. Not I, belecue me,thus lie vifit her. 

Bap. But thus I truft you will not marry her. fwords. 
Pet. Good footh euen thus ; therefore ha done with 
To me fhe’s married.net vnto my cloathes: 

Could I repaire what flic will weare in me 
As I can change thefe poore accoutrements 
’Twere well for Kate, and better for my felfe. 

But what a foole am I to chat with you, 

When I fhouid bid good morrow co my Bride ? 

And leale the tide with a louely kifle. Sxit. 

Tra. He hath fome meaning in his mad attire, 

We will perfwade him be it pofliblc, 

To put on better ere he goe toCji.urch. 

Bap. lie after him,and fee the euent of this. Exit. | 

Tra. But fir, Loueconcerneth vs to adde 
Her fathers liking, which to bring to paffe 
As before imparted to your worflaip, 

I am to get a man what ere he be, 

It skills not much, weele fit him to our turne, 

And hc fhall b cVincentio of Pifa, 

And make aflurance heere in Padua 
Ol greater lumroes then I hauepromifed,' 

So (hall you quietly enioy your hope. 

And marry fweet Bianca with confcnt. 

Luc. Were ic not that my fellow fchoolemailer 
Doth watch Bianca's fteps io narrowly: 

Twere good me-thinkes to ftealc our marriage, 

Which once perform’d,let all the world Cay no, 
lie keepe mine ow'nc defpice of all the world. 

Tra. That by degrees wemeaneto lookeinto, 
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And watch our vantage in thi* bufineffe, 
Wee’ll ouer-reach the grey-beard Grtr/uo, 
The narrow prying father Afinola , 

The quaint Mufician, amorous Litis, 

All for my Mafters fake Lucentio. 


Enter Cj. 


remso. 


Signior Qremio,came you from the Church? 

< jre . As willingly as ere 1 came from fchoole. 

Tra. And is the Bride & Bridegroom coming home? 
Gre . A btidegroome fay you ? ’tis a groome indeed, 
A grunalling groome,and that the girle fhall findc. 

Tra. Cottier then flic,why ’tis impoifiblc. 

Gre. Why hec’s adeuill,adeuill,a very fiend. 

Tra. Why flic’s a deuill,a deuill.the dea ls damme, 

Gre. Tut,flie’s aLambCjaDoue.a foolc to him: 
lie tell you fir Lucentio ; when the Pried 
Should aske if Katherine fhould be bis wife, 

I,by goggs woones quoth he,and lwore lo loud, 

That all amaz’d the Pried let fall the booke. 

And as he (loop’d agninc to take it vp, 

This mad-brain’d bridegroome tooke him luch a cuffe, 
That downe fell Pricrt and booke,and booke and Pried, 
Now take them vp quoth he, if any lift. 

Tra. What faid the wench when he rofe againe ? 

Cjre. Trembled and fhookc: for why,he (lamp’d and 
fwote,as if the Vicar meant to cozen him : but after ma¬ 
ny ceremonies done, hec calls for wine, a health quoth 
he, as if he had beene aboord carowfing to his M ates af¬ 
ter a ftormc, quaft off the Mufcadell,and threw the lops 
all in the Sextons face: hauing no other reafon, but that 
hi* beard grew thinncandhiingerly,and feem’d to aske 
him fops as hec was drinking: This done,hec tooke the 
Bride about the necke, and kid her lips with fuch a cla¬ 
morous fmacke, that at the parting all the Church did 
cccho: and I feeing this,came thence tor very (hame.and 
after mcc I know the rout is comming, luch a mad mar- 
ryage neuer was before: barke, harkc, 1 hearc the min- 
ftrels play, Majtcke places. 

Enter Petruehio t Kate^Bianca,Hortenfio^BaptiJla. 

Pefr.Gentlemen & friends, I thank you for your pains, 
I know you thinkc to dine with me to day. 

And haue prepar’d great (lore of wedding checre. 

But fo it is, my hade dotjj call me hence. 

And therefore heere 1 meaneto take my leatic. 

Bap. Is’t poffible you will away to nights’ 

Pet. I muft a way to day before night come. 

Make it no wonder: ifyouknewmy bufineffe. 

You would intreat me rather goe then day : 

And honed company,! thanke you all, 

Thathaue beheld me giue away my feife 
To this mod patient,fwcet,and vertuous wife, 

Dine with my famcr.drinke a health to me. 

For 1 muft hence,and farewell to you all. 

Tra. Let vs intreat you day till after dinner. 

Pet. It may not be. 

Gra. Lctmeintreatyou. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kat. Let me intreat you. 

pet. I am content. 

Kat. Are you content to (lay ? 

pet. Iam content you (ball entreat me (lay, 

Bu t yet not (lay,entreat me how you can. 


Kat. Nowifyoulouemcftay. 

Pet. Grumto, myhorfe. 

Gra. 1 fir, they be ready, the Oate* haue eat.n 
horfes. entl * 

Kate. Nay then. 

Doe what thou canft, I will not goe to day, 

No,nor to morrow, not till I pleafe my feife, 

T he dore is open fir, there lies your way. 

You may be iogging whiles your bootes are greene: 
For me,l!e not be gone till I pleafe my feife, 

’Trs like you’ll prouea iolly furly groome. 

That take it on you at the full fo roundly. 

Pet. O Kate content thec,prcthce be not angry. 

Kat. I will be angry, what haft thou to doe ? 
Fathcr,be quiet, he fhall (lay my leifure. 

Gre. I marry fir,now it begins to worke. 

Kat. Gcntlemen,forward to the bridall dinner 
I fee a woman may be made a foole 
If fhe had not a (pirit to refill. 

Pet. They fhall goe forward Kate at thy command 
Obey the Bride you that attend on her. 

Goe to the fcaft, reucll and dominecrc, 

Carowfe full meafure to her maiden-head. 

Be maddc and merry,or goe hang your fclues: 

But for my bonny Kate , fhc muft with me: 

Nay, looke not big,nor ftampe, nor dare,nor fret, 

I will be matter of w hat is mine owne, 

Shee is my goods,my chattels,(he is my houfe, 

My houfhold-ftuffc.my field,n»y barne, 

My horle,my oxc,my affe, my any thing. 

And hccrc fhe (lands, touch her who euer dare, 
lie bring mine adlion on the proudeft he 
That (lops my way in Padua: Grumto 
Draw forth thy weapon,we ate befet withthccues, 
Rcfcuc thy M i (Ircffe if thou be a man: 

Fcare not (weet wench,they fhall not touch thee Kelt, 
He buckler thee againft a Million. Exeunt.P.Kt, 

Tap. Nay,let them goe,a couple of quiet ones. (ing. 

Gre. Went they not quickly,! fhould die with laugh* 

Tra. Of all mad matches neuer was the like. 

Luc. Miftreffe,what’s your opinion of your fillet? 

Btan .That being road her feife,flic’s madly mated. 

Gre. I warrant him Petruchio is Kated. 

Bap. Neighboursand friends,though Bride &Bride- 
For to fupply the places at the table, (groomwants 

You know there wants no iunkets at the feaft : 
Lucentio , you fhall lupply the Bridegroomes place, 
And let Bianca take her fillers roomc. 

Tra. Shall Tweet “Bianca pratSttfehowtobrideit? 

,Sap. She fhall Lucentio-. come gentlemen lets goe. 

Enter Grumto. Exemu 

Gru.: Fie,fie on all tired lades, on all mad Mafters,Ji 
all foule waies: was euer man fo beaten ? was etterman 
foraide ? was euer man fo weary ? I amfent before to 
make a fire.and they arc comming after to warme them: 
now were not I a little pot,& foone hot; my verv Iippes 
might freeze to my jeech, my tongue to t he roofe ot ray 
mouth, my heart in my belly, ere 1 fhould come by anre 
to thaw me, but I with blowing the fire fhall warme my 
feife: for confidering the weather, a taller man thcnl 
will take cold: Holla, hoa (unit. 


Enter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is that calls fo coldly ? 

Gru. A piece of Ice : if thou doubt it, tb° u J* 
Aide from my fhoulder to my hcele, Wlt at(I 
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-—^Trdnbut mvhead ana my Afire good 

greater a 

CH T Ts mv matter and his wife comming Grtmio* , , . . 

c#r ‘ nh I Curtu I, and therefore fire,fire, cad on no they kiffc their hands 


vVJt<:r ’ Is (he fo hot a fhrew as fhe’s reported. 

C f‘ She was good Curtis before this froft: but thou 
, Vft winter tames man, woman, and bead : for it 
Jathtarn'd my old matter,and my new' tniMi, and my 

feife W' 0 * . t j, ree foole, I am no bead. 


Qyft, 

,d fo long am I at the lead 


(hall 1 complairj e on shee to ourrr 
/ji e being now at hand) thou fbalc luu„ 
old comfort, for being flow m thy hoc c 
Cur. I prethce good Grumto ,tell me. 


Cur . 
vvorld ? 


Crti Awayy^u 

Am j but three inches? Why thy home is a foot 
* * * But wile thou make a iire ; 

mirtris,’ whofehand 
bone fccle, to thy 
office. 

how goes the 


CWe A cold world Curtis in euery office but thine, Sc 
therefore fire: do thy duty, and haue thy ciutie, for iriy 
Rafter and miftris aie almpft frozen to death. 

** O. 'There's fire readie, and therefore good Crumb 
thenewes. 

Gw. Why Iacke boy, ho boy, and as much newes as 
vvilt thou. 

Citr. Come,you are fo fall of coni catching. 

Cm. Why therefore fire, for I haue caught extreme 
cold. Where’s the Cooke/ is fupper ready, the houfe 
trinfdjiufhcs ftrew'd, cobwebs fwept, theferuingtnen 
in their new fuftian, the white ftockings, and cucry effi- 
ccr his wedding garment on? Be thclackes fairewilh* 
in,theGilswithout, the Carpetslaide, and cuerie 
thing in order ? 

Cur . All readiS: and therefore I pray thee newes. 

Cm. Firtt know my horfc is tired, my maftcr & mh 
ffrisfalneout. Cttr. How? 

Gru . Oucoftheir faddlcs into the durt, and thereby 
hangs a tale. 

Cur* Let's ha *t good Grumto . 

Cru. Lend thine care. 

Cur* Hcerc, 

Gru. There* 

Cur . This *tis to feele a tale,not co hearc a talc. 

Gru . And therefore'tis cai f d a fcnlible tale: and this 
Cuffe was but to knocke at your eare, and bcfccch li(L 
ning; now I begin, Inprimis w<ec3me downe a fowle 
hill, my Maffer riding beninde my Miftris* 

Cur. Roth of one horfe ? 

Cjrtr. What’s that to thee ? ' 

Ch)\ Why a horfc. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale : but hadft thou not croft me, 
thou fhouldft haue heard how her horfc fel, and fhc vo¬ 
der her horfe: thou fhouldfthauc heard in howmicrya 
pUcCjhow fee was bemoil’d, how hcc left her with the 
horfe vpon her, how he beat me becaufc her horfe ftum~ 
blcd^ow fhe waded through thcdurttopluckc him off 
me: how he fwore,how flic prai’d, that neuer prai'd be¬ 
fore : how I cricd,how the horfes ranne away, how her 
bridle was burft : howl loft my crupperj with manic 
things ofworthy memorie, which now fhall die in obli- 
uion, and thou rctumcvncxpcrienc’d to thy graue. 

Cur. By this rcckning he is more fhrew than (he. 

Gru. I,and that thou and the proudeft of you all fhall 
nnde when he comes home. But what talke I of this? 
-all forth Nathaniel, lofpk, NicholatfValter y Su- 
gnfop and the reft; let their heads beeflickely comb’d. 


their blew coats brufh s d, and their garters of ah indiffe¬ 
rent knit, let them curcfic with their left Icggcs^ and not 
prefume to touch a haire of my Mafters horfc-taile^ till 
1 1 Arc they all rcadic/ 

Cur* They arc. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Cur. Do you hearc ho?you muft mcete my maifter 
tooountcnance my miftris# 

Gru. Why fhehachafaccofher owne. 

Cur. Who knowes not that? \'J- 

Cjrtf. Thou it feemes, that cals for company to coum?! 
tenanccher. A . -J 

Cur* l call thorn forth to credit her* 

Enter four* or fine fernwgmen* e 
Grrd. Why fee comes to borrow nothing ofthern* ; 
flat* Welcome home Gruntio. 

VbiL How now Grumiom oci : 

Io/. What Grumto. 

jVsch. Fellow Grtrnio. [ 

Nat. How now old lad. 

Gru. Wclcomc you: how now you: what you: fel¬ 
low you: and thus much for greeting. Now my fprucc 
companions,isall readie,and all things neatc? 

Nat. All things is readic, how neere is our roaftcr ? 

Gre. E'neat hand, alighted by this: and thcreforebc 
not-——Cockcs paffion,hlencc, I hearc my maftcr. 


£ntcr Petruchio and Kate. 

Pet. Where be chefeknaues? What no manat doorc 
To hoi d my ftirrop „ nor to take my horfe ? 

Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Phillip . 

'Jilifer. Heere,heerefir,hecrcfir# 

pet . Heere fir,hecre fir,heere fir,!»eere fir. 

You logger-headed and vnpollifht groomes: 

What? no attendance? no regard? no dutic? 

Where is the fbolifh knaye I lent before ? 

Gnu Heere fir, as loolife as I was beferer 
Pet. You pezant,Twain, you horfon malt-horfe drudg 
Did I not bid thee mecte me in the Parke, 

And bring along thefe rafeal fcnaucs with thee? 

Grumto. Nathaniels coate fir was not fully made, 

And Cjabrels pumpes were all vnpinkt i’th heele: 

There was no Linke to colour Peters hat. 

And Walters dagger was not come from fheathing : 
There were none fine, but .AJum. Rafe, and Gregory, 
The reft were ragged, old, and Leggerly, 

Yet as they are, heere are they come to mecte you. '? 

Fet a Go rafeals ; go,and retch my fupper in.* Ex.Ser. 
Where is the life that late I led? 

Where are thofe ? Sit downe Kate 9 
And welcome. Soud 7 foud,fouci,foud. 

Enter feruaqts with fupper . 

Why when T fay? Nay good fweete Kate be merrie. 

Off with my boots, you rogues :you villaines, when ? 

It was the Friar of Ordersgrtf 3 
As he forth walked on his way. 

Out you rogue, you plucks my footc awrie, 

T ake that, and mend the plucking of the other* 

Be merrie Kate: Some water heere: what hoa. 

Enter one with water. 

Where's my Spaniel Troiltu ? Sirra f get you hence. 

And bid my cozen Ferdinand come hither ; 

One Kate that you muft krff^and be acquaint^ with. 
Where are my Slippers ? Shall I haue fome w at cr ? 

Come Kate and wafih,& welcome heartily: 
you horfon villainc, will youlctit fall? 

T 5 Kate 
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Kate, Patience I pray you, ’twas a fault vnwillmg. 
Pet. Ahorfonbcetle.headedflap-ear’d knaue: 
Come Kate fit downe, I know you haue a ftomacfcc. 
Will you giue thankes, fweete Kate, or clfe (ball I ? 
What’s this. Mutton ? 
l.Ser. I. 

Pet . Who brought it ? 
peter. I. 

Pet. Tisburnt,andfois.all themeatc: 

What dogges are thefe ? Where is the raicall Cooke ? 
How durlt you villages bring it from the dretler 
And ferue it thus to me that loue it not ? 

There, take ic to you, trenchers, cups,and all: 

You hcedlefle fob-heads, and vnmanner’d flaues. 
•What, doyou grumble? lie be with you ftraight, 

Kate . 1 pray you husband be not fo difquict, 

The meatc was well, if you werclo contented. 

Pet . I tell thee Kate , ’ewas burnt and dried away, 
And I expreflely am forbid to touch it: 

For ic engenders chol!er,planteth anger, 

And better ’twerc that both of vs did faft. 

Since of our fclucs, our ielucs arc chollerick e, 

Then feede it with fuch oucr-rofted flefh.- 
Be patient, to nriorrovv'c (haibc mended. 

And for this night wel faft for compame. 

Come I wil bring thee to thy Bridall chamber. Exeunt. 
Enter Servants feuerally. 

Nath . Peter didft cuer fee the like. 

Peter . He kils her in her ownc humor. 

(frnmio. Where is he? 

Enter Curtit a Servant. 

Cur . In her chamber, making a fermon of con tin cn- 
cie to her, and railes,and fweares, and rate >, that fhee 
(poore foulc) knowes not which way to fia’nd^tolookc, 
to fpcake, and fits as one new rifen from a dreame. A- 
way, away, for he is commitig hither. 

Enter Pctrtichio . 

Pet. Thus haue 1 politickcly begun my v eigne. 

And ’tis my hope to end fucceffcfully : 

My Faulconnow ia iharpe,andpa|fing ^m^tie, 

Ano. til (be ftoope, (be muff not bv. full gorg’d, 

For then fine ncue'r lookes vp.on her luve. 

Another way I haue to man rry Haggard, 

To make her come,and know her Keepers call: 

That is, to watch her, as we watch thefe Kites, 

That baite, and beate, and will not be obedient: 

She cate no meatc to day, nor none (hall eatc. 

Laft night (be flop t not, nor to night fhc (hall not: 

As with the meste, focnc vndefenued fault 
lie finde about the making of the. bed, 

And hcere lie fling the pillow, there the boulflcr. 

This way the Couerlet, anothej: way the (beets : 

I, and amid this hurlie I intend. 

That all is done in reuerend cart: of her, « * 

And in conclufion, (be (hal wat'fli all night. 

And if flic chance to nod, lie radle and brawie. 

And with the clamor keepe h^r flil awake : 

This is a way to kil a Wife with kindnefic. 

And thus He edrbe her macVandheadftrong humor: 

He that knowes betterhx>w to tame a (brew. 

Now let him fpeake, -tis charily to (hew. Exit 

Enter Traniff and Hortenfio'. 

Tra. Is’tpofbiblefriend Utfio^ that miftris 
t)oth fancie any other but laaceyttio, 
t tel you fir, (bebeatesme -fiiureia hand. 

Luc. Sir,tofatisfieyou in what I haue faid, 



Hor. No w Miftris, profit you in what vou r* j 
Btan, What Matter readeyoufirft adcf 

H,r. I re.de, rh.t I p ,„ J. 

TUn And may you proue firMafter ofy 01 / r An 

hcaft^’ Wh ' C y ° U fwCCtt5eere P touc Miftreffe of m 

Hor. Quickeproceeders marry, now tel m.r 
you that durft fwearc that your miftris 'Bianca ^ 

Lou’d me in the World fo wcl as Lucentio. 

Tra. Oh defpightful Loue, vneonftant w oman l ln , 
I tel tnee Lifio this is wonderfull. * D ®i 

Hor. Mi flake no more, I am not Lifio 
Nor a Mufitian as I feeme to bee, 

But one that fcornc to liuc in this difguife., ■ 

For fuch a one a» leaues a Gentleman, 

And makes a God of fuch aCullion j 
Know fir, that I am cal’d Hortenfio , 

. Tra. Signior Hortenfio^ haue often heard 
Of your entire affetfion to Bianca, 

And fince mine eyes are witnefie of her lightDeffe v 
1 wil with you, if you be fo contented, 

Foi fweare Bianca , and her lone for euer. 

Hor. See how they kifle and court: Signior Luctuti 
Heeic is my hand, and heeic I firmly vow 
Newer ro woo her more, but do fbrlwearc her 
As one vnworthie all the former fauours 
i bat I haue fondly flatter’<j them withall. 

fra. And hcere I take the like vnfained oath, 
Ncucrtomarrie with her,though flie would im’eate 
Fic on her, lee bow beaflly flae doth court him, 1 ’ 
Hor. Would all the world but he had quite forfwoi 
For me, that I may furely keepe mincoath. 

1 wil be married to a wealthy Widdow, 

Ere three dayes paffe, which hath as long lou’d me, 

As I haue lou’d this proud difdainful Haggard, 

And fo farcwel fignior Lucentio, 

Kindncffe in women, not their beauteous looker 
Shal win my loue, and foi take my leaue. 

In refolution, as I fwore before, 

Tra. Miftris Bianca , blcffc you with fuch grace, 

As longeth to a Louers b.'effed cafe: 

Nay, I haue cane you napping gentle Loue, 

And haue forfworncyou with Hortenfio. 

Bian. Tranio yon ieft, but haue you both forfworm 
mc-c ? 

Tra. Miflris we haue. 

Luc. Then vve arc rid of Lifio. 

Tra. I’faith hee’l haue a luftic Widdow now, 

That fhalbe woo’d, and wedded in a day. 

Ttan. God giue hirn ioy. 

Tra. I,and hee’l tame her. 

* Bianca. He fayes fo Tranio, 

Tra. Faith he is gone vnto the taming fchoole. 
!Z?/4».The taming fchoole: what is there fuch a place 
Tra. 1 miftris, and Tetmchio is the mafter. 

That teacheth trickcs eleuen and twentie long, 

To tame a lhrew, and ebarmeher chattering tongue. 

Enter Hiondetlo. 

Bion. Oh Mafter, mafter I haue wntchc fo long, 
That I am dogge-wearie, but at laft I fpied 
An ancient Angel comming down* the hill, 

Wil ferue the turne. 

Tra, What is he r Biond*Uo} 

’Bit. Mafter^ Marcaacant,ora pedant. 
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•r^oc what, but formal! in apparrell, 
re ate and countenance filrely like a Father. 

10 lac. And what of him Tranio? 

jyJ If he be credulous, and cruft my talc. 

He make him glad to feeme 

And gi ue aff urancc t0 VtfW* Mmol*. 

As ifhc were chevighc Virmnth. 

A par. Take me your loue, and then let me alone. 

Enter a Pedant, 
pel God fane you fir. 
fra. And you fir, you are welcome, 

Trauaileyou farre on, or are you at the ftttbcft ? 

Tti Sir at the fartheft for a weeke or two. 

Rut then vp farther, and as farre as Rome, 

And foto Tripolic, tfGodJcnd me life* 
fra. WhatCountreyman I pray? 
pd Of Mantua. 

fra. Of "Mantua Sir, married Gocl forbid, 

Andcoinc to Padua careleffeofyour lifei 
Ped. My how I pray? for that goes hard. 

fra. Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come toPadua, know you not the caufe ? 

Your (hips are Raid at Venice, and thcDtifcc 
Forpriuatequarrcl’twixtyourDukeand Him, 

Hath publHh'd and proclaim’d it openly : • 

’fis meruaile, Wut that you are but newly come, 
you might haue heard it elfc proclaim'd nbout. 

fyd. Alas fir, it is worfe for me then fo. 

Fori haue bils for monie by exchange 
From Florence, and muft heerc dcliucr them. 

fra. Welfir, to do you courtefie. 

This wil I do, and this J wil aduife you, 

Firft tell me, haue you euer beene at Piia ? 

Ted. I fir, in Pifa haue 1 often bin, 
pifarenowned for graue Citizens, 
fra. Among them know you one Vtncentio ? 

Ped. I know him not, but I haue heard of him s 
AMerchant of incomparable wealth, 

f ra. He is my father fir, and footh to fay, 
n count’nance fomewhat dc^firefembleyou. 

Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyficr, & all one. 
fra . To fauc your life in this extremitie, 
bis fauor wil I do you for his fake,*' 

And thinkc it not the word of all your fortunes, 

"hat you are like to Sir Vincent to. 

dis name and creditc dial you vndertakc, 

4ndin my houfeyou fhal be friendly lodg'd, 

,ooke that yon take vpon you as you fhould, 
you vnde^fland me fir: fo fhal you flay 
Til you haue done your bufinefle in the Citic: 
this be court’fie fir, acceptof it. 

Ped. Oh fir I do, and wil repute you euer 
T he patron of my life andlibertie. 

Tra. Then go with me, to make the matter good, 
his by the way I let you vnderftand, 

4y father is heerc look’d foreuenc day, 
o paffe afTurance of a dowrc in marriage 
Twixt me, and one Bapti/faa daughter heer.ct 
In all thefe circumftances He mftrudt you, 

Go with me to cloath you as becomes you. Exeunt. 


Quarlm . Scena c Ptima. 


Bhtar Kathermaandgmuio, .. . , 


(jrti. No, no forfooth I tfarc not For my life. 

Ka. The more my wrong, the more his fpite appears. 
What, did he marrie me to famifh me ? 

Beggers that come vnto my fathers doore, 

Vpon intreatie haue a prefent almes, 

Ifnot, elfewhere they meete with charitic: 

But I, who ncue'r knew how to intreat. 

Nor nefjcr needed that I ftiould intreatc, 

Am ftani’d for meate, giddic for lacke offleepe: 

With oathes kept waking, and with brawling fed, 

And that which fpights me more then all theie want* 

He does it vnder name of perfeft loue: 

As who ftiould fay. ifj ftiouldfleepeoreatel 
Twerc deadly flcknefte, or elfc prefent death, 

I prechee go, sticl get me fome repaft, 

I care not what, fo it he holfome foodc. 

Cjrn. What lay yon to a Neats foote ? 

Kate. "Tis pafsing good, I prcthec let me haue it. 

Grn. I leare it is too c’nollcricke a meate. 

How fay you to a far Tripe finely broyl’d i 
Kate. J like ic well, good Grumio fetch it me. 

Grn. I cannot tell, 1 feare ’tis chollericke. 

What fay.you to a peece ofBcefc and Muftard? 

Kate. A difh that I do loue to feede vpon. 

Cm. I, but the Muftard is too hot a little. 

Kate, Why then theBeefc, and let the Muftard reft. 
Gru. Nay then I wil not, you fhal haue the Muftacd 
Or clfe you get no beefe ofGrumio. 

Kate. Then both or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
gm. Why then the Muftard without the beefe. 

Kate. Go get thee gone, thou falfe deluding fta.ue, 

Beats him. 

That feed’ft me with the veriename of meate. 

Sorrow on rhee, and all the packe of you 
Thac triumph thus vpon my mifery : 

Go get thte gone, I fay. 

r 

Enter Fetrttchio,and Hortenfio with meate. 

Petr. How fares my Kate, what fwceting all a-morc ? 
Hor. Miftris ; whatchcere? 

Kate. Faith as cold as can be. 

Pet. Plucke vp thy fpirits.looke cheerfully vpon me, 
Hcere Loue, thou feeft how diligent I am^ 

TodrelTc ihy meate my felfe, and bring it thee. 

I am fure fweet Kate, this kindnefie metites thankes. 
What, not a word? Nay then, thou Jou’ftitnot;, 

And all my paines is forced to nopropfe, 

Heere take away this difh. 

Kate. I pray you let it ftand. 

Pet. The pooreft lerujee is rep^de with thank.es. 

And fo fiull mine before you touch the meate. 

Kate. Ithankeyoufir. 

E\<r. Signior Petrnchio, fie you arc too blame: 

Come Miftris Kate, lie beare you companie. 

Petr. ate it vp all Hortenfio, ifthou loueft meet 
Much good do it vnto thy gentle heart: 

Kate eate apace; and now my honie Loue, 

Will we recurne vnto thy Fathers houfe, 

Andreuellitasbrauelyasthebcft, - 

With filken coats and caps, and golden Rings^ 

Vv ith Ruffes and CtifFes, and Fardingales^ and thiagp ; 

ith Scar£cs,and Fanncs, & double change ofbraq’ry 
With Araber Bracelets, Beades,and all thisknau’ry.. 

What haft thou din’d ? TheTailor ftaies thy leafure, 
Todeckethy bodie wichhis ruffling treafure, 

Enter Tailor, 

___ . . Come 
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Come Tailor, let vs fee thefe ornaments. 

Enter Haberdtfher. 

Lay forth thfc gowne, Whacnewes with.you fir? 

Fel. Heere is the cap your Worfhip did befpeakc* 
Pet. Why this wqs moulded on a porrenger, 

A Vduct difh : Fie.fic, ’cis lewd and filthy. 

Why *cis a cockle or a walnut-feeil, 

A knacke, a toy, a trickc, a babies cap : 

Away with it, come let me haue a bigger. 

Kate. He haue no bigger, this doth fit the timc 3 
‘ And Gentlewomen wears fuch caps as thefc. 

Pet. When you are gentle, you fhall haue one too, 

; And not till then. 

•Her. That will not be in haft. 

Kate. Why fir I cruft I may haue lcauc to ipeake. 
And fpcake I will. I am no childc, no babe, 

Ydur betters haue indued me fay roy minde. 

And if you cannot, belt you ftop your cares. 

My tongue will cell the anger of my heart. 

Or els my heart concealing it wil breake. 

And rather then it (hall, I will be free, 

Euen to the vtxcrmoft as I pleafe in words. 

Pet . Why thou faift true, h is paler ic cap, 

A cuftard coffen, a bauble, a filken pic, 

I loue thee well in that thou lik’ft it not. 

Kate. Loue me, or loue me nor, I like the cap* 

And it I will haue, or I will haue none. - j 

Pet. Thy gowne, why I: come Tailor let vs fecV 
Oh mercie God, what masking ftuffe is heerc ? 

Whats this? a (lecuc ? r tis like demi cannon. 

What, vpand downe-carud like an apple Tart? 

Heers fnip, and nip, and cut, and fliflh and flaih, 

Like to a Cenfor in a barbers fhoppe: 

Why whata dcuils name Tailor cal’ft thou this ? 

Flor . I fee (hees like to haue neither cap nor gown?. 
Tai. You bid memakeitordcrlicand well, 
According to the fifhion, and the time* 

Pet . Marric and did: but if you be remer&bred* 

I did not bid you marre it to the time. 

Go hop me ouer etiery kennell home, 

For you (hall hop without my cuftomc fir : 
lie none of it; hence,makc your beft of ic. 

Kate, I netier faw a better fafhion’d gowne, 

M">re quemt, more pleafing, nor more commendable: 
Belike you roeane to make a puppet of me. 

Pet, Why true, he meancs to make a puppet of thee. 
Tail. She faics your Worfhip mcanes to make a 
puppet of her. 

Pet, Oh monftrous arrogance: 

Tnou lyeft, thou thted, thou thimble, 

Thou yard three quarters, halfe yard, quarter, naile, 
Thou Flea, thou Nit, thou winter cricket thou: 

BnuM in mine owne houfe with a skoine ofthred : * 
Away thouRaggc, thou quantitie, thou remnant. 

Or S (hall fb bc-metethce with thy yard. 

As thou (hale thinke on prating whil’ft thou liu’ft : 

I tell thee 1, that thou halt marred her gowne. 

Tail. Your, wopftiip is deceiu'd, the gowne is made 
Juft as my matter had direction : * 

Grt*mia gzuc order how it fhould be done. 

Kfrv- I g*ue him no order, I gaue him the ftuffe. 
t iTail' But how did you defire it fhould be made? 

(3V#. Msrfriefe with needle andthred. 

Tail. But did you not requeft to haue it cut t 
Gth. TAoubaft fac’d many things. 

Tail. I haue* 


f Cr *' Fa ccnotmee : thouh^bf/^dtoT^ 
brauc not me ;1 will neither bee fac’d nor brw f ^ 
vnto thee, I bid thy Matter cutout the o 0 wne h^" ^ 
not bid him cut it to peecCs.Ejgo theu h c fl ,t>Ut 5 ^ 

Gru. The note lies in’s throatc if he fay 7 f j 
Tail. Inprimis.aloofe bodied gowne ^ 

Cr«. Matter, ifeuer I faid loofe-bodied gown, r 
me in the skirts of it, and beate me to death with k 
tome ofbrowne thred: I faid a gowne. * ® ot " 

Pet, Proceede. 

Tai. With a fmall compatt cape- 
Cru. I confefle the cape. 

Tai. With a trunke fleeue. 

Gru. I confefle two fleeues. 

Tai'. The fleeues curioufly cut. 

Pet, I thcTe’s the villanie. 
gra. Error i’th bill fir, error i’th bill ? I c omma , , 
the fleeues fhould be cut ouc, and fow’d vp again, **j 
chat lie proue vpon thee, though thy little finger hi., 
med in a thimble. 6 CJf ' 

Tail. This is true tint I fay, and I had thee ; n „i 
where thou fhouldft know it. lnpIacc 

Gru, I am for thee ftratght: take thou the bill g ; u 
me thy meat-yard, and fpare not me. ’ ° • 

Her. God-a-mercie Grume, then hcc fhall haue no 
oddes. 0 

Pet. Well fir in breefc the gowne is not for me. 
Cru. You are i’th right fir,\is for my miftris. 

Pet. Go take it vp vnto thy matters vfe. 

Gru. Villainc, not for thy life: Takevp myMiftrefo 
gowne for thy matters vfe. 

Pet. Why fir, what’s your conceit in that? 

Cru. Oh fir,the conceit is deeper then you think for 
Take vp my Miftris gowne to his matters vfe. 

Qtyfie, fie,fie. 

Pet. Hortenfto, fay thou wilt fee the Tailor paidc; 

Go take ic hence, be go*e, and fay no more. 

Her. Tailor, He pay thee for thy gowne to morrow, 

I ake no vnkindnefle of his baftie words : 

A w(|^fay,commend me to thy matter. Exit Tail 

Pec. well, conic my Kate ,we will vnto your fathers, 
Euen in thefe honeft mesne habiliments: 

Our purfes fhall be proud, our garments poorc: 

For ’cis the minde that makes the bodie rich. 

And as the Sunncbreakes through the darkeft clouds, 

So honor peereth in the meanett habit. 

What is the lay more precious then the Lark# 
Becaufe his feathers are more bcautifull. 

Oris the Adder better then the Eele, 

Becaufe his painted skin contents the eye. 

Oh no good Kate: neither art thou the worfc 
For this poore furniture, and meane array. 

If thou accouatcdtt it fhame, lay it on me. 

And therefore frolicke, we will hence forthwith. 

To featt and fport vs at thy fathers houfe. 

Go call my men, and let vs ftraighc to him. 

And bring our horfes vnto Long-lane end. 

There wil we mount, and thither walke on foots. 

Lot’s fee,I thinke’tis now fomefeuen a clocks, 

Aud well we may come there by dinner time. 

Kate. I dare aflurc you fir/cis aimoft two. 

And ’twill be flipper time ere you come there. 

Pet. It fhall be feuen ere I go to horfe: 

Lookc what I fpeake, or do, or thinke to doe. 


Yo. 
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- „rr ftill croffing^it,fin let’t aione, 
goc to day, and ere I doe, 

« be vvhat a dock 1 fay it is. , 

lh a;11 r Q t p,i s gallant will command the funue. 


*Kr. WbyfothU, 

Trmty and the Pedant dr eft like Fmentie. 

!r Sirs, this is the houfe, pleafe it you that I call. 
pi I what elfe, and but I be deceiued, 

JU^" ,a > ,iOTembe ; mc 

S f rwentie yeares a goe in Genoa. 

N e ‘ r ^Yhcre we were lodgers, at the Pegafm , 

JZ\\, and hold your owne in any cafe 
{vith fuch auftcritie as longcth to a father. 

Enter T> ion dells, 

i t warrant you: but fir here comes your boy, 

Jere good he were pool’d: 

** y Feare you not him: hrra BtondeUo , 

Novvdoeyour dutic throughlie I aduileyou : 

Imagine’ewerc the right Vincentio. 

Won. Tut, feare not me. 

~- ri) " jj.jc haft thou done thy errand to 'Baptijta. 

Won. I told him that your father was at Vtnice, 

. j you look’t for him this day in Padua. 

fra. Th’art a tall fellow, hold thee that to drinke, 
H et e comes Baptifia : fee your countenance fir. 

Enter Baptifia and Lucentio: Pedant booted 
and bare beaded. 

fra. Signior Baptifta you are happilie met .* 

Sir, this is the gentleman I cold you of, 

I pray you Hand good father to me now, 

Giuc me Bianca for my patrimony. 

Pei Sofcfon: fir by your leaue,hauing com to Padua 
To gather in foroe debts, qny fpn Lucentio ,? 

Made me acquainted with a waighty caufe 
Of loue betweene your daugfet&r and himfelfc: 

And for the good report I hears of you, 

And for the loue he beareth to your daughter. 

And fhe to him: to flay him not too long, 

I am content in a good fathers care ..,[o 
To haue him matchc, and if you pleafe to like 
No worfethenljVpon fome agreement 
Me (hall you finde rcadie and willing 
With one confent to haue her fo beftowed : 

For curious 1 cannot be with you 
Signior 'Baptifta, of whom I hearc fo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I haue to lay, 

Your plainncffeand your fhortnefle pleafe me wells . 
Right true it is your fonne Lucentio here 
Doth loue my daughter,and fhe loueth him, 

Or both diflemble deepely their afFe&ions : 

And therefore ifyou fay no more then chis, 

Thatlike a Father you will deale with him. 

And pafle my daughter a fufficient dower. 

The match is made, and all is done, 

Your fonne (hall haue.my daughter with confent. 

Tra. 1 thanke you fir,wherc then doc you know beft 
Wc be affied and fuch afiurance tane, 

As (hall with either pasts agreement ftand ., 

"Bap, Not in my houfe Luceutio ,for you know N \ 
Pitchers haue cares, and I haue manie feruants, < - 3 cn 
Befidesoklffre*«ais:hackningftill,.,,• j, [ 

And happilie we might be interrupted. *f . liuan I 
7>4 ‘ Then at my lodging,and,itiik< you, / 

There doth my father lie: and«faa^c*hi»Wght y t jj vs ■ 


Week pafle the bufinefle priuately and well: 

Send for your daughter by your feruant here, 

My Boy fhall fetch the Scriuener prefentlie, . 

The worft is this that at loJflcnder warning. 

You arc like to haue a thin and flender pittance. 

Bap. It likes me well: 

Cambio hie you home, and bid2?»*»cvj make her rcadie 
ttraight: 

And if you will tell what hath hapned, 

Lusentios Father is arriued in Padua, 

And how fhe’s like to be Lucentios wife. 

Biond. I praie the gods fhe may witball my heart.. 

Exit. 

Tran. Daliienot with thegods,but get thee gone. 
Enter Peter. 

Signior Baptifta,(hz\\ I leade the way. 

We,come, one meffeisliketobcyoureheere. 

Come fir,we will better it in Pifa. 

Bap. I follow you. Exeunt. 

Enter Lucentio and Biondello. 

Bion. Cambio. 

Luc.' What faift thou Biondello. 

Biond. You faw my Matter winke and laugh, vpon 
you? ; 

Luc. Biondello, what of that? 

Biond. Faith nothing : but has left mee here behindc 
to expound the meaning or morrall of his fignes and to¬ 
kens. 

Luc. I pray thee moralize them. .-. .iF, 

Biond. Then thus: B apt ft a is fafe talking with the 
deceiuing Father of a dcceitfuil fonne. 

Luc. And what of him? 

Biond. His daughters to be brought by you to the 
fupper. 

Luc. And then. 

Bio. Theold Prieft at Saint Lukes Church is at your 

command at all houres. > ■ . 

Luc. And what of all this. 

Bion. I cannot tell, expeft they.are butted about a 
counterfeit aflurancc: take you aflurance of her. Cunt 
preuilegio ad Injpremendumftolem, to th’ Church take;the 
Prieft, Clarke^and fome fufficient honeft witnefles: 
if this be not that you lookc fot, I haue no more to fay, 
But bid Bianca, farewell for euer and a day* 

Luc. Hcar'fi. ihouBteudello. 

biond. I cannot tarry: 1 knew a wench maried ip an 
afteinoone as fhee went to the Garden for Parfcley to 
ttuffe a Rabit, and fo may you fir : and fo adew fir, my 
Matter hath appointed me to goe to Saint Lukes to>,bid 
the Prieft be readie to come againft you come with your 
appendix. Exit. 

Luc. I may 3nd will, if fhe be fo contested .• 

She will be pleas’d, then wherefore fhould I doubt : 
Hap what hap may, lie roundly goe about her: 

It fhall goc hard if Cambio goe without her. £xit- 

Enter Ve truck to, Kate, Hortcntio .^ 

“Petr. Come on aGods name.once more towardour 
fathers: ; . ,, v . .• 

Good Lord how bright and goodly (hines the Moftne,* 
Kate. TheMoone, theSunne:itis notMoon*light 
now. 

Pet. I fay it is the Moone that fhines fo bright. 

Kate. Iknowit UtheSunnerhatfhinesfobrighu 
Pet. Now by my mothers fonn?, and that’s my fclf^ 

.It 
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It (hall be moone,or ftarre,orwhatI lift. 

Or ere I iournty to your Fathers houfe: 

Goe on, and fctchfour horfes backe againc, 

Euermore croft and 'croft,n6thing but croft. 

Hort. Say as he faiet, or we (hall neuer goe. 

Kate. Forward I pray, fincc we haue come fo farre. 
And be it moonc, orfunne,orwhat you plcafe: 

And if you pleafe to call it a rufh Candle, 

Henceforth I vovve it (hall be fo for me. 

Petr. I fay it is the Moone. 

Kate. I know it is the Moone. 

Petr. Nay theu^you iyc: it is the blcfled Sunne. 

Kate. ThcD God beblcft, it in the blefled fun. 

But funne it is not,when you fay it is not. 

And the Moone changes euen as your minde : 

What you will haue it nam’d,cuen that it is. 

And fo it (hall befo for Katherine. 

Hort. Petruchio , goe thy waies.the field is won. 
Petr. Well,forward,forward,thus the bowle fhould 
And not vnluckily againft the Bias: (run. 

But foft. Company is comming here- 

Enter TJinceniit). 

Good morrow gentle Miftris, where away: 

Tell me fweete Kate ,and tell me trucly too. 

Haft thou beheld a frelhcr Gentlewoman : 

Such warre of white and red within her checkcs: - 
What ftars do fpanglc heauen with luch beautie. 

As thofe two eyes become that hcauenly face ? 

Fairc louely Maide,once more good day to thee: 
Sviccte Kate embrace her for her beauties fake. 

Hort. A will make the man mad to make the woman 
of him. '• 

Kate. Yong budding Virgitf,fairc,and frefh,& fweet. 
Whether away,or whether is thy aboade? i 

Happy the Parents of fo fairc a childe ;• 

■Happier the mart whom fauourable ftars 
A lots thee for his louely bedfellow. 

Petr. Why how now hope thou art not mad, 

•This is a man old, Wrin<rkled,fadeS, withered. 

And not a Maiden ji thou faift he is. 

Kate. Pardon old father my miftakingeies, 

That haue bin fo’bedazled with the funne. 

That euery thing I looke on feemeth grocne : 

Now I p crcekre thou art a reuerent Father: 

Pardon I pray thee for my mad miftaking. 

Petr. Do good old grandfire,& withall make known 
Which way diou trauelleft,ifalong with vs, 

VVe (hall be ioyfull of thy companie. 

Vtn. Faire Strand you my merry Miftris, 

That with your ftrange encountcrmuch amafde me: 
Myna me is call’d Vincentio , my dwelling Pifa, 

And bound l am to Padua ,there to vifice 
A ferine of mineiwhich long I haue not feene. 

Petr. : Whaiis hisname? 
fhuc. Lucentio gentle fir. 

Petr. Happily met, the happier for thy fonne: 

And now by Law,as well as reuerent age, 
‘imayinticletheemy louing Father, 

The lifter to my wife,chis Gentlewoman, 

TKySonne by this hafth married: wonder nor. 

Nor be not grtFued, fhe isofgood efteeme, ■> *A 
Her dowrie wealthic,and of worthie birth j •• « 

Befide,To qualified, as may befecnic 
Tto? 5 £bufe : oFariy noble Gentleman: ' 

Ebi?hie : imbrace With cASPIticentio, 
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wanderwc to fee thy honefift^T 
Who will of thy arriuall be full ioy OU| * 

..P ne ' But is this true, Oris J it £{ c v ’ , r 

I ikcpleafanttrauailors to breakca left ^ Cafure > 
v pon the companie you ouertake? 

Hort, I doe allure thee father fo rti s . 

Come'goe along and fee the truth W ,■ 

For our firft merriment hath made thee ieal«, Cte ° J 
Hor. Well Petruchio, this has purme in K S ‘ 
Ha ue ,o my Widdow, and ifn,/ft„™' r ‘ d " h " r '. 

1 hen haft thou taught Hortentto to be vntovvard e 

Enter TiondcUo, Lucentio and Bianca, Grem 
to out before, 

Biond. Softly and fwiftly fir,for the Prieft; 

Luc. 1 flie 'Biondello; but they mav chahr! 1 ^ 3 ^’ 

re* or i _ * ^ tO Herr 


thee at home,therefore ieaue ys. 


n ccdi 

Ehi 


•t¥ 


<**7 ®v> \ 


Biond. Nay faith, lie fee the Church a V0Ur . £ , 
and then come backe to my miftris as foone aj 1 C * 
Cre. I maruaile Cambio comes not all this whii" 

Enter Petruchio , Kate, Vincentio, Cjrumio 
with Attendants. 

M Pe J\ Sir h«es the doore, this is Lucent, os h oufe 
My Fathers beares more toward the MarKec.place'' 
Thither muft I,and here 1 leauc you fir. * 

Kin. You 111 all not choofc bur drinkc before vou 
Ithinkc Iftiall command your welcome here* ^ * 
And by all likelihood fome checrc is toward.* y 
Grem. They 're bufie within, you were bed kiwi 

lowder. Cl 

Pedant loohes out of the window. c*v 

Ped What’s he that knocJces as he would beat dowt 

t IxC G-31C 9 * 

Kin. IsSigniorTwfftvaWithinfir? 

Ped. He’s withihfir^uc not to be fpoken withall. 
Fine; W hat ifam*fl(&?ng him a hundred peundo 
two to make md'rie wirhall. 

Ped. Kecpc yttur hundred pounds to your felfe, hei 
(nail ncede none fo long as lime. 

Petr. Nay,I told you yourfonne was well belouedir 
Padua : doe you hearc fir, to Jcaue friuolous circumflan. 
ecs, I pray you tell fignior Lucentio that his Father is 
come from Pifa, and is here at the doore to fpeakcwidi 
him. 

Ped. Thou lieft his Father is come from Padua, and 
here looking out at the window. 

Vin. Art thou his father? 

Ped. I fir,fo his mother f aieSjifl may belecue her. 

Petr. Why how now gentleman: why this isflatkna- 
nerie to take vpon you another mans name. 

Peda. Lay hands on the villaine, I beleeuea meanes 
tocofen fomc bodie in thisCicie vnder my countenance. 

Enter hiondello. 

Bio. I haue feene them in the Church together, Cod 
fend’emgood (hipping: but whois here? mine old Ma¬ 
tter Vencentio : no w wee are vndone and brough to no¬ 
thing. 

Vin. Come hither crackhempe. 

Bion. IhopeTtnaychoofeSif; 

Vin ComeJiifher you rogue,i what haue you forgot 
mee? 

Biond, Forgot you,nd fir: I cooldnoc forget yob, for 
I neuer faw you bef6<e wall my life. . *. e-;. " 

Vine. Whar.yioU iiotoriousyftiaine,didft tbounsoer 
fee thy Mittris^father ,yinanttoiHwir •inhinS- 

Bion, What 
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““what mv old worftiipfull old roaftcr? yes 
^feJwherc Z looker out ofthc window. 
mar ‘ er Tft fo indeede. Hebeates Btondth. 

Sion Helpc>lpc, helpe,hcre’s a mad man will mur- 

def fL Heine, fonne, helpc fignior ‘Baptifia. 

^ ’p ree t hc Kate let’s ftand afide and lee the end of 

thisconcrouerfie. 

inter Pedant with feruants,Baptifia,Tranio. 

Tra Sir, what arc you that offer to beatc my fer- 

What am I fir may what are you fir: oh immor- 
I, coddes: oh fine villaine, a Glkcn doubtlct, a vel- 
taU hofe a fcarict cloake,and a copataine hat: oh I am 
ue j on£) I am vndone : while I plaie the good husband 
^home, my fonne and my leruant fpend all at the vm- 

uerfitic. , , . 

fra. How now, what s thc matter r 
mlf . Whatisthcmanlunatickc? 
fra. Sir,youfeemea fober ancient Gentleman by 
habit: but your words (hew you a mad man : why 
fir what cernes it you,ifI weare Pearle and gold:I thank 
my good Father, I am able to maintained. 
yin. Thy father: oh villaine, he is a Saile-makcr in 


Inp. You miftake fir, you miftakc fir, praie what do 
youthmkeishis name? 

Km. His name, as if I knew not his name : I haue 
broughthimvpeucrfince he was three yeeresold, and 
hisname is Tronio. 

fel Awaie,awaie mad afle, his name is Lucentio ,and 
he ismine onelie fonne and heire to the Lands of me fig- 
nior Vincentio* 

Vtn. Lucentio : oh he hath murdred his Mafter; laic 
hold on him I charge you in thc Dukes name: oh my 
(bnne,my fonne: tell me thou villaine, where is my (on 


That haue by marriage made thy daughter mine, - 
While counterfeit iuppofes blcer’d thine tine. 

Cre. Here’s packing with a witneffe to deceiue vs all. 

Vin. Where is that damned villaine Tranio > 

That fac’d and braued me in this matter fo? 

Bvp. Why,tell me is rwt this my Cambio ? 

Bian. Cambio is chang’d into Lucentio. 

Luc . Louc wrought thefe miracles. Biancas louc 
Made me exchange my ftate with Tranio , 

While he did b^arc my countenance in thc towne. 

And happilic I haue arriued at the laft 
V nto the wi fhed hauen of my blifle: 

What Tranio did,my felfe enforft him to; 

Then pardon him fweete Father for my fake. 

Vin. lie flic the viilaincsnofe that would haue fent 
me tothelailc# 

Tap. But doe you heare fir, haue you married my 
daughter without asking my good will i 

Tin. Fearc not BaptiJU ,we will content you.goe to : 
but I will in to be rcueng’d for this villanic. Sxit 4 

Bap. And I to found the depth of this knauerie. Exit. 

Luc . Looke not pale Bianca ^thy father will not frown. 

Exeunt. 

Cre, My cake is doug : hbuc lie in among the reft, 

Out of hope of all, but my fhare of the fcaft, 

A^fe.Husband let’s fcdlow,to fee thc end of this adoe. 

Petr. Firft kifle me iC^and we.will. 

Kate. What in the midft of the ftrccte? 

What art thou afhara’d of me ? 

Mo fir,God forbid.but a(hanfd to kifle. 

Why then let’s home againe; Come Sirra let’s 


Petr. 
Kate . 
Petr . 
awaie. 
Kate. 


Nay,I will giuc thee a kilfe, now praie thee 
Loueftaie. 

Petr. Is not this well? come my fweete Kate. 

Better once then ueucr, for neuer to late. Exeunt. 


Lucentio ? 

Tra. Call forth an officer: Carrie this madknaucto 
theIaile:father Baptifia, I charge you fcethathec be 
forth comming. 

Ftnc. Carrie me to the Iaile? 

qre. Staic officcr,hefhall not go to prifon. 

Bap. Talke not fignior Cjremio : I faie he (hall goe to 
prifon. 

Gre. Take heede fignior Baptifta, leaftyoube coni- 
catchtlnthisbufinefle: I dare fwearethis is the right 
Vincentio . 

Ped. S weare if thou dar’ft. 

qre. Naie, 1 dare not fwcare it® 

Tran. Then thou wert beft faie that I am not 
centie. 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be fignior Lucentio. 

Bap. Awaie with the dotard, to the Iaile with him. 

Enter Hiondello , Lucentio and Biancu. 

Vin .Thus ftrangers may be haild and abufd : oh mon- 
Irous villaine. 

Bion. Oh we are fpoil’d,and yonder he is,denie him, 
: orfwcarc him, or clfe we are all vndone. 

Exit Biondello^Tranio and Pedant as fafi as may bet 

Luc. Pardon fweete father. Kneele. 

Vin. Liues my fweete fonne ? 

Biot* Pardon decre father. 

Bap, How haft thou offended, where is Lucentio ? 
Luc: Here’s Lucent**, right fonne to ithc right 

centtOy 


JEus Quintus, 


Enter BaptiftaJVinccntiofjremio.jbe Pedant ^Lucent to , and 
Bianca. Tranio , Biondcllo Grumto , And fVtddow : 

The Seruingmen with Tranio bringing 
in a Banquet* 

Luc. At laft , though long, our iarring notes agree, 
And time it is when raging warre is come. 

To (mile at fcapes and perils oucrblownc: 

My faire bid my father,welcome. 

While I with feifefame kindneffc welcome thin ti 
Brother Petruchio r fifier Katerina , 

And thou Hortentto with thy louing iViddow: 

Feaft with the beft,and welcome to my houfe, 

My Banket is to clofc our ftomakes vp 

^fter our great good chqerc: praie you fit downe, 

p 0 r now we fit to chat as well as eate. 

Petr. Nothing but fit and fit,and eate and cate® 

Bap . Padua affords this kindneffc, fonne Petruchio. 
Petr . Padua affords nothing but what is kinde, 

Hor .For both our fakes I would that word were true. 
Vet. Now for my life Hortentto feares his Widow. 
Wid. Thenneucrtiuftmciflbeaffeard. 

Petr. Youarevenc fenciblc, and yet you mifle my 
fence: 

I mcane Hortentto is afeard of you® 

md. K« 















































































228 


\ ff'ld. He that is giddie thinks the world turns round 
Petr. Roundlie replied. 

Kat. Miftris.how meane you that? 

Wid. Thus I conceiueby him. 

Petr, Conceiuesby me, how likes Hortentio that? 

Hor. My Widdow faies,thus fhe conceiues her tale. 
Petr. Veriewcll mended: kiffe him for that good 
Widdow. 

&ff.He that is giddie thinkes the world turnes round, 
I praie you tell me what you meant by that. 

Wid. Your housband being troubled with afhrew, 
Meafures my husbands forrow by his woe: 

And now you know my meaning. 

Kate. A vcric meane meaning. 

Wid. Right, 1 meane you. 

Kat . And I am meane indeede, rcfpe&ing you. 

'Petr. To bit Kate. 

Her. Toiler IKiddow. 

Petr, A hundred marks,my Kate does put her down. 

Hor. That’s my office 

Petr. Spoke like an Officer: ha to the lad. 

'Drinks to Hortentio. 

Bap. How likes Cremio thefe quicke witted folkcs? 
Gre. Bcleeue me fir,they But together well. 

Bian. Head,and but an haftie witted bodic. 

Would fay your Head and But were head and home. 
Kin. I Miftris Bride, hath that awakened you? 

Bian. I,but not frighted me, therefore He fleepe a- 
gainc. 

Petr. Nay that you fhall not fince you haue begun: 
Haue at you for a better ieft or too. 

Bian. Am I your Bird,I meane to ffiift my buffi* 
And then purfuc me as you draw your Bow. 

You are welcome all. Bxit Bianca. 

Petr. She hath preuented me, here fignior Tranie, 
This bird you aim’d although you hit her not, 
Therefore a health to all that ffiot and miff. 

Tri. Oh fir. Lucent to flipt me like his Gray-hound, 
Which runs himfclfe.and catches for his Mafter. 

Petr. A good fwift fimilc.but fomething curriffi. 
Tra. Tis well fir that you hunted for your felfe: 

’Tis thought your Deere does hold you at a baic« 

Bap. Oh,oh Petrucbio, Tranio 'nits you now. 

Luc. I thanke thee for that gird good Tranio. 

Hor. Confeffe,confeffe, hath he not hit you here? 

Petr. A has a little gald me I confeffe: 

And as the left d^d glaunceawaiefromme, 

’Tis ten to one it maim’d you too out right. 

'Bap. Nowin good fadneffe fonne Petrucbio, 

I thinke thou haft the verieft fhrew of all. 

Petr. Well, I fay ho: and therefore fir affurancc. 

Let’s each one fend vnto his wife, 

And he wbofe wife is mod obedient, 

To come at firft when he doth fend for her. 

Shall win the wager which we will ptopofe. 

Hort. Content, what’s the wager i 
Luc- Twentie crownes. 

Tetr. Twentie crownes. 

He venture fo much of my Hawke or Hound, 

But twentie times fo much vpon my W ife. 

Luc. A hundred then. 

Hor. Content. 

Petr. A match, ’tis done. 

H<rr. Whofliallbegin? 

Luc. That will I. 

Goe Biondello,bid your Miftris come to me« , 
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Bit. Igoe. 

Bap. Sonne,lie be your half cutanea comes. 

Luc. lie haue nohalues: llebeareitall mvfelf. 

Enter BitndeUo. 1 C ’ 

How now,whatnewes> 

Bio. Sir,roy Miftris fends yo« word 
That ffie is bufie,and ffie cannot come. 

Petr, How? ffic’s bufie,and ffie cannot come • i. . 
an anfwere ? - e ' lsth «i 

Gre. I, and a kinde one too: 

Praie God fir your wife fend you notaworfe. 

Petr. I hope better. 

Hor. Sirra BtondcUo, goe and intreate m Vwif , 
come to me forth with. Exit 2^ 

Pet. Oh ho,intreate her, nay then ffiee muft uee ?' 
come. ■ 8 

Hor. I am affraid Ijir.doe what you can 
Enter Biondello. 

Yours will not be entreated: Now,where’s my w jf,, 

Bion. She faies you haue fome goodly left i n u j 

She will not come .• ffie bids you come to her. ° ’ 

Tetr. Worfe and worfe, ffie will not come; 

Oh vilde/mtollerable.not to be indur’d : 

Sirra Grumio, goe to your Miftris, 

Say I command her come to me. . , 

Hor. I know her anfwere. 

Pet. What? 

Hor. She will not. 

Petr. The fouler fortune mine,and there an end. 
Enter Katerina. 

'Bap. Now by my hollidam here comes Katerina, 
Kat, What is your willfir,that you fend forme?' 
Petr. Where is your fitter,and Hortenfiosmlt) 
Kate. They fit conferring by the Parler fire. 

Petr. Goefetch them hither, iftheydenie to come 
Swinge me them foundly forth vnto their husbands:' 
Away I fay,and bring them hither ttraight. 

Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talkc of a wonder. 
Hor. And fo it is: I wonder what it boads. 

Petr. Marrie peace it boads, andloue,and quiet life, 
An awfull rule,and light fupremicie: 

And to be ffiort, what noc,that’s fweete and happie. 
Bap. Now faire-befall thee good Petrucbio ; 

The wager thou haft won.and I will addc 
Vnto their Ioffes twentie thoufand crownes, 

Another dowrie to another daughter, 

Ferffieis chang’d as flic had neuer bin. 

Petr. Nay,I will win my W8ger betteryet, 

And ffiow more figne of her obedience, 

Her new built vertue and obedience. 

Enter Kate,Bianca,andWiddow. 

See where fhe comet,and brings your froward Wines 
As prifoners to her womanlie perfwafion: 

Kate-cine, that Cap of youts becomesyounot, 

Off with thatbable,throw it vnderfootc. 

Wid. Lord let me neucr haue a caufe to figh, 

Till I be brought to fuch a fillie paffc. 

Bian. Fie what a fooliffi dutie call you this? 

Luc. I would your dutie were as fooliffi too: 

The wifdome of your dutie fairc Bianca, 

Hath coft me flue hundred crownes fince fupper time* 
Bum. The more foole you for laying on my dutie. 
Pet. Katherine I charge thee tell thefe bead-fkon? 
wfoiBen,whatduti* they doe owe their Lords and hut- 

bands, , _ 

Wid. Come, 
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will haueno 

Comc on I fay, and firft begin with her. 


j fayffieffiall, and firft begin with her* 

?“■ l !g fic Vnkhitthat thretaning vnksnde brow, 
^«*tisot fcorneffill glances from t’nofe eies, 

And d nd thy Lord, thy King, thy Gouernour. 

hrautie as frofts doe bite the Meads, 
ltbl ? S 5s ffiy fame, as whirlcwinds ffiakc fairc budds, 
CoD f°nno fence is meetc or amiable . 

mou’d is like a fountaine troubled, 
A^Tfeeming! thicke, bereft ofbeaut.e, 
y e it i s fo, none fo dry or thuftie 
An t j ane to fip, °t touch one drop of it. 

S5and is thy Lord, thy life thy keeper 
TA i thv ioueraigne: One that cares for thee, 

Tb !lJo hV maintenance. Commits his body 
T* painful labour* both by fca and land: 

Swatch the night in ftormes, the day in cold, 

Whil’ft thou ly’ft warme at home, fecure and fafe, 

And cranes no other tribute at thy hands. 

But loue, faire lookes, and true obedience; 

Too little payment for fo great a debt. 

J uc h dutie as the fubied owes the Prince 
p .. n fuch a woman oweth to her husband: 

And when ffie is froward, P eeuiffi, fallen, fowre, 

And not obedient to his honeft will, 

What is ffie but a foule contending Rebell, 
Andgraceleffe Traitor to her louing Lord ? 

• D /v uinmfn are fo lunplc. 
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To offer warre, where they ffiould kneele for peac e: 

Or lcelke for rule, fupretnacic,«nd fway, ' 

When they are bound to ferue, loue, and obay. 

Why are our bodies fofc, and weake, and fniooth, 

Vnapt to toyle and trouble in the world. 

But that our fofc conditions, and our ham, 

Should well agree with our externall parts ? 

Come, come, you froward and vnablewormei, 

My minde hath bin as bigge as one of yours, 

My heart as great, my reafon haplie more. 

To bandie word for word, and frowne for frowne; 

But now 1 fee our Launccs are but ftrawes: 

Our ftrength as weake, our weakeneffe paft compare. 
That feeming to be moft, which we indeed leaft arc. 
Then vale your ftomackes, for it is no boote, 

And place your hands below your husbands footc: 

In token of which dutie, ifhepleafe. 

My hand is readie, may it do him eafe. 

Bet. Why there’s a wench: Comc on, and kiffe mce 
Kate. 

Luc. Well go thy waies olde Lad for thou (halt ha c. 
Kin. Tis a good hearing, when children are toward. 
Luc. But a harffi hcariDg, when women are froward, 
Pet. ComeiCdfe, weee’le to bed. 

We three are married,but you two are fped. 

’Twas I wonne the wager, though you hit the white. 
And being a winner,God giueyou good night. 

Exit Petrucbio 

Horten. Now goe thy wayes, thou haft tam’d acurft 
Shrow. 

Luc.Tn a wonder, bv tour leaue, ffie wil be tam’d fo. 


































































































ALLS 

Well, thatEnds Well. 


^AUm primus. Sccena Trima. 



Sntcryong Bertram Count opRofftHion , bis CMpfber t and 
Behna, Lord Lafen> y all in black?. 

iJMotber. 

,M deliuering my fonne from me, I burie a fc-> 
corud husband. : - 

Rop. And I in going Madam, weep ore my 
fathers death ancw;buc I mull attend hismaic- 
fties command, to whom I am now in; Ward, tmermorc 
infubie&ion. 

Lap. You (hall find of the King ahu.sband Madame, 
you fir a father. He that fo generally is at all times good, 
muft of neccftitie hold his vernie to you, whofe worthi- 
nefle would ftirre it vp where it wanted rather then lack 
it where there is luch abundance. 

J^?.What hope is there of his Maiefties amendment? 

Lap He hath abandon’d his PUifiticns Madam, vn- 
dcr whofe pradifes he hath pcrfccuted time with hope, 
and finds no other aduaucage in the proceffc y but oncly 
the loofing of hope by time. 

Mo. This yong Gentlewoman had a father, O that 
had, how fad a paffage tis, whofe skill was almo'd as 
great as hishoneftie,haditfiretch’dfofar, would hauc 
made nature immortall,and death fliould haue play for 
lacke of worke. Would for the Kings lake hee were li- 
uing, I thinke it would be the death of the Kings* difeafe. 

Lap. How call’d you the man you fpeake ofJViadam ? 

Mo. He was famous fir in his profefiton, and it was 
his great right to be fo : CJerardde Nathon, 

Lap. He was excellent indeed Madam, the King very 
latelie fpokeof him admiringly, and mourmngly : hee 
was skilfull enough to hauc liu’d ftil, if knowledge could 
be fee vp againft morrallitie. 

Rop. What is it (my good Lord)the King languiflies 

of? 

Lap. A Fiftula my Lord. 

Rof I heard not of it before. 

Laf. I would it were not notorious. Was this Gen¬ 
tlewoman the Daughter of Gerarddt Narbon ? 

Mo. His folc childc my Lord,and bequeathed to my 
ouerlooking. I haue thole hopes of her good, chather 
education promiles her dilpofitions fiice inherits,which 
makes tairc gifts fairer: for where an vneleane mind car¬ 
ries vertuous qualities, there commendations go with 
piety, they arc vcrtucs and traitors too: in her they are 
the better for their fimplenefle; flic dcriues her honeflie. 


and atcheeues hergoodncfic. 

Lafeiv. Your commendations Madam o, 
tcarcs. 5 lr ° m tarl 

Mo.'T is the beft brine a Maiden can feafon h 
in. The remembrance of her father neuer approA*’?'! 
hear:,but the tirrany of her forrovves takes all l;„ i l r 
from her cheeke. No more of this Helena .. 0 ' ‘ h ° 0<l 
more leaR it be rather thought you affcdai&^V 0 
to haue - uvv «| 

Hell. I doe affeift a forrow indeed, but I ban.;. 
Laf. Moderate lamentation is therfohtoftU 
excefliuc greefe the enemic to the liuing. * ^ 

Mo. If the lining be encmie to the greefe, the excefie 
makes it foone mortal!. C11C 

Rof. Maddam I defire your holic wiflier. 

Laf. How vnderttand we that ? 

Mo. Be thou bleft Berframe, and fucceec! thy father 
n manners as in fhape : thy blood and venue J ' 
Contend for Empire in thee, and thy goodneffe 
| Share with thy birth-right- Louc all, cruft a few 

Doe wrong to none: be 3ble for thine cnemie ’ 

Rather in power then vfe: andkeepethy friend 
Vnder thy ownejifes key.Bechcckt forfilence, 

1 nc neuer tax d for fpeech. Whac heauen more vvi!, 
That thee may furnifh, and my prayers plucke dovvne, 
Pali on thy head. Farwell my Lord, 

’ i is an vnleafon’d Courtier, good my Lord 
Aduifehim. 

Laf. He cannot want the beft 
That fhall attend his loue. 

Mo. Heauen bleffe him : Farwell 'Bertram. 

A#.The beft wifties that can be forg’d in your thoghti 
be leruants to you : be comfortable to my mother, your 
Miftris, and make much ofher. 

Laf. Farewell prettie Lady, you muft hold the cre¬ 
dit of your father. 

Hell. O were that all, I thinkenot on my father, 
And thefe great teares grace his remembrance more 
T hen thofc I fhed for him. What was he like ? 

I haueforgott him. My imagination 
Carries no fauour in’t but Bertrams, 
l am vndone, there is no liuing, none. 

If Bertram be away. T were all one. 

That I fhould loue a bright particuler ftarre. 

And think to wed it, he is fo aboue me 
In his bright radicnce and colateralllight 


Mu 
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<yflfs Wdlybat Ends Well. 



Th’»f. b 'j 1 hat would be Mated by the Lion 
fl* b f *L ^ue. 'Twas prettie, though a plague 
hourblbfitand draw - - 
T ° r<e t e dbrowes, 1 vi^hawkmg etc, his EUrles 
Hi,at Stable:hearttoocapeable 
Io ° 0t vline and cricke of his fweec fauour 
gfeueti a dd my Idolatrous fancie 

isRdiquds. WhocomesK^ 

Enter Parrolles. 


>>, A 


i hecft ? 


, 4t g OCS with him s t'Une him for his lake, 

, t know him a notorious Liar, 

Thfnkehim a great way thole folic a coward, 

J L f f e fist euiU fit 

.u ev . t akeplace, wheq Venues ftdely bones 

Tha f bleake i'th cold wind : withall.full ofte we fee 
fold wifedome waighting on fuperfluoils folhe. 
fir. SaueyoufaireQueenc. 

JJil. And you Monarch. 

par. N°* 

Pel. And no. . ... 

Ateyo u meditating on v.rg.mtief 

fij I- you haue fome ftaine offouldier in you : Let 
aske yo» a queftion. Man is encmie to virgirtiuc, 
how may w barracado it againft him ? 

Per Kecpehimout. 

M But be affailes, and our virginme though vah- 
ant, in the defence yet is weak: vnfold to v« lome war- 

llk p^Therels none: Man fetting downc before you, 

will vndermine you, and blow you vp. . 

Hel. Bleffe our poore Virginity from vndcrminers 
and blowers vp. Is there no Military policy how Vir- 

blowne dowBe > Ma . n wiU 
auicklier be biowne vp: marry in blowing himdowne 
Line, with the breach your felues made,you l<*your 
Cittv. It is not politicke, in the Common-wealth of 
Nature,to preferue virginity. Loffe of Virgmitic, is 
rationall encreafc, and there was neuer Virgin goe, till 
virginitie was firft loft. That you were made of,is met- 
talltomakc Virgins. Virginitie, by bceing oncelol , 
I_:_ . U., Kp'in a #*nrr kent. it IS CUer 


aVirgin# ^ t . 

Par. There’s little can bee faide in’t, ’tis againft the 
rule of Nature. To fpeake on the part of virginitie, is 

toaccufe your Mothers; which is moft infallible difo- 

bedience. He that hangs himfelfe is a Virgin : Vjrgini- 
tiemurthers it felfe,and fhould be buried in highwayes 
out of all fanftified limit, asadefperate Offcndrefle a- 
gainftNature. Virginitie breedes mites, much like a 
Cheefe,confumesitfelfeto the very payring, and fo 
dies with feeding his owne ftomacke. Befidcs,Virgini - 
tie is pecuifh, proud, ydle, made of fclfc-loue, which 
is the moft inhibited fintie in the Cannon. KeepeitnOt, 
you cannot choole but loofe by’t. Outwith’t: within 
ten yeare it will make it fclfc two, which is a goodly jn- 
creafe, and the prindpail it felfenot much the worfe . 
Awaywith’c. 

Hel. Howmighconedo fir, toloofeit to her owne 
liking? :i . 


Par. Letmeefee . Marry ill, to like him that ne’rc 

it likes. ’Tis a commodity wii lole the gloffc with lyings 
The longer kept, the leffe worth: Off with't while ’tis 
vendible. Anfwerthetimeof requeft, Virginitie like 
an olde Courtier, weares her cap out of faftiion, richly 
futed, but vnfuteable, iuft like the brooch & the tooth* 
pick, which were not now: your Date is better in your 
Pye and your Porrcdge, then in your cheeke: and your 
virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our French 
wither’d peares, ic lookes ill, ic eates drily, marry’ds a 
wither’d peare: it was formerly better, marry yet ’tis a 
withered peare: Will you any thing with it t 

Hel. Not-my virginity yet : 

There fhall yourMafterhauea thoufandloues, 

A Mother,<md a Miftreffe, and a friend, 

A Phenix, Captaine, and an enemy, 

A guide, aGoddeffc,and aSoueraigne, 

A Counfellor.a Traitoreffe, and a Dear?: 

His humble ambition, proud humility: 

His jarring, concord sandhis difcord,dulcet* 

His faith, his fweec difafter: with a world 
Of pretty fond adoptious chriftendomes 
That blinking Cupid goflips. Now (hall he: 

I know not what he fhall, God fend him well. 

The Courts a learning place, and he is one. 

Par. What one ifaith? 

Hel. ThacIwifhwell,’tispitty. 

Par. What’s pitty? 

Hel. That wifhing well had not a body in't. 

Which might be felt, that wc the poorer borne, 

Whofe bafer ftarres do ftiut vs vp in wifhes. 

Might with effc&j of them follow our friends. 

And fhew what vve alone muft thinke, which neuer 
Returnesvs thankes. 

Enter Page, 

Pag. Monfieur Parrolles f 
My Lord cals for you. 

Par. Little Hellen farewell, if I can remember thee,I 
will thinke of thee at Court. 

Hel. Monfieur Partlles, you were borne vnckjf a 
charitable ftarre. 

Par. Vnder Stars I. 

Hel. I efpecially thinke, vnder Mars. 

Par Why vnder Marsi 

Hel. The warres hath fo kept you vndcr,*that you 
muft needesbe borne vnder Mars. 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Hel. When he was retrograde I thinke rather. 

Par. Why thinke you fo? 

Hel. You go fo much backward when you fight. 

Par. That’s for aduantage. 

Hel. So is running away. 

When fcare pro pofes the fafetie: 

Butthecompoficion that your valour and feare makes 
in you , is a vertue of a good wing , and Hike the 
wearewell. 

Par.H I am fo full of bufineffes, I cannot anfwere 
thee acutely : I will returne perfeft Courtier, in the 
which my inftru&ion fhall ferue to naturalize thee, fo 
thou wile be capeable of a Courtiers councell, and vn- 
derftand what aduice(hall thruftvppon thee, elfethou 
dieft in thine vnthankfulnes,and thine ignorance makes 
thee away, farewell: When thou haft leyfure, fay thy 
praiers: when thou haft none, remember thy Friends: 

V a Get 














































































viet thcc a good husband, and vfc him as he vfes thee 5 
So farewell. . .. mi !’.--, 

Hcl r Our remedies oft in our felues do lye. 

Which We aferibe to heauen: the faced skye 
Giucs vs free fcope, onely doth backward pull 
Our flow defignes, when we our felues are dull. 

What power is lc,which mounts my loue fo hye. 

That makes me fee, and cannot feede mine eye ? 

The mightieft fpace in fortune, Nature brings 
T& ioyne like, likes; and kifle like natiue things. 
Impoflible be ftrangc attempts to thofa 
That weigh their paines in fence, and do fuppofe 
What hath bcene, cannot be. Who euer ftreue 
To (hew her merit, thatdid miffe her loue ? 

(The Kings difeafe)my proie«a may deceiuc me. 

But my intents are fixt, and will not lcaue me. Exit 


Flourifh Cornets. 

Enter the King of France with Letters, and 
... diners Attendants. 

King. The Florentines and Senojs are by th’eares, 
Haue fought with equall fortune, and continue * 
Abrauing warre. 

I .Lo.O. So tis reported fir. 

King. Nay tis moft credible, we heererecciue it, 

A certaintie vouch’d from our Cofin Aufiria, 

With caution, that the Florentine will moue vs 
For fpeedic ayde: wherein our decreft friend 
Preiudicates the bufine(Te,and would feeme 
To haue vs make deniall. 

l.Lo.C. His loue and wifedome 
Approu’d fo to your Maiefty,m3y pleade 
For ampleft credence. 

King. He hath arm’d our anfwer, 

And Florence is deni’de before he comes: 

Yet for our Gentlemen that meane to fee 
The Tufcan l'cruice, freely haue they lcaue 
To ftand on either part. 

1 .L 0 .E. It well may ferue 
A nurflerie to our Gentrie, who are ficke 
For breathing, and exploit. 

King. What’s he comes heere. 

Enter TSertramfLafew ,and ParoBes, 

I .Lor.Cf. It is the Count Rofgnoll my good Lord, 
Yong Bertram. 

King. Youth, thou bear’ft thy Fathers face, 

Frankc Nature rather curious then in haft 

Hath well compos’d thee -. Thy Fathers morall parts 

Maifl thou inherit too: Wclcome to Paris. 

Ber. My thankes and dutie are your Maieftiesi 

Kin. I would I had that corporall foundnefle now, 
As when thy father,and my felfe, in friendftiip 
Firft tride our fouldierfhip: he did lookc farre 
Into the feruice of the time, and was 
Difcipled of the brauefl. He lafted long, 

But on vs both did haggifh Age fteale on. 

And wore vsoutofadt: Itmuchrepaires mci 
Totalkeof your good father; in his youth 
He had the wit,which I can well obferue 
To day in our yong Lords: but they may left 
Till their owne fcorne returnc to them vnnoted 
Ere they can hide their leuitie ia honour: 

So like a Courtier, contempt nor bittemefle 


i 


WcremhI7 pride, or Ibarpoeffe; ifth^wwT 

His equall had avyak’d them,andhis honour , •* 
C.ocke to it felfe* knew the true minute when ’ 
Exception bid him fpeake: and at this time ' 

His tongue obey d his hand. Who were bel ow w 
ne vs d as creatures of another place, 

Aud bow’d his eminent top to their low tankes 

Making them proud of his humilitie, 1 

In their poore praife he humbled: Such a man 
Might be a copie to thefe yonger times j 
Which followc d well, would demonftrace 
But goers backward. theo>n °W 

Ber. His good remembrance fir 
Lies richer in your thoughts, then on his tombe* 

So in approofe liues not his Epitaph, 

As in yourroyall fpeech. 

Would I were with him he would a l Wl - 
(Me thinkcsl hearehim now) his plaufiue word 
He fcattet’d not in cares, but grafted them * 

To grow there and to beare j Letmenotliue 
This his good melanchoily oft began ’ 

On the Cataftrophe and heele ofpaftimc 
When it was out: Let me not liue(quoth hee) 

After my flame lackes oyle, to be the fnufte ' 

Of yonger fpirits, whofe apprehcnfiuefenfe* 

All but new things difdaine; whofe iudgements a, e 
Mcere fathers of their garments; whofe confta nc j e . 
Expire before their fafhion*: this he wilh’d. 

I after him, do after him wifli too: 

Since I nor wax nor honie can bring home 
I quickly were diflolued from my hiuc * 

To giue fome Labourers roome. 

L.i.F. You’r loued Sir, 

They that leaft lend ityou,fliall lackc you firft. 

Kin. I fill a place I know’c: how long ift Count 
Since the Phyfitian at your fathers died ? 

He was much fam’d. 

Ber., Some fix moncths fince my Lord. 

Kin. If he were lining, I would try him yet. 

Lend me an arme: the reft haue worne me out 
With fcuerall applications: Nature and fickneffe 
Debate it at their leifure. Welcome Count, 

My fonne’s no deerer. 

Ber. Thanke your Maiefty. £ X j t 

Flourijh. 

Enter Counttjfe, Steward.andClewne. 

Coun. I will now Hcare, what fay you of this gentle* 
woman. 

Ste. Maddam the care I haue hadtocuenyour con- 
tent, I wifli might be found ip the Kalender of my part 
endeuours, for then we wound pur Modeftie, and make 
foule the clearncfle of our deferuipgs,whenof our felues 
Xvepublifh them. 

Conn. What doe’s this knaue heere ? Get you gone 
firra: the complaints I haue heard of you I do not all be- 
leeue, ’tis my flownefle that I doe not: For I knowyou 
lacke not folly to commit them, Sc hjue abilitie enough 
to makcluch knaucries yours. 

Clo. ’Tis not vnknown to you Madam, lama poore 
fellow. 

Com. Well fir. 

Clo. No maddam,' 

Tis not fo well that I am poore j chough maoie j 

of I 


All \r Well that ends Well. 

X^Tbutif I mayhaueyour Ladi%7 

to the world, lstei the woman and w 




-fthe rich are 
IdwiU 1 togoe 

5® doC wIltK needes be a begger ? 
c *\ Joe beg your good will in this cafe. 

c ;■ “(! and mine owne: fade' U noherl. 

C °‘ It thinkel (hall -neuer haue the blefting of God, 

2 bodic; forthc y fa y b3rncs atc b " 

fing s * -. .j mc t w r eafon why thou wilt marr<e ? 

C !f - p oore bodie Madam requires it,I am driuen 
rSfll and hee muft needes goe that the diuell 
onby thvn ’ 

Is this ally our worfhips reafon ? 

Cll Faith Madam I haue other holic reafons, fiich as 

{ht rT Mav the world know them ? 

L lhaue bcene Madam a wicked creature, as you 
’ an£ j blood arc,and indeedc I doe marrie that 


Ch- 
and all fl e 


1 Thy marriage fooner then thy wickednefle. 

• j am out a friends Madam , and I hope ro haue 


for the 


friends for my wines lake . 
m C li such friends are thine enemies knaue, 

c u Y’are (hallow Madam in great friends 
Imauei come to doe that for me which I am a wearic of: 
he that eres my Land, fpares my teame, and giues mec 
lcaue to Inne the crop: if I be his cuckold hee s my 
j ru( ioe • he that comforts my wife, is the cherifher of 
mv flc(h and blood ; hee that cherifhes my 
blood, loues my flefh and blood; he that louesmy fle(h 
and blood is my friend:«g*,he that kifles my wife is my 
friend: if men could be contented to be what they are, 
there were no feare in marriage , for yong Charbonthz 
Puritan, and old Pojfam the Papift, how fomere their 
heartsarefeuer’d in Religion, their heads are both one, 
they may ioule horns together like any Deare i’th Herd. 

Con. Wilt thou euer be a foule mouth’d and calum¬ 
nious knaue? 

Clo. A Prophet I Madam, and I fpeake the truth the 
next waie,for I the Ballad will^jpeatc, which men full 
true (hall finde, your marriage tomes bydeftinie, your 
Cuckow fingsby kinde. 

Com. Get you gone fir,He talke with you more anon. 

Stew. May it pleafe you Madam, that hee bid llelUn 
come to you, of her I am to fpeake. 

Con. Sirra tell my gentlewoman I would fpeake with 
her, He Hen 1 meane. 

Cle. Was this faire face the caufe.quoth (he. 

Why the Grecians facked Troy, 

Fond done,done, fond was this King Vriams ioy, 

With that (he fighed as flic ftood,£w 
And gaue this fentence then, among nine bad if one be 
good, among nine bad if one be good, there’s yet one 
good in ten. 

Con. What,one good in tenne? you corrupt the fong 
firra. 

Clo. One good woman in ten Madam,whichis a pu¬ 
rifying ath’ fong: would God would ferue the world fo 
all the yeere, weed finde no fault with the tithe woman 
ifl were the Parfon,oneinten quoth a? and wee might 
haueagood woman borne but ore euerie blazing flarre, 
or at an earthquake, ’twould mend the Lotteriewell, a 
man may draw his heart out ere a plucke one. 

Cvu. Youle begone fir kcauc,and doe as I command 
you? 


Clo. That man fliould be at woman* command, an d 
yet no hurt done,'though honeftie be no Puritan, y et j 
it will doe no hurt, it will wcare the Surplis of hum iluic V 
oucr the blacke-Gownc of a bigge heart : I am go¬ 
ing forfooth, the bufineflc is for Helen to come hither. 

Exit. 

. Cou. Well now. 

Stew. 1 know Madam you loue your Gentlewoman 

intircly. 

Cou. Fa ith I doe: her Father bequeath’d her to mee, 
and flic her felfe without other aduantage, may lawful- 
lie make title to as much loue as fhcc Andes, there is 
more owing her then is paid, and more ihallbepaid 
her then (heele demand. 

Stew. Madam, I wasverie late more neere her then 
1 thinkc fliee wiflit mee’, alone fheewas, and did 
communicace to her felfe her owne words to her 
owne eares, fhee thought. I darevowc for her, they 
toucht not anie ftranger fence, her matter was, (lice 
loued your Somie; Fortune fliee laid was no god- 
defle, that had put fuch difference betwixt their two 
eftates: L oue no god, that would not extend his might 
onclie, where qualities were leucll, Queene of Vir¬ 
gins , that would fuffer her poore Knight furpris’d 
without refeue in the firft aflault or ranfome after¬ 
ward: This fliee deliuer’d in the moft bitter touch of 
forrow that ere I heard Virgin exclaime in,which I held 
my dutie lpeedily to acquaint you withall, fithencem 
the lode that may happen, itconcernes you fomethiug 
to know it. 

Cou. You haue difeharg’d this honefllic, keepe it 
to your felfe, manie likelihoods inform’d mee of this 
before, which hung fo tottring in the ballance, that 
I could neither beleeue nor mifdoubt : praie you 
lcaue mee, ftall this in your bofome, and I thanke 
you for your honeft care; I will fpeake with you fur¬ 
ther anon. Sxit Steward. 


Enter He lien, 

Old.Cou. Euen fo it was with me when I was yong: 
If euer we are natures, thefe arc ours,this thorne 
Doth to ourRofe ofyouth righlie belong 
Our bloud to vs, this to our blood is borne, 

It is the ftiow, and (eale of natures truth. 

Where loues ftrong paflion is impreft in youth. 

By our remembrances of daies forgon. 

Such were our faults, or then we thought therii none, 
Hereieis ficke 011 ’t, I obferue her now. 

Hell. What is your pleafure Madam ? 

Ol.Cou. You know HeUen I am a mother to you. 
Hell. Mine honorable Miftris. 

Ol.Cou. Nay a mother, why not a mother? when I 
fed a mother 

Me thought you faw a (erpent, what’s in mother, 

That you ftart at it ? I fay I amyour mother. 

And p ut you in the Catalogue ofthofe 
That were enwombed mine,’tis often feene 
Adoption ftriues with nature,and choife breedes 
A natiue flip to vs from forraine feedes: 

You ncre oppreft me with a mothers groane. 

Yet I expreffe to you a mothers care, 

(Gods mercic maiden) dos it curd thy blood 
To fay I am thy mother? what’s the matter, 

T hat this di ftemp ered meflenger of wet ? 
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The m&nic colour d Iris rounds chine eye? 

.. „~=r~; Why .that you are my daughter ? 

Veil, That I am not. ° 

Old.Cou. I fay I am your Mother. 

Hell. Pardon Madam. 

The Count Rojidton cannot be my brother : 

1 am from humble.he from honored name • 

Nonote vpon my Parents, his all noble. 

My Matter,my dccrc Lord he is.and I 
His feruant liue, and will his vafiall die: 

He mutt not be my brother. 

Ol.fou. Nor I your Mother. 

Hell. You are my mother Madam,would you were 
So that my Lord your lonne were not my brother, 
Indeede my mother, or were you both our mothers 
I care no more tor, then I doc for heauen, 

Sol were not his filler,cant no other. 

But I your daughter,he mutt be my brother. 

, Yes HeUeKjou might be my daughter in law, 
God fhield you meane it not, daughter and mother 
So ftnue vpon your pulfe; what pale agen ? 

My feare hath catchtyour fondr.efTc) now I fee 
The mittric ofyour louelineflc.and finde 
Your fait tcares head, now to all fence ’ti* grofie: 

You lone my fonne.inuention is afbam’d 
Againft the proclamation ofthypaftion 
To fay thou dooftnot: therefore tell me true. 

But tell me then ’tis fo, for looke.thy cheekcs’ 

Confeffe it ton tooth to th’othcr.and thine ciea 
See it fo grofely fhowne in thy behauiours, 

That in their kinde they fpeakc it, onely finne 
A nd hellifH obftinacie tye thy tongue 

truth fhould be fufpeaed, fpeakc,ift fo ? 
fit be fo,youhaue wound a goodly clewe: 
fit be not, forfwcare’t how ere I charge thee. 

As heauen ftiall worke in me for thine auaile * 
Totellmetruelie. 

Hell. Good Madam pardon me. 

Con. Do you louc my Sonne? 

Hell. Your pardon noble Mittris. 

Com. Louc you my Sonne? 

Hell. Doe not you loue him Madam? 

Com. Gpe not about;my louc hath in’t a bond 
Whereof the world takes note: Come, come,difdofe: 
The ftate of your affe&ion,for your paflions 
Haue to the full appeach'd. 

Hell- Then I confeffe 

Here on my knee,before high heauen and you, 
Thatbefore you, and next vnto high heauen ,1 loue your 
Sonne: 

My friends were poore but honeft/o’s my louc: 

Be not ofFended,for it hurts not him 
That he is lou’d of me ; I folio w him not 
By any token of prefumptuous fuite, 

Nor would I haue him,till I doe deferue him. 

Yet ncucr know how that defert fhould be: 

I know I louc in vaine, ftnue againft hope r 
Yet in this captious,and intemible Siue. 

I ftii! poure in the waters of my louc 
And lacke not to loofc ftill; thus Indian liko 
Religious in mine error, I adore 
The Sunnc that lookes vpon his worfliipper, 
lut knowes ofhim no more. My deereft Madam, 

Let not your hate incounter with my loue, 

'or louing where you doe; but ifysur felfe, 

Whofe aged honor cites a vertuous youth. 


All's IVell that ends Well. 


^j^eu«^Tn fo true a flame of liking " 

Wilh chaftly,and loue dearely.that your Dion 
Was both her felfe and loue,0 then gi Uep i ttie 
To her whole ftate is fuch,that cannot choofe 
But lend and giue where fiie is fure to loofc • 

That feekes not to finde that,her fearch impii e . 

But riddle like,hues fwcetely where fhe dies ’ 

Com. Had you not lately an intent/peakc*^ 
To goe to Parts} ‘ iue v, 

Hell Madam I had. 

Com. Whcrefore?tell true. 

Hell. I will tell truth, by grace it felfe I f weare 
You know my Father left me feme prefcripti ons 
Of rare and prou’d effe&s, fuch as his reading 
And manifeft experience, had collcded 6 

For generall foutraigntie: and that he wil’d me 
In heedefull’ft referuation to beftow them 
As notes,whofc faculties inclufiue were * 

More then they were in note:Amongft thereft 
There is a remedic,approu’d,fct downe * 

To cure the dcfperace languifhings whereof 
The King is render’d loft. 

Com. This was your motiue for Paris , was ir , 

fftll- My Lord,your fonne.made me to think 
Elfe Parts ,and the medicine,and the King, 

Had from the conuerfation of my thoughts 
Happily beeneabfent then. 

Com. Butthinkeyou HeBen, 

If you fhould tender your fuppofed aide. 

He would receiue it ? He and his Phifitiohs 
Arc of a minde, hc,that they cannot heipe him: 

1 hey,that they cannot heipe, how fhall they credit 
A poore vnlearned Virgin, when theSchooles 
Eobowel’d of their doctrine, haue left off 
1 he danger to it felfe. 

Veil. There’s lomething in’t 
More then my Fathers skill.which was the great’ft 
Of his profcffion, that his good receipt. 

Shall for my legacic be falsified 
Bych lucktcft (tars in heaucoj and would your honor 
But giuc mclcauc to trie fuccefle, I*de venture 
The well loft life of mino^on l%is Graces cure, 

By fuch a day,an houre, 

C*u. Doo’ft thou belceue’t ? 

Hell, I Madam knowingly. 

C°u t Why Hellen thou malt haue my leaue and louc, 
N canes and attendants,and my louing greetings 
T ° thofc of mine in Court, He ftaie at home 
And praie Gods blefimg inro thy attempt: 

Begon to morrow, and be fure of this. 

What I can heipe thee to,tbou ftialt not miffc. £xmt, 


«vf Us Well,that ends Well. 


23 ? 


Atlus Secmdut. 


Enter the King with dinersyong Lords,taking leant ftr 
the Florentine wane ;• fount, Refe, and 
Pantiles. F/orifh Cornets. 

King. Farewell yong Lords,thefe warlike principles 
Doe not throw from you,and you my Lords farewells 
Share the aduice betwixt you, if both gaine, all 
The guift doth ftrctch it felfe as tis rcceiu’d. 

And is cn oughfor both. 

Lord.G. Tis our hope fir. 

After 


—dfentrcdlbiddiers, to rcturne 
A^ W ? U „ r crace in health. 

nf, it cannot be; and yet my heart 
WC* ,„ n f e ffe he owes the mallady 
W' 11 n ° h life befiege: fai well yong Lords, 

Tfi I liue or die, be you the formes 

^**L French men: let higher Italy 
She laft Monarchy) fee that you come 

0 h juooc honour, but to wed it, when 

to wo fhrinkes: finde what you feeke, 

Thcb f me may cry you loud: I fay farewell. 

Heahh at your bidding feruc your Maiefty. 
vs Thofe girlcs of Italy.takc heed of them, 

*£ our French,lacke language to deny 
JfSy demand: beware of being Captures 

Bt £ C Ourheans rcceiue your warnings. 

V" ff Farewell, come hether to me. 

joG. Oh my fwcet Lord ^you wil ftay behind vs. 
parr. Tis not his fault thefpark. 

TtE Oh ’tis braue warres. 

Moft admitable,I haue fecne thofe warres. 
vM I am commanded here,and kept a coylc with. 
Too young,and the next yecre, and ’tis too early. 

1 Parr. And thy minde ftand toot boy, 

fiial ftay here the for-horfeto a fmocke, 
Creekinft my ^ ooes on thcplaine Mafonry, 

Till honour be bought vp, and no fword worne 
Rut one to dance with: by heauenjlc fteale away, 
i .U.G. There’s honour in the theft. 
p an . Commit it Count. 

}.£,».£. I am your acccffary,and fo farewell. 

'Pjf. I grow to you,& our parting is a tortur’d body. 

IFarewll Captaine. 
t,Lo.E. Sweet Mounfier ParoEes. 
parr. Noble Heroes ; my fword and yours are kinne, 
oood fparkes and luftrous, a word good mettals. You 
MI finde in the Regiment of theSpinij, one Captaine 
Sparie his ficatrice,withan Emblemc ofwarrehecre on 
his finifter cheeke; it was this very fword entrench’d it: 
fay to him I liue,and obferue his reports for me. 

U.G. We fhall noble Captaine. 

Parr. Mars doate on you for his nouices , what will 
yc doe ? 

Ro f. Stay the King, 

Parr. Yfe a more fpacious ceremonie to the Noble 
Lords,you haue reftrain’d your felfe within the Lift of 
too cold an adieu: be more exprefliuc to them 5 for they 
wearethemfelucs in the cap ofthe time,thefc do mufter 
ttuegate; eat, fpcake, and mouevnder the influence of 
the moft receiu’d ftarre, and though thedeuiilleade the 
meafure, fuch are to be followed: after them, and take a 
more dilated farewell. 

Ro/f. Andl will doe fo. 

Parr. Worthy fellowes, and like to prooue moft fi- 
newicfword-m«n. - Exeunt. 

Enter Lafew. 

L.Laf. Pardon my Lord for mce and for my tidings. 
King. Be fee thee to ftand vp. (pardon, 

LXaf. Then hcres a man ftands that has brought his 
I would you had kneel’d my Lord to aske roe mercy. 
And that at my bidding you could fo ftand vp. 

King, I would I had, fo I had broke thy pate 


And askt thee mercy for’t. 

Laf. Goodfaith a-croffe,but my good Lord *tis thus. 
Will you be cur’d of your infirmitie? 

King. No. 

Laf. O will you eat no grapes my royall foxe ? 

Yes but you will, my noble grapes, and if 

My royall foxe could reach them:I haue feen a medicine 

That’s able to breath life into a ftone. 

Quicken a rocke.and make you dance Canari 
With fprightly fire and motion, whofe fitnple touch 
Is powcrfull to arayfe King Vippen, nay 
To giue great fharltmaine a pen in’s hand 
And write co her a loue-line. 

King. What her is this? 

Laf. Why dodior fbc: my Lord,there’s onearriu’d, 
It you will fee her: now by my faith and honour. 

If ferioufly I may conuay my thoughts 
In this my fight dchuerancc, I haue fpokc 
With one, that in her fexe, her yeeres.profcftion, 
Wifcdomcand conftancy,hath amaz’d mee more 
Then 1 dare blame my weakenefle: will you fee her ? 

For that is her dcmand.and know her bufinefle? 

That donc.laugh well at me. 

King. Now good Lafew, 

Bring in the admiration, that we with thee 
May fpend our wonder too,or take off thinc 
By wondring how thou tookft it. 

Laf. Nay,Ilefityou, 

And not be all day neither. 

King. Thus he his fpeciall nothing cuerprologucs. 

Laf. Nay, come yo«r waies. 

Enter Hellen. 

King. This hafte hath wings indeed. 

^ Laf. Nay, come your waies. 

This is his Maieftie, fay ycur minde to him, 

A Traitor you doe looke like, but fuch traitors 
His Maiefty feldome feares, I am Crejfeds Vnde, 

That dare leaHe two together,far you well. Exit. 

King. Now faire one,do’s your bufines follow ys ? 

Hel. I my good Lord, 

Cerardde Karbon was my father, 

In what he did profefle, well found. 

King. I knew him. 

Hel. The rather will I fpare my praifes towards him, 
Knowing him is enough; on’s bed of death. 

Many rcceits he gaue me, chieflie one , 

Which as the deareft iflue of his practice 
And of his olde experience, th’onlie darling. 

He bad me ftore vp, as a triple eye, 

Safer then mine ownc two: more deire I haue lb. 

And hearing your high Maieftie is toucht 
With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour 
Of my dcare fathers gift, ftands cheefc in power, 

I come to tender ic, and my appliance, 

With all bound humblenefie. 

King. We thanke you maiden. 

But may not be fo credulous of cure. 

When our moft learned Doftors leaue vs, and 
The congregated Colledge haue concluded, 

That labouring Art can neuer ranfome nature 
Frogs her inaydible eftate: I fay we muft not 
So ftaine our iudgement, or corrupt our hope, 

To proftitute our paft-curc malladie 
Toempericks, or to difteuer fo 
Our great felfe and our credit, to efteeme 
A fcncelefie heipe,when heipe paft fence we deemed 

Hel. My 
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Hell. My ducie then (hall pay me for my paincs : 

I will no more enforce mine office on you , 

Humbly intreating from your royall thought*, 

A modeft one to bcare me backe againe. 

King. I cannot giue thee leffc to be cal’d gratcfull: 
Thou thoughtft tohelpe me, and fuch thankesl giue 
As one necre deach to thofe that wifh him Hue: 

But what at full I know, thou knowft no part, 

I knowing all my perill.thou no Art. 

KtB. What I can doe, can doc no hurt to try, 

Since you fet vp your reft ’gainlt remedie: 

He that ofgrcateft woikes isfinifher. 

Oft does them by the weakeft minifter: 

So holy Writ, in babes hath judgement fliownc. 

When Iudges hauc bin babes; great flouds haueflowne 
From fimple fourccs: and grear Seas haue dried 
When Miracles haue by the grcat’ft becne denied. 

Oft expedition failes, and moll oft there 
Where moftit promilcs: and oft it hits, 

Where hope is coldeft, and dcfpaire moft fhifts. 

King. I miift not heare thee,fare thee wel kind maide. 
Thy paines not vs’d, muft by thy lelfe be paid, 

Proffer* not tooke.rcape thanks for theip reward. 

Hel. Infpired Merit fo by breath is bard. 

It is not fo with him that all things knowes 
As’tis with vs, that fquarc our guetTe by ftiowes: 

But moft it isprefumpeion in vs, when 
The help ofheauen we count the adf of men. 

Deare fir, to my cndcauors giue confcnt, 

Of heauen,not me, make an experiment. 

I am not an Impoftrue, that proclaimc 
My felfe againft the leuill of mine ai me, 

But know I tuinke,and thinke I know moft Cure, 

My Art is not paft power,nor you part cure. 

King. Art thou fo confident? Within what fpace 
Hop’ft thou my cure t 

Hel. The greateft grace lending grace, 

Ere twice thfc horfes of the funne (ball bring 
Their fiery torcher his diurnall ring. 

Ere twice in murke and occidentall dampc 
Moift Hefpcrut hath quench’d her fleepy Lampe: i 

Or foure and tvventy times thePylots glaffe 
Hath told the thceuifh minutes, how they paffc: 

What is infirme,from your found parts fliall flic. 

Health (hall liue free, and fickeneffe freely dye. 

King. Vpon thy certainty and confidence. 

What dar’ft thou venter ? 

' Hell. Taxe of impudence, 

A ftrumpets boldneffe, a divulged ftiame 
Traduc'd by odious ballads: my maidens name 
Seard otherwife, ne worfe of word extended 
With vildeft torture, let my life be ended. 

Kin. Methinks in thee fome bleffed fpirit doth fpeak 
HispoWerfulI found, within an organ weake: 

And what impoffibility would flay 
In common fence, fence faucs another way; 

Thy life is decrc, for all that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eftimate: 

Youth, beauty,wifedome, courage, all 
That happines and prime, can happy call s 
Thou this to hazard, needs muft intimate 
Skill infinite, or monftrous defperate, 

Sweet pradlifer, thy Phyficke Jwill try, 

That minifters thine owne death ifl die. 

Hel. Ifl breake time,or flinch in property 
Of what I (poke, vnpittied let me die, 


Altt W-lltbatendsWcll. 


Jiutifl hclpe,what doe youpromife me. * 

Kip. Make thy demand. 

Hel.: But will you make it euen ? 

Kin. 1 by my Scepter,and my hopes of hel^ 

Hel. Then flialt thou giue me with thv if C *i . 

What husband in thy power I will command" 8 ^^ 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To choofefrom forth the royall bloud ofFran 
My low and humble name to propagate *** 
With any branch or image of thy ftate: 

But fuch a one thy vaffall,whom I know 
Is free for me to aske,thce to beftow. 

Kin. Hecre is my hand, the premifes obfern’d 
1 hy will by my performance fball be feru’d: ’ 

So make the choice of thy owne time, for I 
Thy refolv’d Patient, on thee ftill relye: 

More ftiould I queftion thee, and more I muft 
Though more to know, could not be more toLa 
From whence thou earn’d,how tended on but reft 
Vnqucftion’d welcome, and vndoubted bleft, * 
Giue me fomehelpc hcere hoa, if thou procee*d 
As high as word, my deed fball match thy deed. 

V°rijh. ‘ hk 

Enter Comtejfc and Clowne. 

Ltdy. Come on fir, I fliall now put vou to tlieti.’ l 
of your breeding. F ^you to theheigh 

Clown. I will ftsew my felfe highly fed, an J lft , 
taught, I know my bufineffe is but to the Court. ^ 

Lady. TothcCourt, why what place make v 0U ft 
cull when you put off that with fuch contempt bui 
the Court? * * ‘ 

C/e. Truly Madam, if God haue lent a man any nut 
tiers, hee may eafilic put it off at Court: hee that cannt 
make a legge,put off’s cap, kiffe his hand, and fay no 
thing has neither legge, hands, lippe, nor cap; and i„ 
deed fuch a fellow, to fayprccifcly, were notforth 
Court, But forme, I haue an anfwcrc willferueallmtn 

L*dj. Marry that’s a bountifull anfwere that fitui 
queftions. 

G 9 • ^ like a Barbers chaire that fits all buttockes 
the pin buttocke, the quatch-buttecke, the brawn bur 
tocke, or any buttocke. 

Lady. Will your anfwere ferue fit to all queftions? 

Cl». As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an Attur- 
ney, as your French Cro wne for your taffety punke, as 
Tibs rufh for Toms fore-finger,as a pancake for Shrout- 
tuelday, a Morris for May-day,as thenailcto his hole, 
the Cuckold to his home, as a fcolding queane to a 
wrangling knaue, as the Nuns lip to the Friers mouth, 
nay as the pudding to his skin. 

L*dj. Haue you, I fay, an anfwereoffuch fitneffefot 
all queftions? 

Clo. From below your Duke, to beneath your Con- 
ftable, it will fit any queftion. 

Lndy. It muft be an anfwere ofmoft monftrous fize, 
that muft fit all demands. 

Cla. But a triflle neither in good faith, ifthe learned 
mould fpeake truth of it i heere it is,and all that belongs 
tot. Askemeeiflam a Courtier, it (hall doe you no 
bar me to learne. 

L«dr. To be young againeifwe could : I will bee a 
foole in queftion, hoping to bee the wifer by your an* 
fwer. 

liij. 
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'^rrr B ravyou fir,afe you a Courtier ? 

Jf JLord fir theres a fimple putting ;oft: ffiote,-, 

.hundred of them. 

por^ 3 c r i a map oo* c fremd of yours; that lotfes you. 
O Lord fir, thicke. thickc, f P «e not mc 
, l thinke fir, you can bate none of this homely 


o Lord fir f nay put me too't, I warrant you. 

C ’ y oU were lately whipefir as I thinke. 

Sf o Lord fir, fpare not me. 

n Doe you crieO- Lord fir at your whipping, and 

r t oot me ? Indeed your O Lord fir, is very fequent 
vout whipping : you woold anfwere very-well to a 
Wnnine ify° u were but bound too't. 

Inere had worfehteke in *y life in my-OLord 
V . 1 f e e things may ferue long, bue not ferue cuer. 

' 'l* I pby the noble hufwife with the time,toenter- 
ineit fo merrily with a foole. 

CU, OLord fir, why there’t femes well agen. 

It. And end fir to your bufineffe: giue Hellen this. 
And vrge her to a prefent anfwcr backe, 

Commen d me to my kinfmen, and my fonne, 

This is not much . . 

Clo. Not much commendation to them. 

L*. N«rmuch imployement for you, youvnder- 

fruitfully, Tam there, before my legegs. 


r. Hiftvouacen. 


Exeunt 


Enter Count, Lafew/tnd Pxrollet. 

Ol.Luf. They fay miracles are paft, and we haue our 
philofophicall perfons, to makemoderne and familiar 
things fupernaturall and caufeleffe. Hence is it, that we 
make trifles of terrours,cnfconcing our felues into Tee¬ 
ming knowledge, when weflhouldfubmieoarfelues to 
anvnknownefeare. 

Par. Why’tisthcrarcft argument of wonder, that 
bath (hot out in our latter times. 

Kef. Andfo'tis. 

Ol.Laf. Tobc relinquiflitofthcArtifts. 

far. So I fay both of Galen and Paractlftu. 

Ol.Laf. Of all the learned and authentickefellowes. 

Par. Right fo I fay. 

Ol.Laf. That gauc him out incurcable. 

Par. Why there ’tis.fo fay I too. 

Ol.Laf. Not to be help’d. 

Par. Right,as ’twerc a man affur’d of a-- 

Ol.Laf. Vncertainelife,and fure death. 

Par. Iuft, you fay well: fo would I haue faid. 

OlJLaf. Imaytrulyfay,itisanoueItictothe world. 

Par. It is indeede ifyou will haue it in (hcwing,you 
(hall reade it in what do ye call there. 

Ol.Laf. A fliewing of a heauenly effect in an earth¬ 
ly AZlor. 

Tar. That’sit, I would haue faid, the verie fame. 

Ol.Laf. Why your Dolphin b not luftier: foremee 
I fpeake in refpeiff- 

Tar. Nay’tis ftrange,’ds very ftraunge, that is the 
breefe and the tedious of it, and he’s of a moft facineri- 

bus fpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the- 

OLLaf. Very hand ofheauen. 

Par. I,fo I fay. 

OLLaf. Inamoftweake—■■ 

for. And debile minifter great power, grear tran- 
cendenee,which ftiould indeede giue vs a fUrchcr vfe to 
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be made, then alone the recou’ry of the king, as to bee 
OldLaf. Generally thankfull, 

Enter King, Hellen, ar.dattendants. 

Tar. I would haue faid it, you fay well: heere comes 
the King. 

Ol.Laf. Luftique, as the Dutchman iaies: He like a 
maide the Better whil'd I haue a tooth in my head: why 
he’s able to leade her a Carranto. 

Par. Mor du vsnager,is sot this Helen < 

Ol.Laf. Fore God I thinke fo. 

King. Goe call before nice all the Lords in Court, 

Sit my preferuer by thy patients fide, 

And with this hcalcbfull hand whofc baniftu fence 
Thou haft repeal’d, a fecond time receyuc 
The confirmation of my promis’d gtjift. 

Which but attends thy naming. 

Enter $ or <f Lords. 

Faire Maide fend forth thine eye,this youthfull parceli 
Of Noble Batchellors, (land at my bellowing. 

Ore whom both Soueraigne power, and fathers yoke 
I haue to vfe;thy franke elc&ion make. 

Thou haft power to choofe, and they none to forfake. 

Htl. To each of you, one faire and vertuous Miftris; 
Fall when loue pleafe, marry to each but one. 

Old Laf, l’de giue bay curtail, and his furniture 
My mouth no more were broken then thefe boyes. 

And writ as little beard. 

King. Perufe them well: 

Not one of thofe, but had a Noble father. 

She addreffes her to h Lord. 
Hel. Gentlemen, heauen hath through me, reltor’d 
the king to health. 

All. We vnderftand it, and thanke heauen for you. 
Hel. I am a fimple Maide, and therein wealthicft 
That I proteft, I (imply am a Maide: 

Pleafe it your Maicftie, I haue done already : 

The bluffics in my chcekcs thus whifper mee. 

We blufhthat thou (houldft choofe, but be refufed; 

Let the white death fit on thy checke for cuer, 

Wee’l nere come there agaiue. 

King. Make choife and fee. 

Who (buns thy loue, (buns all his louc in mee. 

He 1. Now Dian from thy Altar do I fly, 

And to imperiall louc, thatGod moft high 
Do my fighes ftreame :Sir,wil you heare my fuite? 
i.Le.And grant it. 
hel. Thankes fir,all the reft is mute. 

OLLaf. I had rather be in this choife, then throw 
Amef-ace for my life. 

Hel. The honor fir that flames in your faire eyes. 
Before I fpeake too thrcatningly replies: 

I.oue rnakeyour fortunes twentie times aboue 
Her that fo vviffics, and her humble louc, 
a Lo. No better ifyou pleafe. 

Hel. My wiffi receiue. 

Which great loue grant, and fo I take my leaue. 

Ol.Laf. Do all they denie her ? And they werefons 
of mine, I’dc haue them whip’d, or I would fend them 
to’th Tutke to make Eunuches of. 

Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand (hould take, 
lie neuer do you wrong for your owne fake: 

Bleffing vpon your vowes, and in your bed 
Finde fairer fortune, if you euer wed. 

OldLaf. Thefe boyes are boyes of Ice, they’le none 
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haueheere : fure they are baflards totheEnglifh, the 
French nere got em. 

La. Y ou arc too young, too happie, and too good 
To make your fclfc a tonne out ofmy blood. 

4 .Lord. Faire one, I thinke not fo. 

Ol.Lord There’s one grape ycr, I am furc thy father 
drunke wine, Butifthou bc’ft not anaffe, lam a youth 
of fourtcere: I hauc knowne thee already. 

Hel, I dare not lay I take you, but I giue 
Me and my feruicc, eucr whilfi 1 liue 
Into your guiding power : This is the man. 

King. Why theayoung 'Bertram take herfhee’sthy 
wife. 

Ber.My wifemyLeige? I fhalbefeech your highnes 
1 In fuch a bufines, giue me leaue to vfc 
The hclpe of mine owne eies. 

King. Know’ft thou not "Bertram what fliee ha’s 
done for mee ? 

her. Yes my good Lord, but neuer hope to know 
why I ihouldmarrieher. 

Ar«£.Thou know’ft fhee ha’s rais’d me from my lick- 
ly bed. 

"her. Butfollowesitmy Lord, to bring medowne 
Muft anfwer for your railing? 1 knowe her well: 

Shee had her breeding at my fathers charge: 

A poore Phyfiiians daughter my wife ? Difdaine 
Rather corrupt me cuer. 

King Tis onely title thou difdainft in her,the which 
I can build vp : ftrange is it that out bloods 
Ot colour, waight, and heat-, pour’d all together. 
Would quite confound diftindlion: yet ftands off 
Indifferences fo mi ghtie. Iffticbec 
All that is vertuous ( faue what.thou diflik’ft) 

A poore Phifitians daughter, thou diflik’ft 
Of vertue for the name: but doe not fo : 

From loweft place, whence vertuous things proceed. 
The place is dignified by th’ doers deede. 

Where great additions fwcll’s, and vertue none. 

It is a dropfied honour .Good a lone, 

Is good without a name? Vilencfl’e is fo: 

Th? propertie by what is is, fhould go, 

Not by the title. Sheets young, wife, faire, 

In thefe, to Nature fliee’s immediate heire: 

And thefe breed honour: that is honours fcorne. 

Which challenges it fclfc as honours borne, 

And is not like the fire: Honours thriue. 

When rather from our a<fts we them deriue 
Then our fore-goers: the meere words, aflaue 
Debofh’d on euerie tombe, on euerie graue: 

A lyingTrophee,andasoftisdumbe, 
iVherc duft, and damn’d obliuion is the Tombe. 

Of honour'd bones indeed, what fhould be faide ? 

If thou canft like this creature, as a maids, 

I can create the reft: Vertue, and fhee 

Is her owne dower: Honour and wealth, from nice, 

Ber. I cannot loue her, nor will ftriue to doo’t. 

King. Thou wrong’ft thy fclfe, if thou fliold’ft ftriue 
to choofe. 

Hel. That you are well reftor’d my Lord.I’me gUd: 
Let the reft go. 

King. My Honor’s at the ftake, which to defeats 
I muft produce my power. Heere, take her hand. 

Proud fcernfull boy, vnworthie this good gift, 

That doft in vile mifprifion ftuckle vp 
My lotte, and her defert: that canft not dreatnc. 

We poizing vs in her dcfe&iue fcale. 



Shall weigh thee to the beamed ThaT^ii 
It is in Vs to plant thine Honour. Xre 0 ^' 
Wepleafetohaue it grow. Checke thy 
Obey Ourwill, whichtrauailes inthygood^ 5 
Beleeuenotthy d*fdaine,but prefentlie 
Do thine owne fortunes that obedient right 
Which both thy dutie owes, and Our power rW 
Or I will throw thee from my care for eucr 
Into the flaggers, and the carelefle Japfe 
Ol youth and ignorance: both my reuenge andu.. 
Loofing vpon thee, in the name of iuftice, C 
Without all termes ofpittic. Speake,thine anf Wer 
Ber. Pardon my gracious Lord: for I fi,b m i t 

My fancie to your eies, when I confider 
What great creation, and what dole of honour 
Flics where you bid it: I finde tha t fhe which late 
Was in my Nobler thoughts, moft bafe:» now 
The praifed of the King, who fo ennobled 
Is as’twere borne fo. 

King. Take her by the hand, 

And tell her flic is thine: to whom I promife 
A counterpoize: If not to thy eftate, 

A ballance more repleat. 

Ber. I take her hand. 

Kin, Good fortune, and the fauouref the King 
Smile vpon this Contra#: whofe Ceremonic * 
Shall feeme expedient on the now borne briefe 
And be perform’d to night: the folemne Feaft ’ 

Shall more attendi vpon the coming fpace, 

Expecting abfenc friends. A» thou lou’ft her 
Thy loue’s to me Religious :eife,do’s erVe. ’ Excm 

Parolles and Lafewfiaj behind, commen¬ 
ting ofthu wedding. 

Laf. Do you hearc Monficur? A word with you. 

Par. Your plealure fir. 

Laf. Your Lord and M after did well to make his re¬ 
cantation. 

Par. Rccantationj’My Lord? ray Mafter? 

laf. I: Is it not a Language I fpeakc i 

Par. A moft harfti one, and not to bee vnderfloade 
without bloudie fuccceding My Mafter i 

Laf. Are you Companion to the Count Roftilm) 

Par. To any Count, roallCountsttowhatismsti. 

Laf. To what is Counts man: Couots maifler is of 
another ftilc. 

far. Youaretooold fir: Lexitfatisfieyou, youare 
too old. 

Laf. I muft tell thee firrah, I write Man : towhich 
title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

Laf. I did thinke thee for two ordinaries : tobtes 
prettie wife fellow, thou didftmakc tollerable ventof 
thy trauell, it might pafle: yet the fcarffes and the ban¬ 
nerets about thee,did manifoldlie diflwsde me from be. 
lecuing thee a veflell of too great a burthen. 1 hauenow 
found thee, when I loofe thee againe, I care not: yet art 
thou good for nothing but taking vp, and that th’ourt 
fcarcc worth. 

Par . Hadft thou not the priuiledge of Antiquity vp¬ 
on thee. 

Laf. Do not plundge thy felfe to farre in anger,leaft 
thou haften thy’ trial]: which if, Lord haue mercie cn 
thee for a hen, fo my good window of Lettice faiethce 
well, thy cafement I needcnotopen.forllookthtongb 
thee. Giue me thy hand. 

Far My Lord,you giue me moft egregious indignity, 

u\. 


cAirsWelljbatSnds Well 


"TTi w ich all my heart, and thou art worthy of it. 
pl I hauc not roy Lord deferu’d it. 

L f. Yci good faith, cu’ry draramcofit, and I will 
kAfethccafcruple, 

*°nr. WdUMlbcwifcr. 

as f° onc as thou, can'fty for thou haft to pull 
fmackc a*ch contrarie. If cucr thou bce’ft bound 
vskarfeand beaten, thou fhall finde what it is to be 
* 11 of thy bondage, I hauc a defire to holdcmyac- 

pr °*„cancc with thee,or rather my knowledge, that I 
^ uai |* ay j a tfic default, he is a man I know. 
p. r \ My^Lord you do me moft infupportablc vexati- 

° n * r j would it were hell paines for thy fake, and my 
ore doing ctcrnall: for doing I am paft, as I will by 
P,° j n what motion age will giue me leaue. Exit. 

Par. Wcll» t houliaftafonnciIiall take this difgrace 
otfme; feuruy, old, filthy, feuruy Lord ; Well, 1 muft 
be patient, there is no fettering of authority, lie beatc 
lij^/byniy life) ifl can mectehim with anyconucni- 
cn ce and he were double and double a Lord. He hauc 

no mote pittie ofhis age then I would hauc of-lie 

bweehim, and if I could but meet him agen. 

Enter Lxfew. 

laf. Sirra,your Lord and mafters married, there’s 
newea for you: you haueancwMiftris. 

Par. I moft vnfaincdly befcechyour Lordfhippe to 
make fomc referuation of your wrongs. He is my good 
Lord,whom I ferue abouc is my mafter. 
laf Who? God. 

Par , I fir. 

Laf The deuill it is, that’s thy mafter. Why dooeft 
thou garter vp thy armes a this fafhion?Doft make hofc 
ofthyflecucs ?Do other feruants fo ? Thou wert beft fee 
thy lower part where thy nofe ftands. By mine Honor, 
ifl were but two houres y on'ger, l*de beate thee: mec- 
think’ft tlieu art a generall effcncc, and cuery man (Bold 
beatc thee: I thinke thou waft created lor men to breath 
themfclues vpon thee. 

Par. This is hard and vndefetued meafure my Lord. 
Laf. Go too fir, you were beaten in Italy for picking 
akernellouc ofaPomgranar, you are a vagabond, and 
no true traueller: you are more fawcic with Lordcs and 
honourable perfonages, then the Commifsion of your 
birth and vertue giucs you Heraldry.You arc not worth 
another word, clle Tdc call you knauc. I leaue you. 

Exit 

Enter Count Rojfillion. 

Par. Good, very good, iris fo then: good, very 
good, let it be concealed awhile. 

Rof. Vndcme, and forfeited to cares for euer. 

Par. What’s the matter fweet-heart ? 

BpfsiH. Although before the folemne Pricft I hauc 
fworne, I will not bed her. 

Par. What? what fweet heart ? 

Rof. O my Varrolles, they hauc married me: 

He to the Tufcan warres,and neuer bed her. 

P^r. Fr#fwreisadog-hole r and it no more merits, 

The tread of a mans foot: too*th warres. 

^ There s letters from my mother: Whatth’im- 
port is, 1 know not yet« 

Par. I that would be knowne: too^hwarrsmy boy, 
too th warres: J 


259 


He weares his honor in a boxe vnfeene. 

That hugges his kickic wickie heare at home. 

Spending his manlie marrow in her armes 
Which ihould fuftaine the bound and high curuet 
Of Afarfes fieric ftced: to other Regions, 

France is a ftablc, wee that dwell in’t lades. 

Therefore too’th warre. 

Rof. It fhall be fo, lie fend her to my houfe. 

Acquaint my mother with my hate to her. 

And wherefore I am fled: Write to the King 
That which I durft not fpeake. His prefent gift 
Shall furnifti me to thofe Italian fields 
Where noble fclJowes ftrike: Wanes is no ftrife 
To the darkc houfe,and the detected wife. 

Tar. Will this Caprichio hold in thee,art furc? 

Rof. Go with me to my chamber, and aduice me. 

lie lend her ftraight away: To morrow. 

He to the warres, fhe to her fingle forrow. 

Par.Why thefe bals bound, ther’s noife in.it, Tis hard 
A yong man niaried,is a man that’s mard : 

Therefore away, and leaue her brauely: go. 

The King ha’s done you wrong : but hufh ’tis fo. Exit 

Enter Helena and Clowne. ’ 

He!. My mother greets me kindly, is fhe well ? 

C'o. She is not well, but yet fhe has her health, (he’s 
very merrie, but yee fne is not well: but thankes be «i- 
uen fne’s very well, and wanes nothing i’th world : but 
yet flic is 110 c well. 

Hel. If Ihe be verie wel, what do’s fheayle,that (he’s 
noeverie well? 

Ci°i 7 ruly flie s very well indecd^but for two things 

Hel . What two things ? 

Clo. One,that ihe’s not in heaueo, whether God fend 
he. quickly : the other, that fhe’s in earth, from whence 
God fend her quickly. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. B’efieyou my fortunate Ladie. 

Hel. I hope fir I haue your good will to hauc mine 
owne good tortune. 

Par You had my prayers to leade them on, and to 
keepe them on, haue them ftill. O my knaue, how do's 
my old Ladie ? 

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles, and I her money, 
I would fhe did as you lay, J 

Par. Why I fay nothing. 

Clo. Marry you are the wiferman: formanyamans 
tongue fiiakes cut his mafters vndoing: to fay nothing, 
todo nothing, to know nothing, and to haue nothin^’ 
is to be a great part ofyour title, which is within a verie 
little of nothing. 

Par. Away^th’art a knaue. 

Clo. You fliould haue faid fir before a knaue, tWzrc a 
knaue, that’s before me th an a knaue: this had beene 
truth fir. 

Tar. Go too, thou art a wittie foole, I haue found 
thee. 

Clo. Did you finde me in your fclfe fir, or were you 
taught to finde me? 

Clo. The fearch fir was profitable,- and much Foole 
may you find in you } eucn to the worlds pleafure,and the 
encrcafe of laughter. 

Par. A good knaue ifaith, and well fed. 

Madam, my Lord will go awaie tonight, 

A 
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A- Vericferrious bufinefl'e call's on him : 

Th e great prerogatiHe and rite ofloue. 

Which as your due time claimes, he do’* acknowledge, 
But put* it oft to a compell’d reftraint: 

Whofe want, and whofe delay, is ftrew’d with fweet* 
Which they diftill now in the curbed time, 

To make the comrning hourc oreflow with ioy, 
Andpleafure drowne the brim, 

K«l» What’s his will elf'cs* 

Par. That you will take your inftant leaue a’th king, 
And make this haft as your owne good proceeding, 
Strengthned with what Apologic you thinke 
May make it probable neede. 

Hel. What more commands hee ? 

Par. That hauing chi* obtain’d, you prefentlie 
Attend his further plcafure. 

Htl. In cuery thing I waite vpon hi* will. 

Par. I fhall report it fo. Exit Par. 

Hell. I pray you come firrah. Exit 

Enter Lafew and 'Bertram. 

Laf. But I hope your Lordfhippe thinkes not him a 
louldier. 

Ber • Y c * niy Lord and of verie valiant approofe. 

Laf. You haue it from his owne deliucrancc. 

Ber. And by other warranted teftimoriie. 

Laf. Then roy Diall goes not true, I tooke this I. atke 
for a bunting. 

'Ber. I do afliire you my Lord he is very great in know¬ 
ledge, and accordinglie valiant. 

Laf. Ihau# thenfinn’d againfthis experience, and 
tranfgreft a^ainft hi* valour, andmyftate that way is 
dangerous, iince I cannot yet find in my heart to repent: 
Heerehe comes, I pray you make v* freinds, I will pur- 
fue the ami tie. 

Enter Parolltt. 

Par. Theic things fhall be done fir. 

Laf. Pray you fir whofe his Tailor ? 

Par. Sir? 

Laf. OIknowhimwell,Ifirjheclirsagood workc- 
man, averie good Tailor. 

Ber. Is fhee gone to the king ? 

Par. Shoe is. 

Ber. Will fhcc away to night? 

Par. Asyou’lchaueher. 

Ber. I haue writ my letters, casketted my treafurc, 
Giuen order for our horfes, and to night, 

When I fhould take pofTcflion of the Bride, 

And ere I doe begin. 

Laf. AgeodTrauailerisfomethingatthelatter end 
ofa dinner, but on that lies three thirds , and vfes a 
known truth to paflc a thoufand nothings with, fliould 
bcconcehard, and thrice beaten. God faueyou Cap- 
taine. 

Ber. Is there any vnkindnes betweene my Lord and 
youMonfieur? 

Tar. I know not how I haue deferuedto run into my 
Lords difplcafure. 

Laf. You haue made (hifetorun into’t, bootesand 
fpurres and all: like him that leapt into theCuftard, and 
out ofit you’le runne againe, rather then fuffer queftion 
for your refidencc. 

Ber. It may bee you haue miftaken him my Lord. 

Laf. Andfiialldoefoeuer, though I tookehim at* 
prayers. Fareyouwellmy Lord, and bclceue this of 


All's Well that endsWell. 


me, there can be no kernellin thisli^h^r~rT^ 
of this man is his eloathes ; Truft him not in ^ 

heauie confequenec: I haue kept of them tame I'l * of 
their natures. Farewell Monfieur, I haue fp 0 k' * u' /> 
of you, then you haue or will to deferue at tnv T j " 
we muft do good againft euilf, ^ na °^>biit 

Par. An idle Lord, I fweare. 

Ber. I thinke fo. 

Par. Why do you not know him? 

Ber Yes, I do know him well, and common fi** 
Giucs him a worthy paflc. Hcetc comes my dog. 

Enter Helena. 

Hel. I haue fi. as I was commanded from you 
Spoke with the King, and haue procur'd his lc aue 
For prefent parting, oncly he defircs 
Some priuatc fpeech with you. 

Ber. I fhall obey his will. 

You muft not meruaile Helen at my courfe. 

Which holds not colour with the time, nor docs 
The roiniftracion, and required office 
On my particular. Prepar’d I was not 
For fuch a bufinefl’e, therefore am I found 
So much vnfctled : This dtiues me to intreateyou 

That prefen :ly you take your way for home, 1 * 

And rather mufe then aske why I intreateyou, 

For my refpefts are better then they feemc 
And my appointments haue in them a neede 
Greater then fhewes it felfe at thefirft view, 

To you that know them not. This to my mother 
Twill be two daics ere I fhall fee you, fo 
I lcaue you to your wifedome. 

Hel. Sir, 1 can nothing fay, 

But that I am your moft obedient feruant, 

Ber. Come, come, no more of thatj. 

Hel. And euer fhall 

W ith true obferuance feeke to ecke out that 
Wherein toward me my homely ftarres haue faild 
To equall my great fortune. 

Ber. Let that goe: roy haft is verie great. Farwell: 
Hie home. 

Hel. Pray fir your pardon. 

Ber. Well, what would you fay? 

Hel. 1 am not worthic of the wealth I owe. 

Nor dare I fay ’tis mine: andyet it is. 

But like a timorous theefe, moft fainc would ftealc 
What law does vouch mine owne. 

Ber. What would you haue ? 

//^/.Something, and fcarfe fo much: nothing indeed, 

I would not tell you what I would my Lord: Faith yes, 
Strangers and foce do funder, and not kifle. 

Ber. I pray you flay not, but in haft to horle. 

Hel. I fhall not breake your bidding,good myLorA 
Where are my other men? Monfieur,far well. Exit 

Ber. Go thou toward home,where I wil neuer come, 
Whilft I can (hake my fword, or heare the drunune: 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par, Brautly, Coragio. 

arfBus Tertius. 

Flourifh. Enter the ‘Duke ef Florence, tbotwoFrenehmtx , 
with a troepe ofSouldierr. 

Duke .So that from point to point,no w h aue you heard 

The 
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1 Graces part: blacke and fearcfuU 

y 

0flth£ t° P Therefore we meruaile much our Cofin France 
fvjl„ (b iuft a bufinefl'e, fhut his bofome 

Sift ° or borrowin 2 p ra y. cri * 

AS 1 e. Good my Lord, 

Thercafons ofour ftate I cannot ycclde, 

Th Ve a common and an outward man, 

8 ut ’ u, oreat figure of a Counfaile frames, 

whacl [hinkc ofit, fincc 1 haue found 
ulfelfe in » nccrta,ne 8 rounds to fauc 1 

uoftenaslgncft- 
A Dwfcr. Beit his pleafure. 

P G . 3 u t I am fure the yonger ofour nature, 

That furfet on then cafe, will day by day 

Tome heere for Phyficke. 

Welcome fhall they bee: 

Ad aft the honors that can fly e from vs, 

chall on them fettle: you know your places well, 

W henVter fall, for your auailes they fell, 

To morrow to'th the field. Flounfh. 

Enter Countejfe and Clowne. 

Ccwif.Ithath happen’d all, as I would haue had it, fauc 

thathe comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth I take my young Lord tobcavc- 
itnelanchoHy man. 

Count. By wliat obferuance I pray you. • 

Cle. Why he will looke ypponhisboote, and fing : 
mend the Ruffe and fing, aske queftions and fing, picke 
his teeth, and fing: I know a man that had this trickc of 
melancholy hold a goodly Mannor for a fong. 

Lad. Let me fee what he wrices,and when he mcanes 
to come. 

Clow. Ihauenomindeto/f^c//fincc I was at Court. 
Our old Lings, and our libels a’th Country, are nothing 
like your old Ling and your Isbels a'tb Court;thc brains 
ofmy Cupid’s knock’d out,andI beginne to loue, as an 
eld man louts money, with no ftomackc. 

Lad. What haue wc hcerc ? 

Clo. In that you haue there. exit 

A Letter. 

IhaHcfentjon a daughter.in-Law, {hee bath retoHered the 
King , and vndotie me: l haue wedded her t not bedded her, 
and/worneto make the not etemail. TonfhaH heare lam 
runne away, know it before the report copte. If there bee 
bredth enough in the world, I will bold a long difiance. My 
dutj toy eft. Tour vnfort unate fount, 

, Bertram. , 

This is not well rafli and vnbridled boy, 

Toflye the fauours of fo good a King,e 
Topluckehis indignation on thy head, 
BythemifprifingofaMaidetoo vertn'ous ' 

For the contempt of Empire. 

Enter Clowne. 

Clow. OMadam,yondcr is heauie newes yvithin be* 
tweene two fouldiers, and my yong Ladic 

La. What is the matter. ' **'• ’ t 

Clo. Nay there is fotn^^on)fort in tjienewes, feme, 
comfort^our fonn^ wiUriiOj.be kild fo foonc as I thoght 


l 


La. Why (bould he be kill’d ? < 

Qo. So fay I Madame, ifhe runne away, as I heare he 
does, the danger is in ftanding too’t, that’s the lofleof 
men, though it be the getting of children. Heerethey 
come will tell you more. For my part I onely heare your 
fonne was run away. 

Enter HetUn and two Gentlemen. 

Trench E. Saue you good Madam. 

Hel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for euer gone. 

French G. Do not fay fo. 

La. Thinke vpon patience,pray you Gentlemen, 

I haue felt lo many quirkes of ioy and grecfe. 

That the firft face of neither on the ftart 
Can woman me vntoo ? t. Where is my fonne I pray you? 
Fren.G. Madam he’s gone to ferue the Duke of Flo¬ 
rence, 

We met him thitherward, for thence we came: 

And after fome dilpatch in hand at Court, 

Thither we bend againe. 

Hel. I.ooke onhis Letter Madam,here’s my Pafport. 

••• ■ / jajl-’-U Vf.-j’Twolm - H-; v: H 

When thou canfigetthe Ring vpon my finger, which newer 
frail come off, and/hew mee a childe begotten of thy bodie , 
that / am father too,t hen eall me husband: but in fuch a(the ») 

/ write a Neuer. 

This is a dreadfull fentence. 

La. Brought you this Letter Gentlemen? 
i.G. I Madam, and tor the Contents take are forrie 
for our paipes. 

Old La. Iprethee Ladiehauea better chcere, 

Ifthou engrofleft, all the greefes are thine, 

Thou robft me of a moity: He was my fonne. 

But I do wafli his name out of my blood, 

And thou art all my childe. Towards Florence is he? 
Fra».(?.lMadam. 

La. And to be a louldier. 

Fren.G. Such is his noble purpofe, and btleeu’c 
The Duke will lay vpon him all the honor 
That good conuenicncc claimes; 

La. . Returne you thither. • < 

Fren.E. I Madam.withthe fwiftcfl wingoffpeed. 
Hel. Till I haue no w/fe, I haue nothin? in France 
’Tis bitter. • 

La. Findc you that there } 

Hoi, I Madame. 

Fren.E. Tis but the boldncfle of his hand Haply,which 
his heare was not contenting coo. 

Lad. Nothing in France, vntill he haue no wife; 
There’s nothing heere that is too good for him 
But oncly the, and fhe deferues a Lord 
That twenty fuch rude boyes might tend vpon, 

And call her hourely Miftris. Who was with him ? 

Fren.E. A feruant onely, and a Gentleman: whlchl 
haue fometime knowne. 

La. Pare lies was it not? 

Fren.E,. I my good Ladic, hjri. . ’ ■ 

La. A verie tainted fellow, and full of wickedncfle, 
My fonne corruptsawcll dcriued nature 
With his inducement. 

Fren.E. Indeed good Ladic the fellow has a dcale of 
that, too much, which holds him much to haue. 

La. Y’are weleome Gentlemen, I. willibtreate you 
when you fee my fonne,, to tell hi(n that his fword can 
neuer winne the honor that he loofes: mere He intreart 
_ X you l 


***** 









































































242 


you written to bcarealong. 

FreM.G. Wcferuc you Madam in that and all your 
worthicft affaires. ' 

L*. Not fo, but as we change our courtefies, 
i Will you draw neerc? g xit 

: ^ haue ho wife l haue nothing in France. 

I Notr.iag in France Tntill he has no wife : 

[ fh jIc hauc none RoffiSion, none in France, 

j Then haft thou all againe: poorc Lord, is’t I 
[ "*”hat c ^*f c thee from thy Countrie, and expofc 
Thole tender limbes of thine, to theeuent 
Of the none-fparing warre ? And is it I, 

That driue thee from the fportiue Court,where thou 
Was’t (hot at with faire eyes, to be the marke 
’ ^^hnoakie Muskets ? O you leaden mefleneer*, 
l a hat ride vpon the violent fpeede of fire, 

; Fiy with falfe ayme, moue the ftill-peering airc 

I That fings with piercing, do not touch my Lord: 

Who euer fhoots at him, I fet him there. 

Who euer charges on his forward breft 
I am the Caitiffc that do hold him too’t. 

And though 1 kill him not, I amthecauYe 
; His death was fo effetfed: Better ’twere 
I met the rauine Lyon when he roar’d 
With fharpe cooftiaintof hunger: better’twere. 

That all the mifenes which nature owes 
Were mine at once. No come thou home RoffiSton, 
Whence honor but of danger winnes a fearre, 

As oft it loofesall, I will be gone: 

My bemg heeic it is, that holds thee heuce, 

Shall I flay hecre to doo’t ? No, no, although 
The ayre of Paradife did fan the houfe, 

And Angles offic'd all: I will be gone, 

Thatpittifull rumour may report my Bight 
To confolate thine eat e. Comcnighc, end day. 

For with the darke (poore thcefc) 11c ftcalc away. Sxit. 

Flourijb. Enter the Dakgof Florence, Koffiltion, 
drum and t rumptts,foldiers , Far re lies; 

Tjnkf. The Generali of our horfe thou art,and Wt 
Great in our hope, lay our beft loue and credence 
Vpon thy prorailTng fortune. 
r Ber. Sir it is . 

A charge too heauy for my ftrength, but yet 
Wce l ftriue to bearc it for your worthy fake, 

To th’extreme edge ofhazard. 

Duke. Then j^o thou forth, ' 

And fortune play vpon thy prolperouj helme ' 

As thy aufpiciousmiftris. ' •: .. l;i : - 

Ber. This very day 

Great Mars I put my felfc into thy file, ’ 

Make me but like my thoughts, and I fhall proue 
A loner of thy drumme, hater of loue. Exeunt onnes 

Enter Countcffe& Steward, 

La. Alas! and would you take the letter of her: 

Might you not know (he would do, as (he has done. 

By fending me a Letter. Readc it agen. 

• a!—' Ltami~-h: ' '.rtl. 

Iam S. latfues Ptlgrtm, thither gone : 

Amhniom hue bat h fo in me offended, ~ 

Thai bare-footphd l the cold ground Vpen 
W'\ith fainted vow my faults to hone amended. 


dip fVeil that end s 


Write write, that from the Hoodie corerfe of wan, 
bereft ODafreryour dearefdme, £ ' 

Bteffebtm at home in peace. WhilE 1 from fern, 
name with zealoue fervour fanthfh j ’ 

His taken labours hid him me forgiue : 
l hie dejpightfnU lunofent him forth, 

From Courtly friends, with Camping foes to Hue 
Where death and danger dogges the heeles of worth 
He is too good and faire for death, audmeo 
Whom I myfelfe embrace, tofet him free. ’ 

Ah what fharpe ftings are in her mildeft word > 
Rynaldo, you did neuerlackeaduicefomuch 
As letting her paffe fo: had I fpoke with her* 

1 could haue well diuerted her intents, * 
Which thus fhe hath preuented. 

Ste. Pardon me Madam, 

If I had giuen you this atoucr-nighr 

La. What Angdlfhall 
Blefl'e this vnworthy husband, he cannot thri Ue 
ynleffe her prayers, whom heauen delight, tohL. 
And loues to grant, repreeue him from the wrath * 
Of greateft Iufticc. Write, write Rjnatdo 
To this vnworthy husband ofhis wife, * 

Let euetic word waigh heauic ofher worrh 

Difpatch the moft conucnicnt meflenger 7 
Wnen haply he (hill heare that (he u gone 
He will returnc, and bone I may that (hce ’ 
Hearing fo much, will fpeede her foote againe 
Led hither by pure loue: which of them both’ 

Is deereft to me, 1 haue no skill in fence 
To make diftin^ion: prouide this Meflenger: 

My heart is Heauie,and mine age is weake, 

Grcefe would haueteares.and forrow bids mefpeaic, 

Em 

A Tucket effarre off. • 

Enter eld Hidden* ef Florence, her daughter,Vh!m 
and tAfariaua, with other 
Citizens. 

Widdow. Nay come, 

For if they do approach the Citty. 

We (ball look all the fight. 

Diana, They fay, the French Count ha* done 
Moft honourable fcruice. 

Md. It is reported. 

That he has taken their great’ft Commander, 

And that with hi* owne hand he flew 
The Dukes brother; we haue loft our labour. 

They are gone a contrarie wayi harke, 
you may know by their Trumpets. 

Utfaria. Come lets returne againe. 

And fuffice our felucs with the report ofst. 

W ell Diana, take heed of this French Earle* 

The honor of a Maide is her name, r ' 

AndnoLegacieisforich 
Aahonaftic. _ 

Widdew. Ihauc told my neighbour 
How you haue beene foil cited by a Gentlemanj 
Hit Companion. 
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M I know that knaue, hang him.one ^flvx, 
clScerbeisinthofe fuggeftion. for theyoung 
* i he ware of them Diana ; their pronnfes entile- 
l oathes, tokens, and all thefe engines of !o ft, are 
^ u, ,hine* they go vnder s many a maide hath beene 

ffSsX*. ‘ hi “ c (o 

•Me fliwes in the wracke of maiden -hood , cannot 
*"55* diffwade fucceflion, but that they are limed 
° f u hetwigges that threatens them. Ihopclncedc 
,!aduife you further, but I hope your owne grace 
n °n keeoe you where you are, though there were no 
^rther danger knovvne, but the modeftie which is fo 

lo11 ' you fhall not neede to fcare me. 

P Enter Hellers, 

nrii I hope fo: looke here comes a pilgrim,I know 
. .jj ]y C jr m y houfe, thither they lend one another, 
jiequeflion her. God faue you pilgrim, whether are 

bound ? , . . 

Hel. foSAaques la grand. 

Where do the Palmers lodge, I do befeech you? 

Wid. At the S.Francis hecre befide the Port. 

Eel. Is this ‘he way? A march afarre. 

yid. Imarrieift. Harke you, they come this way : 
Ifyou will tarrie holy Pilgrime 
But till the troopcs come by, 

I will condu&you where you fhall be lodg’d. 

The rather for I thinke I know your hofteue 

As ample as myfelfe. 

Eel. Isityourfclfe ? 

Ml if you fhall plcafe fo Pilgrime. 

Eel. Ithankeyou, and will flay vpon your Jeifurc. 
jvid. you came I thinke from France } 

Eel. I did fb. 

Wid. Heere you fhall fee a Countriman ofyours 
That has done worthy feruice. 

Eel. His name Iptay you? 

Die. The Count Reffillion -• know you fuch a one? 

Bel. But by the care that hearcs moft nobly of him: 
His face I know not. 

Dia. What fomere he is 
He’s brauely taken heere. He ftole from France 
At Vis reported: for the King had married him 
Againft hia liking. Thinke you it is fo ? 

Eel. I furely metre the truth, I know his Lady. 

Dia. There is a Gentleman that femes the Count, 
Reports but courfely ofher. 

Eel. What’s his name? 

Dia, Monfieur Parrolles. 

Eel. Oh I belecue with him. 

In argument ofpraife, or to the worth 
Of the great Count himfelfc, ftie is too meane 
To hauc her name repeated, all her deferuing 
Is a referued honeftic, and that 
I haue not heard ex amin’d. 

Dean. Alas poore Ladie, 

’Tis a hard bondage to become the wife 
OfadeteftingLord. 

Wid. I write good creature,wherefoere fhe is. 

Her hart waighes fadly: this yong maid might do her 
A fhrewd turne if (be pleas'd. 

Del. How do you meane ? 

May be the amorous Count folicites her 
In the vnlawfuli purpofe. 

Wii, Hedoesindeede, 

Aad brokes with all that can in fuch a fuite 


Corrupt the tender honour of a Maide: 

But (lie is arm’d for him, and kcepes her guard 
In honefteft defence. 

' " • ... , , , y ■ , rf 

Drumme and Colours. 

Enter (fount 'Reft Sion, Parrolles, and the whole Armie. 

rJWar. The goddes forbid elfe. 

Wid. So, now they come: 

That i* Anthonie the Dukes eldcftlonne. 

That Efealtes. 

Hel. Which is the Frenchman ? 

Dia. Hce, 

That with the plume, 'tis a moft gallant fellow, 

I would he lou’d his wife : if he were honefter 
He were much goodlier.Is’t not a handfom Gentleman 

Hel- I like him well. 

Di.’Tis pitty he is not honeft:yonds that fame knaue 
That leadcs him to thefe places: were 1 his Ladie, 

I would poifon that vile Rafcall. 

Hel. Which is he? 

Dia. That Iacke an-apes with fcarfes. Why is hce 
melancholly? 

Hel. Perchance he s hurt i’th battaiie. 

Tar. Loofe our drum ? Well. 

Mar. He’sfhrewdly vextat fomething. Looke he 
has fpyed vs. 

Wid. Marrie hang you. 

Mar. And your curtefie, for a ring-carrier. Exit. 

Wid. The troope is paft: Come pilgrim, I wil bring 
you,Where you (hall hoft: Of inioyn’d penitents 
There’s foure or fiue, to great S. I aqua bound, 

Alreadie at my houfe. 

Hel. I humbly thanke you: 

Pleafc it this Matron, and this gentle Maide 
To eate with vs to night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me. and to requite you further, 

I will beftow forac precepts of this Virgin, 

Worthy the note. 

Doth, Wee’l take your offer kindly. » Exeunt t 

Enter Count %ojfiSion and the Frenchmen , 

, . ’ as at firfr. 

Cap.E. Nay good my Lord put him too’t: let him 
hauc his way. 

Cap.G. IfyourLordfliippe findehimnotaHilding, 
hold me no more in your refpeift. 

Cap.E. On my life my Lord,a bubble. 

Tier. Do you thinke I am fo farre 
Decciued in him. 

Cap.E. BeleeueicmyLord, in mine owne dire& 
knowledge, without any malice, but to fpeake of him 
asmykinfman, hee’s a moft notable Coward, an infi¬ 
nite and endlefle Lyar, an hourely prom\fc-breaker,the 
owner of no one good qualitie,worthy your Lordflhips 
entertainment. 

Cap.G. It were fit you knew him, leaft repofing too 
farre in his vertue which he hath not, he might at fome 
great and truftie bufinefle , in a mainc daunger, fayle 
you. 

Ber. I would I knew in what particular a&ion to try 
him. 

Cap. g. None better then to let him fetch off his 
drumme, which you heare him fo confidently vnder- 
taketodo. 

C.£, I with a troop of Florentines wil fodainly (iir- 
.Xfz prize 
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prize him; fuchI will haue whom I am fjirehe.knowes 
not from the enemie: wee will binde and hoodwiake 
him fo, that he Ihall luppofc no other but that he is car¬ 
ried into the Leager oftheaduerfaries, when webring 
him to ourowne tents: be but your Lprdfhip prefcnt 
at his examination, ifhc do not for thepromifcof his 
life, and in the higheft compulfion of bafc feare, offer to 
betray you, anddeliuer all the intelligence in his power 
againftyou, and that with the diuinc forfeite of his 
foulc vpon oath, ncuer tjuft n.y iudeeoient in ante 
thing. * 

j Cap.g. ^ O for the loue of laughter, ict.him fetch his 
drumme, he fayes he has a ftratagem foi’t: when your 
Lordfhip fees the bottotiie of this fucccffe in’t, and to 
what mettle this couriterfeyt.lump of ours will be mel¬ 
ted if you giuc him not John drummesentertaincment, 
your inclining cannot be remoued. Hecrc he comes. 

Enter Parrolles. 

CapiE. O for the loue of laughter hinder not the ho¬ 
nor of his defigne, let him fetch off his drumme in any 

hand. * 

Btr. How now Monficuv?This drumme dicks fore- 
ly inyour difpofition. 

Cap.G. A pox on’t, let it go, ’tisJbut a chtimme. 

Pat. But a drumme: Iff but a drummer A drumfo 

loft. There was excellent command, toe! rgeinwith 

our hotfe vpon out ownc wings, and jtorci i cur owne 
fouldiers. 

That was not to be blam'd ip.thr command 
of the femice : it was a difafter of warre that Cafar him 
felfc could not tiaue preuented, if he had beene there to 
command. 

Ber. Well, wee cannotgrcatly condcmne our iuc- 
ceffe; fome difhonor wee had in the loflc of that drum, 
butitisnotto bcrecouered. 

Pat. It might haue beene recouered. 

Ber. It might, bur it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recouered, but thatthc merit of fer- 
utce is lildome attributed to the true and exadl perfor¬ 
mer, I would haue that drumme or another, or hie fa¬ 
cet. 

a Ber. WhyifyouhaueaftQmacke,toe’tMonficur:if 
youtninkeyouf rnyfterieih ftratagem, can bring this 
iuftnitnent of honour againe into his natiue quarter, be 
magnanimious in theenterprizc and go oh, I vvjI grace 
the attempt for a worthy exploit: if you fpeede well in 
it, the Duke (ball both (peake of it, and extend rp you 
what further becomes his greatneffe. euen to the vtmoft 
fy liable ofyour worchincffe, 

Par. By the hand of a fouldicr I will vndettake it, 

Ber. But you muft not now (lumber m it. 

Tar. He about it this eucning, and I will prefently 
pen downe my dilemma’s, encourage my fclfe in my 
cmaintie, put my felfe into my mortoll preparation ; 
apdby midnight lookc to hcarc further from me., 

“Ber. May. 1 bee bold to acquaint his graceyou are 

:ss: 


Par. I know not what the fucccfle wil be my Lqrd, 
but the attempt I vow. 

Ber, I know-th art valiant. 

And to the pofsibility of thy fouldierlhip. 

Will (ubferibe for thee: Farewell. 

Tar. I loue not many words. . 

€ap.£. Nomorc then a fi(h loues water, . Is nptthis 


aftrange fellow my Lprd J that fo7onfiSlV ( r^ 
vndertake this bufinefle, lyhlchhe knowes I, 1511 

d , onc * diunnes fjimfelfe todo, gc dares better 
then to door. tCrb «‘l»oin 

Caf.G: You dp not know him my Lord,, 

certaine it is that he will fteaie himfelfp i ntQ S We 
uour, and fpr a weeke eftape a great deale df!?fi^ 
ties, but when you finde him out, you ban*, u- dl ' Co «t 
ter. v \ ^ eh,n, euer,| 

Ber. Why do you think* he wiUmakc hod j 
allofthistlmfofcriouflieheedooes addr-ir .■ « 

vnto? uorelIe hmifej fi 

Cap,E. None in the world, but returne with 
uention, and clap vpori you two or threeprohahn * 1 " 
but we haue almoft imboft him, you fh a i| f ee >. * llCi 

night; fonndeedcheisnotforvour I orJfl!; U ^ t( 

(pea. J - or «lnipp e j rc 

Caf.G. Weele make you fome fporr with th c 
crewe cafe him. He was firftfmoak’d by the old r 
Lafew, when his difguife and he is parted, tell m • 
afprat you (hall finde him, which you lhallfecth- " 
rie night. ” ‘ ni5v «* 

Cap.S. Imuft golookcmy twioees 
He (hall be caught, ’ 

Ber. Your brother he (had go along with me 

£y.C. As’tpleafe your Lordfliip, I| e fc aue ’ 

Her. Now wil I lead you to chc houfe an d (L. 

The Lafle I (poke of. 7 ul ^nd<he Wyou 

Cap.S. But you lay (lie's honed. 

Ber. That’s all the fault: Hpoke with hirbutonct, 
And found her wondrous cold, but I fent to her 
By this fame Coxcombc that wc haue i th winde 
Tokens and Lett<rrs,whifhlheiiidtefcnd 
And this is all I haue done: She’s a faire creature 
Will you go fee her? * ; 

Cap.E. With all my heart my Lord. p m 

Sater HetUa i a*d WtUow. • 

1 4 ‘ 

Hel. If you mifdoubt me that I am not (bee j 
I know not how I (hall affure you further, * > 

But I (hall loofe the grounds I workeypon. 

mi. Though my eftate be falne.I was well borne, 
Nothing acquainted with theft bufinefles. 

And would not put my reputation now 
In any Raining ad. na 

Hel. Nor would I vvifh you. 

Firft giue me truft, the Count he it my huibsnd, 

And what to your fworne counfaile I haue fpoltea, 

I s fo from word to word: and then you cannot 
By the good ayde that I of you (hall borrow, 
Erreinbeftowingit. 

tvid. I (hould bclceue you. 

For you haue lhew’d me that which well approaes 
Y’are great in fortune. 

Hel, Take this purfeofGoId, 

And let me buy your friendly helpc thus farre, 

Which I will oucr-pay, and pay againe 
When I haue found it.The Count he woes your 
daughter, 

Layes downe his wanton fiedgebefore her beautie, 
Refolue to carrie her: lee her in fine confent 
As wee’l direS h<r how 'tis beftto beare its 
Now his important blood will naught denie. 

That (hec'i demand: a ring the Countie wearbs, 

That downward hath succeeded in his houfe 

Fro" 
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--(onne, fome foure or fiuc difcents, 

since the firft father wore it. This Ring he holds 
i mod rich choice: yet in his idle fire, 
po buy his will, it would not feeme too deere, 

^rf^bottnmeofyour purpofe. 

tj t i Youfecitlawfullthen,itisnomore, 

_ t j, at your daughter ere (he feemes as wonne,; 
Defires this Ring; appoints him an enco6ntcr; 
Inline deliuers me to fill the time, 
u tr felfe moft chaff ly abfenc r after 
!J omarr y hcr f He adde three thoufand Crowncs 

Xo vvhat ispaft already* 
yji Ihaueycclded: 

Urua my daughter how (he (hall perfeuer, 

That time and place with this deceite io lawfiill 
May prone coherent. Euery night he eomes 
With Mulickea of all forts.and longs compos’d 
Toher vnworthinelTe : It nothing fteeds vs 
Xo chide him from our ccues, for he perfifts 
A$ ifhis life lay on’t. 

Htl. Why then to night 
Let vs affay our plot, which if it (peed. 

Is wicked meaning in a lawfull deede ; 

And lawfull meaning in a lawfujl a<ft. 

Where both not finne, and yet a finfull faft. 

But let’s about it. 


cl/ Bus Quart us. 


Inter me of the Frenchmen, with fiue orfixe other 
fouldiers in ambufh. 


before it, and ofhis creatures, not daring the reports of 

my tongue. 

Lo. E. This is the firft truth that ere thine own tongue 
wasguiltieof. 

Par. What the diuell (hould nioue mee to vndertake 
the recouerie of this drumme, being not ignorant of the 
impoflibility, and knowiaglhad no fuch purpofe? I 
muft giue my felfe (btne hurts, and fay I got them in ex. 1 * 
ploit: yet flight ones will not carrie it. They will fay, 
came you off with fo little. ? And great ones I dare not 
giue, wherefore what’s the inftance. Tongue.I muft put 
you into a Butter-womans mouth, and buy my felfe ano¬ 
ther of Baiaruetht Mule, if you prattle mcc into thefe 
perilles. 

Lo. E. Isitpo(fiblehe(houldknowwhatheeis, and 
be that he is. 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments wold ferue 
the turne, or the breaking of my Spanilh lword. 

Lo. E. We cannot affoord you fo. 

' Par. Or the baring of my beard, and to fay it was in 
ftratagem. 

Lo. E. ’Twouldnotdo. 

Par. Or to drowne my doathes, and fay I was ftript. 

Lo. E. Hardly ferue. 

Par. Though I fwore I leapt from the window of the 
Citadel!. 

Z.*.E. Howdeepe# 

Par , Thirtyfadome. 

L». E. Three great oathes would lcarlc make that be 

bcleeucd. 

Par. 1 would I had any drumme of the enemies, J 
would fwearc I recouer’d it. 

Z-o.E. You (hall hcarc one anon. 

Par. A drumme now of the enemies. 


i.Zerd E .He can come no other way but by this hedge 
corner: when you fallie vpon him, fpeake what terrible 
Language you will: though you vndcrftand it not your 
felues, no matter: for we muft not feeme to vndcrftand 

I hifli,vnle(Tcfomc one among vs, whom wee muft pro¬ 
duce for an Interpreter. 

i .Sol. Good Captaiuc, let me be th’Incerpreccr. 

Lor. E, Atc not acquainted with him? knoweshenot t 
thy voice? 

i .Sol. No fir l warrant you. 

Lo. E. But what linfie wolfy haft thou to fpeake to vs 
againe. 

i .Sol. E’n fuch as you fpeake to me. 

Le. E. Hemuff thinkevs fome band of ftrangers, i’th 
aduerfatiesentertainment. Now he hath a frnacke of all 
neighboaring Languages : therefore we muft euery one 
beaman ofhis owne fancie, not to know what we (peak 
one to another: fo we feeme to know,is to know ftraight 
jourpurpofe: Choughs language, gabble enough, and 
good enough. As for you interpreter, you muft feeme 
very politicke. But couch boa, heerc hce comes, to be¬ 
guile ewo houtes in a flcepc,and then to returne & (wear 
■ thelics’hefprgpg, 

hi ' /o ft ' 

Eater Parte Set. 

Par. Ten a do ekeWithin thefe three houres ’twill 
be time enough to gee home. What (hall I fay I haue 
done ? It muft bcea tcry^Uufiud l inutntbod # thaft carries 
it. They beginne to fmoake mee, and difgraces haue of 
late, knock d too often at my doore: I finde my tongue 
is too foole-hardie,; but my heart hath tfaefeare of Mara 


allarum within. 

Lo E. Throcamovoufus, cargo,cargo, cargo. 

All. Car go,cargo,cargo, vilianda far corbo, cargo. 

Par. O ranfome, raniome. 

Do not hide mine eyes. 

Inter. Bosh os thromuldo bosses. i 

Par. I know you are the Mutkos Regimenr, 

And I fhall loofe my life for Want of language. 

Ifthere be heerc German or Dane, Low Dutch, 

Italian, or FreUch, let him fpeake to me, 

liedifeouerthat,which (hal vndothcFlorentitte. 

Jut. Beskos vauvado, I vndcrftand thee, & can fpeake 
thy tongue: Kereljbonto fir, betake thee to thy faith, for 
feucnteenc ponyards are at thy bofome. 

Par. Oh. 

Inter. Oh pray, pray, pray, 

( JWa»ka refmnra dulclee. 

Lo.E. Ofcorbidulchos voliuorco. 

Int. The Generali is content to fpare thee yet. 

And hoodwinkt as thou arr, will leade thee on 
T o gather from thee. Haply thou may ft informc 
Something to fauc thy life. 

Pat. Oletmeliue, 

Andall the fecretsefour campelle (hew. 

Their force, their purpofes: Nay, lie fpeake that. 

Which you will Wonder at. 

Inter. But wilt thou faithfully ? 

Par. iffdonot, damncmc. 

Inter, Acordolinta. 

Come on, thou are granted fpace. Exit 

.Afhort Alammwithin] 

. X 3 Lo.E\ 
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i L.E. Go tell the Count RoJfi’JtoH and my brother, 

' We Haue caught the woedcocke, andwill kcepehim 

Till we do heare from them. (mufled 

Sol. Captainel will. 

L.E. A will betray vs all vnto our felues» 

Informe on that. 

Sol. So I will fir. 

L.E, Till then lie keepe him darke and fafely loekt, 

Sxit 

Enter Bertram, and the Af aide called 
Duma. 

Ber. They told me that your name was Fontjhell. 
Dio. No my good Lord, Diana. . 

Ber. Titled GoddcfTc, 

And worth it with .addition: but faite foule, 

In your fine frame hath loue no qualitie? 

If the quickc fire ofyoutli light not yourminde. 

You arc no Maiden but a monument 
When you are dead you (hould be fuch a one 
As you are now: for you are cold and fternc, 

Asd now you (hould be as your mother was 
When your fweet felfe Was got. 

Diet. She then was honeft. 

Ber. So (hould you be. 
j Dta. No: 

My mother did but dutie. furh(my Lord) 

As you owe to your wife, 

Ber. No more a’that: 

I prcthec do nor. ftnue againft my vo.wcs: 

I was compell’d to her, but 1 loue thee 
By Ioues owne fweet tonftraint, and will for cuer 
Do thee all rights of leruice. 

25 / 4 . I fo you feme vs 

Til! we feme you: But when you haue our Rofes, 

You barely leaue our thorhes to prickeour feiucs. 

And tnocke vs with our barenefl'c. 

Ber. How haue I fworne. 

Dia. Tis pot. the many oathes that makes the truth. 
But the plaine fingle vow, that is vow’d true: 

What isnotholie, that we fweare not by, 

But take the high’ft to witneffe: then ptay you tell me. 
If I (hould fweare by Ioues great attributes, 

I lou’d you deerely, would youbelecue my oathes, 

When I did loue you ill > This ha’s no holding 

To fweare by him whom I proteft to loue 

That I will vvorkc againft him. Therefore your oathes 

Are words and poorc conditions, but vnfeal'd 

At left in my opinion. 

"Ber. Change it, change it: 

Be not fo holy cruell: Loue is holie. 

And my integritic nc’rc knew the crafts 

That you do charge men with: Stand no more off, 

But giue thy felfe vnto my ficke defires. 

Who then recouers. Say thou art mine, and Wcr 
My loue as. it bcginnes:, (hall fo perfeuer. 

Dia. I fee that men make rope's in fuch a fcarre, 
Thfltwee’i forfakc our fcluc*. GiuemethatRing. 

'Ber. 1 le lend it thee my deerej but haue no power 
To giue it from me. 

Die. Will you not my Lord/ 

Ber. It is an honour longing toour houfe, 

Bequeathed downe from rnanic Anceftors, 

Which were the greateft obioquie i’th world, 
Inmetoloofe. 

Dian. Mine Honors (uch a Ring, 

My chaftitits the Ie well of our houfe. 


M.t W'litbat ends Well. 


bequeathed downe from many Anceftors 
Whtch were the greateft obioquie i*th world 
In mee toloofe. Thus your owne proper y,iL 

Brings in the Champion honor on my parr * 

Againft your vaincaflault. ,. r * 

Ber. Hccrc^cakc my Ring, 

A/at&Mbyt:.'’ y “ my ,ifc b " hh *- 

* ESSST'”"*****. 

lie order take, my mother (hall not heare. 

Now will I charge you in the band of truth 
When you haue conquer’d my yet maiden, bed 

Remaine there but an houre.norfpeaketome • 

My reafons are moft ftreng, and you (hall , 

Wh.„ b.ck e .game .hi, Rm e (1,1,11 ^ 

And on your finger in the night. He put ° * 

Another Ring, that what in time proceeds 
May token to the future, our paft deeds. * 

Ad.eu till then then faile not: you haue wonne 
A vvite of me, though there my hope be done 
Ber. A heauen on earth I haue won bv wooin „,l 
2),Fot which,liuc long to thank both heauen 
You may fo in the end. ttlBl 

My mother told me iufj how he would woo 
As iffhe fate in’s heart. She fayes, all men * 

H me the like oathes: He had fworne to nia rr j. m , 
VVhcn his wife’s dead : therforc He lye with him 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen arc lo braiJ*. 
Marry that will, I liue and die a Maid : * 

Onely in this difguife, I think’t no finne. 

To cofen him that would vniuftly winne. £ xj 

Enter the two trench Captainet, andfome two tr three 

Souldiours. 

Cap.g. You haue not giuen him his mothers letter. 

Cap £. Ihauedelai’rcditanhourefince,tliercisfoir 

thing in’t that Rings his nature: for on the reading it 
tie chang d almcft into another man. 

Cap.C. He hasmuch worthy blamelaid vponhim 
for making off fo good a wife, and fo fweet a Lady. ' 

Cap.E, Efpccially,hec hath incurred the euerlafting 
diiplcafurc o( the King, who had eucn tun’d his bounty 
to ling happinc(Tc to him, I will tell you a thine, but 
you (hall let it dwell darkly with you. 

Cap.G. When you haue fpoken it ’tis dead.and Iim 
the gtaue ofit. 

Cap.S. Hee hath peruerted a young Gentlewoman 
heere in Florence ,ofa moft chaftcrenown, & tbisnight 
he flefiies his will in the fpoyle of her honour: hee hath 
giuen her his monumentail Ring, aadthinkes himfeife 
made in the vnehafte compofition. 

Cap.G, Now God delay our rebellion as we are cur 
felues, what things are we. 

Cap.E. Meerely our owne trairour*. And as in the 
common courfe of all treafons, we ftill fee thcmreaeale 
themfcluesj till they attaineco their abhorr’ei ends: fo 
he that in this a£Hoa contriues againft his owne N<&- 
lity in his proper ftreame, ore-floweshimfelfe. 

Cdp.G. Is ir not meant danihable in vs, tobeTrum- 
peters of our vnlawfull' intents? W« (hail rtefctKenhiw 
his company tonight ? .amqrlsos . t.-’a* 

Cap.E. Not till after midtUgfer :-for hie !*< dieted to 

his houre. .. !* .irr;: t>MouD ntw.i'W v:. r( f 

: u C’^p iC.That approaches apace f I would gladly hau e 
him fee his company anatho'mie’d, that hee might tsk e 
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fo rc ofhi*®''^iudgementspwhcre in fo ^wioufly 
,n ! jf. t counterfeit. 

bebad let ^ n0£ medd i c with him till He come; 

, rcfencc mull be the whip of the other. 

'%£ in the'nieane time, what Heare you of thefe 

I hearethere is an ouerture otpeacc. 

a Nav,la(f urc y oua P C3ceconf ^ u ^ c °* 

E [ what will Count RoJfdUon do then ? Will he 

' higher or rcturne againe into France ? 

perceiuc by this demand, you arc not alto- 

°j ^uebeforbid fir, fo (hould I bee a great 

°G. *Sir,hi* wifefomc two months finceflcdde 
*L houfe,her pictence is a pilgrimage to Saint la- 
lleewdy which holy vndertaking with moft au- 
frdanftinwnie (he accomplifot: and there refiding, 
Etcndemefle of her Nature, became as a prey to her 
)Lf e • in fine, made a groane of her laft breath, & now 

foefings in heauen. 
cJ.E. How is this mflified? 
dp.G. The ftronger part of it by her owne l etters, 
which wake* her ftorie true, cuen tothepoynt of her 
death: her death it felfe, which could uot be her office 
to fay, is come: was faithfully confirm'd by the Rcitor 
oftheplace. 

c J$ t Hath the Count all this intelligence? ( 

cL'Go I, and the particular confirmations, point 
from point, to the full arming of the vcritic. 
fy,E. I am heartily forric that hcc’l bee gladdcof 

'Coo (j* How mightily fometimes^wefoake vs 
forts of our loflTcs. 

Cjp.E, And how mightily fome other times, wee 
drowne our gaine in tcares, the great dignitie that his 
valour hath here acquir’d for him, fliall at home be cn- 
ceuntrcd- with a fhame as ample. 

Cflf.G, The webbe of our life,is of a mingled yarne, 
good and ill together: our venues would bee proud, if 
our faults whipt them not, andour crimes would dif- 
pane if they w ere not chcriflvd by our vertues. 

Enter si Tylefjenger. 

How now? Where** your mailer ? 

Ser. He met the Duke in the ftrect fir, of whom hee 
hathtaken afolemne leaue : his Lordfhippe will next 
morning for France. The Duke hath offered him Leu 
jters of commendations to the King. 

Cttp.E. They (hall bee no more then ncedfull there ; 
ifthey were more then they can commend. 

Enter Count l BpjJiHio». 

Ter. They : *#nno| be fwectc for the Kings tart- 

ncflejheerc’shis Lordfliip now. How now my Lord, 

. not after midnight ? 

.j ■ fyer. Ihauotomghtdifpatch’dfixteenebufinelTes, a 
tppneths lengths peece^ by an abftraft of fucceffc : I 
haue congied with the Duke, done my adieu with Mb 
.. necftftj buried a wife, mourn’d for her, writ to my La- 
die mother, I am returning, entc* tain’d my Conuoy, & 
hetwcenc thefe maine parcels ofdifpatch, affeded ma- 
ay nicer needs: the laft was the greateft,but chat I haue 
not ended yet. 

Ifthe bufinefTe bee of any difficulty, and this 


as fearing 


Locdftiip. 

Ber. Imeanethebufinefleisnot ended, 
to heare ofit hereafter: but fhall we haue this dialogue 
beeweene the Foole and tine Soldiour. Gome, bring 
forth this countcrfet module, ha s deceiu’d mcc, like a 
double-meaning Prophcficr. 

Cap. E. Bring him forth, ha*s fate i’th ftockcs all night 
poorc gallancknaue, 

Ber. No matter, his hfceles haue deferu’d it, in vfur* 
ping his fpurres fo long. How does he carry himfeife? 

Cap. E. I haue cold your Lordfhip alreadic : The 
ftockcs carrie him. But to anfwcryoiiasyou would be 
vnderftood, hee weepes like a vVcnch that had flied her 
milke, he hath confeft himfeife to Morgan, whom hee 
fuppofes to be a Friar, fro the time of his remembrance 
to this very inftant difaftcr of his fecting i th ftockcs : 
and what thinke you he hath confeft ? 

Ter. Nothing of me, ha’s a? 

Cap. E. His coufeifion is taken, and it fhall bee read 
to his face, if your Lordfhippe be in’c, as I bekeue you 
arc, you muft haue the patience to heare it. 

Enter Parolles with his Interpreter. 

Ter. A plague vpon him,muffcld;he can fay nothing 
of me: hufti,hufh. 

Cap.G. Hoodman comes : Portctartarojfa. 

Inter. He calles for the tortures, what will you fay 
without cm. 

Par. 1 will confelTc wlm I know without conftraint, 
If ye pinch me like a Pafty, I can lay no more. 

Int . Bosk? [Inmurcho. 

Cap. BoblMndo cbsetirmuYCO . 

Int. You area mercifull Generali : Our Generali 
bids you ani'wer to what I (ball askc you out of a Note. 

Par. Andtruly,as I hope to liue. 

/#r.Fivft demand of him, how many horfe the Duke 
isftrong. What fay you to that ? 

Par. Fiue or fixe thoufand, but very tveake and vn- 
feruiceable: the cioopes are all fcattercd,and the Com¬ 
manders verie poorc rogues, vpon my reputation and 
credit, and as 1 hope to hue. 

Int. Shall I fee downe your anfwer fo i 

Par. Do, He take the Sacrament on’c,how & yvhich 
way you will; all’s one to him. 

Ter. Whacapaft-fauingflaucisthis? 

Cap.G . Y’are dccciu’dmy Lord, this is Mdunficur 
ParroliesiYit gallant milicarift, that was his owne phrale 
that had the whole theorickc of warre in the knot oi his 
femfe, and the pra£life in thei chape of his dagger, 

Cap.E. I will neuer tvuft a man againe, for keeping 
his {word deanc, nor bekeue he can haue eueric thing 
in him, by wearing his apparrell neatly. 

Jnt. WeD, that’s fee downe. 

Par. Frue or fix thoufand horfe I fed, I will fay true, 
or thereabouts let downe, for He fpeake truth 
. Cap.G. He $ very neerc the truth in thin. 

Ber. But I con him no thankes fork in the nature he 
delivers it. 

Par. Poore rogues, I pray you fay, 

Int. Well.that’s fet downe. 

Tar, 1 humbly thanke you fir, a truth’s a truth, the 
Rogues are maruailous poorc< 

Inter pi: Detnaund of him of what ftrength they arc a 
foot. What fay you to that? 

Par. By my troth fir, if I were to liue this prefent 


morning your departure hence, it requires haft of your houre, I will tell true. Let me fee, Spurio a hundred & 

fifeie. 


\ 
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fittie, Sebafiian fo many. Cor ambus fo many, laquet fo 
many: Guilt tan , (ofmo, Lodowickt, and Graft/, two hun¬ 
dred fiftie each: Mine ownc Company, Cbitopher, ZJau- 
mo*d t r Bc»ti ) , two hundred fiftie each: fo that,the mutter 
file, rotten and found, vppon my life amounts not to fif. 
tecnethoufa<jdp°le,halfe of the which, dare not fhakc 
the InoW from off their Caflockc$,leaft they (hake them, 
lclues topecces. 

r Bcr* What fhall be done to him f 
Cap.G. Nothing, but let him haue thankes. Demand 
of him my condition : and what crcdicc I haue with the 
Duke. 

Int. Well that’s fet downe ; you {hall demaund of 
him, whether one Captainc Dnmaint bee i’th Campe, a 
Frenchman: what his reputation is with the Duke, what 
hi* valour, honettie, and expertnefle in warres: or whe¬ 
ther he thinkes it were not poffible with well-waighing 
fummes of gold to corrupt him to a reuolt.What fay you 
to this? What do you know of it ? . 

Par. I befcech you let me anfwer to the particular of 
the intergatorics. Demand them fingly. 
lnt. Do you know this Captaine Dumaine ? 

^ ar v know him,a was a Botchers Prentizein Paris, 
from whence he was whipt for getting the Shricucs fool 
with childe, a dumbe innocent that could not fav him 
nay. \ 

Tier. Nay, by your leaue hold your hands, though 1 
enow his braines are forfeite to the next tile that fals. 

Int. Well, is this Captainc in the Duke of Floicnccs 
campe ? 

Psir. Vpon my knowledge he is, and lowfie. 

Cay.G. Nay looke not fo vpon me : we fhall heare of 
your Lord anon. 

Int. What Is his reputation with the Duke ? 

Par. The Duke knowes him for no other,but a poore 
Officer of mine, and writtomee this other day, to tnrne 
him out a’th band. I thinke 1 haue his Letter in mv poc¬ 
ket. • 

Int. Marry we'll fearch. 

Par.In good fadnefle I do not know, either it is there, 
or it is vpon a file with the Dukes other Letters, in my 
Tent. 7 

Int.. Heere tis, heere's apaper,fhall I rcadeit toyou? 

Par. I do not know if it be it or no. 

Per. Our Interpreter do’s it well. 

Cap.G. Excellently. 

Int. Dion,the Counts a foole,and full of gold. 

Par. That is not the Duke* letter fir : that is an 3 d- 
uertifement to a proper maide in Florence, one Diana, to 
take hcedeofthe allurement of one Count Rojfillton , a 
foolifh idle boy : but for all that very ruttifh. I pray you 
fir put it vp againe. 

Int. Nay, Ilcrcade itfirftbyyourfauour. 

Par. My meaning in' 11 proteft was very honett inthc 
behalfc ofthemaid : fori knew the young Count to be a 
dangerous and lafcriiiotis boy, who is a whale to Virgi¬ 
nity, and dcuours vp all the fry it finds. 

Per. Damnableboth-fidcs rogue. 

Int.Let. When hefweares oathes,htd him drop gold, and 
take it: 

After he fcoret, he netterpopes the f.core: 

Halfe tv on is match well made, match and-well make it. 

He r.erepayee after■ debts, take it before. 

And fay afenldier (Dian) told thee this: 

Men are to mill with, boyes art not to kit. 


All’s IVdlthat ends Well 


For teunt of this, the Counte 4 Foote 

Whopajts before, but not when he does owe it. * 

Thine as he vow’d to thee inthine —, 
ParolUt. f * 

Her. He fhall be whipt through the KtL\* . 
time in’s forehead. 

Cap.E. This is your deuoted friend fir 

Linguift, and the army-potent fouldier. * * 

Per. I could endure any thing before but. r 
now he’s a Cat to me. '“ St > tod 

Int. I perceiue fir by your Generals lookes u,. * 

befainctohangyou. 

Par. My life fir in any cafe : Not that I am ,f • 
dye, but that my offences becing many, I Wt>u ij et0 | 
oucthe remainder ofNature. Let meliuefirin, 
on, i’th ftockes.or any where, fo I may liu e , dUn 8 ( * 
Int. Wce’le fee what may bee done, fo'you conftff 
freely: therefore once more to this Captaine D . 
you haue anfwer’d to his reputation with the haV***' 
to his valour. What is his honettie ? Ke,,n( l 

Par. He will ftcale fir an Egge out of a Cloifter. t I 
rapes and rauifhmcnts he paralcls Ntffeu. Hec tuff 
tiPt keeping of oaths, in breaking cm he is ftrotLr,' " 
Hercules. He will lye fir, with fuch volubilitie that 
would thinke truth were afoole: drunkcnneffchhisn 
venue, for he will be fwine-drunke, ahd in hiafleeoeh 
does little harmc, faue to hijbed-cloathes about L' 
but they know his conditions, and lay him in ftraw t 
haue but little more to fay fir of his honefty, he ha’s eii. 

rie thing that an honett man fhould not haue; what '* 

honeft man fhould haue, he has nothing. 

Cap.G. 1 begin to loue him for this, 

Ber. For this description of thine hontfiie ? A p, 
vpon him for me, he’s moreand more a Cat. * 
Int. What fay you to his expertnefle in warref 
Par. Faith fir, ha’s led the drumme before the Ena. 
lifh Tragedians: tobelyehim I will not, and moreofbii 
fouldierttiip I know not, except in that Country, he had 
the honour to be the Officer at a place there called M,li. 
end, to inftrtxtt for the doubling offilcs. I would doethc 
man what honour I can, but of this I am not certainc. 

Cap.G. He hath out-villain’d villanie fo farre,that the 
raritic redeemes him. 

Her. A pox on him,he’s a Cat ftill, 

Int. His qualities being at this poore price, I ntede 
not to askc you, ifGold will corrupt him to reuolt. 

Par. Sir, for a Cardccue he will fell the fee-fimpleof 
his faluation, the inheritance of it, and cut tn’intailefrom 
all remainders, and a perpetual! fuccefsion for itperpe 
tually. 

lnt. What’s his Brother, the other Captain Domain) 
Caps. Whydosheaskehimofme? 

Int. What’s he ? 

Par. E’nc a Crow a’th fame nett : not altogether f# 
great as the firtt in goodnefle.but greater a great dealein 
cuill. He excels his Brother for a coward,yet his Brother 
is reputed one of the beft that«. In a recreate hee out. 
runties any Lackey; marrie in commiitg on, hee ha’s the 
Crampe. 

Int. Ifyourlifebe faued,will youvndertaketoiietfay 
the Florentine. 

Par. I, and the Captaine of nis horfe,Count Rtftlin 
Int. lie whifper with the Generali, and. knewe hii 
pleafure. •' '.. 

Par. ]le no more drumming, a plague of all druraroei, 
oncly toieeme to defetue well,and no beguile the fuppo- 

iicion 


ndsWell. 


<^IrfW 7 aifcjuioas yongboy the Count,haue I run 
fi tl0!5 hi S danger: yet whowoold haue fufpefted an am- 

10 mw here I was taken 

f xfere is no remedy fir, but you mutt dye : the 
trail fayes,you that haue fo traitoroufly difeouerd 
h ftcrets ofyour army, and made fuchipefliflcrous rc- 
s of Wen very nobly held, can feruethe world for 
P or , yfe: therefore you mutt dye. Comeheadcf- 

per O Lord fir let me liue, or let me fee mydearh. 
lnt. That (hall you, and take your leaue of oil your 

Colooke about you, know you any hecrc ? 

* ’fount. Good mori oyc noble Captaine. 
lo.E. Godblefieyon Captaine ParpHes. 
fop.G. God faue you noble Captaine. 
lo.E. Captain, what greeting witt you to my Lord 
Uferel I arn for Vranee. . { .. . , 

Cst.G. Good Captaine will you giuc me a Copy of 
the Conner you Writ to Diana in bchalfe of the Count 
MiSior, and 1 were not a verieCoward, 1’deeompcll 
it of you, but far you well. . Exeunt. 

Jnt. You arevndone Captainc all but your fcatfe, 

that has a knot on’t yet. 

pdr. Who cannot be cruui’d with a plot ? 

Inter, if you could finde out a Countrie where but 
women were that had receded fo muchffiame, you 
might begin an impudent Nation. Fare yee well fir, I 
tmioiFrancetoo, we fliall fpeakeof you there. Exit 
far. Yet am I thankfiill: if my heart were great 
Twould burfl at this: Captaine lie be nomore. 

But I will cate, and drinke, and Ikcpcas foft 
AsCaptainc (hall. Simply the thing I am 
Shall make me Hue : who knowes himfclfe a braggart 
Let him fear's this ; for it will come topafle, 

Thateuery braggart fhall be found an AfTe. 

Ruftfwortl, code bluflies, and Parrolles liue 
Safeft in lhamc: being fool*d,by fod’rie thriue; 

There’s place and aieancs for euery man aliue. 
leafier them. 


2<fl 


Exit. 


Enter Htllen, Widdow,and Diana . 


f lei. That you may well perceiue I haue not 
wrong'd you. 

One of the gteateft in the Chrittian world 
Shall be my furetie: for whofe throne ’tis necdfull 
ire I can perfeft mine intents, to kneele. 

‘ime was, I did him a defired office 
)cere almoft as his life, which gratitude 
Through flirt tie Tartars bofome would pcepeforth, 
And anfwer thankes. I duly am inform’d. 

His grace is at 'Marcella, to which place 
We haue coniienient conuoy :-you mutt know 
l am fuppofed dead, the Army breaking, 

%him home, where heauen ayding. 
And By tHeTeaue of my good Lord the King, 
Wee'Ibe beforeour welcome 
f?id. Gentle Madam, 

You neuer had a feruant to whofe ttuft 
Your bufines was more welcome. 

Hel. Nor yOurMiftris 

Euer a friend, whofe thoughts mere truly labour 
1 orecompence your lone: Doub t not but heauen 

A* l» uTfe vp ■?. y° ur daughters dower,i 
As it hath fatddher to be my njotiuc - 


And helper to a husband. But O ftrange men, 

That can fuch fwe«t vfe make of what they hate. 
When fawde trufting of the cofin’d thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night, fo luft doth play 
With what it loathes, for that which is away, 

But more ofthis hcereafeer: you Diana, * 
Vndcrmy poore inftrutfions yet mutt fuffer 
Something in my bchalfe. 

Dia. Let death and honettie 
Go with your impoficiont, I am yours 
Vpon your will to fuffer. 

Hel. Yet J pray ybu: * 

Cut with the word the time will bring on fummer, 
When Briars ttiall haue Jeaues as well as thornes/ 

And be as Iweet asfharpe: we mutt away, 

Our .Wagon isprepar’d, and timereuiues vs. 

All’s well that ends well, ftill the fines thcCrowne; 
What ere the courfe, the end is the rcnoWne. Exehnt 

Enter Clowne, old Lady, and Lafew. 

Laf. No, no, no, your fonne was milled vfrith a fnipc 
taffata fellow there, whofe villanous faffron wold haue 1 
made all the vnbak’d and dowy you th of a nation in his 
colour : your daughter-in-law had bcene allu’e at'tfes ' 
hourc, and your fonne heere at home, more aduanc d 1 
by the King, then by that rcd-tail’d humble Bee I fpedik | 

La. Iwouldlhadnotknownehim, it was the death 
o|'the moftvertuous gentlewoman , that euef NaOire 
had praifo for creating. If /he had pertaken offfiy flefh 
and coft mee the deereft groancs of a mother, I could 
not haue owed her a more rooted loue. 

E*f. Twas a good Lady, ’twas a good Lady. Wee 
may picke a thou land fallcts ere wee light on fucharto- 
ther hearbe. 

Clo. Indeed fir fhe was the fweete Margerom of the 
fallec, or rather the hearbe of grace. - - :r U 

Laf. They arc not hearbes you knaue^heyare nofe- 
hearbes. 

Clowne. I am no great Uabnchadnezawfc, Ihaue ndt 
much skill in grace. 

Laf. Whether doeft thou profefle thy felfe, x knaue 
or a foole? 

Clo. A foole fir at a womans fcruice, and a knai»e at a 
mans. 

Laf Your diftin&ion. 

Clo. I would coufen the man of his wife, and do his 
lcruicc. 

Laf. So you were a knaue at his fcruice indeed. 

Clo. And I would giue his wife my bauble fir to doe 

her fcruice. 

Laf I will fubferibe for thee, thouart bothknaue 
and foole. 

Clo. At your feruice* 

Laf. No, no, no. 

Clo. Why fir, if I cannot ferue you, I can ferue as 
great a prince as you are. 

Laf. Whofe that,a Frenchman? 

Clo. Faith fir a has an Englifh maine, but hjs fifno- 
miets more hotter in France then.there. 

Laf. What prince is that? ’ Jl ■ 

Clo. The blacke prince fir, alias the prince of darke- 
nefle, alias the diuell. 

Laf. Hold thee there's my porfe, I giue thee not this 
to fugged thee from thy matter thou talk’ftoff. ferue 

him ftill® 
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Clo. I am a woodland fellow fir, that alwaic* loued 
a great fire, and the ma fter I fpcak of euer keeps a good 
fire, but Cure he is the Prince of the world, let his Nq- 
bilicie remaine in’s Court. I am for the houfe with the 
narrow gate, which I take to be too little for pompcto 
enter: fome that humble themfclucs may, but the ma¬ 
nic will be too chill and tender, and theyle bee for the 
flo wric way that leads to the broad gate, and the great 
fire. 

Laf. Go thy waies, I begin to bee a wcarie of thee, 
and I tell thee fo before, bdeaufe I would not fall out 
with thee* Go thy wayes, let my horfes be wel look’d 
too.without any trickes. 

Clo. If I put any trickcs vpon cm fir, they (hall bee 
lades trickes, which are their ownc right by the law of 
Nature. eHtt 

Laf. A flirewd knaue and an vnhappic. 

Lady. Soais. My Lord that’s gone made himfclfe 
much (port out ofhim, by his authoritie hee remaines 
heere, which he thinkes is a pattent for his faweineffe, 
and iadeede he has no pace, but runnes where he will. 

Laf. I like him well, 'tis not ami(Tc:and I was about 
to tell you, fincc I heard of the good Ladies death, and 
that my Lord your fonne was vpon his rcturne home. I 
moued the King my mafter to fpcake in the behalfc of 
my daughter, which in the minoritic of them both, his 
Maieftieout ofafelfe gracious remembrance did firft 
propofc, his Highneflc hath promis’d me to doe it, and 
toftoppe vpthcdifplcafure he hath concerned againft 
your fonne, there is no fitter matter. How do’s your 
Ladyfhip like it? 

La. With veriemucb content my Lord, and I wifh 
it happily effe&ed. 

Laf. His Highnefle comes poft from Marcellus, of as 
able bodie as when he number’d thirty, a will be heere 
to morrow, or I am dcceiu’d. by him that in l'uch intel¬ 
ligence hath feldome fail’d. 

La. Irreioyces me, that I hope I (ball fee him ere I 
die. I haue letters that my fonne will be heere to n>ght: 
Khali befeech your Lor dihip to remaine with mec, till 
they meete together. 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what manners I 
might fafely be admitted. 

Lad. Younecdebut pleadeyour honourable priui- 

ledge. 

Laf. Ladie,ofthatlhauemadeabold charter, but 
I thanke my God, it holds yet. 

enter Clowns. 

Clo. O Madam, yonders my Lord your fonne with 
a patch of veluet on’s face, whether there bee a fear vd- 
der’tornOjtheVeluetknowes, but’tis a goodly patch 
ofVeluet,hisleft cheekeisa cheekeoftwopilc anda 
halfe, but his right cheeke is worne bare. 

Laf. A fcarre nobly got. 

Or a noble fcarre, is a good liu'rie of honor, 

So belike is that. 

flo. But it is your carbinado’d face. 

Laf. Let vs go fee 

your fonne I pray you, I long to talke 
With the yong noble fouldier. 

Clowne. ’Faith there’s a dozen of cm, with delicate 
fine hats, and moft courteous feathers, which bow the 
head, and nod at euerie man. 

Exeunt 


All's Well that ends Well. 


Bus Quintus. 


€nttr Hellen , mddm, and Liana » •,? 

two Attendants. ^ 

Hel. But this exceeding poftingdavand n- . 

Muft wear your fpirits low, we cannot help/l 8 ^ 
But fincc you haue made the daies and niX : 

To wcare your gentle limbes in my a ff a JL as 0n «, 
Be bold you do fo grow in my requital] * 

As nothing can vnrooteyou. Inhappie tim- 
£nur agmlcAfiringJ.*’ 

Thts man may help# me to his Ma.efticscare 
II he would fpend his power. God faue vou fi 

Cent. And you. * nr * 

hel. Sir,I haue feeneyou in the Court of c 

Cent. I haue becne fometimes there rance> 

Hel. I do prefume fir, that you arc not fa|n e 
From the report that goes vpon your eoodniff 
And therefore goaded^ithmoft fliarlcoX?’ 
Which lay nice manners by, I put youto fion ’* 

The vie ofyour owne vertues, for the which 
I fhall continue thankefull. 

Gent. What’s your will? 

Hel, That it will pleafe you 
To giue this poor* petition to the King j 
And ayde me with that ftore ofpower you h au . 

To come into his prefence, J Ue 

Gen. The Kings not heere. 

Hel. Not heere fit? 

Gen. Not indeed. 

He hence remou’d laft night, and withmorehaft 
Then is htsjrfe. 1 

W'sd. Lord how we loofe our paints. 

Hel. All’s well that ends well yet, * 

Though time feeme fo aduerfe, and meanes Tnfit; 

I do bcfeech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent. Marrie as I take it to RoftHion , 

Whither I am going. 

Hel. Idobeleech you fir. 

Since you ate like to fee the King before me 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand/ 

Which I prefumc ihall render you no blame, 

But rather make you thanke your paines for it 
I will come after you with what good fpeede’ 

Our meanes will make vs meanes. 

Gent. This He do for you. 

Hel. And you Ihall finde your fclfe to be well thank: 
what e re falles more. We muft to horfe agaipe Go eo 
prouide. ’ 

Enter flowne and ParroRes. 

Par. Good M r Lauateh giue my Lord Loft* thisltt. 
ter, I hacie crc now fir bccne better knowne to youthen 
! haue held familiaritic with frefiher cloathes: but I in 
now fir muddied in fortunes mood, and finell fomcwbit 
ftrong of her ftrong difpleafure. 

Clo, Trucly, Fortunes difpleafure is but fluttifbifit 
fmell fo ftrongly as thou fpcak’ftof; I will hencefoorth 
eatenoFifhof Fortunes butc’ridg, Pre thee alow the 
winde. 

Par. Nay you needenot to ftopVour nofe firr I fpake 
but by • Metaphor. 

Cla. Indeed fir, if your Metaphor ftinke, I will flop 
my nofe, o r againft any mans Metaphor.Prcthe get thee 
further. for, 


deliucr me this paper. 

<>‘" d ! * fpv U T fr 

C \ lc to giue toa Nobleman. Looke heere he 
Enter Lafew. 

, rf, ere is a purre of Fortunes fir, or of Fortunes 
u not a Mufcar, that ha’s falne into the vnclemie 
Cal ’ jnfher difpleafure, and as he fayesis muddied 
('Wpl“oufir,vfcrfiCarpea*you m.J. fo,he 
< i,ke a poore decayed, ingenious, foolilh, rafcally 
look ^eDittichisdiftrefTc inmyfmilcsof comfort, 
'vihim co your Lordfhip. 

I per My Lord I am a man whom fortune hath cruel- 

!? And what would you haue me to doe ? ’Tis too 
. ,„niire hernailes now. Wherein haue you played 
h knaue with fortune that Ihe Ihould fcratch you, who 
ruorfrlfctea good Lady, and would not haue knaucs 
Vue 'ong voder? There’s a Cardecue for you: Lctthe 
Slices make you and fortune friends j I am for other 

^rflbefeechyour honour to hearc mce one tingle 

you begge a Angle peny more: Come you Ihall 

ha’t faue your word. 

Tar. My name my good Lord is ParroRes. 
jJ You begge more then word then. Cox my paf- 
ton, giue me your hand: How does your drumroe? 

Per. 0 my good Lord, you were the firft that found 


All's Wiill that ends Well* 


mce 


Uf. Was I infooth? And I was the firft that loft thee. 
Par. It lies in you my Lord to bring me in fome grace 
for you did bring me our. 

Laf. Out vpon thee knaue, doeft thou put vponmee 
at once both the office ofGod and the diuel: one brings 
thee in grace, and the ether brings thee out. The Kings 
comming I know by his Trumpets. Sirrah, inquire fur¬ 
ther after me, I had talke of you laft night, though you 
are afoolc and a knaue, you fhall cate, go too,follow. 

Par. I prail'e God for you. 

flmtfh. £nttr King, old Lady , Lafew , the two French 
Lords, wttb attendants. 

Kin. We loft a Iewell of her, and our eftceme 
Was made much poorer by it: but your fonne. 

As mad in folly, lack’d the fence to know 
Her eftimation home, 

OldLa. ’Tis paft my Liege, 

And Ibefeech your Maieftie to make it 
Natural! rebellion, done i’th blade of youth, 

When oyle and fire, too ftrong for reafons force, 
Ore-beares it, and bumes on. 

Kin. My honour’d Lady, 

Ihaueforgiuenand forgotten all. 

Though my reuenges were high bent vpon him. 

And watch’d the timeto (hoote. 

Laf. This I muft fay, 
lutfirft I begge my pardon: the yong Lord 
Tidtohis Maicfty, his Mother, and his Ladie, 

Offence ofmighty note; but tohimfelfe 
The greateft wrong of all. He loft a wife,' 

VVhofe beauty did aftonifh the furuey 

Of richeft eies; whofe words all cares tooke captiue, 

Whofe deere perfe&ion,hearts that fcorn’d to ferue, 


Humbly call’d Miftris. 

Kin. Praifing what is loft, 

Makes the remembrance decre. Well,call him hither. 
We are reconcil’d, and the firft view fhall kill 
All repetition: Let him not aske our pardon. 

The nature of his great offence is dead. 

And deeper then obliuion, we do burie 
Th’inccnfing reliques ofit. Let him approach 
A ftranger, no offender; and ioformc him 
So ’tis our will he fiiould. 

Gent. I fhall my Liege. ’ 

Kin. What fayes he to your daughter, 

Haue you fpoke ? 

Laf. All that he is, hath reference Co your Highncs. 
Kin. Then ihall we haue a match. I haue letters fen; 
me, that fees him high in fame. 

Snter fount Bertram . 

Laf. He lookes well on’e. 

Kin, I am not a day of fcafon, 

For thou maift fee a fun-fhine, and a haile 
In me at once: Buc to the brighteft beames 
Diftra<51cd clouds giue way, foftand thou forth. 

The timeisfaircagainc. 

'Ber. My high repented blames 
Deere Soueraigoc pardon to me. 

Kin. All is whole, 

Not one word more of the confumed time, 

Let’s take the inftint by the forward top: 

For wc are old, and on our quick’ft decrees 
Th’inaudible, and noifclefic foot oftime 
Steales, ere wc can cffc&them. You remember 
The daughter of this Lord ? 

Her A Admiringly my Liege, at firft 
I ftucke my choice vpon her, ere my heart 
Durft make too bold a herauld of my tongue: 

Where the impreflion ofmine eye enfixing, 

Contempt his fcornfull Perfpeftiue did lend me. 

Which warpethe line, of euerie other fauour, 

Scorn’d a fairc colour, or expreft it ftolnc, 

Extended or contrafted all propoaions 
Toa moft hideous obied. Thence it came. 

That fhe whom all men prais’d, and whom my feife. 
Since I haue loft, haue low’d; was in mine eye 
The duft that did offend it< 

Kin. Well excus’d: 

That thou didft lone her, ftrikes fome fcores away 
From the great compt: but louc that comes too late. 
Like a rcmorfcfull pardon flowly carried 
To the great fender, turnes a fowre offence. 

Crying, that’s good that’s gone: Our rafh faults^ 

Make rriuiall price of ferious things we haue. 

Not knowing them, vntill wc know their graue. 

Oft our difpleafurcs to our fclues vniuft, 

Dcftroy our friends, and after weep* their duft: 

Our owne loue waking, cries to fee what’s don,e 
While (bamefull hate (leepea out theafternoone. 

Be this fweet Helens knell, and now forget her. 

Send forth your amorous token for fairt Maudlin t 
The maine confents are had, and heere wee’l flay 
To fee our widdowers fecond marriage day : 

Which better then the firft, O deere heauen blcffe. 

Or, ere they meete in me, O Nature cefle. 1 

Laf. Come on my fonne, in whom my houfes name 
Muft be digefted: giue a fauour from you 
To fparkle in the fpirits ofmy daughter. 

That 
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Alts Well that ends Well. 


That (he may quickly come. By ray old beard] ~ 
And cu’rie haire that's on't, Helen that’s dead 
Was a iweet creature: fuch a ring as this. 

The laft that etc I tookc her leaue at Court 
I fawvpon her finger. 

Her. Hers it was not. 

N ° w pray you letme Tec it. For mine eye, 
Whdel wasfpeakingjofc was faften’d too’t: 7 

t k !iu?‘ nC ’ and when 1 g auclt 
I bad her if her tortunes eucr ftoode 

Neceffitied to helpe, that by this token 

I would releeue her. Had you that craft to reaue her 

Of what fiiould ftead her nioft ? 

BerMj gracious Soueraignc, 

How ere ic plcafcs you to take it fo. 

The ring was neuer hers. 

OldLa. Sonnc,onmy life 

I haue feene her wearc it, and file reckon’d it 
At her liues race, 

Laf. I am furc I faw her weare it. 

Her. You are deceiu’d my Lord, fhc neuer faw it: 
in Florence was it from a cafcmcnc thrownc mce. 

Wrap d in a paper, which contain’d the name 
Ot her that threw it: Noble (he was.and thought 
I flood mgag’d . but when I had fubfenb’d ° 

To mine o wne fortune, and inform’d her fully 
I could not anfwer in that courfc of Honour 
As file had made the ouercure, (he ceaft 
In heauic fatisfa&ion, and would neuer 
Receiue the Ring againc. 

Km. Pinttts himfelfe. 

That knowes the tin<51 and multiplying med cine. 

Hath not in natures myflerie more fcicnce, 

Then I haue in this Rin g. ’Twas mine, ’twas Helens 
Who euer gaue it you : then if you know - 

That you are well acquainted with your fclfe, ,-r ' 

Confefle twas hers, and by what tough enforcement 
Yougotitfromher. She call'd the Saints to furetie. 

That fhc would neuer put it from her finger, 

Vnlefle flic gaue it to your felfe in bed, 

Where you haue neuer come t or lent uws 
Vpon her great difafler. 

Ber. She neuer law it. 

Kin. Thou fpeak’ft it falfcly: as I loue mine Honor, 
And mak’ft connetSlurall fearcs to come into me. 

Which I would faine fhut out, ifit fhould proue 
That rhou art lo inhumane, ’twill not prpue fo: 

And yet I know not, thou didft hate her deadly. 

And (he is dead, which nothing but to dofe 
Her eyes my felfe, could win me to beleeuc. 

More then to fee this Ring. Take him away. 

My fore-paft proofes, how ere the matter fall 
Shall taze my feares of little vanitie, 

Hauing vainly fear’d too little. Away with him, 

Wee’l lift this matter further. 

Ber. If you (hall proue 
This Ring was euer hers, you fliail as eafie 
Proue that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 

Where yet fhencuer was. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

King. I am wrap d in difmall thinkings. 

Cjen. Gracious Soueraignc, 

Whether I haucbecne too blame or no, I know not 
Here's a petition from a Florentine, 

Who hath for foure or fiuc remoucs comefhort 
To tender it her feife. I vndertooke it, 


Ijheere attending: her bufmeffc lookes inker 
With an importing vifage, and /he told m e * 

In a fweet verball breefc, it did conccrae 
* our Highnefle with her felfe. 

sf Letter. 

Vf 7 h A t0 ' mArriem ^nhis^ 

dead, / blnfh to fay it, he wenne me. Now « the r 

filhon a Wtddorver , hi) verves are forfeited to m°**H 

henorspayedtohm, Heeflolefrom Florence"]^ 

leaue, and IjoHow him to his Conn trey f or /»/? ’ 

il T' ° K i ng ' injm,t hefl /,es > c 7‘ 

ttjhes, and apeore Maid is vrtdone. J * 

Laf. I will buy ire a fonne in Law in a 
forthis. lie none ofhim. w "’^e.anclto,* 

Km. The heauens haue thought well on theeGf 

To bring forth this difeou rie, feeke thefe f,, t U H 
Go fpeedily, and bring againc the Count. ° tS: 
Enter Bertram. 

I am a-feard the life of/fc/WLadiel 
Wasfowly fnatcht. 

Old La. Now iuftice on the doers. 

King. I wonder fir, fir, wiucs arc monfiers to you 
And that you flye them as you fweare them LordL’ 
Yet you defire to marry. What woman’s that f P ’ 


Enter Widdow^iana, andVarrolles. 

Dia. I am my Lord a wretched Florentine, 
Deriued from the ancient Capilct, 

My fuitc as I do vnderftand you know. 

And therefore know how farrcl maybepittied 

md. I am her Mother fir, whofc age and honour 
Both iufter vndcr this complaint we bring, 

And both fhall ceafc, without your remedie. 

King. Come hether Count, do you know thefe Wo¬ 
men ? 

Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will denie, 

But that I know them, do they charge me further > 

Dia. Why do youlooke fo flrange vpon your wife! 
Ber. She’s none ofminc my Lord. 

Dia. If you fhall marric j 

^ ou giue away this hand, and that is mine, 

You giue away heauens vowes, and thdfe are mine: 
You giue away my felfe, which is knowrie mine: 

For I by vow am fo embodied yours. 

That fhc which marries you, muft marrie me, 

Either both or none. 

Laf. your reputation comes too /hort formy daugh¬ 
ter, you are no husband for her. 

“Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and defp rate creature, 
Whom fometime I haue laugh’d with: Let your highnei 
Lay a more noble thought vpon mine honour, 

Then for to thinfee that I would finke it heere. 

Kin. Sir for my thoughts, you haue them il to friend, 
Till your deeds gaine them fairer: proue your honor, 
Then in my thought it lies. 

Dtan. Good my Lord, 

Aske him vpon his oath, if bee do’s thinke 
He had not ray virginity. 

Kin. What faift thou to her ? 

Ber . She’s impudent my Lord, 

And was a common gamefter to the Campe, 

Dia. He do’s me wrong my Lord: If I were fo, 

He might haue bought me at a common price. 



aA Us Well; that Ends J^elL 


hSecuehin** - ^behold this Ring, 

D 0 , D< ? Lh refpea and rich validme 
^ kaParalell: yet for all chat 
d ga ue ic to a Commoner a’th Campe 

H c blufhes, and ’tis hit: 
off, e preceding Anceftors that Icmme 
r Ifer’dbyteftamentto’th fcquent iffuc 

l* hpenc owed and worne. This is his wife, 

«“ R, b „' " 1 .ho»fad proofs. 

T A'i. ilt though you laide 

Vnnfaw one heere in Court could witnefle it. 

j did my Lord, but loatn am to produce 
c.had’an inflrument, bis pomes Parroiles. 

■ T I faw the man to day. if man he bee. 

Kir'. Findehim, and bring him hether. 
vA What ofhim: 

He’s quoted for a moft pe fidious flaue 

With all the fpots a’th world, taxt and dcboflr’d, 

Whofc nature fickens: but to fpcake a truth. 

Am I) or tl,at or this for what he 1 v ttcr » 

Thacwillfpeakc anything. 

Km. She hath that Ring ofyours. 

Rtf, I thinke fhc has; eertainc it is I lyk’d her, 

And boorded her i’th wanton way of youth: 

She knew her diftance, and did angle for mee. 

Madding my eagerneffe with her refiraint, 

Asall impediments in fancies courfe 
Ate metmes of more fancie, and in fine, 

Her infuite comming with her moderne grace, ) 

Subdu’d me to her rate, fhe got the Ring, 

And I had that which any inleriour might 
AtMarket price haue bought. 

pin. I muft be patient: 

Youthathaue turn’d offafirflfo noble wife, 
Mayiuftlydyettne. I pray you yet, 

(Since you lacke vertue, I will loofe a husband) 

Send for your Ring, I will returnc it home, 

And giue me mine againe. 

Rtf. I haue it not. 

Km. What Ring was yours I pray you ? 

Urn. Sir much like the fame vpon your finger. 

Kin. Know you this Ring, this Ring was hisoflate. 
Die. And this was it I gaue him being a bed. 

Kin. The ftory then goes falfe,you threw it him 
OutofaCafetnent. 

Dia. I haue fpoke the truth. Snttr Parollts. 

Rof. My Lord, I do confeffc the ring was hers. 

Kin. You boggle fhrewdly, eucry feather ftartsyou: 
s this the man you fpeake of? 

Dia. I, my Lord. 

Kin. Tell me firrah, but tell me true I charge you, 
ot fearing thedifpleafureofyourmaftcr: 

Which on your iuft proceeding. He keepe off, 
ly him and by this woman heere, what know you ? 

Par. SopleafeyourMaicfty, my mafler hath bin an 
lonourable Gentleman. Trickeshee hath had in him, 
which Gentlemen haue. 

Fin, Come, come, to’th’purpofe : Did hee loue this 
woman? 

Par. Faith fir he did loue her, but how. 

Kin. How I pray you ? 

Par. He did loue hcrfir,asaGent. louesa Woman. 
Kt». How is that? 

Par. Hclou’d her fir, and lou’d her not. 
tn ‘ t ^ 1GU att a knaue and no knaue, what an cqui- 


2T3 


uocall Companion is this ? 

Par. lama poore man, and at your Maiefties com' 
maud. 

Laf. Hec’s a good drumme my Lord, but a naughtie 
Orator. 

Dian. Do you know he promift me marriage? 

Far. Faith I know more then lie fpeake. 

Kin. But wilt thou not fpeake all thou know'll ? 

Par. YesfopleafeyourMaiefty : I did goe betweene 
them as I faid, but more then that he loued her, for in- 
deede he was madde for her, and talkt of Sathan, and of 
Limbo, and of Furies, and I know not whatryetlwasin 
that credit with them at that time, that I knewe of their 
going to bed, and of other motions, as promifing her 
marriage, and things which would deriuc mce ill will to 
fpeake of, therefore I will not fpeake what I know. 

Kin. Thou haft lpoken all alreadie, vnlefle thou canft 
fay they are marled, but tbou art too fine in thy euidence, 
therefore ftand afide. This Ring you fay was yours. 

Dia. I my good Lord. 

Kin. Where did you buy it? Or who gaue it you ? 

Dia. It was not giuen me, nor I did not buy it. 

Kin. Who lent it you ? 

Dia. It was not lent me neither. 

Kin. Where did youfinde it then ? 

Dia. I found it not. 

Kin. If it were yours by none of all thefe waves, 

How could you giue it him ? 

Dia. I neuer gaue it him. 

Laf. This womans an eafie gloue my Lord, fhc goes 
off and on at pleafure. 

Kin. This Ring was mine, I gaue it his firft wife 

Dia. It might beyours or hers for ought I know. 

Kin. T ake her away, I do not like her now, 

To prifon with her: and away with him, 

Vnlefle thou telft me where thou hadft this Ring, 

Thou dieft within this houre. . 

Dia. lie neuer tell you. 

Kin . Take her away. 

Dia. Ileputinbailemyliedge. 

Kin. 1 thinke thee now fome common Cuftomer. 

Dia. By loue if euer I knew man ’twas you. 

King. Wherefore haft thou acctifde him al this while* 

Dm. Becaufehe’s guiltie,and he is not guilty : 

He knowes I am no Maid, and hee’l fweare too’t: 
lie fweare I am a Maid, and he knowes not. 

Great King I am no ftruropet, by my life, 

1 am either Maid, or elfc this old mans wife. 

Kin. She does abufe our cares, to prifon with her. 

Dia. Good mother fetch my bayle. Stay Royall fir. 
The Ieweller that owes the Ring is fent for, 

And.be fhall furety me. But for this Lord, 

Who hath abus’d me as he knowes himfelfe. 

Though yet he neuer harm’d me, heere I quit him. 

He knowes himfelfe my bed he hath defil’d. 

And at that time he got hit wife with childe: 

Dead though flic be, Ihe feeles her yong one kicke; 

So there’s my riddle, one that’s dead is quickc. 

And now behold the meaning. 

Enter Hellen and, fyiddew. 


Kin. Is there no exorcift 
Beguiles the truer Office of mineeyes ? 
Is’treall that I fee ? 

Hel, No my good Lord, 
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Tisbutthc fliadowof awifeyoufee. 

The name,and not the thing. 

%gf. Both, both,0 pardon. 

Hel. Oh sny good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
I found you wondrous kinde, there is your Ring, 

And looke you, heercs your letter: this it layes, 

When trom my finger you can get this Ring, 

And is by me with childe. Sec. This is done. 

Will you be mine now you arc doubly wonne? 

Rof. Iffiie my Liege can make me know this clearly, 
Ileloueher dearely,cuer, euer dearly. 

Hci. Ifit appearc not plaine, and prouc vntrue. 
Deadly diuorce ftep betwecnc me and you. 

O my deere mother do I fee youliuing ? 

L<tf. Mine eyes fmell Onions, I (ball weep canon: 
Good Tom Drumme lend me a handkerchcr. 

Sol thanke thee.waite on me home, lie make fport with 
thee: Let thy curtfies alone, they are feuruy ones. 


aJlhiVell, that Ends Well. 


Let vs from point to point this 
To make the cuen truth in pleafurc flow: Kn ° 

If thou beeftyet a freflv vneropped flower 
Cboofe thou thy husband,and lie pay thv *<W 
For I can guefle, that by thy honeft ayde, Cr * 
Tliou keptfl a wife her felfc, thy felfe aMaide 
Of that and all the progreflfe more and leffe 
Refolduedly more leafure fliall exprefle: * 

All yet feemes well, and ifit end fo meetc 
The bitter paft, more welcome is the fweet. 

Hmrifh, 

T Hc Kings a 'Begger , now the Play is done, 
jin ts well ended, if this fait e be wonne 
That yon exprejje Content-jpehich we willpay , 

With ftrift to pleafiyon , day exceeding day : * 

Ours bey our patience then, and yours our parts , 

Tour gentle hands lend vs, and take our hearts'.Exe 


FINIS. 







Tvvelfe Nigh t, Or what you will. 


AdusTrimus, Secena 'Trima. 


Enter Orfno Duke of Illyria, Curio,and other 
Lords. 

Duke. 

PMulickebc the food of Lone, play on,l 
Giue me exceffe of it: that furfetting. 

The appetite may fickcn,and fo dye. 
v— That (Iraineagen, it had a dying fall: 
n ir came ore my eare, 1 ike the fweet found 
?hat breathes vponabankc of Violets; 

and giuing Odour. .Enough, no more, 

L 00 ffo fwc« now, as it was before. 

OfpiritofLoue, how quicke and fre(h ait thou. 

That uotwithftanding thy capacitie, 

Recciueth as the Sea. Nought enters there, 

Of what validity, and pitch fo ere, 

But falles into abatement, and low price 
Eucn in a minute; fo full of (Rapes is fancie, 

That it alone, isbighfantaHicall. 

Cu. Will you go hunt my Lora ? 

2)#. What Cttrio> 

Cu. The Hart. 

Du. Why io I do, the Nobleft that I haue : 

\j when mine eyes did fee OUuta firft. 

Me thought (he purg’d the ayre of pcftilence ; 

That in ft ant was I turn'd into a Hart, 

And my defircs like fell and cruell hounds, 

Erefincc purfue me. How now what newes from her 
Enter Valentine* 

Val Sopleafemy Lord, I might not be admitted, 

But from her handmaid do returne this anfwer: 

The Element it felfe, till feueny cares heate, 

Shall not behold h£r face at ample view: 
ButlikeaCloyftreflc fhe will vailed walke. 

And water once a day her Chamber round 
With eye-offending brine: all this to fealon 
Abrothers dead loue, which (lie would keepe frefii 
And lading, in her fad remembrance. 

Du. O (he that hath a heart of that fine frame 
Topay this debt of loue but to a brother, 

How will fhe loue, when the rich golden fhaft 
Hath kill’d the flockcofall affe&ions elle 
That liuc in her. When Liuer, Braine, and Heart, 

Thcfe foueraignerhroncs, are all fupply’d and fill’d 
Herfwcctc perfections with one felfe king : 

Away before me, to fweet beds of Flowres, 
Lone-thoughts lye rich, when canopy ’d with bowres. 

Exeunt 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Viola, a Captaine^andSaylors 

Vio. What Country (Friends) is this ? 
fop. This is Illyria Ladie. 

Vio. And what (hould 1 do in Illyria? 

My brother he is in Elizium, 

Perchance he is not drown’d : What thinke you faylors ? 
Cap. It is perchance thar you your felfe were laued. 
Vio.Q my poore brother,and io perchance may he be. 
Cap . True Madam, and to comfort you with chance, 
Affure your felfe, after our fhip did fpltt. 

When you, and thofe poore number faued with you. 
Hung on our driuing boate: I faw your brother 
Moft prouident in perill, bindc himfelfe, 

(Courage and hope both teaching him the pradtife) 

To a fttong Mafic, that lin’d vpon the fea : 

Where like Orion on the Dolphines backe, 

I faw him hold acquaintance with the waues. 

So long as I could fee. 

Vio. For faying fo, there’s Gold: 

Mine owue efcape vnfoldeth to my hope, 

Whereto thy fjpeech ferues for authorise 
The like of him. Know’ft thou this Counrrey ? 

fop . I Madam well, for I was bred and borne 
Not three houres trauaile from this very place.* 

Vio. Who gouerncs hecre? 

Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as in name* 

Vio. What is his name? 

Cap. Orpno. 

Vio % Or fine : I haue heard my father namahim. 

He was a Batchcllor then. 

Cup. And fo is now, or was fo very late : 

For but a month ago I went from hence, 

And then Was frefh in murmure (as youknow 
What great ones do, the leffe will prattle of,) 

That he did feeke the loue of faire Oliuia. 

Vio. What’s fhee ? 

Cap. A vertuousmaid, the daughter of a Count 
That didc fome tweluemonth fince, then lcauing her 
Tn the prote&ion of his fonne, her brother. 

Who fhortly alfo dide: for whole dccrcloue 
(They fay) (The hath abiur’d the fight 
And company of men. 

Vio* O that I fern’d that Lady, 

And might not be deliucred to the world 

b Y 2 Till 
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__ Twelfe orJVhatjou will. 

Till I had made mine owncoccafion mellow 
What ray eftateis. 

Cap> That were hard to compafle, 

Recauie fhe will admit no kindc of fuite, 

No nor the Dukes. 

V'to. I here is a faire bchaniour in thee Capcaine, 

And though that nature, with a beauteous wall 
Doth ott clo fc in pollution : yet of thee 
i will belceue thou haft a minde that fuites 
\v ith this thy faire and outward chamftcr. 

J prethee (an^ He pay thee bounteoufly ) 

Conccalc me what I am, and be my ayde. 

For fuch difguife as haply fhall become 
The forme of my intent. lie ferae this Duke, 

Thou fhaltprefent me as an Eunuch to him, 

It may be worth thy paines: for I can ling, 
i > And fpeake to him in many forts ofMuficke, 

That will allow me very worth his fcruice. 

What elfe may hap, to time I will commit, 

Onely fhape thou thy filcnce to my wit. 

Cap, be you his Eunuch,and your Mute lie bee, 

Wh*n my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee. 

Z?to, I thanke chcc: Lead me on. Exeunt 


Sc ana Tertia. 


£nt: r Sir Toby, and Maria . 

Sir To What a plague meanes my Neece to take the 
death of her brother thus? I am fure care’s an enemieto 
life. 

Mar. By my troth fir Toby, you muft come in earlyer 
anights: your Cofin,my Lady, takes great exceptions 
toy our ill houres. 

To. Why let her except, before excepted. 

Ma. I, but you muft confine your felfe within the 
modeft limits of order. 

To. Confine? lie confine myfielfe no finer then I am: 
thefe cloathes arc good enough to drinke in, and fo bee 
thefe boots too : and they be not, let them hang them- 
felues in their owne ftraps. 

That quaffing and drinking will vndoc you : I 
heard my Lady talke of it yefterday : and of a foolifh 
knight that you brought in one night hcre,to be hir woer 
To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheeke ? 

Ma. I he. 

To. He's as tall a man atany's in Illyria. 

Ma. What’s that to th’purpofe ? 

• To. Why he ha’s three thoufand ducates a yeare# 

Ma. I, but hee’l haue but a’^eare in all thefe ducates: 
He’s a very foole, and a pro3f^«I. 

7<?,Fie,that you’l fay fo : heplayes o’th Viol-de-ga'n* 
boys, and fpeaks three or four languages word forward 
without booke,& hath all the good gifts of nature. 

Ala. He hath indeed, almoft natural!: for befides that 
he’s a foole, he’6 a great quarreller: and but that hee hath 
the gift of a Coward, to allay the guft he hath in quarrel- 
ling/tis thought among the prudent,he would quickely 
laue die gift of a graue. 

Tob. By this hand they arc fcoundrels and fubftra- 
ftors that fay fo ofhim. Who are they ? 

Ala, They that adde moreour,hee’s drunke nightly 
in your company.. 

To, With drinking healths to my Ncccc: lie drinke 


to her as long as there is a paflaee in mvTu ——^ 

m Illyria : he’saCowardandaCoyftrnuh^^t 
dnnke to my Neece. till his braines turne ' vill «ot 

pariH, top. What wench? C*M«»o 
Sir -Andrew si gut face. “ ' 0r here C( 

Enter Sir Andrew. 

And. Sir Toby 'Belch. How now fir Tob* v?,, 

To. Sweet fir Andrew. fields) 

And. Blefle you faire Shrew. 

Afar. And you too fir. 

Tob. Accoft Sir Andrew, accoft. 

And. What’s that? 

To. My Neeces Chamber-maid. 

Aft #* 4 *- Good Miflris a c c °ft.I defire better acn„v 
Ala. My name is Mary fir. ac< l Us “>t« Ct 

And. Good miflris Alary , accoft. 

To, You tniftake knighc: Accoft. i s f ront W , 
her, woe her,aflayle her. er > k°on 

And. 5y my troth I would not vndertakeW- l 
company. Is that the meaning ofAccoft? ““w 

Ala. Far you well Gentlemen. 

7j>. And thou ltt parefo Sir W ouU ,U 

mightft neuerdraw fwordagen. 011 

And. And you part lo miftris, I wouldl miohm. 

Sr„htdr ! ' ai,tUdy ’ d<,cyM,toe ^ 

Oifa. Sir, I haue net you by’th hand. 

An. Marry but you fKall hauc } and heeres mvimJ 
Ala. ^ Now fir, thought is free: I pray you bri! lg ’ 
hand to th Bmtry barre, and let it drinke. 6 

An. Wherefore (fweet-heart?) What’s yourMtt, 
phor ? 

c JMa, It’s dry fir. 

„4nd. Why I thinke fo; I am not fuch an affe, but ] 
can keepc my hand dry. But whaz’s your ieft ? 

Ma. A dry ieft Sir. 

-And. Are you full of them? 

Ala.l Sir, 1 haue them at my fingers ends: marrvnow 
I let go your hand,! am barren. ExiOhm 

To. O knight, thou IackTt a cup of Canaric.-when did 
1 fee thee fo put downe ? 

Neuer in your life I thinke, vnlcfle you fee Ca. 
narie put me downe: mec thinkes fometimes 1 haueno 
more wit then a Chriftian, or an ordinary man ha’s :butl 
am a great eater of beefc, and J beleeue that doesfcanue 
to my wit. 

To. Noqueftion. 

An. And I thought that, l’de forfweare it. lie ride 
home to i: orrow fir Toby. 

To. Pur-qHoy my decre knight? 

An. Whati$^r^^?Do,ornordo? I would I hid 
beftowed that time in the tongues, that I haue in fencing 
dancing, and beare-bayting; O had I but followed the 
Arts. 

To. Then had ft thou had an excellent head of haire. 
An. Why,would thathauemendedmy hairef^ ^ 
7o. Paft queftion,for thoufeeftit will not code 0 
An But it bccoms we wd enough, doll not? (nature 
To Excellent,it hangs like flax on a diftaffe? & 1 hope 
to fee a huiwife take thee between her legs,& fpin it off. 

Faith lie home to morrow fir Tobytf oitrniecevff 
not be feene,or if fhe be it’s four to one^clnonsofroc: 
the Connt himfelfe here hard by, wooes hcr f 

To* *Jhee’l none o’th Count^fhc’l not match aboue hi 
degree,neither in eftate,ye 3 res,nor wit; I haue hcardhei 
fweart. Tut there’s life in’t man# 

M 


as 


- 777 k longer. I n> . fellow o rh 

"niindei’A world: I delight in Masker and Re- 
-irpc 5 altogether. 

“ cls J 0lB frt thou good at thefe kicke-chawfes Knight ? 
f l'j Is any man in Illyria, whatfoeuer be be, vnder 
j ,fofmy betters, & yet 1 will not compare with 
the degr^ 

an i d "what is thy excellence in a galliard, knight? 

U faith, I can cut a caper. 

<r. And I can cut the Mutton too’t. 

^ And I thinke I haue the backc-trickc, fimply 
n g an y ro^n in Illyria# 
lJ re fore are thefe things hid ? Wherefo. e haue 

r 'fa Curtaine before’em? ^ IC they like to take 

a rke mifiti s Aials pi£Iui e ? Whydoft thou not goe 
r * hinaG all 'ard, and comehomcinaCarranto? 
fz walke Ibould be a Iigge: I would not fo much 
^ i w ater but in a Sinke-a-p3cc: What dooeft tnou 
? Is It a world to hide venues in? I did thinke by 

AAnc conflict cion of thy legge, it was form’d vn- 
ftftarre of a Galliard. 

l ’cisfirong, andic does indifferent well in a 
- flour’d ftocke. Shall we fit about lomc Rcucls ? 
What fhall we do elfe: were we not borne vnder 

^‘jad Taurus? That fides arid heart. 

r . No fir, it is leggs and thighes: let me fee thee ca¬ 
per. Ha, higher: ha,ha.excdlent. Exeunt 


Twife ^Qght y or. What you will. 2 S7 

For they ftiall yet belye thy happy yeeres. 

That fay thou art a man ; Dianas lip 
Is not more fmooth, and rubious: thy fmali pipe 
Is as the maidens organ, fhrill, and found. 

And all is fcmblatiue a womans part. 

I know thy confteilation is right apt 
For this affayre: fome foure or fiue attend him. 

All ifyou will: for I my felfe am beft 
When leaft in companie: profper well in this. 

And thou fhaltliueas freely as thy Lord, 

To call his fortunes thine. 

Vio. lie do my beft 

To woe your Lady : yet a barrefull ftrife. 

Who ere I woe, my lelfe would be his wife. 


Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Scena Ouarta. 


Enter Valentine, and Viola in wans attire . 

Vi\l. If the Duke continue thcle fauours toward* you 
Ctftrio, you a re i ike to be much aduanc d,he hath known 
you but three dayes ; and already you arc no ftrangcr. 

Vi*. You either fcare his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in queftion the continuance of his louc. Is 
hcinconftant fir, in his fauotirs. VaL No beleeue 
Enter T)uke } Curio ^nd ^Attendants. 

Vio. I thanke you : heerc comes the Count. 

Duke. Who law Cefario hoa ? 

Vio . On your attendance my Lord hcerc. 

Du Stand you a-whilealoofe. Cefario , 

Thou knowft no leffc, but all: I haue vnclafp’d 
Tothce rhe booke euen of my fecrct foule. 

Therefore good youth, addreffe thy gate vnto her* 

Be not dem’de acccfle, Hand at her doores, 

And tell them, there thy fixed foot fhall grow 
Till thou haue audience. 

Vio. Sure my Noble Lord, 

Iffhc be fo abandon’d to her forrow 
A*k is fpoke,(lieneuer will admit me. 

*7)#, Be clamorous,and leape all ciuill bounds, 1 
Rather then make vnproficcd returne, 

Vio. Say I do fpeakc with her (my Lord)what then ? 
Du. O then, vnfold the pafsion of my loue. 

Surprize her with difeourfe of my deere faith; 

It (hall become thee well to aft my woes: 

She will attend it better in thy youth, K 
Then in a Nuncio’s of more graue afpeft. 

Vio. I thinke not io,my Lord. < 

Du. Deere Lad, beleeue it; 


Enter Maria.andClowne. 

Ma. Nay, either tell me where thou haft bin,or 1 will 
not open my lippes fo wide as a brifslc may enter,in way 
of thy cxcule: my Lady will hang thee for thy abfence. 

Let her hang me : hee that is well hang’dc in this 
world, needs to feare no colours. 

Ma. Make that good. 

Clo. He fhall fee none to fcare. 

M*. A goodlenton anfwcr: I car. tell thee where j 
faying was borne, ofl fcare no colours. 

Clo. Where good miftris Mary ? 

A4a. In the warrs,& that may you be bold® to fay in 
your foolerie. 

Clo. Well, God giue them wifedome that haue it: & 
thofe that arcfooles,let them vfe their talents. 

7Vj. Yet yem will behang’d for being fo long abfent, 
or to be turn’d away: is not that as good as a h inging to 

you? 

Clo. Many a good hanging, preuents a bad marriage: 
and for turning away, let Lummer beare it out. 

7tfa. You are refolucc then ? 

Clo . Not fo neycher, but l am refolu’d on two points 

AU. That if one breakc,the ocher wili hold:or if both 
breake,your gaskins fall. 

Clo. £pc in good faith, very apt: well go thy way, if 
fir Toby would leaue drinkmgjtbou wert as witty a piece 
of Sues fic{b,as any in Illyria. 

Ma. Peace you rogue, no more o’that: here comes my 
Lady : make your excufe wifely, you were beft. 

Enter Lady Qliuia, with Maluolio . 

Clo. Wit,and’* be thy will, put me into good fooling : 
thole wits that thinke they hanc thee, doc very oft proue 
foolcs : and I that am fure 1 heke thee, may pafle for a 
wife man.For what faies Quinapaltt*, Ben er a witty foole, 
then a tooldb wit. God blefle thee Lady. 

01. Take the foole away. 

Clo. Do you not heare fellowes,take away the Ladie. 

01. Go coOjy area dry foole : Ilenomoreofyow:be- 
fidesyou grow dif-honeft. 

Clo. Two faults Madona,that drinke & good counfell 
wil amend : for giuc the dry foole drink, then is the foole 
not dry: bid the difhoneft man mend himfelf,if he mend, 
he is no longer diftioneft; if hee cannot, let the Botcher 
mend him: anv thing that’s mcnded,is but patch’d:vertu 
that tranfgrefles, is but patcht with finne 5 and fin that a 
mends, is but patcht with vcrtuc. If that this Ample 
Sillogifmcwillfcrue, fo: ifit will not, what remedy? 
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2 5 8 _ Tpelfe Slight, or > What you mil. 


As there is no true Cuckold but calamity, fo beauties a 
flower ; The Lady bad take away the foole, therefore I 
fay againe, take her away. 

OL Sir,I bad them take away you. 

Clo Mifprifionin the highett degree, Lad y^CucHllm 
non fecit wonachum : that’s as much to fay, as I weare not 
motley in my braine : good Madona, giuemee Ieaue to 
proueyoua foole. 

OL Can you do it? 

Clo . Dcxterioufly, good Madona. 

OL Make your proofe. 

Clo, 3 muft catechize you for it Madona, Good my 
Mouie ofvertue anfwer nice. 

OL W ell fir> for want of other id!eneffe,Ile bide your 
proofe. 

Clo . Go.ad Madona, why mourntt thou ? 

OL Good foole, for my brothers death. 

Clo . I thinke his foule is in hell, Madona. 

OL I know his foule is in hcauen, foole. 

Clo. The more foole (Madona,) to mournefor your 
Brothers foule, being in hcauen. fake away the Foole, 
Gentlemen. 

OL What thinke you of this foole Mduolio , doth lie 
not mend? 

Md, Yes, and fliall do, till the pangs of death fhake 
him : Infirmity that decaies the wife, doth euer make the 
better foole. 

Clow. God fend you fir, a fpeedie Infirmity, forthe 
better increasing your folly : Sir Toby will be fworn that 
I am no Fox, but he wil not pa(Te his word for two pence 
that youare no Foole. 

Ol. How fay you to that Maluotto} 

Aid. I maruell your Ladyfhip takes delight in fuch 
a barren rafcall: I faw him put down the other day,with 
an ordinary foole, that has no more braine then a Hone. 
Looke you now, he's out of his gard already : vnlcs you 
laugh and minifter occafion to him, he is gag’d. I proicft 
I takcchefe Wifemen, chatcrow foat thcle let kindcof 
fooles, no be;ter then the fooles Zanies. 

OL O you are ficke of felfc- louc Mduolio, andtafie 
with a diftempe r ’d appetite. To be generous, guiileffe, 
and offree difpolinoo, is to take thole things for Bird- 
bolts, that you deeme Cannon bullets : There is no dan¬ 
der in an allow’d foole, though he do nothing but rayle; 
nor no rayling, in a knoyvnc difcreec man, though hee do 
nothing butreproue. 

Clo. Now Mercury indue thee with leafing, for thou 
fpeak’ft well of fooles# 

Enter Maria. 

CMar. Madam, there is at the gate, a young Gentle¬ 
man, much defires to fpeake with you. 

OL From the Count Orfino, is it? 

Ma I know not (Madam) 'tis a fairc young man, and 
well attended. 

OL Who of my people hold him io delay *: 

%la. Sir Toby Madam, your kinfman. 

OL Fetch him off I pray you, he fpeakes nothing but 
madman : Fie on him. Go you Maluolto\ Ifitbea*fuic 
from the Count, I am ficke, or not at home. What you 
will, to difmifie it. Exit Maltto. 

Now you fee fir,how your fooling growes old, & peo¬ 
ple diflike it. 

Clo. Thou haft fpoke for vs (Madona) as if thyeldcft 
onncfhould be a foole: whofe fcull, Ioue crammc with 
araines, for lieerc he comes. Enter Sir Toly . 

One of thy kin has a moft wcake Pia mater. 




OL By mine honor halfe drunkc. WhaTiTir 
gateGofin? lshe 

To. A Gentleman. 

Ol. A Gentleman ? Whsrt Gentleman? 

To, ’Tis a Gentleman hcerc. A plague o*th r 
herring: How now Sot. b clc pick| ( 

Clo. Good Sir Toby. 

Ol. Cofm, Cofin, how haue you come foear.i . 

this Lethargic? 

To. Lctcherie, I defie Letchery : there’s on 
gate. c Jt the 

Ol. I marry, what is he? 

To. Let him be the diuell and he will I car . 
me faith fay I. Well, it’s all one. ’ not: g>uc 
Ol. What’s a drunken man like, foole? 

Clo. Like a drown’d man, a foole, and a ma i I 
One draught aboue heate, makes him a foole thef miin 
maddeshim, and athird drowneshim. 5 * C0I1( 

01. Go thou and feeke the Crowner, and Urt im > 
o’my Goz : for lie’s in the third degree of drinU. / Utl 
drown’d : go looke after him. * “ Cl 

Clo. He is but mad yet Madona, and the fool, a 
looke to the madman. ** 

Enter MaIhoHo. 


" Mai. Madam, yond young fellow fweareshee w'l 
fpeake with you. I told him you were ficke.he takes' 
him to vndcrftand fo much.and thcieforecomes tofn °l 
with you. 1 told him you were afleepe, he feeras toE! 
, a *°re knowledge of that too, and therefore comes 
fpeake with you. What is to be Laid to him Ladie w! 
fortified againd any deniall. ’ ‘ 

Ol. Tell him, he (hall not fpeake with me. 

7>Ul. Ha’s bccnc told fo: and hee fayes hee’l fland at 
your doore like a Sheviffes poll, and be the fupporter to 
a bench, but hce’l fpeake with you. 

Ol, Whatkinde o’roan is he ? 

MaL Why ofmankinde. 

OL What manner of man? 

Md. Of verie ill manner: heel fpeake withyou,will 
you,or no. 


OL Ofwhat perfonage, and yeeres is he? 

MaL Not yet old enough for a mai^noryong enough 
for a boy : as a fquaih is before tis a pefcod,ora Codling 
when tisalmottan Apple: Tis with him in ftandingwa- 
cer, betweene boy and man. He is verie* wcll-fauourd, 
and he lpcakes verie (hrewifhly : One would thinke his 
mothers milke were fcarfe out of him. 


OL Let him approach; Call in my Gentlewoman.' 
MaL Gentlewoman,my Lady calles. hit. 

Enter Maria . 

Ol . Giue me my vaile: come throw it ore tny face, 
Wed once more heare Orjtnes Embalfie. 

EnterViolenta. 

Vio. The honorable Ladie of the houfe, which is (he? 

OL Speake to me, I fhall anfwer for her: your will. 

Vio. Moft radiant, exquifite,and vnmacchable beau, 
tie. I pray you tell me if this bee the Lady of the houfe, 
forlneuerfawhcr. I would bee loath tocaftawaymy 
fpcech : for befides that it is excellently wellpend,I haue 
taken great paines to con it. Good Beauties, let mcefa- 
ftaineno fcorne ; I am very comptible, euen to the lead 
finiftcrvfage. 

OL Whence came you fir? i, 

Vto. I can fay little more then I haue ftudied, & that 
queftioiTsoutof my part. Good gentle one, giucm« 
modeft affurancc, if you be the Ladie of the houfe, that 

1 
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proceede in my fpeech. 
re vou a Comedian? 

r No my profound heart : and yet (by the verie 
. s ofma««. I fweare) I am not that I play.Are you 

P. ^itdie of^the houfe { 

th o/ lfl do not vfurpe my felfe, I ana. 

?I’. cerraine, ifyou are fhe, you do vfurp your 

nt for what is yours to beftowe, is, not yours to re- 
* e c ’ g u t this is from my Commiffion : I will on wilh 
Speech in y cur praife, and then fhew you the heart of 

^of Come to what is important in’t: I forgiueyou 

I tooke great paines to fiudicit, and ’tis 

is the more like to be feigned, I pray you keep 
■ ■ l heard you were l'awcy at my g,ates,& allowd your 
‘''"roach rather to wonder at you, then to heare you. If 
3 ^benot mad,be gone :.ifyou haue reafon, bebreefe : 
(unot that time of Moone with me, to make one in lo 
kiopins ^ disio^uc. 

5 Si. Will you hoyft fayle fir,here lies your way. 

y- 0t jsj 0 good fwabber, I am to hull here a little lon¬ 
ger. Some mollification for your Giantj fwectc Ladie; 
ttlhneyourminde,I am ameffenger. 

OL Sure you haue fomehiddeous matter to dcliuer, 
vv j, cn t he curccfie of it is fo fearefull. Speake your office. 

Vio. It alone conccrnes your care: I bring no oucr- 
ture ofvvarre, no taxation of homage; I hold the Olyffe 
in my hand: my words are as full ofpcace,as matter. 

Ol. Yet you began rudely. What are you? 

What would you: 

Vio. The rudenefle that hath appear’d in mee, haue I 
[earn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and what I 
would, are as fecrec as maiden-head: to your cares, Di- 
uinity; to any others, prophanation. 

OL Giue vs the place alone. 

We will heare this diuimtie. Now fir,whatis ycur text? 
Vio. Mofifweet l adie. 

Ol. A comfortable do&ritie, and much may bee faide 
ofit. Where lies your Text? 

Vio. In Orjinoes bolome, 

OL Inhisbofome? In what chapter of his bofome? 
Vio . To anfwer by the method,in the firft of his hart. 
OL O, I haue read it: it is hercfie.Haue you no more 
to fay ? 

Vio. Good Madam, let me fee your face# 

OL Haue you any Commifsion from your Lord, to 
negotiate with my face: you are now out of your T cxc: 
butwe will draw the Curtain, and fhewyou thepidure. 
Looke you fir, fuch a one I was this prefent: Ift not well 
done? 

Vio . Excellently done, if God did all. 

Ol. Tisingrainefir, 'twill endure winde and wea¬ 
ther. 

Vio. Tis beauty truly blent, whofe red and white. 
Natures ownc fweet, and cunning hand laid on: 

Lady, you are thecruelTft flice aliue, 

If you will lcade thefe graces to the graue. 

And Ieaue the world no copie. 

01. O fir,I will not be lo hard-hearted : I will giuc 
out diuers fcedules of my bcautic. It fhalbe Inuentoried 
and euery particle and vtenfile labeirdtomv will: As, 
Item two lippes indifferent redde. Item two grey eyes, 
with lids to them: Item,one necke, one chin, &fo forth. 
Were you Cent hither to praife me? 


Vio. I fee you what you are, you are too proud: 

But ifyou were the diuell, you are faire: 

My Lord, and matter loues you : O fuch loue 
Could be butrecompenc’d, though you were crown'd 
The non-pareil of bcautie. 

OL How docs he loue me? 

Vio 9 With adorations, fertill tearcs, 

With groanes that thunder louc, with fighes offire. 

Ol. Your Lord does know my mind, I cannot loue him 
Yet I fuppofe him vertuous, know him noble. 

Of great eftace, of frefn and ftainlefle youth; 

In voyces well divulg'd, free, lcarn'd,and valiant. 

And in dimension, and the ihape of nature, 

A gracious perion; But yet I cannot loue him: 

He might haoc tooke his anfwer long ago. 

Vio. If I did louc you in my matters flame. 

With fuch a luffring, fuch a deadly life: 

In your denial!, I would finde no fence, 

1 would not vndevftand it. 

Ol. Why, what would you ? 

Vio* Make me a willow Cabinc at your gate. 

And call vpon my foule within the houfe, 

W r rite loyall Cantons of contemned loue, 

And fing them iowd euen in the dead of night: 

Hallow your name to the reuerberate hillcs, 

And mike the bablingGofjip ofcheaire, 

Cry out Oliuia: O you fhould not reft ' 

Betweene the elements of ayre, and earth, 

But you fhould pittie me. 

Ol. You might do much: 

What is your Parentage ? 

Vio . Aboue my fortunes, yet my ftate is well: 

I am a Gentleman. 

OL Get you to your Lord: 

I cannot louc him : let him fend no more, 
Vnlefle(pcrchance) you come to me againe. 

To tell me how he takes ic Fare you well: 

I thanke you for your paines: fpend this for mee. 

Vio . lamnofccdepoaft, Lady; keepeyour purle. 
My Matter, not my ielfe, hekes recompence. 

Lone make his heart of flint, that you fhalloue. 

And let your feruour like my matters be. 

Plac’d in contempt: Farweii fayre cruclcic. Exit 

OL What is your Parentage? 

Aboue my fortunes, yet my (tate is well; 

I am a Gentbman. lie be lworne thou art, 

Thy tongue, thy face, ihy Umbes, aftions, and fpirit. 

Do giue thee fiue-fold blazon : not too faft : fofc, foft, 
Vnleffe the Matter were the man. How now ? 

Euen fo quickly may one catch the plague ? 

Me thinkes I feele this youths perfections 
With an inuifible, and lubtle flealth 
To creepe in at mine eyes. Well, let it be., 

What hoa 3 Mdnolto . 

Enter c JMduolio . 

MaL Heere Madam, at your feruite# 

Ol. Run after that famepeeuifh Meflcnger 
The Countes man: he left this Ring bchinde him 
Would I, or not: tell him, He none ofit. 

Defirc him not to flatter with his Lord, 

Nor hold him vp withhopes,Iamnot for him: 

If that the youth will come this way tomorrow, 
lie giue him reafons for’t: hie thee Malnolio. 

Md. Madam, I will. KxiU 

Ol. Idol know not what, andfeare to finde 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind« i 
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F a te, (hew thy force, our felues we do not owe, 

What is decreed, mud be: and be this fo. 

Virtu, Atttufrimtu. 


TypeIfe ZhQght, or, What you will. 


<Jtllus Secundus, Selena primet. 


Enter Antonie & Sebaflian* 

Ant. W ill you (lay no longer : nor vvill you not that 
I go with you. 

Seb. By your patience, no: my ftarres fliine darkely 
ouerme;the mahgnanciepf my fate, might perhaps di- 
ftemper yours; therefore I fhall craueofyouyour lcatse, 
that I may beare my euils alone. Ic were a bad recom- 
pence for your louc, to lay any of them on you. 

-<4* .Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb* Nofootbfir: my determinate voyage ismeerc 
excrauagancie.But I perceiuc in you fo excellent a touch 
of modeftie, that you will not extort from me, what 1 am 
willing to keepe in : therefore it charges me in manners, 
the rather to expreflemy felfc .• you muft knowofmee 
then Antonio , my name \9 Sebaflian (which I call’d Rodo- 
rigo) my father was that Sebaflian of CMcffaline , whom I 
know you haue heard of. He left behinde him, my felfe, 
and a fifter, both borne in an houre : if the Heanens had 
beetle pleas’d, would we lnd fo ended. But you fir, al¬ 
ter’d that, for fnme houre before you cooke me from the 
breach of the lea, was my fifter drown'd. 

A*t. Alas the day. 

Seb. A Lady fir, though itjwasfaid {bee much refem- 
bled me,was yet of many accounted beautifuhbut thogh 
I could not with fuch cftimable wondcraouer-farrc bc- 
leeuethat, yet thusfarrel will boldlypubl.fh her, fbee 
boreaminde that enuy could not but call faire : Shecis 
drown’d already fir with fait water, though I feeme to 
drowoe her remembrance agamc with more. 

Ant* Pardon me fir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb . O good ^r<?ff^,forgiucmeyour trouble. 

Ant* If you will not murther me for my louc, let mcc 
be your feruant. 

Seb . ifyou will not vndo what you haue done, that is 
killhimjwhom you haue rccoucr’d, defire it not. Fare 
ye well at once, my bofomeisfull of kindnefle, and! 
am yet fo nccrc the manners of my mother,tha t vpon the 
lead occafion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me: I am 
bound to the Count Orfino’s Court,farewell. Exit 

Ant. The gentleneffc of all the gods go with thee: 

I haue many enemies in Orfino’s Court, 

Elfe would I very fhortly fee thee there: 

But come what may, I do adore thee fo, 

That danger fhall ieeme fport, and I will go. Exit . 


Secern Secunda . 


£nter Viola and tJMaluolio, at fetter all doores , 

Mai. Were not you eu’n now, with the Counteflc O- 

liteiaf s'. 

Vio. Euen now fir, on a moderate pace, I haue fince a- 
riu’d but hither. ; 

Trial Shereturnes this Ring to you (fir) you might 
haue faued mee my paines, to haue taken it away your 
feltc.She adds moreouer,that you (houldput your Lord 


thin* dc ^ era f c aflurance, (he will note ofhinuAnd^ 


tning more, that you be neucr fo hardie to come• 

1 m t _ c *§ame 


in his affaires, vnleffc it bee to report your Lord* r5? nc 
of this: recciue it fo. * 

Wo. She tooke the Ring of me, He none of it. 

Mai. Come fir, you pccuifhly threw it to her • 
her will is, it flhould befo return’d: If it bee worth 
ping for, there it lies, in your eye; if not, bee it hi* 
findesit. cnac 

W 0 . I left no Ring with her: what mcancs this 
Fortune forbid my out-fidc haue not charm’d her * ' 

She made good view of me, indeed fo much. 

That me thought her eyes had loft her tongue, 

For flie did fpeake in ttarts diftracftedly. 

She loues me fure, the cunning of her pafsion 
Inuites me in this churlifh meffenger: 

None of my Lords Ring ? Why he fent her none • 

I am the man, if it befo, as tis, 

Poore Lady, The were better Ioue a dre 3 me: 

Difguife, 1 icc thou art a wickedneffe. 

Wherein the pregnant encmie does much. 

How eafie is it, for the proper talfe 
In womens waxen hearts to fet their formes: 

Alas, O frailtie is thtf caulc,not wee. 

For fuch as we arc made, if fuch we bee: 

B^w will this fadge? My mafter loues her deerely, 

And (poor© monlier) fond afmuch on him; 

And Ibe (miftaken) feemes to dote on me: 

Whar will become of this ? As I am man, 

My ftate is defperate for my maifters loue: 

As I am woman (now alas the day) 

What thrifileffe fighes fhall poore Oliuta breath? 

O time, thou muft vntanglc this, not I, 

It is too hard a knot for me t’vnty. 


Sece rn Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby y and Sir Andrew* • 

To* Approach Sir Andrew : not to bee a beddeaftcr 
midnight, is to be vp betimes, and DtUculo fargtrey\m 
know’ft. 

And. Nay by my troth I know not; but I know, to 
be vp late, is to be vp late. 

To* A falfc conclufion: I hate it as an vnfill’d Cannc, 
To be vp after midnight, and to go to bed then is early: 
lothat togotobed after midnight, is to gocto bed be- 
times. Does not our liues confift of the foure Ele¬ 
ments? 

And . Faith fo they fay, but I thinke it rather confifts 
©fcacing and drinking. 

To* Th’arc a fchollcr 5 let vs therefore eate and drinke # 
l\iarian I fay, a ftoopc of wine. 

Enter Clowne. 

And. Heerc comes the foole yfaith. 

Clo. How now ray harts: Did you neucr fee the Pic¬ 
ture of we three? 

To. Welcome affc, now let’s haue a catch. 

And. By my troth the foole has an excellent breaft. I 
had rather then forty (hillings I had fuch a legge* and fo 
fwcet a breath to fing,as the foole has. Infooth thou wall 
in very gracious fooling laft night, when thou fpok ft or 
PigrogromitM, of the Vapiens pafsing the Equinsftialof 
Queubtu: ’twas very good yfaith; I fent thcc fixe pence 
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{ rl* fdiu.mpcucosthy grattllity: for Maluoltosnok 

Wh,P-flockc My Lady has a white hand, and the 
i5fl ° no bottle-ale houfes. 

M er ? ld Esf client: Why this is the beft fooling, when 


jtt. 


,11 ^°^ on !e on, there 8 is fixe pence for you. Let’s haue 

li0 T There’s a teftrill ofme too: if one knight giue a 
Cle. Would you haue a toue-fong, or a long of good 

lift? 


\ 0 Alouefong,alouefoiK. 

V i I I care not for good life. 
jin* * j a# 


Clowne frig. 


s. 


0 Mifirif mine where are you romiag 1 
0Jhj nnd heare, your true loues coming, 
fiat c*» (mg both high and low. 

Trip aofurther prett ieftveetiug. 

Journeys end m louers meeting, 

Cutry wife mans forme doth know. 

Excellent good, ifaith. 

7 0 . Good, good 

do. What is loue, tu not beereafrer, 
prefect mrth , bathprefent laughter; 

Whitt's to come, u Jltil vnfare. * 

Jndday there lies no plentie , 

7 hen corns kiffi weJweet andtwentie: 

Youths a ftuffe will not endure . 

An. A mellifluous voy ce, as 1 am true knight# 
fo. A contagious breath. 

An. Very fweet, and contagious ifaith. 
fo. To heare by thenofe,it is dulcet in contagion.- 
But Ihall we make the Welkin dance indeed ? Shall wee 
rovvzethenight-Owle in a Catch, that will drawe three 
foulcsout of one Weauer ? Shall we do that ? 

And. And you loue me, let’s doo’c: I am dogge at a 

Catch. 

Clo. Byrlady fir, and fome dogs will catch well. 

Moft ccrtaine: Let our Catch be, 'Ibon Knattc. 
Clo. Held tbjpeace, thou knight. Iftiallbccon' 

drain’d iru, to call thee knauc, Knight# 

An. Tis not the fir ft time I haue conftrained one to 
call meknaue. Begin foole: it begins ,Hold thy peace. 

Clo. I fiiall neuer begin if I hold my peace. 

An, Good ifaith : Come begin. Catch fang 

Enter CMana. 

Mar. Whatacatterwalling doeyoukcepeheere ? If 
lyLadic haue not call’d vp her Steward Maluolio , and 
lid him turne you out of doores, ncue* truft me. 
to, My Lady’s a Catayan , we are politicians, 'Maluolios 
aPeg-a-ramlie, zn&Tbree merry men be wee* Am not I 
confanguinious? Am Inot ofher blood : tilly vally. La- 
die, There dwelt a man in c Babylon i hadyfLady^ 

Clo. Beflarew me, the knights in admirable fooling. 
An. I, he do *9 well enough if he be difpos’d, andfo 
do I too; he does it with a better grace, but I do it more 
natural!. 

To. O the twelfeday of December. 

Mar* For the louc o’God peace. 

Enter Maluolio. 

tMal, My mafters are you mad? Or what are you? 
Haue you no wit, manners, nor honeftie, but to gabble 
like Tinkers at this time of night? Doyeemakean Ale- 
houfe of my Ladies houfe, that ye fqueak out your Copi¬ 
ers Catches without any mitigation or remorfe of voice? 
Is thete no refpeft of place, perfons, nor time in you ? 


T 7 . We did keepe time fir in our Catches. Snecke vp* 
Mai. SirToby^ I muft be round with you. My Lady 
bad me tellyou, that though ftie harbors you as her kinf- 
man, fhe’s nothing ally’d to yourdiforders. Ifyou can 
feparate your felfc and your mifdemeanors, you are wel- 
cometo the houfe: ifnot, and it would pleale you to take 
leaue ofher, fhe is very willing to bid you farewell. 

To. Farewell deerc heart, fince I muft needs be gone 
Mar . Nay good Sir Toby* 

Clo. His eyes do (hew his dayes are almoft done* 
Mai* Is’teuenfo? 

To* But I will neuer dye. 

Clo. Sir Toby there you lye. 

Mai. This is much credit to you.' 

To. Shall l bid him go* 

Clo* What and ifyou do ? 

To. Shalllbidhimgo, andfiare not f 
Clo. O noyioyioyio, you dare not. 

To* Out o’tune fir, ye lye : Art any more then a Stew- 
ard ?Doft thou thinke becaufe thou arc vertuous, there 
fhall benomorc Cakes and Ale? 

Clo. Yes by S* Anne, and Ginger fiiall bee hotte y’th 
mouth too. 

To. Th’arti’th right. Goe fir, rub your Chainc with 
crums. AftopeofYVineyLfrfr/tf. 

( JMal* Miftris Mary, if you priz’d my Ladies fauour 
at any thing more then comempt, you would not giue 
mcanes for this vnciuill rule; file fiiall know ofitby this 
hand. Exit 

TMar* Go fhakeyour cares. 

Jin. Twere as good a deede as to drink when a mans 
ahungric, to challenge him the field, and then tobreakc 
promtfc with him, and matte a foole of him. 

To. Doo’c knight, He write thee a Challenge: or lie 
dcliuer thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

Mar* Sweet Sir ToLy bepatientfor to night: Since 
the youth of the Counts was to day with n*y Lady, flic is 
much out of quiet. For Monheur Malaolio,Iet me alone 
with him: If I do not gull him into an ay word, and make 
him a common recreation, do not thinke I haue witcc e- 
nough to lye ftraight in my bed : I know I can do ic. 

To. Poffeffe vs, poffeffevs, tell vs fbmething of him. 
Mar. Marrie fir, fometimes he is a kinde ofPuritane. 
An* O, if I thought that, Ide beate him like a dogge. 
To* What for being a FuritaH, thy exquifitc reafon, 
decre knight. 

An. 1 haue no exquifitc reafon for’^but .1 haue reafon 
good enough. 

Tvtar. Thediu’llaPuritanc thathceis, or any thing 
conftantly but a time-plealer, an affc&ion’d Afie, that 
cons State without booke,and vtcers it by great fwarths. 
The beft perfwaded ofhimfelfe: fo cram’d(as he thinkes) 
with excellencies, that icis his grounds of faith, that all 
that looke on him, loue him: and on that yice in him,will 
my reuengc finde notable cauie to worke. 

To* What wilt thou do? 

Ttlar. I will drop in his way fome obfeure Epiftlci of 
loue, wherein by the colour of his beard, thefiiapcof his 
legge, the manner of bis gate, the expreffure of his eye, 
forehead, and compledVion,he fhall finde himfelfe moft 
feelingly perfonated. I can write very like my Ladie 
your Neecc, on a forgotten matter wee can hardly make 
diftin&ionof our hands. 

To* Excellent, I fmell a deuicc. 

An* I han’t in my nofe too. 

To* He fiiall thinke by the Letters that thou wilt drop 
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that they come from jmy Ncece, and* that (hee’s in loue 
with him. 

c JUar. My purpofe is indeed a horfc of that colour. 

jits. And your horfe now would make him an Afle # 

( JWar . AfTe,Idoubt not. 

An, O twill be admirable. 

Mat. Sport royall I warrant you: I know my Phy- 
fickc will worke with him, I will plant you two, and let 
the Foole make a third, where he fhall findethe Letter: 
obferue his conftru&ion ofit: For this night to bed, and 
dreame on the euent: Farewell. Exit 

To, Good night Penthift/ea . 

An. Before me (lie’s a good wench* 

7#. S he’s a beagle true bred, and one that adores me: 
what o*that ? 

An. I was ador’d once too.' 

TV. Let's to bed knight: Thou hadftriccde fend for 
more money. 

An. If I cannot rccouer your Nccce, lama foulc way 
out. 

To. Send for money knight, if thou haft her noti’th 
end, call me Cut. 

An. If I do not, neuer trnft me, take it how you will. 

To. Come, come. He go burnc fomc Sacke,tis coo late 
to go to bed now: Come knigiu > ccmc knight. Exeunt 


Treelfe Slig ht, or, Whatym mil. 


Scena Quarta. 


An cider then her felfe, fo weare* (he to him* 

So lwayes (he leuell in her husbands heart; 

For boy, howeuer we do praifeour felues, 

Our fancies are more giddie and vnfirme, 

More longi ng, wauering, fooner loft and worne 
Then womens are. * 

Vio. 1 thinke it well my Lord. 

T)u. Then let thy Loue be yongcr then thy f e jf e 
Or thy affc&ion cannot hold the bent: * 

For women arc asRofes, whole faire flowre 
Being once difplaid, doth fall that verie howre.’ 

Vio. And fo they are : alas, that they arc fo • 

To die, euen when they to perfe&ion grow. 

Enter Curio & Clowne. 

Du. O fellow come, the 1 ong we had laft night: 
Maikeit Cefario,it is oldandplainc; 

The Spinftcrs and the Knitters in the Sun, 

And the free maides that wcaue their three! with bone 
Do vfe to chaiftit it: it is filly fooch, CS > 

And dallies with the innocence of loue, 

Like the old age. 

Clo. Arc you ready Sir ? 

Duke. Iprethec fing. 

The Song. 

£onie awdy, come away death, 

And in fad cjprejfe let me be Uide . 

Tje away 7 fie away breathy 
I am flaine by a faire cruetl rnaide : 

7vl) fhrowd of white ft uck*ll with Etv, 0 prepart it t 
Olfy part of death no one fo true didfhare it. 


Mufidy 


Enter Duke, Viola, (furio.andothers, 

Du .Giue me fome MufickjNow good morow frends. 
Now good Cefario , but that peece of fong. 

That old and Amickc fong we heard laft night; 

Me thought it did relecue my paflion much. 

More then light ayres, and recollc&ed termes 
Ofthefe moft b riskc and giddy.paccd times. 

Come, but on e verfe. 

Cur. He is not hccre (fo pleafe your Lordfhippc) that 
ftiould fing it ? 

Du . Who was it? 

Cur. Fefie the letter my Lord, a foole that the Ladie 
Oliuiaes Father tookc much delight in. Hcis about the 
houfe. 

2?#. Seekc him out, and play the tunc the while. 

I hluftcke playes. 

JCome hither Boy, ifcuer thou (halt loue 
jin the fweec pangs ofit, remember me: 

[ For fuch as I am, all true Louers arc, 

Vnftaid and skitcifh in all motions elfe. 

Sane in the conftant image of the creature 
Thar is belou’d. How doft thou like this tune ? 

Vto . It giues a verie cccho to the featc 
Where loue is thron'd. 

Du. Thou deft fpeakcmafterly. 

My life vpon’t, yong though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ftaidvpon fomc fauour that it loucs: 

Hath it net boy ? 

Vto. A little, by your fauour. 

Du. What kinde of woman ift i 
Vio. Ofyourcompletion. 

Du, She is not worth thee then. Whatyearesifaith? 
Vio. About your yeeres my Lord. 

Du. Too old by heauen: Lccftill the woman take 


Not a flower, not a flower fweete 
On my blacke coffin, let there be ftrewne: 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 

Aiy poore corpes , where my bones[baUethrwK\ 

\ A thoufand tboufwdfghes to fane Jay me 0 when 

• Sad true louer neuerfind my gram,to weepe thin, 

Du. There’s for thy paines. 

Clo. No paines fir, I take plcafure in firging fir. 

Du. lie pay thy pleafurc then. 

Clo. Truely fir ? and pleafiire will be paide one time,or 
another. 

Du. G iuc me now leaue, to Icaue thee. 

Clo. Now the melanchclly God prote£l thee, andthe 
Tailormake thy doublet of changeable Taffata, for thy 
minde is a very Opall. I would haue men of fuch confian- 
cie put to Sea, that their bufinefle might be euery thing, 
and their intent eueric where, for that’s ir, that alwayes 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell. Exit 

Du. Let all the reft giue place; Once more Ceftrio, 
Get thee to yond fame foueraigne crucltic : 

Tell her my loue, more noble then the world 
Prizes not quantitie of dirtie lands. 

The parts that fortune hath beftow’d vpon her: 

Tell her I hold as giddily asFortune: 

But ? tis that miracle,and Queene of Icms 
That nature prankes her in, attracts my foulc. 

Vio. But if (he cannot loue you fir. 

Lu. It cannot be fo anfwcr’d. 

Vio. Sooth but you muft. 

Say that fome Lady, as perhappes there is, 

Hath for your loue as great a pang of heart 
A s you hauc for Oliuta : you cannot loue her: 

You tel her fo: Muft (he not then be anlwcr’d ? 

Du. There is no womans fides 

Can 


'T*' 




18 08 6L 8Z LL 9 L SZ frZtZ2ZUOZ69 89 Z9 99 S9WE9 29 WO96S8SZS9SSSW0S 29 IS OS 


~l IMIHJ7I 


„ Wdeihe bcatiHg of fo ftrong a paflion, 

Can blde l , klC my heart: no womans heart 
A 5 [° uc f to hold fo much, they lacke retention. 

^'fu-irlouc may be call’d appetite, 

A a? ’ iion of the Liuer, but the Pallat, 
gSbftr furf«> doyment, and reuolg 

I h mhie is as han 8 r y as thc Sea ’ 

BUC ^ndieeft as much, make no compare 
A° d ene that loue a woman can bearc me, 

535*tIowe°WA 

^U'to. 1 but I know. 

What doft thou knov^fe? # 

V Too well what loue women to men may owe: 

Vit . , 

o c tnr 
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am, 

ir m A blanke my Lord: (he neuer told Hf loue, 

Rut let concealment like a wormc i'th budclc 
Ljeon her damaske cheeke: (he pin d m thought. 
And with a grccne and yellow melaocholly, 

-She fate like Patience on a Monument, 

Smiling at greefe. Was not this loue indcede? 
w,men may fay more, fwearc more but indeed 
Our fhevves are more then will: for ftill weprouc 
Much in our vowes, but little in our loue. 

T) U Eut di’de thy fitter ofher loue my Boy ? 

V,o. I am all the daughters of my Fathers houfe. 
And all the brothers too: and yet I know not. 

Sir, (hall I to this l*3dy? 

Da, I that’s the Theame, 

Toherin hafte: giue her thislewell: fay. 

My loue can giue noplace, bidenodenay 


exeunt 


Scena Quinta . 


Cuter Sir Toby, Sir AndrewFabian, 

To. Come thy waves Signior Fnbian. 

Fob. Nay lie come: if I loofeafcruple of this fport, 
let me be boyl’d to death with Melancholly. 

To. Wouldftthou not be glad to haue the niggard¬ 
ly Rafcally fheepe-biter, come by fome notable fhamc? 

F*. I would exult man: you know be brought me out 
o’fauour with my Lady, about aBcare-baiting hcere. 

To. To angerhim wce’l haue the Beare againe, and 
we will foole him bheke and blew, fliall we not fir sln- 
drev} 

Ah. And we do not, it is pittie of our liues. 

Enter Marta. 

To. Heere comes thc little villainc: How now my 
Mettle ofindia^ 

Mar. Get yeall three into the box tree: Maluolios 
commingdownethiswalkc, hehas beetle yonderi’the 
Sunne praftifing bchauiour to his own fhadow this halfe 
houre: obferue him for the loue of Mockcrie: for I know 
this Letter wil make a contempladue Ideot of him.Clofe 
in the name ofieafting, lye thou there: for hcere comes 
the Trovvt, that muft be caught with tickling. Exit 

Enter Maluoho. 

Mai. ’Tis but Fortune, all is fortune. Maria once 
told me (he did affeft me, and 1 haue heard her felf come 
thus neere, that ftiould ftieefancie, it (hould bee one of 
my completion. Befides fhevfesme with a more ex¬ 


alted refpet, then any one elfe that followes her. What 
ftiould I thinke on’t? 

To. Heere’s an ouer-weening rogue. 

Fa. Oh peace: Contemplation makes arareTurkey 
Cock* of him, how he ict* vnder his aduanc'd plumes. 

And. Slight I could fobeatc thc Rogue. 

To. Peace I fay. 

Mai. To be Count Maluolio, 

To. Ah Rogue. 

Am. Piftollhim,piftollhiin. 

To. Peace, peace. 

Mai. There is example for’t: The Lady of theS/r*- 
cbj, married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

An. Fie on him Iezabcl. 

Fa. O peace, now he's deepely in: looke how imagi¬ 
nation blowes him. 

Mai. Hauingbecne three moneths married to her, 
fitting in my ftatc. 

To. O for a ftonc-bow to hit him in the eye. 

CMal. Calling my Officers about me, in niy branch'd 
Vcluct gowne: hauing come from a day bedde, where I 
haue left Oltuia deeping. 

To. Fire and Brimftone. 

Fa. O peace, peace. 

Mai. And then to haue the humor offtate: and after 
a demure trauaiieof regard: telling them I knowemy 
place, as I would they ftiould doe theirs: to askc for my 
kinfman Toby. 

To. Boltes and (hackles. 

Fa. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, now. 

tJWal. Seauen of my people with an obedient ftart, 
make out for him : Ifrowr.ethewhilc, and perchance 
windevp my watch, orplay with my fome rich lewcll: 
Toby approaches; curtfies there to me. 

To. Shall this fellow liuc ? 

Fa. Though our filencc be drawne from vs with cars, 
yet peace. 

Mai. I extend my fi3nd to him thus: quenching my 
familiar fmile with an auftcrc regard ofcontroll. 

To. Anckdo’s not Toby takeyouablow o’the lippes, 
then? 

Mai. Saying, Cofine Toby, my Fortunes hauingcaft 
me on your Necce, giue me this prerogatiue of fpeech. 

To. What,what? 

Trial. You muft amend your drunkennefle. 

To. Outfcab. 

Fab. Nay patience, or we breake the fine wes of our 
plot ? 

Trial. Befides you wafte the treafurt of your time, 
with afoolifh knight. 

And. Thai’s mee I warrant you. 

Mai. One fir Andrew, 

And. I knew ’twas I, for many do call mee foole. 

Mai. What employment haue we hcere ? 

Fa. Now is the Woodcocke neere the gin. 

To. Oh pear e, and thc fpirit of humors intimate rea¬ 
ding aloud to him. 

Mai. Bv my life this is my Ladies hand: thefe bee her 
very £ t, her V's, and her T's , and thus makes flice het 
great P’x.lc is in contempt ofqueftion her hand. 

An. Her C's , her V’s , and her T's: why that ? 

Mai. To the vnhncmne belon’d, thu, and my good Wifbes : 
Her very Phrafes: By your leaue wax. Soft,and the ini- 
preflure her Lucrece , with which (he vies to leale : tis nry 
Lady: To whom fhould this be ? 

Fab. This winnes him, Liuer and all. 

Mai. 





9* St n efr Z\> IP Ofr 68 8€ LZ 9£ 98 PZ 88 28 18 08 62 82 LZ 92 92 PZ 82 22 12 02 6k 8k Li 9k Sk Pi 8k 2k kk Ok 


6 8 L 


























































































2§4 


Mai. loue knows I loue, but whe } Lips do .not mooue, no 
man mufi know. No man muft know. What followcs ? 
The numbers alter d : No man muft know. 

If this fhould be thee Maluolioi 
To. Marrichangtheebrotke. 

Mai. I may command where l adore, but (lienee like a Lu- 
erefe knife : 

With bloodleffe Jlroke my heart doth gore, <J\f. 0. A. I. doth 
fw ay my life. 
i Fa. A fuftian riddle. 

To. Excellent Wench, fay f. 

Mai. lM.O.A.I. doth {'way my life. Nay but firft 
let me fee, let me fee, let me fee. 

Tab. What efifla a poyfon has (he dreft him i 

To. And with what wing the ftallion chcckes at it ? 

Mat. I may command,where I adore : Why (lice may 
(commandme,: I feme her, (he is my Ladie. Why this is 
euident to any formall capacitie. There is no obftriuftion 
in this, and the end : What fhould that Alphabeticall po¬ 
sition portend, ifl could make that rcfemble l'omething 
in me ?Sofdy, M.O.A.I. 

To O I, make vp that, he is now at a cold fent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry vpon’t for all this, though it bee 
asrankeas a Fox. 

Mai. M. Maluolio, M, why that begins my name. 

Fab. Did not 1 fay he would workeit out, the Currc 
is excellent at faults. 

“Mai. Til. But then there is no confonancy in the fequell 
that luftersvndcr probation : A. (liould follow, but O. 
does. 

Fa. AndO (hall end, 1 hope. 

To. I, or lie cudgcll him, and make him cry 0. 

Mai. And then I. comes behind. 

Fa. I, and you had any eye behinde you, youi might 
fee more dctra&ion at your hecles,then Fortunes before 
you. 

Mai. M,O t A,I. This fimulation is not as the former: 
and yet to crufh this a little, it would bow to mec, for e- 
ueryoneofthefe Letters are in my name. Soft,here fol- 
lowes prole : Ifthis fall into thy hand, reuolue. In my ftars 
Iamabouethce, butbenot affraid of greatnelfe: Some 
are become great, fome atcheeues greatnefle; and) fomc 
hauegreatnefiethruft vppon cm. Thy fates opentheyr 
hands, let thy blood and fpirit embrace them, and tcin- 
vre thy felfe to what thou art like to be : caft thy bumble 
(lough, and appeare frefh. Beoppofitewitha kinfm 3 n, 
furly with feruants: Let thy tongue tang arguments of 
date; put thy felfe into the tricke of fingulantie. Shee 
thus aduifes thee, that fighes for thee. Remember who 
commended thy yellow dockings, and wifli’d to fee thee 
tfuer erode garter'd : 1 fay remember, goe too, thou art 
made if thou defir’d to be fo: If not, let me fee thee a de¬ 
ward dill, the fellow of feruants, and not woorthie to 
touch Fortunes fingers Farewdll, Shee that would alter 
feruiccs with thee, tht fortunate vnhappy daylight and 
champian difeouers not more : This is open, I will bee 
proud, I will teadc pollticke Authours, I will baffle Sir 
Toby, I will walh offgrofle acquaintance, I wilhbe point 
deuife, the very man. I do notnow foole my felfe, to let 
imagination iademce ; for cuery reafon excites to this, 
that my Lady loues me. She did commend my yellow 
dockings oflate, (hec did praife my legge being crofle- 
garter’d, and in this (he manifeds her felfe to my loue, St 
with a kinde ofiniunction driues mee to thefe habites of 
icr liking. I thankemy darres, I am happy : I will bee 
drange, dom, in yellow dockings, and erode Garter’d, 


'Twelfe Slig ht, or , Whatjou mil. 


am 


euen with the fwiftnefle of putting on.~I^pr7^ 
ftarres be praifed, Hccrcisyet apodfeript. TL,f * 
not chooft but knew who I am. If thou entertainfl my / ^ 
J a ff eare in thy failing , thy finite; beceme thee well °rl 1 
fore in my prefence fill fa(k } deero my fweete , IpretL , 

I thanke thee, I will fmile, I wil do cuery tbin« t t, ’ , 0u 
wilt haue me. a natt ho 

Fab. I will not giue my part of this fport for, 
on ofthoufands to be paid from the Sopny. *P CDf 
To. I could marry c£is wench for this dcuice 
An. So could I too,# 

h 7 ® , fl And aske p otha dowry with her, but f ac h 
An. Nor I neither. 

Tab. Hcere.coo|es my noble gull catcher. 

To. fetthy foote o’my ncckc* 

An. C ro’irine either ? 

An. Ifaith,or I either ? 

Tob. Why, thou had put him in fuch a dreame. tli 

when the image of it leaues him,hc mud run mad. * 
Ma. Nay but fay true, do’s it workevponhim? 

To. Like Aqua vite with a Midwife. 

_ Ifyou willthenfeethefruitesofthcfport ma 

his fird approach before my Lady: hec will come to h 
in yellow dockings, and ’tisa colour (he abhorres ar 
erode garter'd, a fa fliion (hec deteds: and hee will (mi 
vpon her, which will now be fo vnfutcable to her difp ( 
fition, being addi&ed to a melancholly, as (hee is, that 
cannot but turn him into a notable contempt: if you w 
lee it follow me. 

To. To the gates ofTartar, thou mod excellent ditit 
of wit. 

And. lie make one too. p xm 

Tints Afttu feemh 


<*Jt clus Tertim, Scanafrima. 


Enter Viola and Clewne. 

Vio. Saue thee Friend and thy Mudck : dod thouIiue 
by thy Tabor? 

Clo. No fir, I liue by the Church. 

Vlo. Art thou aChurchman? 

Clo. No fuch matter fir, I do liue by the Church: For, 
I do liue at my houfe, and my houfe dooth fiand by the 
Church 

Vio. So thou maid fay the Kings lyes by a begger, ifa 
b®gg er dwell ncer him : or the Church dands by thy Ta¬ 
bor, if thy Tabor dand by the Church. 

Clo. Youhauc laid fir: To fee this age : A fentence is 
butachru’rillglouetoa good wittc, how quickelythe 
wrong fide may be turn’d outward. 

Vio. Nay that’s certaine : they that dally nicely with 
woi ds,may quickely make them wanton. 

Clo. I would therefore my (ider had had no name Sir. 

Vio. Why man? 

Clo. Why fir, her names a word, and to dallie with 
that word, might make my fider wanton: But indeede, 
words are very Rafcals, fince bonds difgrac’d them. 

Vio. Thy reafon man? 

Ck 
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you none without wordes, 
0*‘ growne fo falfe, I am loath to proue ( rca- 

thou art a merry fellow, and car’d for 

noth’ 0 g* ^ do care for fotnething:but in my con- 
Cl (l do not care for you : if that be to care for no- 
fcicnce ir» wol! id make you inuifible. 

thing lir > nQt the Lady Oliuia’s foole? 

T No indeed fir, the Lady Oltuia has no folly, (hee 
. t c no foole fir, till (he be married, and tooles are 
vi husbands, as Pilchers are to Herrings, the Huf- 
k ds thebigger, I awt indeede not her foole,but hir cor- 

°l(aw thee late at the Count Orfwo’s. 

/ Foolery fir, does walke about the Orbe like the 
•[fliincs euery where. 1 would be fony fir, but the 
^Vfhould be as oft with your Matter, a^mth my Mi- 
•*Ithinke I fa^ v your wifedome there. 

^Vio N3y> anc ^ thou paffe vpon me. He no more with 
Ab/hoU there’s expcnces for thee. 

Clo Now Iouein his next commodity of hayre, fend 

By m y trot ^ tc ^ c ^ cc * * am a * mo ^ ^ c ^ <c ^ or 

one, though I would not hauc it grow on my chinne. Is 

thy Lady Within? * ^ 

Clo Would not a paire of theic haue bred fir ? 
y Wt Yes being kept together^and put to vfe. 

Clo.l would play Lord Pandante of Phrjgia fir, to bring 
tCrefiiito this Troyhu* 

Vio. Ivncciftandyou fir, tis wellbegg’d. 

Clo. The matter I hope is not great fir; bcgging,buta 
beeper :CreJfidavm& begger. My Lady is within fir. I 
wilUonftcr to them whence you com c, who you are,and 
whac vou would are out of my welkin, I might fay Ele¬ 
ment, but the wrord is oucr* worne. exit 

Vio. This fellow is wife enough to phy the foole, 
Andtodothat well, craucs a kinde of wit: 

Hemuft obferue their mood on whom heietts. 

The quality of perfons, and the time : 

And like the Haggard, checke at eucry Feather 
That comes before his eye. This isa practice, 

A$ full of labour as a Wife-mans Art: 

For folly that he wifely fhewes, is fit; 

Butwifemens folly falne, quite taint their wit. 

Enter Sir Toby and Andrew. 

To. Saue you Gentleman. 

Vio . And you fir.i 
And, Dtcuvott guard Monfietir. 

Vio . Et votiZj oufie voflre fer nit tire. 

An. I hope fir, you are, and I am yours. 

To. Will you incounter the houfe, my Neece isdefi- 
rous you fliould enter, if your trade be to her. 

Vio. I am bound to your Neece fir, I meane flic is the 
lift of my voyage. 

To. Tafteyour legges hr, put them to motion. 

T /to, My legges do better vnderftand me fir,then I vn- 
derftand what you meane by bidding me tafte my legs. 
To. I meane to go (ir, to enter. 

Vio. I will anfwcr you with gate and entrance, but wc 
arepreuented. 

Enter O/inia, and Gentlewoman. 

Moft excellent accomphih’d Lady, the heauensraine O- 
doursonyou. 

And. That youth’s a rare Courtier, raine odours,wel. 
to. My matter hath no voice Lady,but to your owne 


moft pregnant and vouchsafed eare. 

And . Odours,pregnant, and rouchfafed : He get’em 
all three already, 

01. Let the Garden doore be fihut, and Icaue meeto 
my hearing. Giue me your hand fir. 

Vto. My ducic Madam, and moft humble feruicel 
OL What is your name? 

Vto. Cefario is your feruants name, faire Princefle. 

OL My feruanc fir f’Twas neucr merry world. 

Since lowly feigning W3s call'd complement: 
y’are feruanc to the Count Orfino youth. 

Wo. And he is yours, and his muft needs be yours: 
your feruants (eruant, is your feruant Madam. 

Ol. For h im, I chinke not on him : for his thoughts, 
Would they were blankes, rather then fill'd with me. 

Vio . Madam, I cometo whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalfe. 

OL O byyourleauelprayyou. 

I bad you neuer fpeake againe ofhim; 

But would you vndertake another fuite 
I had rather heare you, to foheit that. 

Then Mnficke from the fpheares, 

Vio. Deere Lady. 

Ol. Giue me Icaue, befeech you?: I did fend, 

, After the laft enchantment you did heare, 
ARinginchaceofyou. Sodidlabufi* 

My felfe, my feruanc, and I feare me you : 

Vnder your hard conflru&ion muft l fit, 

To force that on you in a fhamefull cunning 

Which you knew none of your:. W hat might y on think? 

Haue you not fet mine Honor at the ftake, 

And baited it with all th’vnmuzled thoughts 

That tyrannous heart can thinkrToone of your receiuing 

Enough is fhewne,a Ciprefle, not a bofome. 

Hides my heart: fo let me heare you fpeake. 

Vio . Ipittieyou. 

OL That’s a degree to loue. 

Vio. No not a gri7>e: for tis a vulgar proofc 
That verie oft we pitty enemies. 

OL Why then me thinkes 'tis time to lmile agen: 

O world, how apt thepoore are to be proud ? 

If one fhould be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the Lion, ;hen the Wolte i 
Cloche fir ikes. 

The clocke vpbraides me with the waftc of time: 

Be not affraid good youth, I will not haue yofl> 

And yet when wit antfyourh is come to harueft, 
your wife is like to reape a proper man : 

Thereliesyour way, due Weft. 

Vio . Then Weft ward hoe : 

Grace and good difpofition attend your Ladyfhip : 
you’l nothing Madam to my Lord, by me : 

OL St3y: I prethee tell me what thou thinkft of me ? 
Vio . That you do thinkeyou are not whac you are. 

OL Ifl thinke lo, I thinke the fame of you. 

Vio . T hen thinke you right: I am not what I am. 

Ol. I would you were, as I would haue you be. 

Vio. Would it be better Madam, then I am ? 

I wifh it might, for now I am your foole. 

Ol. O what a deale of fcorne, Iookcs beautifull ? 

In the contempt and anger ofhis lip, 

A murdrous guilt fhewes not it felfe more foone. 

Then loue that would feeme hid: Loues night,is noonc. 
CefariOy by the Rofes of the Spring, 

By maid-hood, honor, truth, and cuery thing* 

I loue thee fo, that maugre all thy pride, 

Z Nor 
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^or wit, nor reafon, can my paflion hide: 

D o not extort thy reafons from this claufe. 

For that I woo, thou therefore haft no cauie: 

But rather reafon thus, with reafon fetter; 

Loue fought, is good : but giucn vnfought f is better. 

Uto* By innocence I i wcare, and by my youth, 

I hauc one heart, one bofome, and one truth. 

And that no woman has, nor neuer none 
Shall miftris be of it, faue I alone. 

And fo adieu good Madam, neuer more, 

YV ill I my Mailers tcarcs to you deplore. 

Ol. Yet come againe: for thou perhaps mayft moue 
That heart which now abhorres, to like his loue. Exeunt 


Twelfe Slight, or, What joumlL 


ScoenaS ecunda. 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 

And. No faith, He not flay a iot longer: 

To. Thy reafon deere venom, giue thy reafon. 

Fab. You muftneedcj yceldc»your reafoi^ Sir An¬ 
drew i 

And. Marry I faw your Neece do more fauours to the 
Counts Seriung-man, then cuer {Tie bellow’d vnon mec; 

1 law’t i'th Orchard. 

To. Did (lie fee the while, old boy, tell me that. 

And. As plaine as I fee you now. 

Fab. This was a great argument of loue in her toward 
you. 

And. S’hght; will you make an AfTe o’me. 

Fab. I will proue it legitimate fir, vpon the 03thcs of 
iudgement, and reafon. 

To. And they haue beetle grand lutie men,fince before 
Noah was a Saylor. 

| Fab. Sbec did (hew fauour to the youth in your fight, 
onely to exafperate you, to awake your dormoufe valour* 
to put fire in your Heart, and briniftone in.your Liuer : 
you fhould then haue accolled her, and with fome excel¬ 
lent iefts, fire-new from the mint, you fhould hauc batigd 
the youth into dumbenefle: this was look’d for at your 
hand, and this was baulkt t the double gilt of this oppor¬ 
tunity you let time wafh off, and you are now fayld into 
the North of my Ladies opinion, where you will hano 
likeanyfickleona Dutchmans beard, vnleffe you do re¬ 
deemed, by fome laudable attempt, either of valour or 
policie. 

tAnd. And’cbcany way, it muft be with Valour, for 
policie 1 hate’: I had as licfc be a Brownift, asa Politi¬ 
cian. 

To. Why then build me thy fortunes vpon the bafis of 
valour.Challenge me the Counts youth to fight withihim 
hurt him in eleuen places, my Nccte fhall take note of it, 
and affurc thy lelfe, there is no loue-Broker in the world, 
can more preuaile in mans commendation with woman, 
then report of valour. 

Fab. There i t no way but this fir Andrew. 

An. Will either of you beareme a challenge to him? 

To. Go, write it in a martial hand, be curft and briefe: 
it is no matter how wittic, fo it bee eloquent, and full of 
inuention: taunt him with the liccnfe of Inke : if thou 
thou’ft him fome thrice, it fhal! not be amiffe, 3nd as ma¬ 
ny Lyes, as will lye in thy ftiectc of paper, although the 
fhcctc were bigge enough for the bedde of lrare in Eng¬ 


land, fet ’em downe, go about it. Letthereb~ -v I 

nough in thy inke, though thou write with a 
no matter: about it. * 1 

And* Where fhall I findeyou? 

To. Wee l call thee at the Cubiculo: Go 

Exit Sir i 

Ta. ThisisadeercManakintoyou Sir? £ ****** 

To. I haue beene deeie to himlad, fomp , 
ftrong,orfo. CtWo ‘h 

Fa. We flaall haue a rare Letter from him. t, 

notdehuer't. nitn > ^tyo^ 

To. Neuer truft me then : and by all mean „ 
the youth to an anfwer. j thinkc Oxen and w • 
cannot hale them rogether.For Andrew \{^ e a ' ne-ro pej 
and you finde fomuch blood in his Liuer as 

footeofa flea, Heeate the reft ofth’anatorny ' 

Fab. And his oppofit the youth beares in his vif 
great prelageot cruelty. v ■ 


'S'Bo 


Enter Maria. 


To. Lookc where the youngeft Wren 
Mar. Ifyoudefirc the fpleene, and win 
felues into flitches, follow me; yond eull M a i*r } ' 0Ut 
ned Heathen, a verie Rcnegatho; for 3 ^^* 
that meanes to be iaued by bcleening rielulv lln 
beleeue fuch impoffiblepaffages ofgroflneffe w" 
yellow(lockings. * 

To. And erode garter’d ? 

Mar. Moftvillanoufly: like a Pedant tbt 

£■£ I th ^■ 11 t «- «m£s 

rer. He docs obey cuery point of the Letter that I a 
to betray him : He does fmile his face into more lyre!' 
then is in the new Mappe. with the augmentation R 
Indies: you haue not feene fuch a thing as ns ; kanj 
ly forbeare hurhngthings « him, I know my Ladie will 

ft, ike him: if flue doe, hce’l imile, andtake’e for a ^teat 
fauour. 6 1 

To. Come bring vs, bring vs where he is. 

Exeunt Omm, 


Sc ana Tcrtia. 


Enter Scbaflianand A nth onto. 

Seb. I would not by my will have troubled you, 

But fince you make your pieafurc ofyour paincs, 

I will no further chicle you. 

Ant. I could not ftay behinde you : my defire 
(More fharpe then filed fteelc) did fpurre me forth, 
And not all loue to fee you (though fo much 
As might haue drawnc one to a longer voyage) 
Butiealoufic, what might befall your rraucll, 
Being skillcfle in thefeparts : which to a ftranger, 
Vnguidcd, and vnfriended, often proue 
Rough, and vnhofpitablc. My willing loue,f 
The rather by thefe arguments offeare 
Set forth in your purfuitc. 

Seb . Mykindc Anthonio y 
I can no other anfwer make, but thankes, 

And thankes t and euer oft good curnes. 

Are fhuffcl’d off with fuch vneurrant pay: 

But were my worth, as is my confcience firrae. 


You 


,^„ld finde better dealing : what’s to do? 

Y° u ft 1 f ec t h e reliques of this Townc ? 

morrow fir, beft firft go fee your Lodging ? 
c 4 I am not weary, and ’tis long to night 
,«oulecvsfatisfie onreyes 
\rth the memorials, and the things of fame 
u do renowne this City. 

T" a * ( yy 0 uld youl’d pardon me : 

not without danger walkc thefe ftreetes. 

1 ®° . , fea-fieht ’gainft the Count his gallics, 
fome feruice, of fuch note indeede, 

I I' 1 were I tane hccre, it would fcarfe be anlwcr'd. 

C.A Belike you flew great number of his people. 

A«t, Tb offence is not of fuch a bloody nature, 
slheit the quality of the time, and quarrell 
u“ht well haue giutn vs bloody argument: 
ifffliaht haue fince bene anfwer’d in repaying 
Itwetookefrom them, whichforTraftiques fake 
Mofl of our City did. Oncly my felfe flood our, 

F 0 r which ifl be lap fed in this place 
I fhall pay deere. 

Seb. Do not then walke too open. 

A»t. It doth not fit me: hold fir, here’s my purfe, 
IntheSouth Suburbcs at the Elephant 
Isbeftto lodge: I will befpeake our dyer. 

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the Towne, there fhall you haue me. 

Seb. Why I your purfe? 

Ant. Haply your eye fhall light vpen fome toy 
You haue defire to purebafe: and your ftore 
Ithinke'u not for idle Markets, fir. 

Seb. Ilebeyourpurfc-bearcr, and leaue you 
Foranhoure. 

Ant. Totb’Elcphant;. 

Seb. I do remember. Exeunt. 


Scarna Quart#. 


Tnelfe Slight, or, Wbatyou mil. 


Enter Oltuia and Maria. 

01 . I haue fent after him, he fayes heel come: 

How (hall I feali him ? What befto w of him ? 

For youth is bought more oft, then begg’d, or borrow’d. 
Ifpeake too loud : Where’s Maluolio, he is fad>and ciuill, 
Andfuitcs well for a feruant with my fortunes. 

Where is Maluolio ? 

Mat. He’s comming Madame: 

Butin very firange manner. He is fure poflefi Madaroi 
OL Why what*s the matter,does he raue ? 

HUr. No Madam, he does nothing but imile:your La- 
dylhip were beft to haue fome guaro about you, if hce 
come,for furc the raan is tainted in’s wits, 

OL Go call him hither. 

Enter h/laluolio. 
amasmaddc as hce, 

Iffad and metry madnefle equall bee. 

How now Maluolto ? 

, MaL Sweet Lady, ho, ho. 

OL Smil ft thou ? i fent for thee vpon a fad occafion. 
MaL Sad Lady, I could be lad : 

This does make fome obltrudion in the blood: 

This croffc-gartering, but what of that ? 


If it plcafe the eye of one, it is with me as the very true 
Sonnet is : Pleafeonc, and pleafe all. 

MaL Why how doeft thou man ? 

What is the matter with thee ? 

Mai. Notblackcinmymindei, though yellow in my 
legges : It did come to his hands, and Commaunds (hall 
be executed. I thinke wc doe know the fweet Romanc 
band. 

OL Wilt thou go to bed Maluolio ? 

Mai. To bed f I fweet heart, and lie come to thee. 

OL God comfort thee: Why doft thou fmile fo, and 
kiffe thy hand fo oft ? 

Mar. How do you Maluolio ? 

Maluo. Atycur requeft : 

Yes Nightingales anfwcre Dawes. 

Mar. Why appeare you with this ridiculous bold- 
neffe before my Lady. 

Afal. Be not afraid of greatnefle: *twas well writ,- 

OL What meanft thou by that UVlaluolio ? 

MaL Some are borne great. 

OL Ha? 

Mai. Some atcheeue greatnefle. 

OL What fayftthou? 

Mai. And fome haue greatnefle thruft vpon them. 

OL Heauen reftore chce. 

MaL Remember who commended thy yellow (lock¬ 
ings. 

Ol. Thy yellow (lockings? 

MaL And wifrfd to ice thee crofle garter’d. : 

Ol. Crofle garter’d ? 

dial. Go too, thou art madc,ufthou defir’ft to be fo. 

OL Ami made? 

MaL Ifnot, ler me fee thee a feruant ftill.* 

OL Why this is verie Midfommcr madnefle. 

Enter Seruant. 

Ser . Madame, the young Gentleman of the Count 
Orfino's is return’d,! could hardly entreatc him backe : he 
attends your Ladyfhips pleafure. 

OL lie come to him. 

Good Maria, let this fellow be look d too. Where’s my 
Cofine Tobji let fome of my people haue a fpeciall care 
of him, I would not haue hirn milcarrie for the halfe of 
my Dowry. 

MaL Oh ho, do you come ncere me now : noworfc 
man then fir Toby to looke to me. Tins concurres direft- 
ly with the Letter, fhe fends him on purpofe, that I may 
appeare ftubborne to him : for (lie incites me to that in 
the Letter. Caft thy humble (lough fayes (lie: beoppo- 
fite with aKinfman, furly with feruants, let thy tongue 
langer with arguments of ftate, put thy felfe into the 
tricke of Angularity: and confcquently fetts downe the 
manner how: as a fad face, a rcuerend carriage, a flow 
tongue, in the habite of fome Sir of note, and fo foorth. 

I haue lymde hcr,buc itis loues doing,and loue make me 
thankefull. And when fhc went away now, letthisFel- 
low be look’d too : Fellow ? x\6x.<JMaluolioy norafter my 
degree,.but Fellow. Why cucry thing adheres togithcr, 
that no dramme of a fcruple,no fcruple of a fcruple, no 
obftacle, no incredulous or vnfafe circumftance: What 
can be faide ? Nothing that can be, can come betwcenc 
me,and the full profpedi ofmy hopes. Well loue, notl, 
is the doer of this, and he is to be thanked# 

Enter Tobj y Fabian,and Maria . 
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To. Which way is hcc in the name of fan&ity# if all 
the diuels of hell be drawne in little, and Legion himfclfc 
pofleft him, yet lie fpeake to him. 

Tab. Heerc he is, heere he is: how ift with you fir ? 
How iil with you man ? 

Mai. Go off, I difeard you : let me cnioy my priuate: 
go off. 

Max* Lo^how hollow the fiend fpeakes within him; 
did not I tell you ? Sir Toby , my Lady prayes you to hauc 
a care of him. 

Mai. Ah ha, does fhc fo ? 

To. Go too, go too : peace, peace, wee muft deale 
gently with him: Let me alone. How do you Maluolio> 
Mow ift with you i What man,defie the diuell: confider, 
he’s an enemy to mankinde. 

Aial. Do you know what you fay ? 

CMar. La you, and you fpeake ill of the diuell, how 
he takes it atheart Pray God he be not bewitch'd. 

Fab. Carry his water to th’wife woman. 

Trlar. Marry and it (hall be donctomorrow morning 
iflliue. My Lady would not loofe him for more then ile 
fay# 

Mai. How now miflris ? 

Mar. Oh Lord. 

To. Prcthec hold thy peace,this is not the way: Doe 
you not fee you mo ic him? Lei me alone with him. 

Fa. No way but genclericffe, gently,gently; the Fiend 
is rough,and will not be roughly vs’d. 

To. Why how now my bawcock?how doft \j chuck ? 

Mai. ^ir* 

7V lbiddy,come withme. Whar man, tis not for 
grauity to play at cherne-pit with fathan Hang him foul 
Colliar. 

Ttfar. Get him to fay his prayers^ good fir Toby gette 
him to pray. 

Mai. My prayers Minx. 

Mar. No I warrant you,he will not hcare of godly- 
nefle. 

Mai. Go hang your lelucs all: you are ydle (hallowc 
things, I am not of your clement, you (hall knowc more 
hcereafter. Exit 

To. Jftpofsible? 

Fa. If this were plaid vpon a ftage now, I could con - 
demne it as an improbable fidtion. 

To His very genius hath taken the; infcSion of the 
dcuiceman. 

Mar m Naypurfuc him now,leaft the deuice take ayre, 
and taint. 

Fa. Why vve Hull make him mad indeede. 

M*tr. The houle will be the quieter. 

To. Come, wec’l haue him in a darke room & bound. 
My Necce is already in the beleefe that he’s mad: we may 
cariy it thus for our pleafure, and his pennance,til our ve¬ 
ry paftime tyred out of breath, prompt vs to haue mercy 
on him: at which time,we wil bring thcdeuicc to the bar 
and crowns thee for a finder of madmen: but fee,but fee. 

Enter St* Andrew, 

Fa. More matter forva May morning. 

An. Heere’s the Challenge, readc it: I warrant there’s 
vinegar and pepper rn’e. 

Tab. IftfofaWcy? 

And. I, ift? I warrant him: do but read. 

To. Giueme. 

Touthyvhatfoeuer thon art, thou art bat a fettruyfellow. 

Ta. Good,and valiant. 

To* Wonder notytor admire not in thy mindt why / doe cat 


>*>!( 


: good 

OH 

Wto 


thee fo % for / wiRjhevp thee no reafonfor't, 

Pa. A good note,that keepes you from the hi ^ 
To . Thon com]} to the Lady Oliuia.and in my c , °f 

thee kindly : but thou lyefi in thy throat , that is 
I challenge thee for. " *%/< 

Fa. Very breefe, and to exceeding good fen, » 
TbJ mil rvoy-lay thee going home ,»W 
to kill m e. 

Fa. Good. 

To. Thott k/lfi me like a rogue And. vtlUiney 
Fa. Still you keepco’th windie fide of the La 
Tob. Farlheewell, and God haue mercie vpon 

Joules. He may haue mercte vpon mine, but my he] °[ 
and Jo leoke to thy felfe. 7 hyfriend at, thou vjefl h * * 
faorne enemie , Andrew Ague-cheeke. 

To. Jfchxs Letter mouc him not, hi s l C gp P( . 

Ile giu’t him. SS S Can "°t: 

Mar. Yonmayhaue verie fit occafionfot't .1 ■ 
infome commerce with my Ladie, and will h 
depart. 

To. Go fir Andrew : fcout mee for him ar A. 
of the Orchard like a bum-Baylie : fo foone is cu/T 
feeft him, draw, and as thou draw'll, fvvearc hornbli f 
t comes to paffe oft,that a terrible oath, with a fJ' ® 
ring accent Ihafpely twang’d off, giucs manhoodeff 
approbation, then euerproofe it fclfc would haue» . 

him. Away. '* In < 

And. Nay let me alone for fwearing. 

To. Now willnotIdcliuerhis Letter;fortfcebcli 
our ot the yortg Gentleman, giucs him ou: to beef p 0l 
capacity and breeding: his employment between? hr 
Lord and my Neece, confirmes no lefle. Therefore £ 
Letter being fo excellently ignorant, will breed note™ 
jn theyouth : he will finjc it comes from a Clodde-cel 
But fir, I will deliucr his Challenge by word ofmouth 
fet vpon Ague-cheeky a notable report ofvalor, anddrim 
the Gentleman (as I know hisyouih will aptly rcceiueit 
into a moll hideous opinion cfhis rage, skill,’ fuiic Jni 
impetuofitic.This willfo fright them both, that they Wl 
kill one another by the looke, like Cockatrices. 


Enter Olittia and ZJlola. 

Fab. Heerc he comes with your Neece, giue them way 
till he lake leauc, and preftnely after him. 

To I w:l meditate the while vpon fome horrid meffage 

for a Challenge. 6 

Ol. I haue faid coo much vnto a hart or (lone, 

And laid mine honour too vnehary on't: 

There s fomeching in me that reproues my fault; 

But fuch a head-ftrong potent fault it is, 

That it but mockes reproofe, 

Fio. With the fame hauiour that your pafifion beafet, 
Goes on my Maftcrs greefes. 

OL Heere, wearethis Iewell forme,tismypifture: 
Refufe it not, it hath no tongue, to vex you: 

And I bcfeech you come againe to morrow. 

What (hall you askc of me that lie deny, 

That honour (fau’d) may vpon asking giue. 

f Uto. Nothing but this, your true loue for rny maftcr* 
Ol. How with mine honor may I giue hi&ihat, 
Which I haue giuen to you. 

Vio I will acquit you# * 

Ol. Well,come againe to morrow: far-thee*wcll, 

A Fiend like thee might bearc my foule to hell. 

Enter Toby and Fabian , 

To* GcntIeman,God faue thee. 

?io. 
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That defence thou baft, betake the too’c: of what 
f* T h !! ones arc thou haft done hit»,Iknowe not: 

i> Jture • r«cepterfullofdefpight, bloody as the Hun- 


n l jnterceptcr run 01 

but tty he j at t he Orchard end: difmount thy tucke, 
t,f '!rei" tby prcF atalion » for lh ? ^ hnt is < 5 uick> ski1 ' 
'miflake fir I am fure, no mart bathany quar- 


T °my remembrance is very free and cleere from 
fC " - 0 '"VofoVnce done to any man. 

»"y'®V u1 findc it olherwife I affure you : 

V*. 1 „ nur life at any price, betake you tc 


therefore, if 
to your gard: 


and defire 
haue heard 


what youth, ftrength, skill, 
*7°“ i,‘ furnifb man withall. 

,fld r nrwvoufirwhatisbe? 

‘ ?' ue is knt"hc dubb’d with vnhatch’d Rapier, and 
fo ' co n(td«ation, but he is a diuell in priuate brail, 
‘ on f rf \i bodies hath he diuove’d three, and his incenfe- 
foulcsa .. mo mcnci> fo implacable, that fatisfa^ion 
n,e 'b i Done, but by pangs ofdeatb and fcpulcher: Hob, 
e uic word : sitl’t or take t. 
n °rl I will returne againe into the houfe, 
rl c'anduft of the Lady. I am no fighter, 1 
Trie kiudeofmen, that put quarrells purpofclyono- 
thers,to tarte their valmsT *- belike this is a man ot that 

y"}'’ si , n0 : his indignation deriues it fclfc out of a ve- 
vcoBiputent iniurie, therefore get you on, and ginc him 
h'sdcfire. Backeyou (hallnot to the houfe, vnleffeyou 
oiidcrtakc that with me, which with as much fafetic you 
ehtanfwer him: therefore on, or flrippe your fword 
ftarke naked: formeddle yoomuftthat’ic«tain,orfor- 

fwearcto weare iron about you. 

V\o. I s as as ftrange. I bcfeecu you doe 

me this courteous office, as to know of the Koight what 
my offence to him is: it isfomethingof my negligence, 
nothing of my purpofe. 

fo. / Will do: fo. Sigmour Fabian, (lay you by this 
Gentleman,till my returne. Exit Toby. 

Fio. Fray you fir, do you know of this matter? 

Ub. 1 know the knight is inccnft againft you, euen to 
amorcall arbitremenr, but nothing of the circumftance 


more. 


Vie. Ibefcechyou what manner of man is he ? 

Ub. Nothing of that wondcrfull promife to read him 
by his forme, as you are like to finde him in the proofe of 
hisralour. He is indeede fir, the molt skilfull, bloudy,& 
latall oppofite that you could pofsibly haue found in anic 
part oflllyria: will you walke towards him, I will make 
yourpeace with him, ifl can. 

Vie. I fhall bee much bound to fyou for’t: I am one, 
Aat had rather go with fir Prieft, then fir knight: I care 
not who knowes fo much of my mettle. Exeunt. 

Enter Toby and Andrew. 

To. Why manhee saverie diuell, I haue not feen fuch 
afirago: I had apaffe with him, rapier,fcabberd,and all: 
and he giucs me the ftucke in with fuch a mortall motion 
that it is ineuitablc: and on the anfwer, he payes you as 
iurely,asyour feete hits the ground they ftep on. They 
fay,he has bin Fencer to the Sophy. 

And. Poxon’c,llenot meddle with him. 

To. I but he willnot now be pacified, a 
fabm can icarfe hold him yonder. 

An. Plague on’t, and I thought he had becne valiant, 
and fo cunning in Fence, I’de haue fecne him datirm’d ere 
I'dchaue challeng’d him. Let him let the matter flip, and 


Ile giue him my horfe,gray Capilcc. 

To. He make the motion: (land heere, make a good 
(hew on’t, this (hall end without the perdition of foules, 
marry lie ride your horfe as well as I ride you. 

£nter Fabian and Vtola. 

I hauehis hork to take vp the quarrell, I haue perfwaded 
him the youths a diuell. 

Fa. He is as horribly conceited of him : and pants, & 
lookes pale,as if a Bcarc were at his heelcs. 

To, There’s no remedie fir,he will fight with you for’s 
oath fake: marriehce hath better bethought himof his 
quarrell, and hec findcs that now fearfe to bee worth tal¬ 
king of: therefore draw for the fupportancc of his vowe, 
hcprotells he will not hurt you. 

Fio, Pray God defend me : a little thing would make 
me tell them how much I lacke of a man# 

Fab. Giue ground ifyou lee him furious. 

To. Come fir Andrew , there’s no remedie, the Gen¬ 
tleman will for his honors fake haue one bov/t with you: 
he cannot by the Duello auoide ir: but hee has promifed 
me, as he is a Gentleman and aSoldiour^he will not hurt 
you. Comeon,too’t. 

And. Pray God he kcepe his oath. 

Enter jintonio. 

Vio . I do affure you tis againft my will. 

Ant. Put vp your lword : if this yong Gentleman 
Haue done offence,I take the fault on me : 

If you offend him, I for him defie you. 

To. You fir? Why 3 what areyou ? 

Ant. One fir, that for his loue dares yet do more 
Then you haue heard him brag to you he vs ill# 

To. Nay,ifyou be an vndertakcr,I 3 m for you. 

EntcrOfftccrs. 

Tab. O good fir Toby hold: heere come the Officers# 

To. lie be with you anon. 

Vio. Pray fir,put your (word vp ifyou pleafe# 

And. Marry will I fir: and for that I promis’d you 11 c 
be as good as my word, Hce will bcare you cafily, and 
raincs well. 

i.O]f. This is the man, do thy Office. 

2 Off, Anthonio y I at reft thee at the fuit of Count Orfno 

An. You do miftakc me fir. 

x .Of. No fir, no iot: 1 know your fauour Well 
Though now you haue no fea-cap on your head: 

Take him away, he knowes 1 know him well. 

Ant. I mutt obey. This comes with feeking you: 

But there’s no remedie, I (hall anfwer it: 

W hat will you do : now my neceffitie 
Makes me to askc you for my purfe. It greeuei mee 
Much more, for what I cannot do for you r 
Then what befall my fclfc: you Sand amaz’d. 

But be of comfort. 

2 Of. Come fir away. 

Ant. I muft entreat of you feme of that money. 

Vio. What money fir? 

For the fayrt kindneffe you haue fhewM me heere, 

And part being prompted by your prefent trouble. 

Out of my leane and low ability 
Ile lend you fomethi^g: my hauing is not much, 
lie make diuifion of my prefent withyou :j 
Hold, there’s halfe my Coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now, 

Ift poftible chat my deferts to you 

Can Uckc perfwafion. Do not tempt my mifery, 

Leaft chat it make me fo vnfound a man 
As to vpbraid you with thofe kindneffes 

Z * That 
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That I haue done for you. 

Vio. I know of none. 

Nor know I you by voyce, or any feature : 

1 hate ingratitude more in a map. 

Then lying, vainneffc, tabling drunkennefle, 

Ocany taint oi A’fce; whole fttong corruption 
Inhabites our fr-aiie blood. 
iS And Oh b caucus cbemfelu^s. 

2 -Off. Come fir, I pray you go. 

Ant, L?t me fpeake aUule*- This youth that you-, fee 
I (hatch'd onebaife out b( the-mves of deaths (heere, 
Relecu’d hirn with fuch fandtiueof loue; 

Aud.cp his ii.oag€ t yvhich nie thqughc did promife 
venerable worth, did Ixlcuocion. 

Of. What'S that toys* rhe time goes by: Away. 
Ant. But oh, how vilde an idoll proucs this God : 
JThouhaft Sebjtfiutti done good feature, fhaoic* 
jktNature^hei'e’.snoblcmifh butchemindc : 

•Mono can be call'd deform’d, but the vnkindc. 

Vertue is beauty, but the beauteous cnill 
Axe empty trunkes, ore-flourlfih’d by the deuill. 

1 . Off. The man growes mad,avyay with him: 
i Come, come fir. 

Ant . Leademeon. Exit 

Fio, Me thirikes his words do from fuch paisionflye 
That hcbeiceues himfeUe, fo do not 1: 

Proue true imagination, 0 I 1 proue true, 

That I dccre brother, be now. tane for you. 

To. Come hither Knight, come hither Fabian : Weel 
whifper ore a couplet or two of moft Cage fawes. 

Fio. He-Aim’d Sebajhan : I my brother know 
Yet liuing m my.glafle : euenfuch, and fo 
In fauour was my Brother, and he went 
Still in this faftnon, colour, ornament. 

For him I imitate : Ohifit proue, 

? TempcHs are kinde, and fait wanes frefli in loue. 

To. A very diflioneft paltry boy, and more acoward 
then a Hare, his difhonefty appeares, in ieauing his frend 
heere in neccflitv, and denying him: and for bis coward- 
fbipaske Fabian. 

F*b % .ACbward } arnojft deuout Coward, religious in 
it. ^ | 

And. Sljdlle after him againe, and beatc him. 

To. Do,cuffehim foundiy,but neuer draw thy fword 

And. And I do not. 

Fab. Come, lc'/s fee the euenr. 

To. I dare lajpany money, twill be nothing yet. Exit 


r M x or,Wbatyou mil. 


you! 


oA&us Qmr.tus, Severn prim#. 


- mom Enter Sebaftufo and (lervut. 

Clo. Will you make me belecue,that 1 am not fent for 

,? nj5ajr; V--: LI 

Seif. G&ito, go too, thouart a foolifly fellow. 

Let me be cleere of thee.-. '< 

Clo. Well held out yfaith : No, I' donotknow you, 
nor I am not fent tq you by my Lady, to bid you come 
fpcake wich her: nor yourflame is not Mafter Cefarie, 
nor this is not my nole neytbter: Nothing that is fo,is fo. 

Self. 1 prethee vent tf>y folly fome-Where elfc, thou 
tnow’fttwfWe. * ono<J vir . ' 

Clo. V ent my folly 'i He'has heard that word of fome 
I grcj,c man, and now applycsitto a foole. Vent my fat¬ 


ty : 1 am affraid this great lubber the WcddwiiP''' 
Cockney: I prethee now vngird thy ffrangenet ^° Uc 
me what I fliall vent to my Lady ? Shall I vem/f ^ t{1 
thou art comming ? 0 “' r tb; 

Sel>. J prethee foolifhgreeke depart from nie i, 

money for thee, if you tarry longer, I fo a || j ’ 
paiment. 1 » Ue vvorf c 

Clo. By my troth thou haft an open handithef w 
men that giue fooles money, get themfclues a ' W 
port, after fouretccnc yeares purchafe. * 0 ' 


Enter Andrew, Toby,and Fabian. 

And. Now fir, haue I met you again • tlw r 
Seb. Why there’s for thee, and there,and ttar!^ 0 " 
Arc all the people mad ? * 

To Hold fir, or He throw yoiJrd3gpero-etl, i 

; f‘°- ThiswiH I tell my Lady ftraight,! vvouj'^ 
in lomc of your coats for two pence. oc bl 

i . ; To. Come on fir, hold. 

An. Nay let him alone. Be go another wav to 

with him: He haue an a&ion of Battery againii i 0r ‘ 
there beany law in Illyria: though I ftrokchimfij’" 
;t s no matter for that. "> y ci 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

To Come fir, I will not let you go. Come m y Vnn „ 
louldier put vp your yron: you are well fleih'd : p K 
on. U| w 

Seb. I will.be free fjomthce. What wonljfti) 

If thou dar’ft tempt me further, draw thy fword. ^ n ° Wl 
To. What, what ? Nay then I muft ha ue anOun» 
two of this malapert blood fromyou. 

Enter Gliuta, 

01. Hold Toby, on thy life I charge thec-hold. 

To. Madam. 

Ol. Will it be euer thus i Vugracfous wretch, 

Fit for the Mountaines, and the barbarous Caues* 
Where manners nere were preach’d toutofmyfioht 
Be not offended, dccre Cefario: 

Rudesbey be gone. I prethee gentle friend, 

Let thy fayrewii’edome, net thy pafsion fway 
In this vnciuill, and vniuft extent 
A gair.ft thy peace. Go wit'n me to ray lipufc, 

Ana hearc thou there how many frditlefl'e pranlces 
1 his Ruffian hath botch’d vp,that thou thereby 
May ft (mile at this: Thou {halt not choofe but got: 
Do not denie, bcfhrcw his foule for mce, 

He flatted one poore heart of mine, in thee. 

Seb. W hatrellifh is in this t How runs the ftrcucs? 
Or I amm^d > orclfethis.isa dreame: - i: -. 

Let fancie ftill my fenfc in Lethe ficepe, 

Ifit be thus to dreame,ftill let mefleepc. 1 
O/.Nay come I prethe^would thouiiftbeiurdbynii 
Seb. Madam,I will. 

Ol. O fay fo, and fo be. Exm 


tttb 


SceenaSecundd. 


Enter AidriaandClovtne. 

Mar. Nay, I prethee put on this gown, & this beard, 
make him belecue thou art fir Topae the Curate, doe it 
quickly. *''ile call fir Tw^the whilft. ’ 

Clo, Well, He put it on, and I will diffemble my itli { 
in’t,andl would I were the firft that ettet -diflcpabled m 




aaa 




Twelfe Slight, or. What you mil. 


—T nw ,ne I am not tall enough to become the 
inruch3g !.tl nor leane enough to bee thought a good 
fun #' 00 w h e ’ ’ bc f a id an honeft man and 2 good houf- 
V** as fairely, as to fay, a carefull mao, & a great 

The Competitors enter, 
fcholh’f- ine * E „ ter Toby, 

a- Toue blcfife thee M. Parfon. 
r ;, Znos dies hr Toh : for as the old herm. t ofPrage 
Clo* _^ t , n i, h vjtMrfi]v favd to s Ncccc 


’ir' t 0 him’ fir Ttfas . 

WHar-hoa/l fay, ^Pcacc in this pnfon/ 

C f Thekna'ue counterfct's well: a good knauc. 

T»- inc • Maltiolio within. 

y,.l Who cals there? . " 

Ch. SxTcW the Curate, who comes to v.fit Mditto- 
Md&Tqk fir TopaSf good fir Tefaefi to my 

Out hy^erbolicall fiend, how vexeit thou this 
m ,n?Taftifttho'. nothing but of Ladies ? 

Wefl frittM. Parfon. 

Mai. Sir Tepas, neuer was man thus wronged, good 
lit yLfdonot thinke 1 am mad : they haue layde mee 

Uertc in hideous darkneffe. ^ 

" Cfo Fyc tlroudifhoneft fatban: T call tnee by the 
moil moiicfitcrmes, for I afn onc of tlrofc gentle ones, 
that will vfc the diucll himtelte with curtcfie: lay ft tnou 
that bottle is datke ? 

(Jllal. Ashellfir Tbpaf. ' _ 

Clo. Whyit hath bay Wjr.dowestranfparantas ba.n- 
cadoes,and the deere (lorestoward the South north,are 
as luftrous as Ebony: and yet complaincft thou of ob- 

llruftion ? . ' ,. , c 

Md, I am not mad fit Topas, I fay to you this houic is 

Clo. Madman thou erreft: I lay there is no darkneffe 
but ignorance, in which thou art more puzel’d then the 
/£qyptians in iheirfoggc. 

Mai. I jby this houfeisiis darke as Ignorance, thogh 
Ignorancevvcrcas darkeashpll; and I lay there was ne¬ 
uer man thus abus’d, ! am no moreroadrae then you are, 
make the trlall ofit in any cpnftatit queftion.' 

do. \\hat is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning 
Wildc-fcwlc r , 

Mai. Thatthc foule of our.grandam, might happily 
inhabited oifd. 

Clo. What thinkft thou of his opinion ? 

2lal. I tbinkc nobly ofthc foule,and no way aproue 
his opinion. ' 

Clo. Fare thee well: rfrtiaiiie thou ftill in darkeneffe. 


.. :w 

Tob. My moft cxquificb’fir Top as. 

Clo. Nay I am for all Waters. • 

Mar. Thou mightft tiaiic done thisWithout thy’herd 
and gowne, he fees thee not. 

' To ~ ‘ 

lOW 

cnauery. .. «v..»w. «, * 

ic were,fori am now fo farrein offence'with my Niece, 
that I cannot pdfrfuc with any fafety this fport the vppe- 
:bot.Comebyandby to hiy Chamber. Eiit 


Clo. Hey Robin, iolly Robin, tell me how thy Lady 
does. 

Mai- Foole. 

Clo. My Lady is vnkind, perdie. 

Mai. Foole. 

Clo. Alas why is fhc fo ? 

Mai. Foole,! fay. •». 

Clo. Shelo'iesanother. Whocalles, ha? 

Mai. Good foole, as euer thou wilt deferue well at 
my hand, hclp.e me to a Candle, and pen,inke,and paper: 
as IamaGcntlcman, I will Hue to bee thatikefull to thee 
for’t. 

Ch. M- CMaluolto ? 

CMal 1 good Foole. 

Clo. Alas fir, how fell you befides your fiue witts ? 
Mall. Foole, there was neuer man fo notoriouflie a- 
bus’d : I am^s well in my wits (foole) as thou arc. 

Clo. But as well: then you arc mad indeede,ifyou be 
no better in your wits then a foole. 

Mai. They haue heere propertied me : keepe mee in 
darkencfTe, fend Minifters to me, Affes, and doe all they 
can to face me out of my wits. 

Clo. Aduifeyou whatyou fay: theMinifteris heere. 
(JMalnolio. Malnolio. thy wittes the heauensreftorc : en- 
deauourthy feifeto fteepe, andleaue thy vaine bibble 
babble. 

Mai. Sir Topas. 

Clo. Maintainc no words with him good fellow. 

Who I fir, not I fir. God buy you good fir Topas: Mar¬ 
ry Amen. I will fir, I will. 

Mai. Foole, foole,foole l fay. 

Clo. Alas fir be patient. What fay you fir, I am (bent 

forfpeakingtoyou. 

Mai. Good foole, helpe me to fotfte light, and fomc 
paper, I tell rtiee I am as well in my wittes, as any man in 

Illyria. 

Clo. We!l-a-day, that you were fir. 

Mai. By this hand J am : good fool?, fome inke,pa- 
peiyandligfit: and cohuey what I willfct downe to my 
Lady: it (Rail aduantage thee more, then euer the bea¬ 
ring of Lctterdid. 

Clo. I will help you too t. But tel me true, are you not 
mad indeed, or do'you’bct'countetfeit. * 
m4. Belecue me iamnert,! tell thee true.' 
f/a.Nay,lietierebelccu"ea raadmanftirt I iceKis brains 
I will fetch you light, apd paper,andi'flke. 

Mai. Foole, 11crtqaitekinthebightftdegree:-' 

I prcthec"be gone. ^ ^ j 

Clo. I am gone fir, and anon fir, 
lie be; with you againe.; 

In a trijte, llkd to the old vice, , J 7*? ’ 

youPneedcto fuftaihe. 

Who with da Seer offaiFifirihis rage and his wrath, 

mnmpiumm * 

Like a mafi Ia<J 3 paite thy nayles dad, 

AdicU good rASn tfloeft * : Exit 


r-rrn 


- 1 ^ 3 J JO 3f| J I V " T ~ 


Scana 


: na eiisn ana .am oik 




TUT 


■*< tnirlTJ- 


EnterScbailian. 

This is the ayre, that is the gloripus Sunne, 
Thispearlc flie gaue me,i do feci t, andiee’t. 
And thoiigh tis wonder that enwraps me thus 
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Yet 'tts not madnefle. Where’s Aiahonia then, 

I could not findc him at the Elephant, 

Yet there he was, a nd there I found this credite. 

That he did range the townc to feeke me out. 

His councellnow might do me golden fcruice. 

For though my foule difputes well with my fence, 

That this may be fomecrror.but no madnefTc, 

\ et doth this accident and flood of Fortune, 

So farre exceed all inflance, all difeourfe. 

That I am readie to diftruft mine eyes, 

1 And wrangle with my rcafon chat perfwades me 
I To any other truft, but that J am mad. 

Or clfe the Ladies mad; yet if'twere fo. 

She could not fway her houfe, command her followers. 
Take, and giuebacke aftayres, and their difpatch, 

With fuch a fmooth, difereet, and liable bearing 
As I percciue Ihe do’s : there’s fomething in’t 
I That is deceiueable. But hecre the Lady comes. 

Enter Oliuia, And Prieft. 

Ol. Blame not this hafleofminerifyoumeane well 

Now go with me, and with this holy man 
Into the Chantry by: there before him. 

And vnderneath that confecrated roofe, 

Plight me the full aflurance of your faith. 

That my mod iralious, and too doubtfull foule 
May liue at peace. He fhall conceale it. 

Whiles you are willing it fliall come to note. 

What time we will our celebration kcepe 
According to my birth, what do you fay ? 

Seb. lie follow this good man, and go with you. 

And hauing fworne truth, eucr will be true. 

O/.Thcn lead the way good father,& heauens fo fhinc. 
That they may faireiy note this adlc of mine. Ixcmit. 

Finis Aft m Quart to. 


Bus Quintus . Seem BSrima, 


TrtelfeJhQigbt, or, W hat y 0U ^///. 


Enter Clertont and Fabian. 

Fab. Now as thou lou’ftme,lctmefcchis Letter. 

Clo. Good M.F<j£»Vi#,grant me anotherrequeft. 

Fab. Anything. 

Clo. Do not defire to fee this Letter. 

Eab. This is to giuc a doggc,and in rccompence defire 
Jmy doggeagaine. 

inter Duke, Viola , ffurio, and Lords, 

Duke. Belong you to the Lady friends? 

Clo. I fir, wc arc fomc of her trappings, 

Duke. I know thee well: how doeftthou my good 
| Fellow ? 

Clo. Truely fir, the better for my foes, and the worfe 
| for my fricnds.i 

D». luft the contrary: the better for thy friends. 

(flo. No fir,the worfe. 

Du. How can that be? 

Clo. Marry fir,they praife me, and make an afle of me, 

I now my foes tell me plainly, I am an Afle: fo that by my 
foes fir, I profit in the knowledge of my fclfc, and by my 
friends I am abufed: fo that conclufions to be as kifies,if 
I your fourc negatiues male your two affirmatiues, why 
then the worfeformy friends, and the better for my foes. 


Du. Why this is excellent! — 

Clo. By my troth fir, no: though it pleafe 
or.eofmy friends. ^ Ut °bc 

Du. Thou (halt not be the worfe for me tho • 

Clo. But that it would be double dealing ^ 5 
you could make it another. ° ** 

Dti. Oyougiucmeillcounfcll. 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket fir f or ,k: 
and let your fleih and blood obey it. * Soi >ce, 
Du. Well, I will be fo much a finner to be a l, 
dealer j there’s another. “°uble 


Sole 

wom, 


oldt 


Clo. Pr i mo , fecundo, tertio y is a good plav l 

faying is, the third payes for all: the triplex^ • 
tripping meafure, or the belles of S. Hemet fi r * g00( 
you in mindc, one, two, three. * ma y pu 

Du. You can foole no more money out of m 
throw: if you will let your LadyknowIamher Cea r , ^ ! 

w""" s h " ,lons widl yo “- !t 
Clo. Marry fir, lullaby to your bountie till T 

gen. I go fir, bur I would not haueyou to think° m V 
my defire of hauing is thefinneofcouctoufne(T e V ‘" ai 

you fay fir, let your bounty take a nappe, I will L t * 
anon. a wakej| 

Exit 

Enttr Anthonio and Officers 
Vio. Here comes the man fir, that did ref w raee 
Du. That face ofhis I do remember well 

yet when 1 faw it laft, it was befmear’d 
As blacke as Vuican, in the fmoakc ofwarre; 

A bawbling Veffell was lie Captainc of, 

For flullow draught and bulkc vnprizab!*, 

With which fuch fcathfull grapple did he make 
With the moft noble bottotnc of our Flectc 
That very enuy, and the tongue oflofle 
Cridr fame and honor on him: What’s the matter? 

I Offi. Orftno., this is that Anthonio 
That tookc the Phoenix , and her fraught from Canir 
And this is be that did the Tiger boord, ' 

When your yong Nephew Titus loft his Ieggc; 

Heerc in the ftrccts, defperate offhamc and Hate 
In priuate brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindnefle fir, drew on my fide 
But in conclufion put ftrange fpeech vpon roe, ' 

I know not what ’twas, but diftra&ion. 

D«. Notable Pyrate, thou falt-waterTheefe, 

What foolifh boldnefle brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou in termes fo bloudic, and To dccre 
Haft made thine enemies ? 

Ant. Orjino : Noble fir. 

Be pleas d that I fluke offthefe names you glue met: 
Anthonio neueryet was Theefe,or Pyrate, 

Though I confefle, on bafeand ground enough 
Orjino's enemie. A witchcraft drew me hither: 

That moft ingratefull boy there by your fide, 

Fi om the rude feas enrag’d and foamy mouth 
Did 1 redeems: a wrackcpafthopche v?as: 

His !ife^ gaue him, and did thereto addc 
My loue without retention, or reflraint. 

All his in dedication. For his fake« 

Did f expofcmyfelfe (pure for his*loue) 

Into the danger of this aduerfeTowne, 

Drew to defend him, when he was befet: 

Where being apprehended, his falfe cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 

Taught him to face me out ofhis acquaintance. 


And 


Twelfe Slight, or. Whatyou will. 


„—-—r^nricyeeres remouedthing 

A°^ reW . a ‘!uld winke : denide me mine owne purfe, 

had recommended to his vfe, 

W^ b {. h hourc before. 

2 How can this be ? 
n* When came he to this Towne ? 

V*' day roy Lord : and for three months before, 

t/fr>t ' n ot a minutes vacancie, 
f Syliid night did we keepe corhpanie. 

Both <W £ nter Oltuia and attcndafits. 

Hccre comes the Coiinteffe, now heauen walkes 

r fellow, fellow thy words arc madnefTe. 

8utf ° r n „rhe5 this youth hath tended vpon mee, 

Thf{e ranon. Take him afide. 

Kl What would my Lord, bur that he may not haue, 

JL i0 Oli«i »may feeme feruiccablc ? 

IfL, you do not keepe pronufc with me. 

V Madam: 

n* Gracious Oliuia. 

m what do you fay CcfaKo't Good my Lord. 

V- a Mv Lord would fpeake.my dutie huflies me. 

01 if it be ought to th?old tune my Lord, 
is as fat and fullome to mine care 

As Howling after MuficHe. 

Du. Still focrudl? 

Ol. Still fo conftant Lord, 
j,*. What to perueifenefle i you vnciuill Ladie 
To whofeingrate, and vnaufpicious A’tars 
Mv foule the taithfull’ft ofFrings haue breath d out 
That ere deuotioutender’d. What fhall Ido? 

01 Euen what it pleafemy Lord,that fhal becom him 
Du. Why fhould I not, (had I the heart to do it) 

Like to th’Egyptian tliecfe, at point of death 
Kill what I loue: (a fauage iealoufie, 

Thatforoetime favours nobly) but heare me this: 

Since you to non-regardant e call my faith. 

And that I partly kno w the infttument 

that ferewes me from my true phee in your fauour : 

tiueyouthe Marble-brefted Tirant ftill. 

But this your Minion, whom I know you loue. 

And whom, by heauen I fwearc, I tender decrcly, 

Him will I teare out of that cruell eye, 

Where he fits crowned in his mafters ipight. 

Conic boy with rne, nay thoughts are npc in miichicfc: 
Ilefacrifice the Lambe that I do loue. 

To fpight aRauens heart within a Doue. 

Vio. And 1 moft iocund, apt, and willinglie, 

To do you reft, athoufand deaths would dye. 

01. Where goes ffefano { 

Vio. After him I loue. 

More then J Iouethefe eyes, more then my life. 

More by all mores, then ere I fhall loue wife. 

Ifl do feigne, you witnefles aboue 
Punifh my life, for tainting of my loue. 

01. Aye me detefted, how am I beguil’d ? 
t^»».Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
01. Haft thou forgot thy felfe i Is it fo long? 

Call forth the holy Father. 

Du. Come, away. 

01. Whether my Lord ? Ccfario , Husband, flay. 

D«. Husband ? 

01. I Husband. Can he that deny ?i 
D». Her husband, firrah ? 

Vio. No my Lord, npt I. 
nr au . - - 




That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety: 

Fearc not Cefario , take thy fortunes vp. 

Be that thou know’ft thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear’ft. 

Enter prieft. 

O welcome Father: 

Father, I charge thee by thy rcuerence 
Heerc to vnfold, though) lately we intended 
To keepe in darkenefle, what occafion now 
Reucales before ’tis ripe: what thou doft know 
Hath newly paft, betweene this youth, and me, 

Prieft. A Contratft of eternall bond ofloue. 

Confirm'd by mutuall ioynder ofyour hands, 

Attefied by the holy clofe of lippes, 

Strengthned by enterchangcmcnt of your rings, 

And all the Cercmonie cf this comped! 

Seal’d in my funtflion, by my icftimony: 

Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my graue 
I haue trauail d but two houres. 

•Du. O thou diffembling Cub: what wilt thou be 
When tinrehath low’d a grizzle on tby cafe ? 

Or will not elfe thy craft lo quickcly grow, 

1 hat thine owne trip fhall be thine ouerthrow : 

Farewell, and take her, bur dircdl thy feete. 

Where thou, and I (henceforth) may neucr meet: 

Vio. My Lord, I do proteft. 

Ol. O do not fwearc. 

Hold little faith, though thou haft too much feare. 

Enter Sir Andrew. 

And. For the loue of God 3 Surgeon, fend one pre- 
fcntly to fir Toby. 

Cl. What’s the matter ? 

And. H’as broke my head a-crofle, and has giuen Sir 
Toby a bloody Coxcombe too : for the loue ofGod your 
helpe, I had rather then forty pound I were at home. 

Ol. Who has done this fir Andrew ? 

And. The Counts Gentleman, one Cefario-. we tooke 
him for a Coward, but hce’s the verie diuell.incardinatc. 
Du. My Gentleman Cefariol 

And. Odd's lifelings heere he is: you broke my head 
for nothing, 3nd that that I did, I was fet on to do’t by fir 
Toby. 

Vio. Why do you fpeake to me, I neuer hurt you: 
you drew your iword vpon me without cauic,i 
But I bcfpakc you faire, and hurt you not. 

Enter Tcby and Clowne. 

And. If a bloody coxcombe be a hurt, you haue hurt 
me: I thinke you fet nothing by a bloody Coxecombc. 
Heere comes fir Toby halting, you fhall hcarc more: but if 
he had not beencin drinkc, hce would hauetickeFd you 
other gates then he did. 

Du. How now Gentleman? how ift with you ? 

To. Th 3 t’s all one,has hurt mc,atvd there’s th’end on’t: 
Sot, didft fee Dickc Surgeon, fot ? 

Clo. O he s drunkc fir Toby an houre agone : his eyes 
were fet at eight i th morning. 

To. Then he’s a Rogue,and a paffy meafures panyn : I 
hate a drunken rogue. 

Ol. Away with him ? Who hath made this hauocke 
with them? j 

And. He helpe you fir Tobj, becaufe we’ll be dreft to¬ 
gether. 

To. Will you helpe an Afle-head, and a cox combe, Sc 
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Of. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look’d too 
Enter Sebafiian. 

Seb. I am ferry Madam I haue hurt your kinfroati: 

But had it beene the brother of my blood, 

I mull haue done no leffe with wit and fafety. 

You throw a ftrangc regard vpon me, and by that 
I do perceiue it hath offended you : 

Pardon me (lwcct one) euen for the vovvci 
We made each other, but fo late ago. 

Du* One face, one voice, one habic,and two perfons, 
A natural! Pcripecftiue, that is, and is nor. 

Seb. Anthonio : O my deere Anthonio, 

How+iaue the hourcs rack’d, and tortur’d me, 

Sincel haue loft thee ? 

Ant. Sebaftian 3re you ? 

Seb. Fear’ft thou that Anthonio ? 

Ant. How haue you made diuifion of your fclfe, 

An apple cleft in two, is not more twin 
Then thefe two creatures. Which is Sebaflian ? 

Ol. Mod wondcrfull. 

Seb. Do I ftand there ? I neuer had a brother: 

Nor can there be that Deity in my nature 
Of heere,and euery where. I had a fiftcr. 

Whom the blindc waues and furges haue deuour'd; 

Of charity, what kinne are you to me. ? 

What Countreyman? What name? What Parentage ? 

Ot Tfteffaline : Sebaffian was my Father, 

Such a Sebaflian was my brother coo: 

So went he fuited to his watery tombe: 

If fpirits can aflame both forme and luite, 

You come to fright vs. 

Seb A fpirit I am indeed. 

Bat am in that dimenfion groflely cla 
Which from the wombe I did participate. 

Were you a woman, as the reft goes euen, 

I fhould my tearcs let fall vpon your chceke. 

And fay, thrice welcome drowned Viola. 

Wo. My father had a moalc vpon his brow. 

Seb. And fo had mine. 

Vio. And didc that day when Viola from her birth 
Hadnumbred thirteeneycarcs. 

Seb. O that record is liuely in my foulc, 

Hefiniflied indeed his mortall a<ftc 
That day that made my lifter thirteene yearcs^ 

Vio. If nothing lets to make vs happic both, 

But this my mafeuline vfurp’d attyre : 

Do not embrace me, till each circumftance, 

Of place, time, fortune, do co-hereand iumpc 
That I am Viola, which to confirme, 

He bring you to a Captaine in this Towne, 

Where lye my maiden weeds: by whofe gentle hclpe, 

I was preferu’d to feme this Noble Count: 

All the occurrence of my fortune fince 
Hath beene beeweene this Lady, and this Lord* 

Seb. So comes it Lady,y ou haue beene miftookc: 

But Nature to her bias drew in that. 

You would haue bin contracted to a Maid, 

Nor are you therein (by my life) deceiu’d. 

You are betroth’d both to a maid and man. 

Du. Be not amaz’d, right noble is his blood: 

If this be fo, as yet the glaffe feemes true, 

I fhall haue fharc in this moft happy wracke, 

Coy, thou haft faide to me a thoufand times. 

Thou neuer ftiould’ft loue woman like to me, 

Vio . And all thofc fayings, will I oucr fweare, 

And alt thole fwearings keepe as true in foule. 


Twelfe «*A (ight, or, What you will. 


As doth that Orbed Continent, the fire 
That feuers day from night. * 

Du. Giuemethy hand, 

And let me fee thee in thy womans weede* 

Vio. The Captaine that did brine me fra*,,- 

Hath my Maides garments: he vpon W A J 
Is now in durance, at Maluolto's fufte, Ctl ° n 

A Gentleman, and follower of my Ladies 
Ol. He fhall inlargc him: fetch OJ ialnolio hi t(l 
And yet alas, now I remember me, A,1 vner J 

They fay poorc Gentleman, he’s much difWi 
Enter Ckrone mth a Letter, *»dFd, nn 
A molt extracting frenfie of mine owne 
From my remembrance, clearly banifht hi* 

How does he fi rah? * 

C/ Trudy Madam, he holds BeUebub at the ft, 

well as a ma n in his cafe may do: has hecre *,'m eni1 

you I Ibould haue giuen’t you to day morning ^ ttcr 

madmans fcpiftlcs are no Gofpels. foitsk.iu 8 ’ Butas 
when they are deliuer’d. * * no,*,,, 

Ol. Open’t, and read it f 
Clo. Looke then to be well edified,when rk,t , 
dehuers the Madman. By the Lord Madam ^°° C 

Ol. How now,art thou mad? 

Clo. NoMadam,! dobutreademadnefle- 

L,dylh,p will haue h a, it .ught.o bee. yo„ J » 

04 Prethee reade i’thy right wits. 

0°- So I do Madona : but to reade hisriokf..,' . 

reade thus: therefore,perpend my Princeffe, 

Ol. Read ityou,firrah. 

Fab.Bjads. By the Lord Madam, you wron° u, 
the world fhall know it: Though you ha-e rnifnT 
darkened andgiuenyourdrunkenCofmerJle m t ? 
yet haue I the benefit of my fenfes as well as your 5 
flup. I haue your owne letter, that induced nice to 
Icmblance 1 put on; with the which I doubt not bu 
do my lelfc much right, or you much fliame: think ' 
me as you plcafe^ I leaue my duty a little vnthouehtt 
and fpeake out of my injury. The madly vs’dMaU 
Ol. Did he write this i 
Clo. I Madame. 

Du. This fauours not much ofdiftraCfion. 

.. °J’ Sceh.mdc!iuer-d h abta»> bring him hither: 

My Lord, fo pleafeyou thefe things further thoughts 
To thinke me as well a fifter.as a wife. 

One day fhall crowne th’aIlianceon’c,Yopleafeyou/ 
Heere at my houfc, and at my proper coft. 

Du. Madam, Iammoftapct’embrace youroffers 
Your Maftcr.quits you : andfor your feruice done him, 

So much agamft the mettle of your fex. 

So farre beneath your foft and tender breeding 
And fince you call’d me Mafter, for fo long: 

Heere is my hand,you fhall from this time bee 
your Mafters Miftris. 

04 A filler, you are fhe. 

Inter Maluolio. 

Du, Is this the Madman ? 

Ol, I my Lord, this fame: How now THalutlio ? 
cJ?4t4 Madam, you haue done me wrong, 

N otorious wron g 4 

Ol. Haue I Maluolio} No, 
tsMal, Ladyyou haue, pray you perufe that Letter. 
You muft not now denie it is your hand, 

Write from it ifyou ca»,in hand,or phrafe. 


Twelfe Slight, or, Whatyou mil. 


--^rotVMr fc3lc > n0tyoUt muent,on * 

O r *p a l! none ofth>*» Well, grant it then, 

y ° uCa !trneinthe modeftie of honor, 

A° dte11 ^u.ue»iucnmefach cleare lights offauour, 

Wbyy e °come failing, and croffe-gartcr’d to you, 

^ vellow flocking*, and to frowne 
T °F Ut ji,and the lighter people : 

VPflgthisinan obedient hope, 

A nd u .fvou fuffer’d me to be imprifon d, 

Wty ha ' jI kehoufe, vifited by the Priefl, 

S { P tltl j.rhe moft notorious gecke and gull, 

A u" d «e d inuention plaid on ? Tell me why ? 

Th» tet * Maluolio, this is not my writing, 
much like the Chatraitcr : 

Th0Ug nfnueftion, tis CMarias hand. 

BU j° Ut w I do bethinke me, it was flice 
^ “|L rhou waft mad; then cam’ftin fmilmg, 

Fi r C ° fldl formes, which heere were prefuppos’d 
A ndl ,L i0 the Letter: prethee be content, 

Kaflice bath moft fiirewdly paft vpon thee: 

ThlS u n «je know the grounds,and authors of it, 
^(Sufctbwb >h= Plain.® anrf .he ludge 

°S” Good Madam heate me fpeake, 

A Yrtno quarrell, nor no braule to come, 
rl the condition of this prefent houre 
iLhlhauewondred at. In hope it fhall not, 

MeAfreely 1 eonfeffe my felfe,and Toby 

Lifomeftubborne and vneourteous parts 
vy c bad conceiu’d againft him. Maria writ 
The Letter, at fir Tobjes great importance, 

Inrecompence whereof, he hath married hem 
How with a fportful! malice it was follow’d. 

May rather plucke on laughter then reuenge, 

Ifthat the injuries be iuftly weigh’d. 

That haue on both fides paft. . 

OL Alaspoore Foolc,how haue they baffel d thee. 
Clo. Why fome are borne great,fome atchieuc great- 
nefcand fome haue greatneffe thrownc vpon them. ^1 

wasjonc fir, in this Encerludc, one fir Topas fir, but that s 


all one: By the Locd Foolc, I am not mad: but do you re¬ 
member, Madam, why laugh you at fuch a barren rafcall, 
and you fmilc not he’s gag’d: and thus the whirlegigge 
of time, brings in his reuenges. 

Mai. lie be reueng’d on the whole packe ofyou ? 

Ol. Hehath bene moft notorioufly abus’d. 

Dh* Purfue him, and entreate him to a peace: 

He hath not told vs of the Captaine yet. 

When that isknowne,and golden time conuents 
A folemne Combination fhall be made 
Of our deere foules. Meanc time lweet fifter. 

We will not part from hence. Cefario come 
(For fo you fliall be while you are a roan:) 

But when in other habites you are fecne, 

Orfin<ts Miftris, and his fancies Queene* 

(flowne fingr. 

When that I was and a little tine boy, 
with hey, ho, the winde and the raine : 

A fool/fh thing was but a toy , 
for the raine it raineth entry day< 

But when I came to mans e/late, 
with hey ho,&c. 

Gainfi Knattes and Theettes menflat their gate, 
for the raine 

But when I came alas to wine, 
with hej ho,&c. 

*Bj [daggering could / neuer tbriue, 
for the raine foe* 

*Bnt when I came vnto my beds , j 
with hey bo.efrc. 

With tofpottes fill had drunken heads s , 
for the raincjfy'C. 


A great while ago the world begon, 
hej ho, drc. 

But that’s all one, our Flay is done , 

and wee lftriue to pleafeyou euery day • 


FINIS. 





8 * lv to sfr n e* it ip ov 6 C se ze 9 c se k ec ze le oe 62 8 z a 92 sz pz ez zz iz oz 6 i 8 t lv 9i si n ei zi n oi 6 8 l 


9 s * e z i 


0 















































































































~l i -p i 


The Winters Tale. 


dAttus Primus, Scoena i Trima . 


gnter Camilto and Anbidamm. 

you fhall chance(C < JOT/.'/o)to vifit "Bobemia.o n 
^ iikeoccafion whereon my feruices are now 
on-foot, you (hall fee(as I hauc (aid)great dif- 
fercnce betwixt our Bohemia ,and your Sicilia. 
Cm I thinke, this comming Summer, the King of 
Smli* meaner to pay 'Bohemia the Vifitation, which hec 

l ^Jrcb' Wherein our Entertainment fhall (hame vs:we 
will be iuftified in our Loucs: for indeed— 

Cm. ’Befeechyou-- 

Jrch.Vc rely I fpeake it in the freedome of my know- 
j {( l«. we cannot with fuch magnificence— in fo rare— 
1 know not what to fay— Wee will giuc you fleepie 
Drinkes, that your Sences (vn-intelligenc of ourinfuffi- 
cience) may, though they cannot prayfe vs, as little ac- 
cufe vs. 

Cm. You pay a great dcalc to dcare, for what’s giuen 
freely. 

Arch. ’Belecuc me, I fpeake as my vnderflanding in- 
ftrufls me,and as mine honeflie puts it to vtterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot (hew himfelfc oucr-kind to ‘Bohe¬ 
mia /They were crayn’d together in their Child-hoods; 
and there rooted betwixt them then fuch an affedlion, 
which cannot chufebut braunch now. Since their more 
mature Dignitics,and Royall Nece{fities,made feperati- 
on of their Societie, their Encountcrs(chough not Perfo- 
nall) hath been Royally attornyed with enter-change of 
Gifts,LettcrSjlouingEmbaflics^hat they hauc feem’d to 
be together,though abfent:flhookc hands,as ouer a Vafl; 
and embraced as it were from the ends of oppofed Winds. 
IhcHeauens continue their Loucs. 

Arch. I thinke there is not in the World,either Malice 
or Matter, to alter it. You hauc an vnfpeakable comfort 
ofyour young Prince MamiHitu: it is a Gentleman of the 
greateft Promifc,that cuer came into my Note. 

Cam. I very well agree with you,in the hopes of him: 
it is a gallant Child; onc,that (indeed )Phy Ticks the Sub- 
ieft, makes old hearts freflh: they that went on Crutches 
ere he was borne,defirc yet their life.to fee him a Man. 
Arch. Would they elfc be content to die? 
C*ra.Yes;ifthcre were no other cxcufc,why they fhould 
defirc to Hue. 

ArckAf the King had no Sonne, they would defire to 
weevi Crutches rill he had one. Exeunt. 


Scoena Secunda . 


Enter Leontes , Hcr mi one,Mamiliitts-fiolixcnes,Camilla. 
Pol. Nine Changes of the Watry-Scarre hath been 


The Shepheards Note,fince we hauc left our Throne 
Without a Burthen: Time as long againe 
Would be fill’d vp(my Brother)with our Thanks, 

And yet wc fliould/drperpetuitie, 

Goe hence in debt: And therefore,like a Cypher 
(Yet (landing in rich place) I multiply 
W ith one we thanke you,many thoufands moc. 

That goc before it. 

Leo. Stay your Thanks a while. 

And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir,that’s to morrow : 

I am queftion’d by my feares,of what may chance* 

Or breed vpon our abfcnce,that may blow 
No fneaping Winds at home,to make vs fay. 

This is put forth coo truly: befides, 1 haue Bay’d 
To tyre your Royalties 

Leo. We are tougher (Brother) 

Then you can put vs to’c. 

Pdl. No longer flay# 

Leo. One Scuc’nighc longer. 

Pol. Very looth, to morrow. 

Leo. Wee’le part the time beeweene s then:and in that 
lie no gaine-faying. 

Pol. Preflcmcnot( , bcfeechyou)fo: 

There is no Tonguc that moucs;none,none i’ch* World 
So foonc as yours,could win me: fo it fhould now, 

Were there ncccfiitie in your rcqucfl,although 
*Twere necdfull I deny’d it. My Affaires 
Doe cuen drag me home-ward: which to hinder* 

Were (in your Loue) a Whip to me; my Bay, 

To you a Chargc,and Trouble: to fauc both. 

Farewell (©ur Brother.) 

Leo. Tongue-ty’d ourQueene? fpeakeyou. 

Her . I had thought (Sir) to hauc held my peacc,vntill 
You had drawne Oathcs from him,not to fiay:you(Sir) 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him,you arc fure 
All 'mHohemia's well: this farisfaction. 

The by-gone-day proclaym’d, fay this to him* 

He’s beat from his bcBward. 

Leo. Well faid, Hermione. 

Her . To tell,he longs to fee his Sonne,were ftrong: 
But let him fay fo then,and let him goc; 

But let him fwearc fo,and he fhall not flay, 

Wcc’l thwack him hence with Diflaftcs. 

Yet of your Royall prefence,lie aduenture 
The borrow of a Wccke. When at ‘Bohemia 
You take my Lord, lie giuc him my Commiflioni 
To let him there a Moneth,behind thcGcfl 
Prefix’d for’s parting: yet (good-deed) Leontes, 

1 louc thee not a Iarre o’th’ Clock.bchind 

A a ~ What 
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The Winters Tale, 


What Lady flic her Lord, You le flay * 

Pel . No,Madame. 

Her. Nay, but you will ? 

Pel. I may not verely. 

Her. Verely? 

You put me off with limber Vowes: but I, 

Though you would feek t’vnfphere the Stars with Oaths, 
Should yet fay, Sir,no going; Verely 
You fhall not goe; a Ladycs Verely * is 
As potent as a Lords# Will you goe yet? 

Force me to keepe you as a Prifoner, 

Not like a Gueft: fo you fhall pay your Fees 

When you depart,an"d faue your thanks. How fay you ? 

My Prifoner ? or my Gueft ? by your dread Verely, 

One of them you ftiall be. 

Pol . Your Gueft then,Madanic : 

To be your Priloner,(hould import offending; 

Which is for mejeffc eafie to commit, 

Then you to pumfh. 

Her. Not your Gaoler then. 

But your kind Hofteffe# Come, He queftion you 
Of my Lords Tricks,and yours,when you were Boycs: 
You were pretty Lordirigs then * 

Tol. We were (faire Queene) 

Two Lads,that thought there was no more behind, 

But fuch a day to rnorrow,a$ to day. 

And to be Boy eternall. 

Her. Was not my Lord 
The veryer Wag o’ch'two ? 

Pol. We were as twyn’d Lambs^hat did frisk i’ch’Sun, 
And bleat the one at th’other: what we chang’d, 

Was Innoccnce,for Innocence: wc knew not 
The Doftrine of ill-doing, nor dream’d 
That any did : Had we purfu’d that life. 

And our weake Spirits ncVe been higher rear’d 

With ftrongcr blood,wc fhould haue anfwcr’d Hcaucn 

Boldly,not guilty; the Impofition clear’d, 

Hercditarie ours. 

Her . By this we gather 
You haue cript fince. 

Pol. O my moft facred Lady, 

Temptations haue fince then been borne to’s: for 
In thofc vnfledg’d dayes,was my Wife a Girle; 

Your precious (clfc had then not crofs’d the eyes 
Of my young Play-fellow. 

Her . Grace to boot : 

Of this make no conclufion,leaft you fay 
Your Qucene and I are Deuils: yet goe on, 

Th’offcnces we haue made you doe,wce’le anfwcrc, 

If you firft finn’d with vs: and that with vs 
You did continue fault; and that you dipt not 
With any, but with vs. 

Leo . Is he woon yet ? 

Her . Hee’le flay (my Lord.) 

Leo. At my requeft.he would not: 
llermione (my dcareftj thou ncuer fpoak'ft 
To better purpofe. 

Her. Neucr? 

Leo ♦ Neuer,but once. 

Her. What? haue I twice laid well? when was*t before? 

I pretheetcll me: cram’s with prayfe,and make’s 
As fat as tame things: One good deed,dying tonguelefle. 
Slaughters a thoufand wayting vpon that. 

Our prayies are our Wages. You may ride's 
W’th one fofc Kiffc a thoufand Furlongs,ere 
With Spur we heat an Acre# But toth’Goale: 


My laft good decd,was to entreat 
W.hat was my firft* it ha’s an cider Sifter 
Or I miftakc you: O,would her Name were r. 

But once before I fpoke to th’purpofe > wK. f*** 
Nay,lct me haue’t: I long. ^ 

Leo. Why,that was when 
Three crabbed Moneths had fowr’d themfel u 
Ere I could make thee open thy white Hand- ** t0< k 
A clap thy felfe my Loueythcn didft thou vtte, 

I am yours for cuer, cr > 

Her. ’Tis Grace indeed. 

Why lo-you r.ow;I haue fpoke to th’purpofe r.„- 
The one,for cuer earn’d a Royall Husband • tVVl£e: 
Th’other.for fome while a Friend* 

Leo. T 00 hot, too hot: 

To mingle fricndfhip farre.is mingling bloods 
1 haue Tremor Cordis on me : my heart daunccs 
But not for ioy; not ioy. This Entertajnqi en !’ 

M jy a free fate put on: deriuea Libertie 
From Hearcintfle/rom Bountie,fertile Bofom 

And well become the Agent:’tmay ; Igraunf 

But to be padling Palmes, and pinching Fingers 
As now they are, and making praflis’d Smiles ’ 

As in a Looking-Glafle; and then tofigh as 
The Mort o’th’Deerc: oh,that is entertammen 
My Bofome likes not, nor my Browcs. MmiUm 
Art thou my Boy ? 

Mam. I,my good Lord# 

Leo. Tfecks: 

Why that’s my Bawcock:whac?has’t fmutch’d thvN 
They fay i t is a Coppy out of mine. Come Captain* 
Wc mull be neat; not neat.but cleanly.Captaine- ’ 
And yet the Steere,the Heycfer.and the Calfe 
Are all call’d Neat. Still Virginalling ’ 
Vpon his Palme?Hownow (you wanton Calfe) 

Art thv»u my Calfe ? ' 

CWam. Yes,if you will (my Lord.^J 
Leo.Thou wanc’rt a rough palh,&the fhoots thatlh 
Tobcfull.likeme: yet they fay we are 
Almoftas like as Egges; Women fay fo, 

(That will f 8 y any thing.) But were they fa'lfe 
Aso’rc-dy’d Blacks,as Wind,as Watersjfaif# 

As Dice are to be wilh’d,by one that fixes 
No borne ’twixt his and mine; yet were it true, 

To fay this Boy were like me. Come(Sir Page) 
Looke on me with your Welkin eye: fweet Villains, 
Moft dear’ft,my Collop: Can thy Dam.roay’t be 
Affe&ion? thy Intention ftabs the Center, 

Thou do'ft make poffible things not fo held, 
Communicat ft with Dreamcs(how can this be?) 
With what’s vnreall: thou coa&iue art. 

And fellow’ft nothing. Then’tis very credent, 

Thou may’ft co-ioyne with fomething.and thou do'ft 
(And that beyond Commiflion) and I find it, 

(And that to the infefhon of my Braincs, 

And hardning of my Browcs.) 

Pol. What meanes Sicilia ? 

Her. He fomething feemes vnfctlcd. 

Pol. How? my Lord? 

Leo.What checre? how is’t with yon,beft Brother? 
Her. You look as ifyou held a Brow of much diftra&i# 
Are you mou’d (my Lord ?) 

Leo. No, in good earned. 

How fometiroes Nature will betray it’s folly? 

It’s tendernefle ? and make it felfe a Paftime 
To harder bofomes ? Looking on the Ly nes 


t 
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The Winters Tale. 


2 7 9 


.'' Roves face.me thoughts I did requoyle 

- three yeeres.and faw my felfe vn-breech d, 
TWCnt Ireene Veluet Coat; my Dagger muzzel d, 
frculd bite it’s Maftcr, and fo proue 
Ornaments oft do’s) too dangerous : 

( As iWiiie thought)I then was to this Kcrnell, 
Squalh.tHis Gentleman. Mr * La 

Xuuk.Bgge.WMon.y 


this Gentleman. Mine honeft Friend, 
^ Sq „“„k,Hg?«forMo„ e yf 
. - No (my Lord)Hefighc. 
l eo You will:why happy man bc’s dole. My Brother 


Seme to be of ours? 

Pol. if at home (Sir) 

Pc’s all my Exercife,my Mirth,my Matter; 

Mow mV fwornc Friend,and then mine Enemy; 
SyPaiafite.mv-SouldicrrSttecf-raanjall: 

He makes a Briyes day,fhort as December, 

And with his varying child-neffe, cures in me 
Thoughts,that would thick my blood# 

1 So (lands tbisSquire 

0(fic’d with me: We two will walkefmy Lord) 

And leauc you to your graucr fteps. Herr/iior.e , 

Howtboti lou’rt vs,fhcw in our Brothers welcome s 
Let what is deaie in Sicily,be cheape: 

Next to thy felfe,and my young Rouer,hc ? s 
Apparanttomy heart. 

Her. jf you would feeke vs, 

VVeareyouisi'ih’Garden : ffalls attend you there? 

Leo. Toyourowne bents difpofeyou.-you'ie be found, 
Be you beneath the Sky: 1 am angling now, 

(Though you perceiuc me not how I giue Lyne) 
Gectoo,goe too. 

How (he holds vp the Neb* the By II to him ? 

Andarmcs her with the boldneffc of a Wite 
Toher allowing Husband. Gone already, 

Ynch-thiik knec-deepe;ore head and eares a fork’d one. 
Goe phy(Boy)phy: thy Mother playes, and I 
play too;b«:t fo difgrac’d a part,whofe ifl'ue 
Will hitTc me to my Grauc; Contempt and Clamor 
Will be my Knell. Goe play(Boy)pIay,there haue been 
(Or I am much decciu’d) Cuckolds ere now, 

And many a man there is (euen at this prefent, 

Now,while I fpeake this) holds his Wife by th’Arme, 
That little thinkes (lie ha's beenfluye’d in’s abfencc. 

And his Pond filh’d by his next Neighbor (by 
Sir^f/e.his Neighbor:) nay f there s s comfort in’t, 

Whiles other men haue Gates, and thofe Gates open’d 
(Asmine) againft their will. Should all dcfpaire 
That haue rcuolted \Viues,the tench of Mankind 
Would hang thcmfelues. Phyfick for’t,ihere‘s none: 

It is a bawdy Planet,that will ftnke 

Where’tis predominant;and ’tis powrefull: thinkc it: 

From Eaft,Weft,North,and South,be it concluded. 

No Barricado for a Belly. Know’e, 

It will let in and out the Enemy, 

With bag and baggage : many thoufand on’s 
lauetheDifeafe.and fcelek not. How now Boy * 

( M*m. I am like you fay. 

Leo. Why,that’s feme comfort. 

What ? Camille there ? 

Cam. I, my good Lord. 

Leo. Goe play(^/«ws//f/«f) thou'rt an honeft man: 
CamiHo ,this great Sir will yet ftay longer. 

Cam. \ ou had imicli adoe to make his Anchor hold, 
^ hen you caft out,it ftill came home. 

Leo. Didft note it? 


fo fond of your young Princess wc 


fam. He would not ftay at your Petitions^ade 
His Bufinefle more matcriall. 

Leoy. Didft perceiue it ? 

They re here with mealready;whifp’ring,rounding: 
Sicilia is a fo-forth: ’tis farre gone, 

When I fhall guft it laft. How cam’c ( Camille) 

That hedid ftay ? 

Cam. At the good Queenes encreatie. 

Leo. At the Queenes be’e: Good fhould be pertinent, 
But fo it is,:t is nor. Was this taken 
By any vnderftanding Pate but thine? 

For thy Conceit is foaking,will draw in 
More then the common Blocks. Not noted,is’r, 

But of the finer Natures? by fome Seueralls 
Of Head-peece extraordinarie? Lower Meffes 
Perchance are to this Bufineffe purblind ? fay. 

Cam. Bufineffe,my Lord ? I thinkc moft ynderftand 
"Bohemia ftayes here longer. 

Leo. Ha* 

Cam. Stayes here longer. 

Leo. I, but why? 

Cam. To fatisfieyour Highneffe^and the Entreaties 
Of our meft gracious Miftreffc. 

Leo. Satisfie? 

Th’entrcaties of your Miftreffc? Satisfie ? 

Let that luffice. I haue trufted th tt(Camtllo) 

With all the nccreft things to my heart, as well 
My Chamber-Count els,vvherein(Prieft-like)thou 
Haft cleaned my Bofome: I,from thee departed 
Thy Penitent reform’d : but we haue been 
Decciu’d in thy Integritie^decciu’d 
In that which feemes fo. 

Cam. Be it forbid (my Lord.) 

Leo. To bide vpon’t: thou arc not honeftror 
If thou inclin’ftthat way,ihou art aCoward, 

Which boxes honeftie behind, reflrayning 
From Courfc require : or clfe thou muft be counted 
A Seruantjgrafted in my ferious Truft, 

And therein negligent: or elfea Foole, 

That feeft a Game play’d home,the rich Stake drawne, 
And tak’ft it all for ieaft. 

Cam. My gracious Lord, 

I may be negligent/oolifhjand fearcfull, 

Ineueryoncof rhcfe,noman is free^ 

3ut that his negligence,his folly,feare. 

Among the infinite doings of the World, 

Sometime puts forth in your affaires (my Lord.) 

If euer I were wilfull-ncgligent, 

It was my folly : if induftrioufly 
I play’d the Foole,it was my negligence, 

Not weighing well the end : if euer fearefull 
To doe a thing,where I the iffue doubted. 

Whereof the execution did cry out 
Againft the non-performance,’cwas a feare 
Which oft infe&s the vvifeft: thefc(my Lord) 

Are fuch allowM Infirmities,that honeftie 
Is neuer free of# But bcfeech your Grace 
Be plainer with me,let me know my Trefpas 
By it^s owne vifage; if I then deny it, 

’Tis none of mine. 

Leo . Ha’ not you feene Camille? 

(But that’s p3ft doubt: you haue, or your eye-glafle 
Is thicker then a Cuckolds Horne) or heard? 

(For to a Vifion fo apparant,Rumor 
Cannot be mute) or thoughr?(for Cogitation 
Relidcs not in that man,that do’s not thinke) 

A a t My 

































































My Wife is flipperic ? If thou wilt confcffc. 

Or clfc be impudently negatiue, 

To haue nor Eyes,nor Eares,nor Thought,then fay 
My-Wife’s a Holy-HorfejdefcruesaName 
As rankc as any Flax-Wcnch > that puts to 
Before her troth-plight: fa£t,and iuftifyt. 

C<*m. I would not be a flander-by, to hearc 
My Soueraigne Miftrcflc clouded io,without 
My prefenc vengeance taken: 'flirew my heart, 

\ ou neucr fpoke what did become you iefle 
Then this; which to re iterate, were tin 
As deepe as that,though true. 

Leo, Is whilpering nothing ? 

Is leaning Chceke to Chcike ? is mcatingNofrs ? 
Killing with in-fidc Lip? flopping the Cariere 
Of Laughter,wirha figh? (a Note infallible 
Of breaking Honeftic) horfing foot on footf 
Skulking in cornersPivifhing Clocks more fwift? 
Houres,Minutes? Noone,Mid-night ? and all Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and Web,but theirs; theirs onely, 
That would vnfeene be wiclced^Is this nothing? 

Why then the World 3 and all tha* in'c/is nothing, 

The couering Skic is nothing {Bohemia nothing, 

My Wife is nothing^nor Nothing haue theie Nothings, 
If this be nothing. * 

Cant. Good my Lord,be cur'd 
Of this difeas’d Opinion, and betimes. 

For *cis moft dangerous, 

Leo, Say it be,'tis true. 

Cam. No,no,my Lord. 

Leo, It is: you lye,you lye: 

I fay thou Iyclt CamiHo^ and I hate thee, 

Pronounce thee a grofic Lowt,a mindlefle Slaue, 

Orclfe ahouering Temporizer,that 
Canft with thine eyes at once lee good and euill, 
Inclining to them both: were my Wiues Liucr 
Infected (as her life) fhc would not liue 
The running of oneGiafle, 

Cants Who do’s infedl her? 

Leo, Why he that wcares her like her Medull,hanging 
About his neck (j Bohemia ) who,if J 
Had Seruants true about me,that bare eyes 
To fee alike mine Honor.as their profits, 

(Their owne particular Thrifts) they would doe that 
Which fhoulcl vndoe more doing : I,and thou 
His Cup-bearer,whom I from meaner forme 
Haue Bench'd,and rear'd to Worfhip,who mav'ft fee 
?lainely,as Heauen fees Earth and Earth fees Heauen, 
How I am gajrd,mighc’ft be-fpice a Cup, 

To giue mine Enemy a hfting Winkc: 

Which Draught to me,were cordiall. 

Cam. Sir (my Lord) 

I could doe this, and that with no rafh Potion, 

But with a lingring Dram,that fhould not worke 
Ma!icioufiy,likc Poyfon : But I cannot 
Beleeue this Crack to be in my dread Miftrefle 
(So foueraignely being Honorable.) 

I haue lou d thee, 

Leo Make that thy quefiion,and goe rot: 

Do'fi tliinke I am fo muddy, fo vnfetled. 

To appoint my fclfe in this vexation? 

Sully the puritie and whitencfle of my Sheetes 
(Which to preferue,is SIccpc;which being fpotted 
Is Goades,Thornes Nettles,Tayles of Wafpes) 

Giuc Icandall to the blood o’tlV Prince,my Sonne, 

(Who I doe thinkeis mine,and loue as mine) 
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Without ripe mouing to’t ? Would I doe this^''''^ 
Could man fo blench i 

Cam. Injuft beleeueyou(Sir) 

I doe, and will fetch off 'Bohemia fot’t: 
Prouided.that when hee’s remou’d.your Higl 
Will take againc your Queenc,as yours at 
Euen for your Sonnes fake,and thereby f or i« V 
The Iniuric ofTongucs,in Courts and Kino,) 3 ° 
Knownc,and ally’d to yours. &don ’ Cs 

Leo. Thou do’ft aduife me, 

Euen fo as I mine owne courfc haue fet do wnc . 

He giuc no blcmifh to her Honor,none. 

Cam. My Lord, 

Goe then; and with a countenance as cleare 
As Fricndlhip weares at Fcafls.keepe with Boh 
And with your Queenc: 1 am his Cup-bearer ^ 
If from me he haue wholefome Bcuerid<>e * 
Account me not your Scruant, 

Leo. This is all: 

Do’c.and thou haft the onehalfe of my heart ■ 

Do t not,thou fplitt’ft thine owne. 

Cam. lie do’c.my Lord. 

Leo.I wil feeme ftiendly.as thou haft aduis’d m , t 
Cam. O mifcrablc Lady. But for me, C * 
What cafe ftand I in i I muft be the poyfoncr 
Of good Pohxenes ,and my ground to do’t 
Is the obedience to a Matter; one, 

Who in Rebellion with himfclfe.will haue 
All that are his, fo too. To doe this deed, 

Promotion followes: If I could find example 
Of thoufand’s that had ftruck anoynted Kino S 
And flourifh’d after, IPd not do’t: But fince° * 

Nor Br 2 (Te,nor Stone,nor Parchment bcares not one 
Let Villanie it felfe forfwcat’t. I muft 
Forfake the Court: to do’t,or no,is certaine 
To me a breake-neck. Happy Starre raigne now, 
Here comes Bohemia. Enter folixencs,' 

Pol. Thisisftrange: Methinkes 
My fauor here begins to warpe. Not fpeake? 

Good day CamiHo. 

Cam. Hayle mod Royall Sir. 

Pol. What is theNcwes j’th'Court? 

Cam. None rare (my Lord.) 

Pol. The King hath on him fuch a countenance, 

As he had loft fome Prouince,and a Region 
Lou d, as he loucs himfclfe: euen now I met him 
With cuftomariecomplementjWhen bee 
Wafting his eyes toth’ contrary,and falling 
A Lippe of much contempt,fpeedes from me,and 
So leaues me,to confider what is breeding, 

That changes thus his Manners. 

Cam. I dare not know (my Lord.) 

Pol. How,dare not?doenoc?doe you know,and dare not? 
Be intelligent to me,'tit thereabouts: 

For to your felfe,what you doe know,you muft, 

And cannot lay,you dare not. Good CamiHo , 

Your chang’d complexions are to me a Mirror, 

Which fhewes me mine chang’d too: for I muft be 
A partie in this alteration,finding 
My felfe thus alter'd with’c. 

Cam. There is a ficknclfc 
Which puts fome of vs in diftemper,but 
I cannot name the Difeafe,and it is caught 
Of you,that yet are well, 

Pol. How caught of me? 

Make me not lighted like the Bafilifquc. 
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rrc'don tboufands,who haue fped the better 
Ibaue \oo . llonc lo . Camtllo, 

By my tc fc ..rrajnely a Gentleman,thereto 

O&rL .hen our Parents Noble Name*, 

0^ Ge f fucce fle we are gentle: I befeechyou, 

In ' vhole oUE ht which do’s behouc roy knowledge, 

I f y oU ibe inform’d,impriforf t not 

ThC n orancconccalement. 

I n r ma y not anfwere. 

A Sicknefle caught of me,and yet I well ? 

Im • thee by all the parts of man, 

lc ° nl . Honor dos acknowledge,whereof the leaft 

incidcncic thou do’ft ghoffo of hormo 
. Line toward me*,how farre off,how neere. 

If not, how bed to bearcit. 

Cm. W will tell you, 

Cince 1 am charg’d in Honor,and by him 

Tli I tlunke Honorableitherefore marke my counfaile, 

Which muft be eu’n as fwiftly followcd.as 

j mcane to vtter it; or both your felfe,and me, 

Cry loft,and fo good night. 

Pol. On,good CamiHo. 

Cam. 1 am appointed him to murthcr you. 

Pol. By whom, CamiHo r 
Cam. By the King. 

Pol. For what? 

Cam- He thinkcs,nay with all confidence he fweares, 
As he had feen’t,or bcene an Inftrumcnt 
Toviceyou to’c,that you haue touche his Qucenc 
Forbiddcnly. 

Pol. Oh then,my beft blood turne 
To an infedled Geliy,and my Name 
Be yoak’d withhis.that did betray the Beft: 

Turne then my frefheft Reputation to 
Afauour.ihat may ftrikcthedulleft Nofthrill 
Where I arriue.and my approch be ftiur.’d, 

Nay hated too,worle then the great’ft InfedUon 
That ere was heard,or read. 

Cam. Sweare his thought ouer 
Byeach particular Starre in Heauen, and 
Byall their Influences; you may as well 
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moone, 

As(orby Oath) renaoue,ar(Counfaile){hake 
The Fabrick of his Folly,wliofc foundation 
Ispyl’d vpon his Faith,and will continue 
The (landing of his Body. 

Pol. How fhould this grow? 

Cam. Iknownotibutlamfure’tis faferto 
Auoid what’s growne,then queftion how’tis borne. 

If therefore you dare truft my honeftie, 

That lyes endofed in this Trunkc. which you 
Shall beare along impawnd.away to Night, 

Your Followers I will wbifper to the Bufineffe, 

And will by twoes,and threes,at fcuerall Pofterncs, 

-leare them o’th’ Citie: For my fclfe,lie put 
)4y fortunes to your feruice(which are here 
this difeouerie loft.) Be not vneertainc. 

For by the honor of my Parents, I 

Haue vttred Truth: whichif ycu fccke toprouc, 

I dare not ftand by; nor fhall you be fafer. 

Then one condemnd by the Kings owne mouth: 

Thereon his Execution fworne. 


Pol. I doe beleeue thee: 

I faw his heart in’s face.Giueme thy hand. 

Be Pilot to mc,and thy places (ball 

Still neighbour mine- My Ships arc ready, and 
My people did expeift my hence departure 
Two dayes agoe. This Icaloufie 
Is for a precious Creature: as fhee’s rare, 

Muft it be great; and,as his Perfon smightie, 

Muft it be violent: and,as he do $ edneeiue. 

He is diftionor’d by a man,which euet 

Profcfs’d to him: why hisReuengcs muft 

In that be made more bitter. Feare orc-fiaades me: 

Good Expedition be my friend,and comfort 

The gracious Queene,part ofhis Thcamejbut nothing 

Of his ill-ca’ne lulpition. Come CamiHo , 

I will refpedT thee as a Father,if 

Thou bear’d my life off,hence: Let vs auoid. 

Cam. It is in mine authoritie to command 
The Keyes of all the Pofternes: Pleafe your Highneffe 
To take the vrgent houre. Come Sir,away. Exeunt. 


Secundus. Scena Trima. 


Enter Hermio»e,Afamillim,Ladies: Letntes, 
Antigortsu, L ords. 

Her. Take the Boy to you: he fo troubles me, 

’Tis part enduring. 

Ladj. Come (my gracious Lord) 

Shall I be your phy-fcllow ? 

Mam. No,llenoneofyou. 

Lady. Why (my fweetLord?) 

Mam. You’le kiffe me hard,and fpeake to mc,as if 
I were a Baby (Till. I loue you better, 
a. Lady. And why fo(my Lord?) 

Mam. Not for becaufe 

Your Browes are blacker (yet black-browes they fay 
Become fome Women beft,fo that there be not 
Too much haire there,but in a Cetnicirdie, 

Or ahalfc-Moone,made with a Pen.) 

2 .Lady. Who taught’this? 

Mam. I learn’d it out of Womens faces: pray now. 
What colour are your eyc-browcs ? 

Lady. Blew(my Lbrd.) 

Mam. Nay,that’s a mock: I haue feene a Ladies Nofe 
That ha’s beenc blew,but not her cye-browes. 

Lady. Harkcye, 

The Queene(yourMother)rounds apace:we fhall 

Prefenc our feruices to a fine new Prince 

One of thefe dayes,and then youl’d wanton with vs. 

If we would haue you. 

z. Lady. Sheisfpread of late 
Into a goodly Bulke(good time encounter her.) 

her. Whatwifdome ftirs amongft you?ComcSir,now 
I am for you againe: ’Pray you fit by vs. 

And toll's a Tale. 

Mam. Merry,or fad, fhal’t be i 
Her. As merry as you will. 

Mam. A fad Talc’s beft for Winter: 

I haueone of Sprights,and Goblins. 

Her. Let’s haueithat (good Sir.) 

Come-on,fic downe,come-on,and doe your beft, 

To fright me with your Sprights:you’re powrefull at it. 

\ a j cPPlam. There 
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tMam. There was a man. 

Her. Nay,come fit downc: then on. 

Mam. Dwelt by a Church-yard: I will tell it foftly, 
Yond Crickets iliall not heare it. 

Her. Come on then,and giu’t me in mine earc. 

Leon. Was hee met there ? his Trainc ? CmhBo with 
hiros? 

Lord. Behind the tuft of Pines I met thcm,neuer 
Saw I men fcowrc fo on their way: I eyed them 
Euen to their Ships. 

Leo . Howbleft ami 
In my iuft Ceniure? in my true Opinion ? 

Alack,for leffer knowledge,how accursd, 

In being fobleft? There may beintheCup 
A Spider fteep’d,and one may drinkc; depart. 

And yet partake no venome: (for his knowledge 
Is not infe&cd) but if one prefcnc 
Th’abhor’d Ingredient to his eye, make knowne 
How he hath drunke,hc cracks his gorge.his fides 
With violent Hefts: I haue drunke,and fcenc the Spider. 
Camillo was his helpe in this,his Pandar: 

There is a Plot againft my Life,n»y Crowne; 

All’s true that is miftrufted: thatfallc Villainc, 

Whom I employ’d,was prc-cmplov’d by him : 

He has difeouer’d my Defigne,and I 
Rcmaine a pinch’d Thing; yca,a very Trick 
For them to play at will: how came the Pofternes 
So eafily open * 

Lord. By his great authority. 

Which often hath no lefl'e preuaird,thcn fo. 

On your command, 

Leo. I know’t too well. 

Giue me the Boy, I am glad you did not nurfe him: 
Though he do’s beare iome fignes of me, yet you 
Haue too much blood in him. 

Her . What is this? Sport? 

Leo. Beare the Boy hencc,he fhall nor come about her, 
Away with him,and ler her fport her felfe 
With that fhee’s big-with,for 't\% Polixenes 
Ha’s made thee fwell thus. 

Her. But li d lay he had net; 

And lie be fworne you would bclceue my laying. 

How c’re you leane to th’Nay-ward. 

Leo. You (my Lords) 

Looke on her,markc her well: be but about 
To fay fhc is a goodly Lady,and 
The luftice of your hearts will thereto addc 
Tirpiety fhec’snot honeft : Honorable; 

Prayfe her but for this her without-dore-Forme, 

) Which on my faith deferues high fpeech ) and firaighc 
The Shrtlgjthe Hum,or Ha,(thefe Petty-brands * 

That Calumnie doth vfc; Oh,Iam out, 

That^Mercydo’s, for Calumnie will feare 
Vertue it felfe) thefc Shrugs, thefe Hum’s,and Ha’s, 

When you haue laid ffice’s goodly,comc betweene) 

Ere you can fay fbce's honeft; But be’e knowne 
(From him chat ha’s mod caufe to grieue it lliould be) 

Slice’s an Adulcreflc. 

Her. Should a Villaine fay fo, / 

(The moft replenifti’d Villaine in the World) 

He were as.much more Villainc : you (my Lord) 

Doe but miftake. 

Leo . You haue miftooke (my Lady) 

Polixenes for Leontes : O thou Thing, 

(Which He not call a Creature of thy place, 

Leaft Barbarifme (making me the precedent) / 
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Should a like Language vfcTt^Id^^r^ 
And mannerly diftinguiftment lcaue out* t 
octwixt the Prince and Begeer:) I haui- f„*j 
Shec’s an Adultreffe, I haue faid with who! 
More; fheesaTraytor,and Ctnullo i s m * 

A ? cdc ^ ari f wkh hcr » and onc lhat knowe* 

What flic fhould fliametoknowhcrfelf c 
But with.her moft vild Principall: thar n, ’ . 

A Bed-fwaruer,cuen as bad as thofe C ' * 

Her. No (by my life) 

Priuy to none of this: how will this gric^ „ 
Wncn you fhall come to clearer kno wlfclr./ 0 , 0 ’ 
You thus haue publifh’d me ? Gentle mv Lo !“ 

Leo. No:if Jmiftake 
In thofe Foundations which I build vpon 
The Centre is not bigge enough tobea-e’ 

A Schoole-Boycs Top. Away with her, Co p P ;r 
He who fhall fpeake for her,is a farre.off 0 „ . ^° n: 
But that he fpeakes- S Ul ltie, 

Her. There’s fomc ill Planet raignes- 
I mud be paticntjtill the Heauens looke 
With an afpeft more fauorablc. Good my I or j 

lam not prone to weeping (as our Sex 3 ‘ fl! ’ 

Commonly are) the want of which vaine dev, 
Perchance fhall dry your pieties: but 1 haue 
That honorable Gricfc lodg’d here,whic h burnt, 
Worfe then Teares drowne: ’befcech you nilr*. r 
With thoughts fo qualified^, your Charities ^ 
Shall beft mftruayo^Encafureme; andfo 
The Kings will be perform’d. 

Leo. Shall I be heard ? 

yee Who is’c that goes with roeP’befecchyourHieh 

My Women may be with me,for you fee 3 

My plight requires it. Doe not weepefgood Fooles) 
1 here is no caufe: When you fhall know yout Miflri! 
liasdeferu’d Prifon } tbenabound inTeares 
As I come out; this A&ion I now goe on ’ 

Is for my better grace. Adieu (my"Lord / 

I neuer wifh’d to fee you forty, now 
I truftl fhall: my Women come,you baueleaue. 
Leo. Goe,doe our bidding .-hence. 

Lord. Befeech your Highne'fle call the Queeneagair 
Anttg. Be ccrtame what you do(Sir)Ieaft your Mir 
1 roue yiolence, in the which three great onesfuffer, 
Your Sehc f your Qiieeae,your Sonne. 

Lord. For her (my Lord) 

I dare my life lay downe,and will do’c(Sir) 

Pleafe you t accept ir,chat the Quecne is fpotlcffe 
I tn cy cs of Hcauen, and to you (I meane 
In this,which you accufc hcr 4/ ) 

-dnttg. Ificproue 

Shee s otherwife, lie keepe tny Stables where 
J lodge my Wife,lie goe in couples with,her; 

Then when I feele,*nd fee her,no farther truft her; 

For cuery ynch of Woman in the World, 

I,euery dram of Womans fleldi is falfe, 

Iflbebe. 

Leo. Hold your peaces. 

Lord . Good my Lord# 

slntig. Ic is for you wc fpeake,noc for our (clues; 
You are abus’d,and by fome putter on. 

That will be damn’d for’t: would I knew the Villaine, 
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uTand-damnchim: befhehonor-flaw’d, 

1 r U brce daughters: the eldeft is eleuen; 

I hau , e j an d the third, nine: and fome fiue: 
Kjjprouetrue,they’lpayfor’t. BymineHonor 
i U’d cm all : fourteene they fhall not fee 

Should not produce faireiffuc. 

Ceafe, no more’s 

v fmell this bufinefle with a fence as cold 
ft a dead-mans nofe: but I do fec’t, and feel’t, 

you feel c doill § thus: and fcC wuha11 
rhe Infttuments that fcele. 

T Jut*- ifichclQ, 

Weneedcnograuetoburichoncfty 

There’s not a graine of it, the face to fweeten 
Of the whole dungy-carth. 
leo. What?lacke I credit ? 

lord. I had rather you did lacke then I (my Lord) 
Vpon this ground : and more ic would concent me 
To haue her Honor true, then your fufpition 
Beblam’dfoi’c how you might. 

Leo. Why what neede we 
Commune with you of this ? but rather follow 
Our forcefull inttigation ? Our prerogatiue 
Cals notyour Counfailes, but our narurallgoodneflfc 
Imparts this: which, if you, or ftupified. 

Or feeming fo, in skill, cannot, or will not 
Rellifh a truth, like vs: informe your fclucs. 

We neede no more of your aduice: the matter, 

Thelofle, the gaine, the ord’ring on’t, 

Is all properly ours- 

Antig. And I wifh (iry Liege) 

Youhad onely in your filent judgement tridc ir. 

Without more ouerturc* 

Leo. How could that be ? 

Either thou art moft ignorant by age. 

Or thou wer’t borne a foole : Camillo's flight 

Added to their Familiarity 

(Which was as groffe, as cuer touch’d conie&ure. 

That lack’d figlu onely, nought for approbation 

But onely facing, all other circumftanccs 

Made vp to’th deed) cloth pufh-on this proceeding* 

Yet,for a greater confirmation 

(For in an Avfle of this importance,’t were 

Moft pitteous to be wilde) I hanc difpatch’d in poll, 

Tofacred Delphos , to j4ppollo's Temple* 

Clcomines and T)ion, whom you know 
Offtuff’d-fufficicncy: Now, from the Oracle 
They will bring all, whofc fpirituall counfailc had 
Shall flop, or fpurre me# Haue I done well ^ 

Lord . Well done (my Lord.) 

Leo. Though I am fatisfide, and neede no more 
Then what I know, yet {I 13 II the Oracle 
Giue reft to th’mindes of others; fuch as he 
Whofc ignorant crcdulitie, will not 
Come vp to th’truth. So haue we thought it good 
tom oiir free perfon,fhe fhould be confinde, 

-eaftthac the treachery of the two, fled hence, 

3c left her to performe. Come follow vs, 

W e arc to fpeake in publique: for this bufineffd 
Willraifc vs all, 

Antig. To laughter, as I take it/ 

Ifthc good truth, were knowne. Exeunt 
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Enter Paulina, a Gentleman , Gaoler , Emilia . 

Paul . The Keeper of the prifon, call to him : 

Let him h rue knowledge who I am. Good Lady, 

No Court in Europe is too good for thee. 

What doft thou then in prifon ? Now good Sir, 

You know me, do you not ? 

Gao. For a worthy Lady, 

And one, who much I honour. 

Pan. Pray you then, 

Conduftmeto the Queene. 

Gao. I may not (Madam) 

To the contrary I haue cxprdTecommandment* 

Pau. Here’s a-do, to locke vp hooefty & honour from 
Th’acceffe of gentle vifitors. Is’t lawfull pray you 
T o fee her Women ? Any of them? Emtlta ? 

Gao. So pleafe you (Madam) 

To put a-part thefc your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Pau. I pray now call her: 

With-draw your felucs. 

Gao. And Madam, 

I muft be prefent at your Conference. 

Pan. Well: be’t fo: pfcthcc. 

Heere’s fuch a-doe, to make no ftaine,a ftaine. 

As pafles colouring. Deare Gentlewoman, 

How fares our gtacious Lady ? 

Emil. As well as one fo great, and fo forlorne 
May hold together: On her frights, and greefes 
£Which ncucr tender Lady hath borne greater) 

She is, fomething before her time, dcliuer’d. 

Pau. A boy? 

Emil . A daughter, and a goodly babe, 

I ufty, and like to Hue: the Quecne receiues 
Much comfort in’t: Sayes, my poore prifoner, 

1 am innocent as you, 

Pau. I dare be fworne: 

Thefe dangerous, vnfafe Lunes i’th’King,bcfhrew them: 
He muft be told on’t, and he fhall: the office 
Becomes a woman beft. He take’e vpon me. 

If I proue hony-mouth’d, let my tongue bliftcr. 

And neuer to my red-look'd Anger bee 
The Trumpet any more : pray you (. Emilia ) 

Commend my beft obedience to the Q^cene, 

Iffhe dares truft me with her little babe. 

Tie fhc w’t the King, and vndertake to bee 
Her Aduocate to th’lowcTft. We do not know 
How he may fofeen at the fight o’th’Childe: 

The filcncc often of pure innocence 
Perfwades, when fpeaking failcs. 

Emil. Moft worthy Madam, 
your honor, and your goodnefle is fo euident. 

That your free vndertaking cannot miflc 
A thriuing yflue: there is no Lady liuing 
So meete for this great errand ; pleafe your Ladiftup 
Tovifit the next roome, Ileprefenrly 
Acquaint the Queene of your moft noble offer. 

Who, but to day hammered of this defigne. 

But durft not tempt a minifter of honour 
Leaft fhc fhould be deny’d. 

Pau 
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The Winters'Tale. 


Paul. Tell her {Emilia) 
lie vfc that tongue I haue ; If wit flow from’e 
As boldncffe from my bofomc, le’t not be doubted 
I (hall do good, 

Emil. Nowbeyoubleftforit. 
lie to theQueene: pleaie you-comc fomething necrer# 
Gao. Madam, it’t plcalc the Queene to lend the babe, 
I know not vvhac I Hull incurre, topafleit, 

Hauing no warrant. 

fan. Youneedc notfeareit (fir) 

This Childc was prifoncr to the wombe, and is 
By Law and precede of great Nature, thence 
Freehand enfranchis’d,not a pame-to 
The anger of the King, nor guiiry of 
(ifanybe) the trcfpafle of the Queene. 

Gao. Idobclceueit. 

Paul. Do not you fearc : vpon mine honor, I i 
Will ftand betwixt you, and danger. Exeunt 


Sc ana Tertia. 


That crcepc like (hadowes by him, and 
At each his needlcffe hcauings: fuch as you S 
Nourifh the caufe of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as medicinall, as true • 

( Honcft, as either;; to purge him of that hum 0r >, 

1 hat preffes him from f.cepe. ’« 

Let. Who noyfe there, hoc ? 

Pw*. No noyfe (my Lord) but needfull confe 
About fomeGoisips for your Highneffe. rcnce » 
Leo. How? 

Away with that audacious Lady. Antigontu 
I charg’d thee that £hc (hould not come about m. 

I knew (he would. 0le » 

Ant. I told her fo (my Lord) 

On your difpleafures peril], and on mine. 

She (hould notvilityou. 

Let, What? canft not rule her ? 

Paul. From all difhoncftic he can : in this 
(Vnleffc he take the courfe that you hauc done) 

Commit me, for committing honor, truftu 

He (hall not rule me: 

■Ant. La-younow,youheare, 

When fhe will take the raine,I let her run 
But fhee’l not Bumble. 


Enter Leoetes, Sertsants, Paulina, Antigomts, 
and Lords, 

Leo. Nor night, nor day, no reft: It isbut weaknefle 
To bcare the matter thus: meerc weaknefle, if 
The caufe were not in being: part o’th'caufc, 

, She, th’Adultrefle: for the harlot-King 
Is quite beyond mine Arme, out of the blanke 
And leuell of my braine: plot-proofe :but (lice, 

I canhooketo me : fay that (he were gone, 

Giucn to the fire, a moity of my reft 
Might come to me agalnc. Whole there ? 

Ser. My Lord. 

Leo. How do’s the boy? 

Ser. He tooke good reft to night: *tis hop’d 
Hisfickncffeis difeharg’d. 

, Let. TofeehisNoblcncflc, 

Conceyuing the difhonour of his Mother.’ 

He ftraight declin’d, droop’d, tooke it deeply. 

Fatten'd, and fix’d the (hame on’t in himfelfe: 
Threw-offhis Spirit, his Appetite, his Slecpc, 

And down-right languiflh’d. Lcauc me folcly; goe. 

Sec how he fares: Fie, fie, no thought of him. 

The very thought of my Reucnges that way 
Recoyle vpon me : in himfdfe too mightic. 

And in his parties, his Alliance; Let him be, 

Vntilla time may ferue. For prefent vengeance 
Take it on her: Camilla, and Pelixenes 
Laugh at me: make their paflimeat my forrow: 

They fhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall (he, within my powre. 

Enter Paulina. 

Lord. You mud not enter. 

Paul. Nay rather (good my Lords) be fecond to me : 
Feareyou his tyrannous pafsion more (alas) 

Then rhe Quecnes life ? A gracious innocent foule, 

Alore free, then he isiealous. 

Antig. That’s enough. 

Ser. Madam; he hath not flept to night, commanded 
None fhould come at him. 

Pan. Nocfo hot (good Sir) 

I come to bring him fleepe. ’Tis fuch as you 


Paul. Good my Liege,I come : 

And I bcfeech youheareme.whoprofeffes 
My felfe your loyall Seruant. your Phyfitian 
Your mod obedient Counfailor: yet that dares 
Lefle appeare fo, in comforting your Euili cs 
Then fuch as mod feeme yours. I fay, I come 
From your good Queene. 

Leo. Good Queene ? 

Paul. Good Queene (my Lord)good Queens 
I fay good Queene, 

And would by combate, make her good fo, werel 
A man, the word about you. 

Leo. Force her hence. 

Pan. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 

Firft hand me: on mine owne accord. He off 
B itfirft, lie do my errand. The good Queene 
(For flie is good) hath brought you forth a daughter 
Heere ’tis; Commends it to your blefsing. * 

Lee. Out: 

A mankinde Witch ? Hence with her, out o’dore: 

A mod intelligencing bawd. 

Paul. Notfo: 

I am as ignorant in that, as you, 

In fo entitling me : and no lefle honeft 
Then you arc mad: which is enough, lie warrant 
(As this world goes) to paffe for honeft: 

Leo. Traitors ; 

Will you not pufh her out ? Giue her the Baftard, 
Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr’d : vnroofled 
By thy dame Partlet heere. Take vp the Baftard, 
Takc’t vp, I fay: giue’t to thy Croane. 

Paul. Foreuer 

Vnvencrablebe thy hands, if thou 
Tak’ft vp the PrincdTc, by that forced bafeneffe 
Which he ha’s put vpon’t. 

N Leo. He dreads his Wife. 

Paul. So I would you did : then ’twerepaft all doubt 
Youl’d call your children, yours. 

Leo. Aneft of Traitors. 

Ant. I am none, by this good light. 

Pau. Nor I: nor any 

But one that’s heere: and that’s himfclfe: for he, 

The 
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- —"TI Honor of himfclfe,bis Queenes, 

The faCr t ulfsonncs,hisBabes,betraycs to Slander, 

. is harper then the Swords; and will not 

(p°tbe compell’d too’t) once remoue 
So t cf hi* Opinion,wh.ch is rotten, 

^ euC1 Oake,or Stone was found. 

Jf 0, tongue, who late hath beat her Husband, 
d now bayts me: This Brat is none of mine, 

, r/f oc of Polixenest 

HencewUh it,and together with the Dam, 

Commit them to the fire. 

. Proucrb to your charge, 

f ikevou/tistheworfe. Behold (my Lords) 

Although the Print be little the whole Matter 
, aCoopyot the Father: (Eye,Nofe.Lippe, 
r^tdekof’s Frowne, his Fore-head, nay,the Valley, 

I' nr ‘ cttv dimples of his Chin,and Cheeke; his Smiles: 
The very Mold, and frame of Hand,Nayle,Finger.) 

j thoU „ood Goddefle/VhfOT'f,which haft made it 
to hkc to him that got it,if thou haft 

The 01 dcring of the Mind coo,’inongft all Colours 
No Yellow in’c,leaft (he fufpe&,as he do’s. 

Her Children,not her Husbands. 

Leo. A groflc Hagge : 

And Losell, thou art worthy to be hang d. 

That wilt not ftay her Tongue. 

Antig. Hang all the Husbands 
That cannot doe that Fcat,you’le lcaueyour felfe 
Hardly oneSubicCt 
Leo. Once more take her hence. 

Patti. A rroft vnworthy,ar.d vnnaturall Lord 
Can doe no more. 

Leo. lie ha’thee burnt. 

Paul. I care not: 

It is an Hcretique that makes the fire. 

Not flic which’burnes in’t. lie not call you Tyrant: 

But this moft crucll v fage of your Queene 

(Not able to produce more accufation 

Thenyour owne weake-hindg’d Fancy)fomthing fauors 

Of Tyrannie.and will ignoble make you. 


Leo. Oi.your Allegeance, 

Out of the Chamber with her. Were* a Tyrant, 

Where were her life ? (he durft not call me fo. 

If (he did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul. I pray you doe not puih me,Ile be gone. 
Lookc to your Babe(my Lord)'tis yours :loue fend her 
A better guiding Spirit. What needs thefe hands? 

You that arc thus fo tender o’re his Follyes, 

Will neuer doe him good,noc one of you. 

So,fo: Farewell,vve are gone. Exit. 

Leo. Thou(Traytor)haft fet on thy Wife to this. 

My Child? away with’t? euen thou,that haft 
A heart fo tender o’re it,take it hence. 

And fee it inftantly confum’d with fire. 

Euen thou,and none but thou.Take it vp ftraight: 
Within this houre bring me word ’tis done, 

(And by good teftimonie) or lie feize thy life, 

With what thoi) elfc call’ft thine: if thou refufe. 

And wilt encounter with my Wrath, fay fo; 

1 he Baftard-braynes with thefe my proper hands 
Shall I dafti out, Goe,take it to the fire, 

For thou fett’ft or. thy Wife. 


Antig. I did not, Sir: 

Thefe Lords,my Noble Fcllowes, if theypleafe. 

Can clearc me in’t. 

Lords. We can: myRoyall Liege, 

He is not guiltie of her comming hither. 

Leo. You’re lyers all. 

Lord, Befeech your Highnefle.giue vs better credit: 
We haue alwayes truly feru’d you,and befeech’ 

So to efteeme of vs: and on our knees we begge, 

(As rccompcncc of our deare feruices 

Part,and to come) that you doe change this purpofe. 

Which being fo horrible/o bloody.muft 

Lead on to fome foule 1 flue. Weallkneele. 

Leo. I am a Feather for each Wind that blows : 

Shall I liue on .to fee this Baftard kncele, 

And call me Father ? better burne it now, 

Then curfe it then. But be it: let it liue. 

It fhallnot neyther. YouSir,comeyou hither: 

You that haue beenc fo tenderly officious 
With Lady 'JMargerte, your Mid-wife there, 

To f 3 ue this Baftards life; for ’tis a Baftard, 

So fure as this Beard’s gray. What will you aduencure, 

To faue this Brats life ? 

Antig. Any thing (my Lord) 

That my abilitie may vndergoc. 

And Nobleneflc impofc: at leaft thus much; 
lie pawne the little blood which I haue left, 

To faue the Innocent: any thing poflible. 

Leo. It (ball be poflible: Sweare by this Sword 
Thou wilt petforme my bidding. 

Antig. I will (my Lord.) 

Lep/Markc.and performe it: feeft thou^for the faile 
Of any point in’t, (hall not onely be 
Death to thy !'elfe,but to thy lewd-tongu’d Wife, 
(Whom for this time we pardon; We enioyne thee. 

As thou arc Liege-man to vs.that thou carry 
This female Baftard hence,and that thou beare it 
To fome remote and defart place,quite our 
Of our Dominions; and that there thou leaue ic 
(Without more mercy) to it owne protection. 

And fauour of the Climate: as by ftrange fortune 
It came to vs,l doe in Iuftice charge thee. 

On thy Soules perill.and thy Bodyes torture, 

That thou commend it ftrangely to fome place, 

Where Chance may nurfe,or end it: take itvp. 

Antig. I fwcarc to doe this: though a prelent death 
Had becne more mercifull. Come on (poore Babe) 
Some powerfull Spirit inftru& the Kytes and Rauens 
To be thy Nurfes. Wolues and Beares.they fay, 
(Cafting their fauagenefle a(ide)haue done 
Like offices of Pitty. Sir,be profperous 
In more then this deed do’s require ; and Bleffing 
A gainft this Crucltie, fight on thy fide 
(PooreThing,condemn’d to Ioffe.) Exit. 

Leo. No: lie not reare 
Another? Iflue. Enter a Seruant. 

Seru. Plcafe’your Highneffe,Ports 
From thofe you fent to th’Oracle,are come 
An houre fince: Cleemines and Dion, 

Being well atriu’d from Delphos,are both landed, 
Haftingto th’ Court. 

Lord. So-pieafe you (Sir)thcir fpeed 
Hath beenc beyond accompt. 

Leo . Twentic three dayes 
They haue beene abfetu: *tis good fpeed: fore-tells 
•The great Apollo fuddcnly will haue 
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The truth of this appease : Prepare you Lords, 
Summon a Se(Tton,that we may arraigne 
Our moft difloyall Lady : for as fhe hath 
Been publikely accus’d, fo Hull fhe hauc 
A iuft and open Triall. While flic liues, 

My heart will be a burthen to me. Lcaue me, 
And thinkc vpon my bidding. Exeunt. 
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(tAUm Ter this. ScenaTrima . 


Enter Ckomwes and T)ion . 

Cleo. The Clymat’s delicate.thc Ayre moft Tweet, 
Fertile the Me, the Temple much furpaflmg 
The common prayle it bcarcs. 

Dion. I flull report. 

For moft it caught me,the Celcftiall Habits, 

(Me thinkes I To fhould terme them) and the reuerence 
Of the graue Wearers. 0,the Sacrifice, 

How ceremonious,folemnejCnd vn-carthly 
It was iVn’Offring? 

Cleo. But of all,thc burft 
And the eare-deaff’ ning Voycc o’th’Oraclc, 

Kin to /ones Tnundcr^fo iurpriz d my Sence, 

That I was nothing. 

Dio. If th’euenc o’ch’Iourney 
Proue as fncceflefull to the Queene (O be’e fo) 

As it hath becne to vs.rarejplcafantjfpccdic. 

The time is worth the vfc on’e. 

Cleo . Great Aprils 

Turne all to th* be ft: thefe Proclamation*, 

So forcing faults ypon Hermione y 
I little like. 

Dio . The violent carriage of it 
Will cleare,or end the Bufine(Te,when the Oracle 
(Thus by Apollo's great Diuine feal’d vp) 

Shall die Contents dilcouer: lorr.ething rare 
Euen then will rufh to knowledge. Goc: frefh Horfh 
And gracious be the ifTue. Exeunt. 


Sccena Sccunda . 


Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers: Hermione (as to her 
Trial!) Ladies: Cleamvnes ,Dion. 

Leo. This SelTi;>ns(to.our great griefe we pronounce) 

Euen pulhes ’gainfl our heart. The partie try'd. 

The Daughcer of a King,our Wife,and ©nc 
Of vs too much bciou’d. Let vs be clear’d 
] Ot being tyrannous,fince we fo openly 
5 Proceed in luftice,vvhich fhall haue due courfc, 

Euen to the Guilt,or the Purgation : 

Produce the Prifoner. 

Officer. It is his Highncfie pleafure.that the Queene 
Appeare in perfon.here in Court. Silence. 

Leo. Reade the Indictment. 

Officer. Hermione, Queene to the worthy Iconics, King 
of Sicilia, tbits art here accufed and arraigned of High Trea~ 
fots,i>t committing Adultery with Pplixenes KtngofBohemia, 


and conferring with Camillo to take away theff T"- 
raigne Lord the King,thy Roy all Husband: then J * 
betng by circumfiancespartly layd cfenjhoulul*'*"^ 

?* r , y t0 '. he F f b , trueSubilT!^ 

Jatle and ayde them, for their better fafetie , * 

A right, JJ > 

Her. Since what I am ro fay.mufl be but ft, 
Which contradicts my Accufation.and ‘ lat 
The teftimonic on my part.no other 
But what comes from my fclfe.it fhall fcarceb 
To fay,Not guiltie: mine Integritie 0ot H)e 

Being counted Falfehood : fhall(as I exprelT, ; t \ 

Be fo receiu'd. Eut thus,if Powres Diuine j 
Behold our humane ACtions (as they doe) 

I doubt not then,but Innocencefhall ma k e 
Falfe Accufation blufti,and.Tyrannie 
Tremble at Patience. You (my Lord ) belting 
(Whom leafl will feeme to doe fo)my p a ft j:r W 
Hath becne as continent.as chafte.as true C 
As I am now vnhappy; which is more * 

T hen Hiftorie can pattcrnc.though deuis’d 
And play’d,to take Spectators. For behold «, 

A Fellow of the Royall Bed.which owe ’ 

A Moitie of theThrone : a great Kinps n,„ i 
I he Mother to a hopefuli Pnnce.hcre flandinl 
To prate and talke for Life,and Honor,fore b 
Who pleafe to come,and heare. For LiVc.i nri, ■ 

As I weigh Gnefc(which I would fpaifsIPorH ” 
‘Tisa deriuatiue from me to mine, ' rtotlor > 
And onely that I ftand for. I appealc 
To your ownc Confcience (Sir) before Polixntt 
Came to your Court,how I was in your grace 

How merited to be fo: Since he came, 6 ^ ’ 

With what encounter fovneurrant I * 

Hauc flrayn’d t’appearc thus; if one iot beyond 
The bound of Honor.or in aCt.or will 
That way enclining, hardned be the hearts 
Of all that heare me,and my nccr’ft of Kin 
Cry fic vpon my Graue. 

Leo. I nc’ie heard yet. 

That any of theie bolder Vices wanted 
Lefle Impudence to gainc-fay what they did, 

Then to performc it ftrft. 

Her. That’s true enough. 

Though 'tis a faying(Sir) not due to me. 

Leo. You wilfnotowncit. 

Her. More then Miftrefic of. 

Which comes to me in name cf Fault,I muft not 
At all acknowledge. For Eolixenes 
(With whom I am accus’d) I doe confcfle 
I lou’d him,as in Honor he required : 

With fuch a kind of Loue,as might become 
A Lady like me; with a Loue,euen fuch. 

So,and no other,as your felfe commanded: 

Which,not to hauc done,! thinkehad been inme 
BothDifobediencc.and Ingratitude 
To you,and toward your Friend,whofe Louehadfpc 
Euen fince it could fpeakc,from an Infaat,freely, 

That it was yours. Now for Confpiracie, 

I know not how it taftes.though it be difh’d 
For me to try how: All I know of it, 

Js,that Camillo was an honeft man; 

And why he left your Court,the Gods themfducs 
(Wotting no more then I) are ignorant. 

Leo. You knew of his deparcure,as you know 
What you haue vndcrca'ne to doc in’s abfence. 

Her. 
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, Sir .’ t anevuge t liat Irnderftandnot; 

in ° he ,ScUc11 ° f y°" r Drcamc *’ 

W V bI Vour Anions* are my Dreamcs. 

* Raftard by Polixenes, 

^ oU bream’d it: As you were paft all fliame, 

»» J i- b “ vou,F»a «« fo) fo p.B all truth; 

* conccrnes more then auailes: for a* 
££ iS been call on.,like to it felfe, 

?/ F «her owning itfwhieh is indeed 

KSeour Iuflice; in whofe eafteft paffage, 
ft for no left then death. 

u Sir fpare your Threats: 
i which you would fright me vvith.I feeke: 

P .fan Lifebc no commodities 
Thc'crowne and comfort of my Life(yourFauor) 
t ^ue loft, for I doc feelc it gone 
L know not how it went. My lecond Toy, 

Andfirft Fruits of my body.from his ptefence^ 
r m hir’d like one infe&ious. My third comfort 
Isur’d mo’ll vnluckily) is from my breafl 
The innocent milke in it moft innocent mouth) 

Hal’d out to murther. My felfe on eucry Port 
Proclaim'd a Strumpet: With immodeft hatred 
The Child-bed priuiledgedeny’d, which longs 
To Women of all fafliion. Laftiy,hurried 
Here to this place, i’th’ open ayre, before 
Ihauegot ftrcngth of limit. Now(my Liege) 

Tell me what bleffings I hauehere aliue, 

Thatl fhould feare to die ? Therefore proceed: 

But yet heare this: mi ftak erne not: no Life, 

(I prize it not a ftraw) but for mine Honor, 

Which I would free: if I fhall be condemn’d 
Vpon furmizes (all proofes fleeping elfe, 

But what your Iealoulies awake) I tell you 
’ 7 i$ Rigor,and not Law Your Honors all, 
doe referre me to the Oracle: 

JfoSo be my Iudge. 

Lord. This your requeft 
Is altogether iuft: therefore bring forth 
(And in dyoHo’s Name) his Oracle. 

Her. The Emperor ofRuffia was my Father, 

Oh that he werealiue,and here beholding 
His Daughters Tryall: that he did but fee 
The flatneftc of my miferie; yet with eyes 
OfPitty.not Reuenge. 

Officer. You here fhal fweare vpon this Sword ofluftice, 
That you (Cleomines and Dion) hauc 
Been both at Dclphos,and from thence haue brought 
This feal’d-vp Oracle.by the Hand deliucr’d 
Of great Apollo’s Prieft; and that fince then. 

You haue not dar’d to breake die holy Scale, 

Nor read the Secrets in’t. 

Cleo Dio. All this we fweare. 

Leo. Sreake vp the Seales,and read. 

Officer. Hermione is chafi, Polixenes bl.imeleffe.C. amillo 
ttrueSttbieB,~Lconx.es a iealotu Tyrant, his innocent "Babe 
ruljf begotten, and the King fhall liue without an Heirejfthat 
vhtch u lofi.be not found. 

Lords. Now bleflcd be the great ApoUo. 

Her. Prayfed. 

Leo. Haft thou read truth? 

Offc. I (my Lord) euen fo as it is here fet downe. 

Leo, There is no truth at all i’th’Qracle: 


The Scffions rtiaH proceed: this is mcere falfehood. 

Ser. My Lord the King: the King ? 

Leo. Whatisthebufincfle? 

Ser. O Sir.I fhall be hated to report it. 

The Prince your Sonne,with mcere conceit,and fcarc 
Of the Queencs fpeed,is gone. 

Leo. How? gone? 

Ser. Is dead. 

Leo. Apollo’s angry,and the Heauens themfelucs 
Doe ftjike at my Iniuftice. How now there ? 

JW.This newes is mortall t© the QueenejLookdowne 
And fee what Death is doing. 

Leo. Take her hence: 

Her heart is but o’rc-charg’d : fhe will recouer. 

I haue too much belecu’d mine ownc fufpition: 

’Bcfeech you tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. Apollo pardon 
My great prophanencfte’gainft thine Oracle, 
lie reconcile me to Polixenes , 

New woe my Queene, recall the good Camillo 
(Whom I proclaimeamanof Truth,of Mercy:) 

For being tranfported by my Iealoulies 
To bloody thoughts,and to reuenge.I chofc 
(famillo for the minifter,topoyfon 
My friend Polixenes: which had been done, 

1 But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My fwift command : though I with Death,and with 
Reward.did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it,and being done: he(moft humane, 

And fill’d with Honot) to my Kingly Gueft 
Vnclafp’d my pra&ile.quit his fortunes here 
(Which you knew great) and to the hazard 
Of all Incertainties,himfclfe commended, 

No richer then his Honor: How he glifters 
Through my Ruft? and how his Pietie 
Do’s my deeds make the blacker ? 

Paul. Woe the while: 

O cut my Lace,leaft my hcart(cracking it) 

Breake too. => 

Lord. What fit is this?good Lady? 

Paul. What ftudied torment$(Tyranc)haft for me # 
What Wheeles?Racks?Fires? What flaying?boyling? 

In Leads.or Oyles ? What old,or newer Torture 
Muft I receiuePwhofe euery word deferues 
To tafle of thy moft worft. ThyTyranny 
(Together working with thy Tcaloufies, 

Fancies too weakeTor Boyes,too greeno and idle 
For Girlcs of Nine) O thinkc what they haue done. 

And then run mad indeed: ftarke-mad: for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but fpices of it. 

That thoubctrayed'ft/ , <?//'Areww,’twas nothing, 

(That did but fhew thce,of a Foole,inconftant, 

And damnable ingtatefull:) Nor was’t much. 

Thou would’ft haue poyfon’d good (famillo's Honor, 
To haue him kill a King: poore Trefpafies, 
Moremonftrous Handing by: whereof I reckon 
The calling forth to Crowes,thy Baby-daughter, 

To be or none,or little; though aDcuill 
Would haue fhed water out of fire,ere don’t: 

Nor is’t dire&ly layd to thee, the death 
Of the young Prince, whofe honorable thoughts 
(Thoughtshigh for one fo tender)cleft the heart 
That could conceiuc a grofle and foolilh Sire 
Blemifh’d his gracious Dam: this is not,no, 

Layd to thy anfwerc: but the laft: O Lords, 

When T hane faid.crv woe: the QueenCstfae Queene. 






























































































The fweet ft. deer ft creature’s dead:& vengeance for’t 
ENot drop d downeyct. 

Lord. The higher powres forbid. 

Pan I lay flie’s dead: He fwear'e. Ifword,noroath 
PreuaiJc not go and fee: if you can bring 
Tmfturc, orluftrc in her lip, her eye 
Hcatc outwardly, or breath within, lie feruc you 
Aslwould do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant, 

Do not repent thefe things, for they are heauicr 
Then all thy woes can ftirre: therefore betake thee 
To nothing but difpaire. A thoufand knees. 

Ten thoufand yeares together, naked,fading, 

Vpon a barren Mountaine, and ftill Winter 
In ftormeperpctuall, could not mouetheGods 
To looke that way thou wer’e. 

Leo. Goon, go on : 

Thou canft not fpcake too much, I haue deferu’d 
All tongues to talke their bittreft. 

Lord. Say no more; 

How ere the bufinefle goes, you haue made fault 
I th boldneffc of your fpeech. 

Pan. I am forry for’c; 

All faults I make, when I {hall come to know them 

I do repent: Alas, I haue fhew’d too much 

The rafhneffc of a woman : he is toucht 

Toth Noble heart. What’s gone, and what’s paft helpc 

Should be paftgreefe: Donot recciue affliction 

At my petition 51 bcfeech you, rather 

Let mebepumfh d, that haue minded you 

Of what you ftiould forget. Now (good my Liege) 

Sir, Royall Sir, forgiue a foolifh woman; 

The louc 1 bore your Qyeenc (Lo, foole againe) 

He fpeake of her no more, nor of your Children : 

He not remember you of my owne Lord, 

(Who is loft too:) take yourpatiencc to you. 

And lie fay nothing. 

Leo. Thou didft fpeake but well. 

When 010 ft the truth: which 1 rcceyue much better, 
Then to be pittied of thee. Prethee bring me 
T o the dead bodies of my Q^cene, and Sonne, 

One graue ftiall be for both: Vpon them lliall 
The caufes of their death appeare (vnto 
Our ftiame perpctuall) once a day,lie vifit 
The Chappcil where they lye, and teares ftiedthere 
Shall be my recreation. So long as Nature 
Will beare vp with this exercifc, fo long 
I dayly vow to vfe it. Conic, and lcadc me 
To thefe forrowes. Exeunt 


I 


Scam Tertia . 


Enter An tie onus, a CMarriner, Babe, Sbeepe- 
\heard, and Clewne. 


Ant. f hou art perfect then, our ftbip hath toucht vpon 
The Defarts of Bohemia. 

dfar. I (my Lord) and feare 
\ \ c haue sanded in ill time: the skies looke grimly, 
i And threaten prefent bluffers. In my confcicnce ** 

I heauens with that vve haue in hand, areangry. 

And frownc vpon’s. 

Ant. Their facrcd wil’s be done: go get a-boord, 
Looke to thy barke,Ile not be long before 


I call vpon thee.i 

Mar. Make your befthafte, and go not 

Wfarre i’tb Land: tis like to be iowd wcath 
Bcfides this place is famous for the Creature*’ 
Of prey, th at keepe vpon’t, re * 

Ann*. Go thou away, 
lie follow inftantly. 

tAdar. I am glad at heart 
To be fo ridde o’th bufinefle. 

Ant. Come, poore babe; 

I haue heard (but not beleeu’d) the Spirits 0 vu.. 
May walke againe: iffuch thing be, thv ^ 

Appear’d to me laft ni ght: for ne’rc was drea 
So like awaking. To me comes a creature ^ 

Sometimes her head on one fide, fome 
I neuer faw a vcffell of like forrow ^ 

So fill’d, and fo becomming: in pure white P l 
L ike very fandity flic did approach ^ e5 
My Cabinc where I lay: thrice bow’d befor em . 
And (gafping to begin fome fpeech) her eves ‘ 
Became two fpouts; the furie fpent anoi/ 

Did this breakc from her. Good Antitronu, 

Since Fate(againft thy better difpofition) ’ 

Hath made thy perfon for the Thower-out 
Ot my poore babe, according to thine oath 
Places remote enough are in 'Bohemia, ’ 

There weepe and leauc it crying: and for the babe 
Is counted loft for eucr, Perdita 
I prethee call’t: For this vngentle bufinefle 
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne’re (halt fee 
Thy Wife Panina more: and lo, with Ihrickes 
She melted into Ayrc. Affrighted much, 

I did in time colled my felfe, and thought 
This was fo, and no {lumber: Dreames, arc toyes 

Yet for this once, yea fuperftitioufty, * 

I will be fquar’d by this. I do beleeuc 
Hermione hath fuffer’d death, and that 
Apollo would (this being indeede theiffue- 
Of King Polixenet ) it ftiould heere be laide 
(Either for life, or death) vpon the earth 
Ofit’s rightFathcr. Bloffomc,fpeedtheewell, 
There lye, and there thy charra&er: there thefe, 
Which may if Fortune pleafe, both breed thee (pretty) 
And ftill reft thine. The ftorme beginnes,poore wretd 
That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos’d 
To Ioffe, and what may follow. Weepe I cannot, 
But my heart blccties: and moft: accurft am I 
To be by oath cnioyn’d to this. Farewell, 

The day frownes more and more: thou’rt like to haue 

A lullabic too rough : I neuer faw 

The heauens fo dim,by day. A fauage clamor? 

Well may I get a-boord: This.is the Chace, 

Iiam gonefor euer. Exit pur fed Ijrttm 

Sbep. I would there were no age betwccnc ten an< 
three and twenty, or that youth would deep out the reft 
for there is nothing (in the becwcene) but getting wen¬ 
ches with childe, wronging the Auncicntry, Sealing 
fighting, hearke you now; would any but thefe boyldc- 
braines ofnincteene, and two and twenty hunt this wca« 
ther ? They haue fcarr’d away twoofmybeftSheepej 
which I feare the Wolfe will fooner findeithcn the Mai* 
ftcr; if any where I haue them, ’tis by the fca-fide, brou* 
zingofluy. Good-lucke(and’t be thy will) what haue 
we heere ? Mercy on’s, a Barnc ? A very pretty barne; A 
boy, or a Childe I wonder ? (A pretty one, a verie prettie 
one) fure fome Scape ; Though I am not bookifh, yctl 
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Abe Winters Tale. 



, —T 'vVaitinK-Gentlevvenian in the fcape: this has 
rftairc-wotke, fome Trunke-workc,fome be- 
be** 16 ' l ore worke : they were warmer that gotithis, 
b<; ooor e Thing is heere. lie take it vp for pity, yet 
then »> c r f onnc CO mc: he hallow’d but euen now. 
tjc tarry «« j 

0 o»-h°' hoa * 


h. Hill° a » ^ oa * . 

. „ wliat ? art fo neere 




p0 cL Why boy, how is it ? 

Clo'l would you did but fee how it chafes,how it ra- 
how it takes vp the fhore,but tlms not to the point: 
nh the moft pitteoua cry of the poore loulcs,fomctimcs 
° fee’em, and not to fee’em: Now the Shippe boaring 
^cMoone with her maincMaft, and anon fwallowed 
^ith yeft and froth, as you’ld thruft a Corke into a hogf- 
head. And then for the Land-feruicc, to fee how the 
Beare tore out his (boulder-bone, how hecridetomec 
for helpc, and faid his name was j4»ti£OMu<y a Nobleman: 
gat to make an end of the Ship, to fee how the Seaflap- 
drain’d it: but firfi, how the poore foules roared, and 
thefea mock’d themtand how the poore Gentleman roa¬ 
red and the Beare mock’d him, both roaring lowdcr 
then the fea, or weather. 

Shef. Name of mercy, when was this boy ? 

Clo. Now, now: I haue not wink’d fincc I faw thefe 
fights: the men are not yet cold vnder water, nor the 
Beare halfedin’d on the Gentleman: he’s at it now. 1 

She?. Would I had bin by, to haue help’d the olde 
man. 

Ch. Iwouldyouhadbecneby the fhipfide, to haue 
help’d herjthere your charity would haue lackM footing. 

Sbep. Heauy matters,hcauy matters: but lookethee 
heere boy. Now bleflfe thy felfe: thou met’ft with things 
dying,I with things new borne Here’s a fight for thee: 
Looke thee, a bearing-doath for a Squires childe: looke 
thecheerc, take vp, take vp(Boy:)opcn’t: fo, let’s fee,it 
was told me I fhould be rich by the Fairies. This is fome 
Changeling : open’t: what’s within,boy ? 

Clo . You’re a mad olde man: Ifchcfinnes of your 
jtouth are foremen you, you’re well to hue. Goldc, all 
Gold. 

Sbep. This is Faiery Gold boy, and ’twill proue fo: vp 
vvich’t, lccepe it clofe: home, home, the next way. We 
areluckic(boy) and to bee fo (fill requires nothing but 
fecrecic. Let my fheepe go : Come (good boy)thc next 
my home. 

Clo. Go you the next way with your Findings, He go 

ec if the Beare bee gone from the Gentleman, and how 
much he hath eaten: they are neuer cur ft but when they 
are hungry: if there be any of him lefc,Iie bury it. 

Shep. That s a good deed : ifthou mayeft difeerne by 
that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to ch’fisbc 
of him # & 

S lmnt ', ’ Mflrr y wiU I: and y°u frail ficlpe to put him 
‘th ground. r r 

Shop. 'Tis a lucky day, boy, and weo’l do good deeds 

. Exeunt 


zABus Quartus. ScenaTrima . 


Enter Time, the Cborm, 

Time . J that pleafe fome, try all; both ioy and terror 
Of good, and bad: that makes, and vnfolds error. 

Now take vpon me (in the name of Time) 

To vfe my wings: Impute it not a crime 
To me, or my fwife paffage, that I Aide 
Orefixtecneycercs,and leauc the growth vntride 
Of that wide gap, fince it is in my powrc 
To orcthrow Law, and in onefclfc-bornehowre 
To plant, and ore-whelmcCuftome. Letmcpaflc 
The fame I am, ere angient’ft Order was, 

Or what is now receiu’d. I witneffe to 
The times that brought them in, fo fhall I do 
To th’frefheft things now reigning, and make fiale 
The glittering of this prcfcnt,as my Tale 
Now feemes to it: yourpatiencc this allowing, 

I turnc my glaffe, and giue my Scene fiich growing 
As yoii had flept betweene : Leontcs leauing 
Th’efFefts of his fond iealoufics, fo grfceuing 
That he fhuts vp himfelfe. Imagine me 
(GentleSpe&ators) that I now may be 
In faire Bohemia, and remember well, 

I mentioned a fonneo’ch’Kings, which Florizell 
I now name to you: and with fpeed fo pace 
To fpeake of Perdita ,now grownc in grace 
Equall with wond’ring. Wh 3 t. of her inlues 
I lift not prophefie; but let Times newes 
Be knowne when ’tis brought forth-A fhepherds daugh- 
And what to her adheres, which followes after, (ter 
Is th’argument ofTime : of this allow. 

If euer you haue (pent time worfe, ere now: 

Ifncuer, yet that Time himfelfe doth fay, 

He wiftKS carncftly, you neuer may. Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


EnterTolixenes , and Cami do. 

Pol. I pray thee (good Camillo) be no more importu¬ 
nate: ’tis a ficknelfe denying thee any thing: a death to 
grant this. 

Cam* Itisfifteene yceres fince I faw my Countrey: 
though I haue (for the moft part) bin ayred abroad,I de¬ 
fire to lay my bones there. Befides, the penitent King 
(my Mafter) hath lent for me, to whole feeling (orrowes 
1 might be fome allay, or I oreweenc to thinkc fo) which 
is another fpurre to rwy departure. 

Pol. As thou lou’ft me ( (,'amille ) wipe not out the reft 
of thy fcruices, by leauing me now: the neede I haue of 
thee, thine owne; goodnefle bath made : better not to 
haue had thee, then thus to want thee,thou hauing made 
me Bufinefies, (which none (without thee) can fuffici- 
ently manage) muft either ftay to execute them thy fclte, 
or take away with thee the very feruices thou haft done: 
which if I haue not enough confidercd (as coo much I 
cannot) to bee more thankcfull to thee, (hall bee my ftu- 
dic, and my profite therein, the heaping friendfhippes. 
Of that fatall Countrey Sicillia, prethee fpeake no more, 
whole very naming,punnifties me with the remembrance 
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The WintersTale. 


of that penitent (as thou calft him) and reconciled King 
my brother, whofc Ioffe of his moft precious Queenc & 
Children, are cuen now to be a-frc£h lamented. Say to 
roe, when faw’ft thou the Prince Floriztll my Ion ? Kings 
are no leffe vnhappy, their i flue,not being gracious* then 
they arc in loofing them, when they haue approued their 
Vertues. 

Cam . Sir, it is three dayes fincc I faw the Prince: what 
his happier affayres may be, arc to me vnknownc : but 1 
haue (mifsingly) noted, he is of late much rctyred from 
Court, and is Idle frequent to his Princely cxercifcs then 
foimerly he hath appeared. 

Pol. 1 haueconfidtredfo much ((famillo) and with 
fome care, fo farre, that 1 haue eyes vncler my feruice, 
which looke vpon his remouednefle: from whom I haue 
this Intelligence, that he is fcldomcfrom thehoufc of a 
moft homely fhepheard : a man (they fay) that from very 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbors, 
is growne into an vnfpcakableeftate. 

Cam . I haue heard (fir) of fuch a man , who hath a 
‘ daughter of moft rare note : the report of her is extended 
more, then can be thought to begin from fuch a cottage 

Pol. That’s likewife pare ot my Intelligence : buc(I 
fcare) the Angle thatpluckes our fbnnc thither# Thou 
(halt accompany vs to the place, where wc will (not ap¬ 
pearing what we arc)hauc fome queftion with the fliep- 
hcard ; from whofe fimplicity, I thinke it not vneafie to 
get the caufe of my fonnes refort thether. 'Prethc be my 
prefent partner in this bufincs,and lay afidc the thoughts 
of Sicillia. 

Cam . I willingly obey your command. 

Pol. My beft Camiflo y VJc muft difguife our felues.E^/V 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Auto liens faging. 

When Daffadtls begin to peere y 
With heigh the T>oxy oner the dale , 

Why then comes in the fweet otheyeere , 

For the red blood ratgns in y winters pale. 

* 

The white Sheet e bleaching on the hedge. 

With hej thefweet birds,O how they jing-. 

Doth fet my pugging tooth an edge. 

For a quart of Ale u a dtpfor a King. 

The Larkefhat tirra • Lyra chaunfs. 

With heigh,the Thrufhandthe lay: 

Are Summer fongsfor me and my Aunts 
While we lye tumbling in the haj. 

I haue feru’d Prince FlonzeH, and in my time wore three 
pile, but now I am out offeruice. 

Tut (hall I go mournefor that [my deere ) 
the pale Moonepines by night : 

And when I wander here.,and there 

I then do mojlgo right. 

Jf Tinkers may haue leaue to Hue, 
and beare tbe Sow-skin Bow get. 

Then my Account I well maygiue, 
and in the Stockes auouch-it. 

My Traftukc is flaeetes : when the Kite builds, looke to 
Idler Linnen. My Father nam’d me tAutshcus, whobe- 


hath 

SlJ 


ing (as I am) lyttcr’d vndcr Mcrcurie, was lik 7" i 
fnapper-vp of vnconfidered trifles: With Dye J 
I purchas’d this Caparilon,and my Reuennevv hh 
Chcate. Gallowcs,and Knocke, arc too powetf i M 
the Highway. Beating and hanging are’terrors * 1 " * H 
For the life to come, lflecpe out the thought of 0 " 1 '' 
prize, a prize. b 

Enter Clowne. 

Clo. Let me fee, cuery Leauen-weather todde 5 
tod yeeldes pound and oddc LliilJing; fiftecne h 1 CUer ?l 
fliorne, what comes the wooll coo ? -llr >drecjj 

Aut. If the fprindge hold, the Cocke’s mine. 

Clo. I cannot do’t without Compters. L ft 

what am I to buy for our Shcepc-lhcaring-FcarT^TL^ 
pound of Sugar,flue pound of Currence, Rj Ce . J'P 
will this filler of mine do with Rice ? But my father' ^ 
made her Millris of the Fcafl, and Ihc layes it on 
hath made-me four and twenty Nofc-gaycs for th ft! 
rers (three-man long-men, all, and very good one's! h 
they arc moll of them Meanes and Bafcs; but one p ' 
tan amongft them, and he fings Pfalnies to horne-o 
I mull haue Saffron to colour the Warden Pies It 
Dates, none: that’s out of my note: Nutmegt-es,!^ 
a Race or two of Ginger, butthat I may bc<;o'e! p UCn * 
pound of Prewyns, and as many ofRcyi'ons oth t„! Utt 

Aut. Oh,thateuer I was borne. 

Clo' I’th’namc of me, 

Aut. Oh helpc me, helpe mec: plucke but off ft.f 
ragges : and then, death,death« 

Clo. Alacke poore foule, thou haft need of more p» 
to lay on thee,rather then haue thefe off. 

Aut. Oh fir, the loathfomneffe of them offend mt{ 
more then the ftripes I haue receiued, which are mishti! 
ones and millions. 

Clo. Alas poore man, a million of beating may come 
to a great matter. 

Aut . I am rob’d fir, and beaten: my money, a 
parrcll tanc from me,and thefe dcrcftablcthingsputvp. 
on me. 

Clo. Wnat,by a borfe-man,or a foot-man? 

Aut, A footman (fweet fir) a footman. 

Clo. Indeed,he fhould be a footman, by the garment! 
hehasleft with thee: Ifthisbeea horiemansCoate, it 
hath leene very hot feruice. Lend me thy hand,lie helpe 
thee. Come,lend me rhy hand, 

Aut, Oh good fir, tenderly,oh. 

Clo. AUs poore foule. 

Aut, Oh good fir, foftly, good fit: I feare {fir) my 
Ihouldct-hlade is out. 

Clo. How now? Canft Hand ? 

Aut. Softly,deere fir: good fir, foftly: you ha done 
me a charitable office. 

Clo. Doeft lacke any mony ? I haue a little mony for 
thee. 

Aut. No,good fweet fir: no, I befeech you firtl haue 
a Kinfman not pall three quarters of a mile hence, vnw 
whome I was going: Ilhall there haue money, or ante 
thing I want: Offer me no money I pray you, that killes 
my heart. 

Clow. What manner of Fellow was heethat robbe 

you? , 

Aut. A fellow (fir) that I haue knowne to goe about 
withTroll-my-dames: I knew him once a feruanc oft ’ 
Prince : I cannot tell good fir, for which of his V«’ 
tues it was, but hcewas certainely Whip 1 out °‘ 1! 
Court. (k 
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'ThTs vices you would %: there’s no vertue whipt 

th Court: they cherilh it to make it ftay there; 
o0te fihe * 


The Winters Tale . 


ipi 


oUt ° fl ovill no tnore but abide. 

Vices I would fay (Sir.) I know this man well, 
i hme fincc an Ape-bearer, then a Proceffo-feruer 
hC l ffc) thenhec compaft aMotionofthe Prodigall 
(*® ndrnarrted a Tinkers wife, within a Mile where 
f° nl3 L nc i Liuine lyes; and (hauing flownc oucr ma- 
profelfions) he fctled oncly in Rogue: fome 

Out vpon him : Prig, for my life Prigrhe haunts 

,, ’ p a ires,and Beare-baitings. 

" j ’ y crv true fir: he fir hee: that’s the Rogue that 

r”me into this apparrell. 

Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Bohemia ; If 
youhad but look’d bigge, and fpit at him, hccld haue 

I muft confcffe to you(fir)I am no fighter : I am 
f Ifc of heart that way,& that he knew I warrant him. 
*Clo. How do you now? 

jut. Sweet fir, much better then I was: I can (land, 
3(M J walke: I will euen take my leaue of you,& pace foft- 
l« towards myKinfmans. 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on the way? 

Jut. No, good fac’d fir, no fweci fir. 

Clo. Then fartheewell, I muft go buy Spices for cur 

flieepe-fhearing. Ex,t ' 

Aut. profper you fweet fir. Yourpurle lsnotnote- 
n 0U gh to purchafe your Spice: lie be with you at your 
(hcepe-lhearing too : If I make not this Cheat bring out 
another, and the (heerers proue lheepe,let me be vnrold, 
and my name put in the booke ofVcrtuc. 

Song. Io^-on fog-on, the foot path way, 

And merrily henl the St tie'a : 

A merry heart goes all the day , 

Tour fad tyres in a cMtle-a. Exit. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Flmz.ell/Perdita^Shepherdfilowfie^Polixenes^Ca - 
mifioyMopfafDorcaSiScruantSy Auto liens. 

Flo . Thefe your vnvfuall weeds, to each part of you 
Do’s giuc a life: no Shepherdeffc, but Flora 
Peering in Aprils front. 1 This your Ihccpc-Ihearing, 

Is as a meeting of the petty Gods, 

‘ xl you the Queenc on^. 

Pcrd. Sir: my gracious Lord, r. 

To chide atyour extreames, it not becomes me 2 
^Onpardon, chat I name them:) your high fclfe 
The gracious ruarke o’tn’Land, you haueobfeur’d 
With a Swaines wearing: and me (poore lowly Maide ) 
Moft GodddTe.like prank'd vp: But that our Feafts 
a cuery Mefle^haue folly; and the Feeders 
Digeft with a Cuftome, I fhould blufti 
To fee you fo attyr’d : fworne I thinke, 
olhew my felfe a glaffe. 

Flo. Iblcffethetime; 

When my good Falcon, made her flight a-croffe 
Tny Fathers ground. 

T Now Joueaffoord yon caufe: 

To me the difference forges dread (your Grcatnefle 


Hath not beene vs’d to feare:) euen now I tremble 
To thinke your Father, by fome accident 
Should paffe this way, as you did; Oh the Fates, 

How would he looke, to fee his worke, fo noble* 

Vildely bound vp ? What would he fay ? Or how ° 
Should I (in thefe my borrowed Flaunts) v bchold 
The fternnefle of his prefcncc ? 

Flo. Apprehend 

Nothing but iollity: theGoddes thcmfelues 
(Hu mbling their Deities to louc) haue taken 
The flhapes of Beafts vpon them. Iupitcr, 

Became a Bull, and bellow’d: the greene Neptune 
A Ram, and bleated: and the Fire-roab’d-God 
Golden Apollo, a poore humble Swaine. 

As I feeme now. Their transformations. 

Were neuer for a peccc of beauty > rarer, 

Nor in a way fo chafte : fincc my defires 
Run not before mine honor : nor my Lufls 
Burne hotter then my Faith# 

Perd. O but Sir, 

Your refolution cannot hold, when ’tis 
Oppos'd (as it muft be) byth powreof theKing : 

One of thefe two muft be necessities, 

Which then willfpcake, that you muft change this pur- 
Or I my life. (p^ie, 

Flo. Thou deer '(\Perdita, 

With thefe forc’d thoughts, T prethee darken not 
The Mirth o’th’ Feaft: Or He be thine (my Faire) 

Or not my Fathers. For I cannot be 
Mine ownc, nor any thing to ary, if 
I be not thine. To this I am molt conftant. 

Though deftiny fay no. Be merry (Gentle) 

Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe,with any thing 
Thatyou behold the while. Your guefts are comming: 
Life vp your countenance, as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial], which 
We two haue fworne jfhall come. 

Perd. O Lady Fortune, 

Stand you aufpicious. 

Flo. See, your Guefts approach, 

Addreffe y our fclfe to entertains them fprightly* 

And let’s be red with mirth. 

Shep . Fy (daughter) when my old wifeliu’d: vpon 
This day, flic was both Pander, Butler, Cooke, 

Both Dame and Scruant: Welcom'd all: feru’d all, 
Would fing her fong, and dance her turne: now hccre 
At vpper end o’thTable; now, 1 M 1 middle : 

On his fhoulder, and his : her face o’firc 

With labour, and the thing fhe tooke to quench it 

She would to each one fip. You are retyred. 

As if you were a feafted one : and not 
The Hofttffe of the meeting: Pray you bid 
Thefe vnkno wne friends to’s Welcome, for it is 
A way to make vs better Friends, more knowne. 

Come, quench your blufhes* and preient your felfe 
That which you arc, Miftris o’dfFcaft. Come on. 

And bid vs welcome to your fheepc-fhcaring. 

As your good flocke fhall profper. 

Perd. Sir,welcome: 

It is my Fathers will, I fhould take on mce 
The Hoflcflefhip o'th’day: you’re welcome fir* 

Giue me thofe Flowres there (Dorcas.) Reucrend Sirs, 

For you,there*s Rofemary, and Rue, thche keepe 
Seeming, and fauour all the Winter long: 

Grace, and Remembrance be to you both. 

And welcome to our Shearing. 

__Bb^_[ 
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sou fit 


our age* 


Pol, Shepherdeffe, 

(A fairc one are you:) 

With flowres of'Winter. 

Perd, Sir,the yearc growing ancient. 

Not yet on funamersdeath^xor on the birth 
Of trenrbliog winter, the fay tcft.flowr€s/?'th,fcafon 
Are our Carnations, and flreak’d Gilly-vorp, 

(Which fome call Natures baflards) of that kind 
Our rufticke Gardens barren, and I care no$ . 

To get flips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore (gentle Maiden ) 

Do you negledl them. 

Perd. For I haue heard it faid, 

There is an Art, which in their pidenefle firares 
With great creating-Naturc, 

To!. Say there be: 

Yet Nature is made better by no rneanc, 

But Nature makes that Mcane: fo ouer that Art, 
(Which you fay addes to Nature)is an Art 
That Nature makes: you fee (fweet Maid) we marry 
A gentler Sien, to the wilcieft Stocke, 

And make conceyuc a barkc ot bafer kinde 
By bud of Nobler race. This is an Art 
Which do’s mend Nature: change it rather, but 
The Art it felfe, is Nature. 

Perd. So it is. 

Pol. Then make you Garden rich in Gilly’vors, 

And do not call them baflards. 

Terd. lie not put 

TheDible in earth, to fet oneflip of them: 

No more then were I painted, 1 would vvifli 
This youth fhould fay ’ewer well: and onely therefore 
Defire to breed by me. Here’s flowres for you : 

Hot Lauender, Mints, Sauory, Mariormn, 

The Mary-gold, chat goes to bed with,'Sun, 

And wich himrifes, weeping: Thefearc flowias ' .<y 

Of middle fummer, and I thinkethey aregiuen 
To men of middle age. Y’are very welcome. 

Cam. 1 fhould leaucgrafing, were I ofyourflocke. 
And onely liue by gazing. 

Perd. Out alas: 

You’ld be fo leane, that blafts of Ianuary (Friend, 

Would blow you through and through.Now (my fairft 
I would I had tome Flowres o’th Spring, that might 
Becomeyourfln&cofcay : and yours, and yours. 

That weare ypon your Virgin-branches yet 
Your Maidep.-heads growing : O Proftrpina , 

For the Flowres now, that (frighted) thou lec’ft fall 
From DyJTes Waggon : Dafradils, 

That come before the Swalio.w dares, and take 
The windes of March withbeauty : Violets (dim. 

But fweeter then the lids of [(few’s eyes, 

Or Cythereas breath) pale Prime-rofes, 

That dye vnmajfried, erethey can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his ftrength (a Maladie 
Mod incident to Maids:)bold Oxlips, and 
The Crowne Imperial!: Lillies of all kinds, 

(The Flowrc-de-Luce being one.) O, thefc I lacke. 

To make you Garlands of) and my fweet friend, 
Toflrewhimo’re,and ore.' 

Flo. What? like a Coarfe s' 

Perd. No,llkeab3nke,for Loue to lye, and play on: 
Not like a Coarle: or if: not to be buried. 

But quieke, and in minearmes. Come,take your flours, 
Me thir.kcs I play as I haue feene them do 
In Whitfon-Paftorals: Sure this Robe of mine 
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Do’s change my difpofition: 

Flo. What you do. 

Still betters what is done. When you fpcaL,, c 
I Id haue you do it cuer: When you fing 
I’ld haue you buy, and fell io : to gi Uf Aimes 
Pray fo: and for the ord’ring your Affay res ’ 

To fing them too. When you do dance l’ w( x 
A waue o’th Sea, that you might cuer do’ Wl “ y011 
Nothing but that: moue ftill,flill fo: 

And owne no other Function. EachvourH • 

(So fingular, in each particular) 0m §* 

Crownes what you are doing, in theprefent Lj 
That all your Adfes, are Quecnes. “ ee< k> 

Perd. O Doricles, 

Yourpraifesarc too large: but that your VO ntk 
And the true blood which pcepes fairely throi ok’ 
Do plainly giueyou out an vnflain’d SpheplJn' 
With wifedome, I might feare (myDorrclJs) ^ 
You woo’d methefalfe way. ' 

Flo. I thinkeyou haue 
As little skill to feare, as I haue purpofc 
1 o put you to’r. But come, our dance 1 pra v 
Your hand (my Perdita:) fo Turtles pake ' ’ 

That neuer meane to part. 

Perd. Ilefwcarcfor’cm. 

Po . This is the prettied Low-borne tint 
Ran on the greene-tord : Nothing (he do’s, or fcJ? 
But imatkes of fomething greater then her felfe 
Too Noblefor this place. J 

Cam. He tels her fomething 
That makes her blood Iooke on’c: Good Tooth fl,#;. 
The Quccnc of Curds and Creame. 

Clo. Come on: ftrike vp. 

Dorcas Mcpfa mult be your Miftris: marry Gar] 
to mend her killing with# 7 

CAfop. Now in good time. 

vfXV*. Nora word,a word,wc(landvponourmanni 
Come,ftrike vp. 

Heerc a Dattnce ofShepheards and 
Shep hearddejfes. 

Tol. Pray good Shepheard, whatfaireSwaine istl 
Which dances with your daughter ? 

Shep. They call him -Derides. and boafts himfelfe 
To haue a worthy Feeding *, but I haue it 
Vpon his owne report, and ! belceueit: 

He lookes like iorth : he fayes he loues my daughter, 

1 thinke lo too; for neuer gaz'd the Moone 
Vpon the water, as hee’l ftand and read* 

As ’cwere my daughters eyes: and to beplaine, 

I thinke there is not hpjfe a kifie to choofe 
Who loues another beft. 

Pol. She dances featjy. 

Shep. So The do’s any thing, though I reportit 
That fhould be filent: Ifyong Dor teles 
Do light vpon her, fne fhall bring him that 
Which he not dreames oft EnterScrmt 

Ser. O M after : ifyau did but hcarc the Pedler at ft 
doore* you w ould neuer dance againe after aTabor ar 
Pipe: no, the Bag- pipe could not moue you: bee fingi 
feucrall Tunes, fafter then you’l tell money: hee vtte 
them as he had eaten ballads, and all mens eares grewt 
his Tunes. 

Clo. Ho could neuer come better : hee fhall come in 
I loue a ballad but euen too well, if it be dolefull matu 
merrily fet downe : or a very pleafant thing indec<!e,»( 
fung lamentably. 
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Str- pQ ff t |,is enftomers with Gloues: he has 

MiU "ft Loue-fongs for Maids, fo without bawdrie 


's for man, or woman, of all fizes: 


|4oMi liin ‘ uc .f G ngs for Maids, fo without bawdrie 

tWf-'ftrau^e.) withfachdelicate burthens of Dil- 
(v»bi ch !lr lin | s: iump-her, and thump-her; and where 
id * *r,rch.mouth’d Rafcall, would (as it were) mcane 
fotnc ltr * aoJ breake a fowle gap into the Matter, hee 
""k he maid to anfwere, IPboep, doe menobarme good 
him off, flight* him, with whoop, doe me no 

Wr* is a ^ rauc f e " ow * 

‘° u g e | e ceemee, t’no u talked of an admirable con- 
•^'feHoW.has he any vnbraided Wares ? 
lC e Hee hath Ribbons of all the colours l’thRaine- 
^Poincs, more then all the Lawyers in “Bohemia, can 

J^dlv ban dlc ’ thoU S h they Come C ° h ’ m by th ’g r ° ffc: 

u Caddyffe*, Cambrickes, Lawnes: why he fings 
* nC r as they were Gods, or Goddcffes: you would 

Tnke'aSmockewcrea fiiee-Angell, hefo chauntes to 

h fleeue-band, and the workc about the fquare on’t. 
Pre’thee bring him in, and let him approach fin- 

^p'erd. Forewarnehim,thac he vfe no fcurrilous words 

Youhaue of thefc Pcdlers, that haue more in 

them, then void’d thinke (Sifler.) 

Perd. I, good brother, or go about to thinke. 

Enter A at olic in paging. 

Larvae as white as drinen Snout , 

Cjpreffe blacks as ere was Crow, 

Clones as fweet e as Damask* I\pfes 9 
Maskfs for faces, andfornofes : 

TugU-bracelct , Necke lace Amber, 

Perfume for a Ladies Chamber : 

Golden jfhzoifes, and Stomachers 
for my Lais , to give their deers : 

Pin s^ and poabjng-flickes of (leele. 

What {Jliaids lacke from head to heele : 

(fome bay of me, come: come buy,come buy. 

Tuy Lads, or el feyour Laffes cry ; Come buy. 

Clo. Ifl were not in loue with C Mopfa, thou fhouldft 
take no money ofme r but beiug enthrall'd as I am,it will 
alfo be the bondage of cer taine Ribbons and Gloues# 

Mop . I was promis’d them againft the Fcaft^but they 
come not too late now. 

Dor . He hath promis’d you more rhen that,* or there 
belyars. 

Mop. Hcihath paid you all he promis’d you: ’May be 
lehas paid you more, which will fhame fyou to giue him 
againe. 

Co. Is there no manners left among maids?Will they 
weare their plackets,where they fhould bear their faces ? 
[$ there not milking-time? When you arc going to bed? 
Or kill-hole? Towhifllcof thefc fccrecs, butyourouft 
3C tittle-tatling-before all our guefts?’Tis well they are 
whifpring:clamor your tongues,and not a word more. 

Mop. I haue done; Come you ptomis’d me a tawdry- 
ace, and a paire of fweet Gloues. 

Clo. Haue I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 
way,and loft all my money# 

Aut. And indeed Sir, there are Cozeners abroad,ther- 
fore it behooues men to be wary. 

Clo. Feare not thou man,thou fhalt lofc nothing here 
Ihopcfofir^for I haue about me many parcels 


Clo. What haft heerc? Ballads? s 
Mop. Pray now buy fome: 1 loue a ballet in print, a 
life, for then we are furc they are true. 

* Aut. Here’s one, to a very dolefull tune, howaVfu- 
rers wife was brought to bed of twenty money baggs at 
a burthen, and how fhe long’d to eace Adders heads, and 
Toads carbonado’d# 

Mop . Is it true, thinke you ? 

Aut . Very true, and but a moneth old# 

Dor . Bleffe mefrom marrying a Vfurer. 

Aut* Here’s the Midwiues name co’c: one Mift.7*/<?- 
Porter, and fiuc or fix honeft Wiucs, that were prefent. 
Why fhould I carry lyes abroad ? 

Mop' ’Pray you now buy it, 

Clo. Come-on, lay it by: and let’s firft fee moc Bal¬ 
lads : Wee’l buy the other rhings anon# 

Aut. Here’s another ballad of a Fifh, that appeared 
vpon the co a ft,on wenfday the fourefcore of April,fortie 
thaufand fadom abouc water, & fung this ballad sgainft 
the hard hearts of maids: it was thought fhe was a Wo¬ 
man,and was turn’d into a cold fifh, for fhe wold not ex¬ 
change flefh with one that loud her: The Ballad is very 
pittifull, and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, thinkeyou. 

AfitoL Fiue Iufticcs hands at it, and witneffesmore 
then my packc will hold. 

Clo. Lay it by too; another. 

Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 
Mop. Let’s haue fome merry ones. 

*AttU Why this is a palling merry one,and goes to the 
tune of two maids wooing a man: there’s lcai 1c a Maidc 
weft ward but fhe fings it: 'tis in requeft,I can cell you. 

Mop. We can both fing it: if thou’h beare a part^hou 
{halt hcare, ’tis in th;ee parts. 

Dor. Wc lud the tunc on’c,a month agoe# 

Aut. 1 can beare my part, you muft know 'tis my oc- 
cupation: Haue at it with you; 

Song Get y opt hence, for I waff go* 

Auc. Where it fits not you to know. 

Dor. whether ? 

Mop O whether} 

Dor. Whether ? 

Mop. Jt bccomts thy oath full well t \ 

Thou to me thy fecret s ted . 

Dor: CMe too : Le^mego thether: 

Mop Orthougoefi to th'Grange, or Mid, 

Dor: If to either thou dofi ill , 

Aut: 2v either. 

Dor: What neither} 

A ur: Neither : 

Dor: Thou hafi fworne my Loue to be. 

Mop Thou hafl fworne it more to mee. 

Then whethergoffi Say whether ? 
CYtf.Wcc'l haue this fong out anon by our felues: My 
Father,and the Gent.arc in fad talke,& wee’ll not trouble 
them: Come bring away thy pack after me,Wenches lie 
buy foryou both:Pcdlcr let’s haue the firft choicc;folow 
me girles. Aut: And you fhall pay well for cm. 
Song# Wtlly ou buy any Tape , or lace for your Crpe ? 

My dainty Duck*, my deere-a} 

Any St Ike • any Thred i any Toy es for your head 
Of the news*t,andfins't fins't weare-a . 

(fome to the Pedler, ^Money's a medler , 

That doth vtter ad mens ware-a. Exit 

Scruant. Mayftcr, there is three Carters, three Shep. 
herds,three Neat' herds,threc Swine-herds j haue mad e 

Bb 5 them. 
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themfelues all men of haire, they cal themfelues Saltiers, 
and they haue a Dance, which the Wenches fay is a gal- 
ly-mauirey ofGambol*, becaufe they are notin’t : but 
they themfelues arc o’th’mindc (ifitbecnottoo tough 
for fome, that know little but bowling) it willplcafe 
plentifully. 1 

Sbep. Away : Wee’Inoneon’t; heere has beene. too 
much homely foolery already. I know (Sir) wee wea- 
rieyou. 

Pol. You wearie thofe that refrefih y S : • pray let’s fee 
thefe foure-threes of Heardfmcn. 

Ser. One three ol them, by their owne report (Sir,) 
hath danc’d before the King : and not the worflofthe 
three, but iumpes rweluc foote and a halfc by thTquire. 

Shcp. Leauc your prating, fincetbefe good men arc 
pleaf’d, let them come in : buc quickly no w. 

Ser. Why, they day atdoore Sir. 

Metre a Dance oft we Inc Satyres. 

Pol. O Father, you 1 know more of that hcercaftert 
Is k not too fan e gone ? ’Tis time to part them, 

He’s Ample, and tels much. How now(fairc fhepheard) 
Your heart is full of fomething, that do’s take 
Your mindc from fcafting. Sooth, when I was yonc. 
And handed louc, as you doI was wont 
To load my Shce with knackes: I would haue ranfackt 
The Pedlcrs filken Treafury, and haue powr’d it 
To her acceptance: you haue let him go, 

And nothing marted with him. IfyourLaffc 
Interpretation Ibould abui'c, and call this 
Yourlacke ofloue.orbpunty.you were ftraited 
For a reply at lead, if you make a care 
Of happie holding her. 

Flo. Old Sir, I know 
She prizes not fuch trifles as thefe are : 

The gifts the lookes from me, arc packc and loekt 
Vp in my heart, which I haue giuen already, 

Butnot deduct'd. O hearc me breath my life 
Before this ancient Sir, whom (it Should feemc) 

Hath fometime lou’d: I take thy hand, this hand. 

As foft as Doties-do wne, and as white as it. 

Or Ethyopians tooth, or the fan’d fnovv, that’s bolted 
Ey tn’Northenie blafls, twice ore. 

To/, What followes this ? 

How prettily th’yong Swaine feemes to wafla 
The hand, was faire before ? I haue put youout. 

But to your proteftation: Let me hearc 
What you profefTe. 

Flo. Do, and be witnefle too’c. 

Pol. And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he, and more 

Then he, and men : the earth, the hcaucns,and all; 

That were I crown’d the mod Imperiall Monarch 
Thereof mod worthy : were I the fayred youth 
’ That euermadc eye fvverue, had force and knowledge 
More then was cuer mans, I would not prize them 
Without her Loue; for her, employ them all. 

Commend them, and condcmnc them to her leruice. 

Or to their owne perdition. 

Pol. Fail ely offer’d. 

Carp. This fliewes a found affection. 

Sbep. Bur my daughter. 

Say you the like to him. 

Ter. I cannot fpcjkc 

So well, (nothing fo welll no, normcane better 
By th’patierne of mine owne thoughts, 1 cut out 
Thcpuritieofhis. 
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Sbep. Take bands, a bargaine; ^ 

And friends vnknowne, you ftiall beare witn rr 
I giuc ray daughter to him, and will mat,,. - e ‘o’t 

Her Portion, cquall hit. 

Flo. O, that mud bee 

J'i Y' rtue ofyour daughter: One being dead 
I mail haue more then you can dreameof °* 
Enough then for your wonder: but com/"’ 
Contract vs fore thefe Witncffes. * on » 

Sbep. Come, your hand: 

And daughter, yours. 

Pol. Soft Swaine a-while, befcechvot. 

Haue you a Father? ^ ’ 

Flo. I haue: but what of him ? 

Pol. Knowes he of this s’ 

Flo. He neither do’s, norfliall. 

Pol. Me-thinkes a Father, 

Is at the Nuptiall of his foane, a gueft 
That bell becomes the Tabic: Pray you 0 » c , m 
Is not your Father growne incapeable m ° rc 
Of realonable affayres ? Is he not ftupid 
With Age, and aiding Rheumes?Can he fneak, 
I\now man, from man ? Difpute his owne eftat •> 1 
Lies he not bed-rid ? And againe, do’s nothing 
But what he did, being cbildifh? ® 

Flo. No good Sir: 

He has his health, and ampler flrength indeede 
Then mofi haue ofhis age. 

Pol. By my white beard, 

You offer him (if this be fo) a wrong 
Something vnfillial]: Reafon my Tonne 
Should choofe himfelfe a wife, but as good reafon 
1 he rather ( all whole ioy is nothing clfe 
But faire poftcrjty) fliould hold feme counfaile 
In fuch a bufine/le. 

Flo. I yccldall this; 

But for fome other reafons (my graue Sir) 

Which ’tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My Father of this bufineffc. 

Tel. Lethimknow’t. 

Flo He fliajl not. 

Pel, Prcthcclethim. 

Flo No,hemijftnot. 

Sbep. Let him (my fonne) he fhall not need to ere 
At knowing of thy choice. & 

Ploo Come, come, hemuft not: 

Marke our Contra#. 

Pol . Marke your diuorce(yong fir) 

Whom fennel dare not call: Thou art toobafe 
To be acknowledge. Thou 3 Sceprersheire, 

That thus afictfs a fheepe-hooke ? Thou, old Traitor 
I am forry, that by hanging thee, I can 
hut fhortenthy life one wceke. And thou,frefhpecc 
Of excellent Witchcraft, whom offeree muft know 
The royall Foole*thou coap^fl: with. 

Ship. Oh my heart. 

Pol. lie haue thy beauty fcratcht with briers fcma 
More homely then thy ftate. For thee (fend boy) 

I f I may cuer know thou doft but figh, 

That thou no more Thalt neuer fee this knackc(as neue 
I meane thou (halt) wce’l barre thee from fucccffion, 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, 

Farre then ^Deucalion off: (marke thou my words) 
Follow vs to the Court. Thou Churle, for this time 
(Though full of our difpleafure) yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it* And you Enchainment, 


I 
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Exit. 


, ^ee Ifeuer henceforth, thou 
V^.rall Latches, to his entrance open, 

Tbefe Lubodv more, with thy embraces, 

ffdeuifeadcath,«cruellforthee 
Sou art tender tot- 

^ l A Eucn heere vndone: 

ftu \ much a-fear’d : for once, or twice 
IVV3S about to fpeake, and tell him plaioely, 

fame Sun, that fliines vpon his Court, 

T , ,„this viface from our Cottage, but 

on alike. “Wile pleafe you (Sir) be gone ? 
'°f r . u w hat would come of this: Bcfecch you 
1 , „)n«ine ftate take care sTbi* dreame of mine 
? Snow awake, He Qucenc it no inch farther, 
ButmilkemyEwes,andweepe. 

* \Vbv how now Father, 

Speakccre thou dyefl. 

P W I cannot fpeake,nor thmke, 

N or dare to know, that which 1 kno w : O Sir, 

y u baue vndone a man offouretcorc three, 

That thought to fill hi s graue in quiet: y ea, 

T, dve vpon the bed my father dy de, 

Tolveclofebyhis honed bones; but now 
CnmeHangman muft put on my fhrowd, am. lay me 
Whe-eno Pried fliouels-in dud. Oh curfed wretch, 
That knew’ft this was the Prince, and wouldd aduenture 
To'mingle faith with him. V ndone, vndone : 
if [ roieht dye within this houre, I haue liu’d 

To die when I defire. Extt - 

hit, Why looke you fo vpon me ? 
lam but forry, not affear’d : dclaid, 

Butnothing altrcd: What I was, I am: 

More draining on, for plucking backe; not following 

My leads vnwillingly. 

Cm. Gracious my Lord, 

You know my Fathers temper: at this time^ 

He will allow no fpcech : (which I do ghefle 
You do not purpofe to him:) and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet 1 feare; 

Then till the fury ofhis Highneffe fettle 

Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpofe it: 

I thinke Camille. 

Cam. Euenhe,myLord. 

Per. How often haue I told you’twould be thus? 
How often faid my dignity would laft 
Buctill ’twer knowne? 

fie. Itcannotfailc,butby 
The violation of my faith, and then 
Let Nature crufh the fideso’th earth together, 

And tnarre the feeds within. Lift vp thy lookes: 

From my fucceffion-wipe me (Father) I 
Am heyre to my affetdion. 

Cam. Beaduis’d. 

Flo. I am : and by my fancie,if my Reafon 
Will thereto be obedient: 1 haue reafon: 

Ifnot, my fences better pleas’d withmadneffe. 

Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is defperate (fir.) 

Flo. So call it: but it do’s fulfill mvvow: 

I needs muft thir.keit honefty. Camille, 

Not terHohemia, nor the pompe that may 
Be thereat gleaned: for all the Sun fees, or 

I HC Clolc Carfh wrvrr.Krc* nr nrrafvMind Cr*ic Vildne 


In vnknowne fadomes, will I breake my oath 
To this my faire belou’d :Thercfore, I pray you, 

As you haue cuer bin my Fathers honour’d friend. 
When he fhall miffe me, as fin faith I meane not 
To fee him any more) caft your good counfailcs 
Vpon his pafsion: Let my lclfe,and Fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know. 

And fo deliuer, I am put to Sea 

With her, who heere I cannot hold on (hore: 

And moft opportune to her neede, I haue 
.A Veffcll rides faft by, but not prepar’d 
For this defigne. What courfe 1 meane to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Conccrncmc the reporting. 

Cam. O my Lord, 

I would your lpirit were eafier for aduice. 

Or ftron»er for your neede. 

Flo. Hearke Perdita, 
lie heareyou by and by. 

Cam. Hee’s irremoueable,' 

Refolu’d for flight: Now were I happy if 
His going, I could frame to feme my turne, 

Saue him from danger, do him loue and honor, 

Purchafe the fight againe ofdecre Sicillia, 

And that vnhappy King,my Maftcr, whom 
I fo much thirft to fee. 

Flo. Now good CamiHo > 

I am fo fraught with curious bufineffc, that 
I leaue out ceremony. 

Cam. Sir,I thinke 

You haue heard of my poorc fcruices, i’th loue 
That I haue borne your Father ? 

Flo. Very nobly 

Haue you deferu’d : It is my Father* Muficke 
To fpeake your deeds: not little ofhis care 
To haue them recompenc’d, as thought oti. 

Cam. Well (my Lord) 

If you may plcafe to thinke I loue the King, 

And through him, what’s neereft to him, which is 
Your gracious felfe; embrace but my dire&ion, 

I f your more ponderous and fetled proieiff 
May fuffer alteration. On mine honor, 
lie point you where you fhall haue fuch receiuing 
As fhall become your Highneffe, where you may 
Enioy your Miftris; from the whcm,I fee 
There’s no difiumftion to be made, but by 
(As heauens forefend) your mine : Marry her. 

And with my beft endcuours, in your abfence, 

Your difcontencing Father, ftriuc to qualifie 
And bring him vp to liking. 

Flo- How Cami Ho 

May this (almoft a miracle) be done ? 

That I may call thee fomething more then man. 

And after that truft to thee* 

Cam. Haue you thought oil 
A place whereto you 1 go ? 

Flo. Not any yet : 

But as th’vnthought-on accident is guiltte 
To what we wildely do, fo we profeffc 
Our felues to be the flaue* of chance, and flyes 
Of euery winde that blowes. 

Cam, Thenlifttome: 

Thistollowes, if you will not change your purpole 

But vndergo this flight; make for Sicillia, . 

And there prefent your felfe, and your fayre Princefie, 
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She (hall be habited, as it becomes 

The partner of your Bed. Me thinkes I fee 

Leontes opening his free Armes^nd weeping 

His \\ elcomes forthiasks thee there Sonne forgiuenefie. 

As Were i’th’ Fathers perfon: kiffes the bands 

Of your frefh Princeffe; ore and ore diuides him, 

Twixt his vnkindne{Tc,ond his Kmdneffc: th’onc 
He chides to Hell,and bids the other grow 
Farter then Thought, or Time, 

Flo. Worthy Camillo, 

What colour for my Vifitation, fhall I 
Hold vp before him ? 

Cam. Sent by the King your Father 
To greet him,and to giue him comforts. Sir, 

The manner of your bearing towards him,with 
What you (as from your Father) fhall deliuer. 

Things knowne betwixt vs three, lie write you do vvne. 
The which fhall point you forth at eucry fitting 
What you muft fay: that he fhall not perceiue. 

But that you haue your Fathers Boiomc there. 

And fpeakc his very Heart. 

Flo . I am bound to you: 

There is fome fappe in this. 

Cam • A Courlc more promifing, 

Then a wild dedication of your felues 

To vnpath d W acers,vndream’d Shores; moft certainc, 

To Mifcries enough : no hope to helpe you. 

But as you fhakc off onc,to take another; 

Nothing fo ccrtaine,as your Anchors* who 
Doe their beft office,if they can but Bay you. 

Where you 1c be loth to be: befides you know, 
Profperitie’s the very bond of Louc, 

Whofe frefh complexion,and vvhofe heart together, 
Affli&ion alters. 

Perd. One of thefe is true: 

I thinke Affli 6Uon may fubdue the Chccke, 

But not take-in the Mind. 

Cam. Yea? fay you fo? 

There Hull not,at your Fathers Honfc,thcfe feuen yecrcs 
Be borne another fuch. 

Flo. My good Camillo y 
She’s as forward,of her Breedings 
She is i’th’ reare *our Birth. 

Cam . I cannot lay/cis pitty 
She lacks Inftru$ions,for flic feemes a MiftrdTc 
To mod that teach. 

Perd. Your pardon Sir/or this, 

Ilcblufh you Thanks. 

Flo. My prettieft Perdita . 

But 0,thc Thornes we Band vpon: ( Camtllo ) 

Preleruer of my Father,now of me, 

The Medicine of our Houfe: how (hall we doe ? 

We arc not furnifh’d like Bohemias Sonne, 

Nor fhall appearc in Sicilia. 

Cam. My Lord, 

Feare none of this: I thinke you know my fortunes 
Doc all lye there: it fhall be fo my care, 

To haue you royally appointed,as if 

The Scene you p!ay,werc mine. For inftance Sir, 

That you may know you fhall not want: one word# 

Enter Autoltcw. 

Aut. Ha,ha,what a FooleHonefticis? andTruft(his 
fworne brother) a very fimple Gentleman. I haue fold 
all my Trompcrie: not a counterfeit Stone,not a Ribbon, 
Gbfife, Pomander, Browch,Table-booke, Ballad, Knife, 
Tap^Gloue^Shooc-tye^Bracclcr,Horne-Ring, tokccpc ( 


my 1 ack from farting : they throng who r~> 
as if my Trinket* had becnc hallowc^and b roil 
nedi&ion tothe buyer: by which meanes i r^ htl W 
Purfe was beft in Pidhire ; and what I faw t 
v Ic,I reraembred. MyClowne (who wants ° n ' V & 0o< 
thing to be a reafonable man) giewfo in I*, l,Ut . lot »c 
Wenches Song,that hcc would not ftirre his p'*' 1 ® 1 ttl( 
till he had bothTuncand Words, which lod ett ^ t0{ * ; 
of the Heard to me, that all their other Sen/csfl ttf i 
Earcs: you might haue pinch’d a Placket itwa r 
lcfie; ’twas nothing to gueld a Cod.peece of n ? Ct ' 
would haue fill’d Keyes of that hung inCIi* Ulae: I 
hearmg,no feeling, but my Sirs Song, an(1 a< Jg’ * 
Nothingofit. bo that in this time of Lethw 
and cut mod of their Fcftiuall Purfcs: And had 
old-man come in with a Whoo-bub a<»ainft hi n° C ^ 
ter, and the Kings Sonne, and fear’d mv Chow!t, 
the Chaff., I had no, left a Pnrft ,L, i„ 

Army. the vvl '°l 

Cam. Nay.but my Letters by this meanes bcin-rl. 
So foone as you arriue,(hall cleare that doubt b eri 
Ra. And,h<>le,hac,ou lc P ,oc u «f r „ mKi ; ^ 
Cam . Shall latisfieyourFather. & 1 

Perd . H^ppy be you : 

AH chat you fpcake,fhcwes faire. 

Cam. Who haue wc here ? 

Wee’ic make an Inftrumenc of chis: omit 
Nothing may giue vs aide. 

If they haue oucr heard me nowiwhv hann'm. 
Cam. How now (good Fellow) ' 

Why fiiak’ft thou fo ? Feare not (man) 

Here’s no hnrme intended to thee. 


Ant. Iamapoorc Fellow.Sir. 

Cam. Why,be fo ftili : here’s no body will ficale that 
from thee: yec for the out-lidc of thy pourrtie, w c mull 
make an exchange; therefore dif-cafe thee inftsntiy'tliou 
muft thinke there's a necefliticin’t)and changeGarinenu 
ttith this Gentleman: Tliough the penny-worth (on his 
fide) be the word,yet hold thee,there’s fome boot. 

tsfttt. I am a poorc Fellow, Sir: (I know ye well 
enough.) 

Cam. Nay prechee difpatch: the (gentleman is halfe 
fled already. 

Ant. Are you in earned,Sir? (i fmeli the trick on t) 
Flo. D fparch,I prethec. 

Ant. Indeed I haue had Earned, but I cannot with 
confidence cake ic. 

Cam. Vnbuckle,vnbuckle. 

Fortunate Miftrcffc (let my prophecie 
Come hosne co ye:) you nxurt retire your fclfc 
Into fome Coucrt; take your fwcet-hearts Hat 
And pluck it orcyour Browes, muffle your face, 
Dif-mantle you, and (as you can) difliken 
The truth of your ownc feeming,that you may 
(For I doe feare eyes oucr) to Ship-boord 
Get vndefery’d. 

Perd. I fee the Play fo lyes. 

That I muft bearc a part. 

Noremedie: 

Haue you done there ? 

Flo. Should I now meet my father, 

He would not call me Sonne. 

Cam . Nay,you fhall haue no Hat: 

Come Lady,come: Farewell (my friend.) 

Ant. Adieu, Sir. 

Flo. O Perdita: what haue we twainc forgot? ^ 
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W y ° U What I doe next, dial! be t© tell the King 

C * m ' r one and whither they are bound ; 

Of hope is,I fhall fo preuaile, 

Wb / rein iSafter: in whofe company 
T ^ f lhe-vicw Sicilia ; for whofe fight, 

I nueaWo( nansLon ° ing ' 

'!-/ Fortune fpeed vs ; 

r °' fee on ( Camille) to th’ Sea-fide. 

Thus'*’ j- e fpeed,thebetter. Exit. 

C T: ! ynderftand the bufinefl'e,! heare it; to haue an 
re a Quick eye.and a nimble hand,is necedary for 
°P' n ei C. 1, good Nofe is requifite alfo, to fmeli out 
aC v" P forth’otherSences. I fee this is the time that the 
vVorK ' n doth thriuc.What an exchange had this been, 
vnl “ boot j What a boot is here,with this exchange? 
* he Gods doe this yecre conniuc at vs, and we may 
i Ure ,n« thine extempore. The Prince himfelfe is about 
d0C J ot Iniquitie (dealing away r rom his Father,with 
l J' clon £t his heeles:) if I thought it were a pec ce ofho- 
” die to acquaint the King withall, i would not dot: I 
h'ld it the more knauerie to concealed; and therein am 

>>• 

Afide afidc, here is more matter for a hot braine: Euery 
Lanes end, euery Shop,Church,SefTion,Hanging , y eelds 
a carefull man worke. 

Clome. Sec,fee: what a man you are now ? there is no 
otherway, but to tell the King (he's a Changeling, and 

none of your flefh and blood. 

Shep. Nay,but heareme. 

dew. Nay; but heare me# 

Shep. Goe too then. 

Clew. She being none of your flefh and blood, your 
flefh and blood has not offended the King, and fo your 
flefh and blood is not to be puniflfd by him. Shew thole 
things you found about her (thofe fccret things, all but 
whac flie ha’s with her:)This being done,lcc the Law goe 
whiftle: I warrant you. 

Shep. I will tell the King all, euery word, yea, and his 
Sonnes prancks too ; who, I may fay, is no honefl man, 
neither to his Father,nor to me,co goe about to make me 
the Kings Brother in Law. 

Clew. Indeed Brother in Law 7 was the fartheft offyou 
could haue beene to him,and then your Blood had bccne 
the dearer,by I jcnow how much an ounce. 

Jut. Very wifely (Puppies.) 

Shep. Well: let vs to the King: there is that in this 
Farthell,will make him feratch his Beard. 

Jut . I know not what impediment this Complaint 
may be to the flight of my Mafler# 

Clo. Tray heartily he be at ’ Pallace. 

^r.Though I am not naturally honeft,I am fo forne- 
times by chance: Let me pocket vpmyPedlcrs excre¬ 
ment. How now(Ruftiques) whither are you bound ? . 
Shep . To th’Pallace (and it like your Worfhip.) 
Jut. Your Affaires there i what? with whom? the 
Condition of that Farthcll ? the place of your dwelling? 
your names ? your ages ? of what hauing? breeding,and 
any thing that is fitting to be kno wne,dif couer ? 

Clo. We are but plainc fellowcs,Sir. 

Jut. A Lye; you are rough, and hayrie: Let me haue 
nol ying; it becomes none but Tradcf-men,arid they of- 
ccn giue vs (Souldicrs) the Lye, but wee pay them for it 
withftamped Coyne,not (tabbing Steele, therefore they 
doe not giue ys the Lyc* 


Clo. Your Worfhip had like to haue giuen vs one, if 
you had not taken your fclfe with the manner. 

Shep. Are you a CourtierjandY like you Sir? 

Aut. Whether it Ike me,or no,I am a Courtier. Seed 
thou not the ayre of the Court,in thefe cnfoldingsf Hath 
not my gate in it, the meafurc of the Court? Recciues not 
thy Nofe Court-Odour from me ? Rcfleft I not on thy 
Bafenefle,Court-Contempt l Think’ft thou, for that I 
infmuate, at toaze from thee thy Bufineflc# I am there¬ 
fore no Courtier? I am Courtier Cap-a-pe; and one that 
will eyther pufh-on,or pluck-back, thy Bufineffe there: 
whereupon I command thee to open thy Affaire. 

Shep . My Bufineffe,Sir,is to the King. 

Aut . What Aduocatcha’ft thou to him? 

Shep. 1 know not (andY like you.) 

Clo. Aduocate’s theCourt-word foraPheazant:fay 
you haue none. 

Shep. None,Sir: I haue no Pheazant Cock,nor Hen. 

Aut. How bleffed are we,that are not Ample men ? 

Yct Nature might haue made me as thefe are. 

Therefore I will not difdaine. 

Ch. This cannot be but a great Courtier. 

Shep. His Garments are rich, but lie weares them not 
handiomely. 

Ch, He feemes to be the more Noble,in being fanta- 
fticall; A great manjle warrant; I know by the picking 

onY Teeth. 

Akt. The Fartheli there £ WhatY iYh*’ Farthcll ? 
Wherefore that Box ? . • 

Shep. Sir, there ly^s fnchSccrets in this. Fartheli and 
Box,which none muff know but the Katig,ahd which’bee 
fhall know within this houie,if I may conic to th 5 tpcech 
of him. 

Aut. Age,thou hart Ioff thy labour. 

Shep. Why Sir? 

Aut. The King is not atthePallacc,heisgoneab6ord 
a new Ship,to purge Melancholy,, and ayre himfelfe for 
if thou bee’ft capable of things feriou$, thou muft know 
the King is full of griefc. 

Shep. So Yis faid (Sir:) about his Sonne, that fhould 
haue marryed a Shcpheards Daughter. 

Aut. If that Shepheard be not inhand-faft, let him 
flye; thcCurfeshe fliall haue.the Tortures he fhall feele, 
will breake the back of Man,the heart of Monfler. 

Clo. Thinke you fo,Sir ? 

Aut. Not hee alone fhall fuffer what Wit can make 
heauie,and Vengeanceb\tter;but thofe that arc Icrmaine 
to him (though remou d fifeie times)fhall all come vndcr 
the Hang-man: which,though it be great pitty, yet it is 
necefiarie. An old Sheepe-whiftiing Rogue, a Ram-ten- 
der,to offer to haue his Daughter come into grace^Some 
fay hee fhall be fton*d : but that death is too foft lor him 
(fay I:) Draw our Throne into a Sheep-Coat ? all deaths 
arc too few,the fharpeft too eafie. 

Clo. Ha’s the old-man ere a Sonne Sir (doe you heart) 
andY like you,Sir? 

Jut. Hee ha’s a Sonne who (hall be flayd aliue, then 
’noynced oucr with Honey, fet on the head of a Wafpes 
Ncft,thcn ftand till he be three quarters and a dram dead: 
then rccouer’d againe with Aquavite, or fome other hot 
Infufion: then,taw as he is(and in the hoteft day Progno- 
ftication proclaymes) fliall he be fet againft a Brick-wall, 
(the Sunne looking with a South-ward eye vpon him; 
where hee is to behold him,with Flycs blown to death.) 
But what talke wc of thefe Traitorly-Rafcals,whofe mi- 
ferics are to be fmil’d at.thcir offences being fo capitall > 
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ThejyitUers Waltr. 
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prelence, whifper him in your bchalfcs; and if it be in 
man, befides the King, to cfreift your Suites, Kere is man' 
fball doe ir. 

Llow. He feemes to be o ('great aL!thoritic;clofc with 
him, guie him Gold; and though Autjioruic be a ftub- 
borne Beare, yet lice is oft led by the Nofe with Gold : 
lhew the in-fidc of your Purfc to t!ic otu--fidcof his 
hand, and no more adoc. Remember flail'd, and flay’d 

Shep. And't plcafcyou(Sir)to vndertakc'cjie Bufineflc 
for vs, hcic is that Gold I tiiiic : He make it as much 
more,and lcaue this young man inpawne, till I bring it 

you. 

Aut. After I ha'uc done what I promifed? 

Shep. I Sir. 

Aut. Well, glue me the Moitie: Are you a partie in 
this Bufineflc ? 

Claw, In fome fort, Sir: hut though my cafe be a pjt- 
tifull one,I hope I (ball not be flayd out of it. 

Aut. Oh, that s the cafe of the Shcpbeards Sonne: 
hang him,hee’Ic be made an example. 

Claw. Comfort,good comfort: Wemuft to the King, 
and fliew our flrange fights: lie muft know ’tis none of 
your Daughter, nor my Sifler : wee arc gone elfc. Sir,I 
will giueyo.u as much as this oldman do’s, when theBu- 
finefle is performed,and remaine(as he fayes)your pawne 
till it be brought you. 

Aut, I willTrufl you, Walke before toward the Sea- 
, fide, goe on the right hand, I will but lookevponthe 
Hedge,and follow you. 

Clow. We are blefs’d,in this man: as I mav fay. euen 
blcfs'd. 1 

Shep. Let's before,as he bids vs: he was prouided to 
doc vs good. 

. Ant. If I had a mind to be honeft,I fee Fortune would 
not lufficr mee: fliee drops Booties in my mouth. I am 
courted now with a double occafion:(Gold,andamcans 
to doc the Prince my Maftergood; which,whoknowes 
how that may currie backe to niyaduancemcm? ) 1 will 
bring thefe two Moalcs,thefe blind-oncs.aboord him; if 
he thmke it fit to flioare them 3gaine, and that the Com¬ 
plaint they hauc to the King, concerncs him nothing, Ice 
him call me Rogue, for being fo farre officious, for I am 
p.ropfe 3gainft that Title,and what ffiame clfc belongs 
to’c: To him will I prefent thcm,theremay be matter ni 

- Exeunt. 


' kAHus Quintus.. Sccna Tima. 


,,i Enter Leontcs£ieomiyies,DioH,P aulina,Ser Hants r. 

Florist, Perdita . 

Clco, Sir,youhauedone enoiigh.and haueperform’d 
ASaint-like Sorrow :. No fa.ult could youmake, 
mm you haue not redeem’d • indeed pay’d downe 
Mbj$ p.cniteiice then done trefpas; Ac the laft 
Ppwi the Heauens haue done; forget your euill. 

With them/orgluc your felfe. 

Leo., V/hileii 1 remember 
Her,and her Vercucs, I cannot forget 




That Heire-lcfle it hath made my Kined^m^’ 
Deflroy’d the fwcet’fl Companion, that ere 
Bred his hopes due of,true. 111311 

Paul. Too tru'fe(my Lord:) 

If one by one,y ou wedded all the World 
Or from the All that arc.tooke fomethins eo a 
To make a perfeft Woman; file you kill’H ° d ’ 
Would be vnparallell’d. 

Leo. Ithinkefo. Kill’d? 

She I kill’d ? I did fo: but thou firik’ft me 
Sorely, to fay I did : it is as bitter 

VponthyTongue,asinmy Thought. Now, 

Say fo but feldome. >l 

Cleo. Not at all, good Lady: 

You might hauc fpoken a thoufand thino, t u 
Haue done the time more benefit,and °nc’d Wgb * 
Your kindneife better. & 

Paul. You arc one of thofe 
Would haue him wed againe. 

Dio, If you would not fo. 

You pitcy not the Statc,nor the Remembrance 
Ot his moft Soueraignc Name: Confid er little 
What Dangers,by his Highnefle fajle of Iffue 
May drop vpon his Kingdome.and deuoure ’ 
Iriccrtaine lookers on. What were more holy, 

1 hen to reioycc the former Queene is well ? 

What holycr.then for Royalties repayre, 

For prefent comfort,and for future good 
To blefle the Bed of Maieftic againe 

With a fweet Fellow to’t ? 

Paul. There is none worthy, 

(Rcfpedbng her that’s gone:) befides the Gods 
Will haue fulfill’d their fecret purpofes: 

For ha’s not the Diuine Apollo laid f 
Is’t not the tenor of his Oracle, 

That King Leontes (hall not haue an Heire, 

Till his loll Child be found i Which, that it Hull, 

I» all as monllrous to our humane reafon, 

As my tsfutigonus to breake hisGraue, 

And-come againe to me; who,oil my life. 

Did perifli with the Infant. ’Tis your councell, 

My Lord fliould to the Heauens be contrary, 
Oppofc again!! their wills. Carenot forlflhe, 

The Crownc will find an Heire. Great Alexander 
Left his to th* Worthieft : fo his SuccefTor 
Was like to be the beft. 

Leo. Good Paulina^ 

Who haft the memoric of Rermiont 

I know in honor: O.thatcuerJ 

Had fquar’d me to thy councell: then,euen now, 

I might haue look’d vpon my Queenes full eyes, 

Haue taken Treafure from her Lippes. , 

Paul. And lefe them 
More rich,for what they yeeldcd, 

Leo, Thou fpeak’ft truth: 

No more fuch VViues,tberefore no Wife: one worfc, 
And better vs’d,would make her Sainted Spirit 
Againepofleflc her Corps,and on this Stage 
(Where weOffendors now appeare) Soule-vext, 

And begin,why to me ? 

Paul. Had fhe fuch power. 

She had iuft fuch caufe. 

Leo. She had, and would incenfe me 
To murcher her I marryed. 

Pent. I 
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^,J.Gho# wlk’<Ml y «d ywmarke 

W crC rirellme for what dull parte in c 

^ crey u’reher: then H*d ffirieke,that euen.Jour cares 
Yo« 0 heare me,and the words that follow d, 

KaL Remember mine. 

Sb °“ S 7rres,Starres, 

Ls clie,dead coales: feare thou no Wife 5 

&oWife,?^ 

1,e n !/ Will you fwcare 
^ ‘ marrv but by my free lcaue ? 

^Tblcuer (Paulina) fo be blcfs’d my Spirit. 

1 l Then good my Lords,beare witnefle to his Oath. 
r/1 You tempt him ouer-much. 
vial- Vnlefle another, 

\s like fjerinione^s is her Pidure, 

^Cle« l Good Madame,I bane done. 

?0 i Yet if my Lord will marry : if you wil^Sir; 

,j ..medic but you will: Giue me the Office 
to chufe you a Queene: fhe (ball not be lo jloung 
L was your former,but (be (ball be fuch 
a! (walk’d your firft Queenes Ghoft) it (bould take ioy 

Tofeeher'myourarmes. 

y 9i My Paulina) 

We (hall not marry,till thou bidft vs. 
paul» That 

Shall be when your firft Queene’s againe in breath: 

Neuer till then. 

Enter a Servant. 

Scr, One that giues out himfelfe Prince 
Sonne of Polixenes, with his Princefle(fhe 
The faireft I haue yet beheld) defires accefle 
jo your high prefcncc. 

Leo. What with him? he comes not 
Like to his Fathers Greatnefle: his approach 
(Sooutofcircumftance,and fuddainc) tells vs> 
TisnotaVifitacion fram'd,but forc’d 
Byncedjandaccident. WhacTraync? 

Ser. But few, 

And thofe but meanc. 

Leo. His Princcfle (fay you) with him ? 

Ser. I: the mod peereleffe pcecc of Earth,I thinke. 
That ere the Sunne (hone bright on. 

Paul. Oh Her mi one y 
As euery prefent Time doth boaft it felfe 
Aboue a better,gone; fo muft thy Graue 
Giue way to what’s feenc now* Sir, you your felfe 
Haue faid,and writ fo; but your writing now 
Is colder then that Theamc: flic had not beene. 

Nor was not to be equalfd,thus your Verfe 
Flow'd with her Beautic once; 'tis flirewdly ebb'd f 
To fay you haue fecne a better. 

Ser. Pardon,Madame: 

The one,I haue almoft forgot (your pardon:) 

The other,when fhe ha’s obtayn’d your Eye, 

Will haue your Tongue too. This is a Creature, 

Would (he begin a Sc£l,might quench the zcalc 
Ot all Profeffors clfe; make Prolclyces 
Of who (Tie but bid follow. 
tanl. How ? not women ? 

Ser. Women will loue her,that fhe is a Woman 
More worth then any Man: Men,that fnc is 
The rareft of all Women. 

Lee. GotClcomineSy 

Tour felfe (affifted with your honor’d Friends) 


Bring them to our embraccmcnt. Still ’tis ftrangc, 

He thus fliould fteale vpon vs. Exit . 

Tah /. Had our Prince 

(Icwcil ofChildrcn)feene this houre,hehad payr’d 
Well with this Lord; there was not full a moneth 
Betweene their births. 

Leo. ’Prethee no more; ceafe i thou know’ll 
He dyes tome againe,when calk’d-of: fure 
When I fhall fee this Gentlemanly fpeechcs 
Will bring me to conhder that, which may 
Vnfurnifh me of Reafon# They are come. 

Enter FloraeII, VenlitAyCleemincs^and ethers. 

Your Mother was mod true to Wedlock,Prince, 

For flic did print your Royall Father off, • 

Concerning you. Were 1 but twehtie one. 

Your Fathers Image is fo hit in you, 

(His very ayre) that I fliould call you Brother, 

As I did him,and fpeake of fbmething wildly 
By vs perform’d before. Mod dearcly welcome, 

And your fairc PrinccfTe (Goddefle) oh: alas, 

I loft a couple, that ’twixt Heaucn and Earth 
Might thus haue ftood,begetting wonder,as 
You (gracious Couple) doe: and then Hoff' 

(All mine owne Folly) the Societie, 

Amitic too of your braue Father,whom 
(Though bearing Miferie) I defire my life 
Once more to looke on him. 

Flo. By his command 
Hauc I here touch’d Sicilia, and from him 
Giue you all greetings,that a King (at friend) 

Can fend his Brother: and but Infirmicie 

(Which waits vpon \£orne times)hath fomething feiz’d 

His wifti’d Abilitie,he had himfelfe 

The Lands and Waters, ’twixt your Throne and his, 

Meafur’d,to looke vpon you; whom he loues 

(He bad me fay fo)more then all the Scepters, 

And thofe that bearc thcnu,liuing. 

Leo . Oh my Brother, 

(Good Gentleman) the wrongs I haue done thcc,ftirre 

Afrcfh within me : and thefe thy offices 

(So rarely kind) are as Interpreters 

Of my behind-hand flacknefle. Welcome hither. 

As is the Spring to th'Eartb, And hath he too 
Expos'd this Paragon to th'fearefull vfage 
(At leaft vngcntle) of the drcadfull Neptune , 

To greet a man,not worth her paines; much lcfle 3 
Th’aduenturc of her perfon f 

Flo. Good my Lord, 

She came from Libia. 

Lee. Where the Warlike Smalns, 

That Noble honor’d Lord, is fear’d,and louM? 

Flo . Moft Royall Sir, 

From thence: from him,whofe Daughter 
His Tearcs proclaym’d his parting with her: thence 
(A profperous South-wirid friendly)wc haue crofs'4 
To execute the Charge my Father gaue me, 

Forvifiting your Highnefle: My beftTrainc 
I hauc from your Sicilian Shores difmifsM ; 

Who for TSehcmta bend,to fignifie 
Not onely my fuccefle in Libia (Sir) 

But my arriuall,nnd my Wifes^in fafetie 
Here,where we arc. 

Leo. The bleflcd Gods 
Purge all Infeftion from our Ayre, whileft you 
Doe Clymate here: you haue a holy Father, 

A graccfull Gentleman^gainft whofc perfon 
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(So facrcd as it is) I hauc done finne, 

For whicn,the Heauens (taking angry note) 

Hauc left me Ifluc-lefle: and your Father's blefs’d. 
(As he from Heauen merits it) with you, 

Worthy his goodnefle. What might I hauc been, 
Might I a Sonne and Daughter now hauc look’d on. 
Such goodly things as you ? 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Moft Noble Sir, 

That which I ft>all report,will bcarc no credit, 

VV ere not theproofe lo nigh# Pleafcyou(grcat Sir) 
Bohemia greets you rrom himfelfc,by me: 

Deiires you to ai tacb his Sonnc,who has 
(His Dignitie,and Dutie both cart off) 

Fled from his Father,from his Hopes,and with 
A Shepheards Daughter, 

Leo. Where's Bohemia ? fpeake; 

Lord . Here,in your Citie: I now came from him, 

I fpeake amazcdly, and it becomes 
My mcruaile,and my Mcffagc. To your Court 
Whiles he was haftning (in thcChatefft fccmeSj 
Ot this faire Couple) mectcs he on the way 
The Father of this teeming Lady, and 
Her Brothcr,hauing both their Countrey quieted, 
With this young Prince. 

Flo. Camillo ha's betray’d me; 

Whofc honor, and whole honcitie till now* 

Endur’d all Weathers. 

Lord. Lay’t fo to his charge : 

He’s with the King your Father. 

Leo . Who i Camillo ? 

Lord. Camillo (Sir:) I fpake with him: who now 
Ha's thefe poore men in queflion. Neuer faw 1 
Wretches fo quake: they kneelc,thcy kific the Earth; 
Forfwearethemfeluesa* often as they fpeake: 

Bohemia flops his cares,and threatens them 
With diuers deaths, in death. 

Perd. Oh my poore Father: 

The Heauen fees Spyes vpon vs,wil! not haue 
Our Contract celebrated# 

Leo . You arc marryed ? 

Flo. We are not (Sir) nor arc we like to be: 

The Scarrcs (I tee) will kiffe the Valleyes firft: 

The oddes for high and low’s alike# 

Leo. MvLord, 

Is this the Daughter of a King ? 

Flo. She is. 

When once flic is my Wife. 

( Leo. That oncc(l fcc^byyour good Fathers fpeed. 
Will comc-on very flowly. I am forry 
< ( Molt forry) yon hauc broken from his liking. 

Where you were cy'd in dutie: and as forry. 

Your Choife is not fo rich in Worth, at Bcautic, 

That you might well enioy her. 

Flo. Dcare,lookc vp : 

Though F«7**;,vifibJc an EneS||, 

Should chafe vt,vvith my Father; powre no iot 
Hath flic to change our Tones. Befeech you (Sir) 
Rcmember,flnce you ow’d no more to Time 
Then I doe now: with thought of fuch Affetflions, 

Step forth mine Aduocate ; at your requeft. 

My Father will graunt precious things,as Trifles, 

Leo. Would he doe fo.I’ld beg yourprecious Miflris, 
Which he counts but a Trifle. 

Paul. Sir (my Liege ) 

Your eye hath too much youth in’t; not a moncth 


The JVinters Bale. 


Z° rc y? r Qu«nc 

Then what you looke on now. ” * Uc hga i( 

Leo. I thought of her, 
EuenintheleLookesImade, But your Per’ • 

Is yet vrwanfwcr’d: I will to your Father • ' tl0n 
Your Honor not o’re-throwne by y our tj e fi r 
I am friend to them,and you: Vpon which Err’ 

I now goe toward him: therefore follow me ^ 
And markc what way I make; Come good my 

Exeunt. 

Scoena Secunda. 


Enter j4tnetieM,4nd a Gentleman. 
Util? Btr " £ '’ yon (Sit)w " e P" r '"'« 4 k a. 

Gent. 1 . I was by at the opening of the FartK.it l 
the old Shcphearddcliucrthe manner how he f 
Whereupon(after a little ama«dne(Te)wc were!? * 
mantled out of the Chamber: onely this f nie ?! 

heard the Shepheard fay.be found the Child. 
slut. I would mod gladly know theiflue of it 
Gent.i. I make a broken deliuerie of the BuLr, 
but thtf hanges I perceiued in the King.and Camill, 1 
very Notes of admiration : they feem’d almoft w ithA 
ring on one another, to tcare the Cafes of their Ev 
There was fpeech in their dumbneffe, Lano U ao C , 
very gefture; they look’d as they had heard of a Wo, 
ranfom’d.or one deftroyed: a notable paffion of Wo 
der appeared in them: but the wifeft beholder thatknc 
no more but feeing, could not fay.ifth’importanccwc 
Ioy,or Sorrow; but in the extremitie of the one itmu 
needs be. Enter another Gentleman. ’ 

Here comes a Gentleman, that happily known mort 
The Ncvict.Rogero. 

Cent. 2 . Nothing but Bon-fires:the Oracle is fulfil 
the Kings Daughter is found: fuchadealeofwonderi 
broken out within this houre.that Ballad-makers canno 
be able to exprefle it. Enter another gentleman. 
Here comes the I.ady paulina's Steward, hee candeliue 
you more. How goes it now (Sir.) This Newts (vvhid 
is call d true) is fo likeanoldTalc,thattheveritieofiti 
in ftrong fufpition: Ha’s the King found his Heiref 
Gent. 3 . Moll true, ifeucrTruth were pregnant b] 
Circumflance : That which you heart, you’le fwcari 
you fee,there is fuch vnitie in theproofes. TheMantli 
of Queene Hermiones : her Iewell about the Ne.:k of it 
the Letters o fytnti^onw found with it,which they knot 
to be his Character: the Maicllie of the Creature,tare- 
femblancc of the Mother: the Affection of Nobleneffe, 
which Nature Ihewesahoue her Breeding, andmanyo* 
thcr Euidences,prodayme her, with all certaintie.tobe 
the Kings Daughter. Did you fee the meeting of the 
two Kings? 

Gent.i. No. 

Gent.y. Then haueyou loll a Sight which wastobcc 
feene,cannot bee fpoken of. There might you haue be. 
held one Ioy crownc another,fo and in luch manner, that 
it feem’d Sorrow wept to rake leaueof them: for their 
Ioy waded inteares. There was calling vp of Eyes,hoi* 
ding vp of Hands, with Countenance of fuch diftra$ioOi 
that they were to be knowne by Garment,not by Fau°r. 

C\ 11 r 
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. —- .' a being ready to leape out of himtelfe,for ioy of 
^ ur r ^fnauehter $ as if that loy were now become a 
hlS (T U cryes, Ob, thy Mother, thy Mother r : then askes 
a torgiocDcfle, then embraces his Sonne-in-Law: 

1 n^aine worryes he his Daughter,with clipping her. 

C16 he thanks the old Shepheard (which flands by 3 like 
N VVcacher-bitcen Conduit? of many Kings Rennes.) I* 
a V heard of fuch another Encounter; which lames Rc- 
- u ;; 0 f 0 ]low it,and vndo’s defeription to doe it. 
^Gent.i* What, 'pray you, became of Antigonm, that 

rryed hence the Child ? 

Cl cat-3- Like an old Taleflill, which will haue matter 

rchcarfe, though Credit beafleepe, and not an carco- 
C °n* he was tome to pieces witha Bearc : 1 his auouches 
the Shepheards Sonne; who ha’s not onely his* Ir nocence 
/ vhuli feemes much)to iuflifie hiiiy,b^t a Hand-kcrchief 
and Rincrs of his,that Panl&a'Kw owes* 

Qwui. What became of his Barke, and his Fol¬ 
low^ 5 ? 

Gent.i* Wrackt the iame inflant of their Matters 
death, and in the view of the Shepheard: fo that all the 
Inrtrumeuts which ayded to expofc the Child,were cuen 
then loft,whcn it was found. But oh the Noble Combat, 
that ’twixt loy and Sorrow was fought in Paulina. Shec 
had one Eye declin’d for the Ioffe of her Husband, ano- 
ther cleuated,that the Oracle was fulfill’d: Shee lift ed the 
princeffe from the Earth, and fo locks her in embracing, 
asiffhee would pm her to her heart, that fliee might no 
more !>c in danger of loolmgf 

Gent. i. The Dignitie of this Add was worth the au¬ 
dience of Kings and Princcs/or by fuch was it a&ed, 

Gent. 3, One of the prettyeft touches of all, and that 
which angl'd for mine Eyes (caught the Water, though 
nottbeFifh) was, when at the Relation of the Qoeenes 
death (with the manner how fhec came to'^brauciy con- 
fefs’d, and lamented by the King) how attentiueneffe 
wounded his Daughter, till (from one figne of dolour to 
anothcr)fliec did( with an Alas) I would fame fay,bleed 
Tearcs; forlarh lure, my heart wept blood. Whowas 
moft Marble, there changed colour: fome fwownded,all 
forrowed : if all the World could haue teen’t, the Woe 
had beene vniuerfall. 

Gent.i . Are they returned to the Court ? 

Cent. 3. No: The Princcffe hearing of her Mothers 
Statue (which is in the keeping of Paulina) a Pcccc many 
yeeres in doing, and now newly perform'd, by that rare 
Italian Matter,//#//? Romano, who (had he himteife Etcr- 
nitie, and could put Breath into his Worke) would be¬ 
guile Nature of herCuftomc,loperfc6Uyheisher Ape: 
He fo neere to Hcrmione ,hath done Hermionc , that they 
fay one would fpeake to her,and ftand in hope ofanfwcr# 
Thither (with all greedineffe of affc&ion)ai c they gone, 
and there they intend to Sup. 

Gent. 2. I thought fhe had fome great matter there in 
hand, for (hee hath priuatety, twice'or thrice a day, etier 
fincc the death of fJerm/ont^ilncd that remoued Houfe. 
Shall wee thither,and with our companie peece the Rc- 
ioycing ? 

Gent.i . Who would be thence, that ha’s the benefit 
°f Accede ? eucry winke of an Eye, fome new Grace 
will jc borne: our Abfence makes vs vnthriftie to our 
Knowledge. Let's along. Exit. 

Axt. Now (had Inotthedaili of my former life in 
me) would Preferment drop on my head, ‘t brought the 
oldman and his Sonne aboord the Prince ; told him I 
heard.them talke of a Farthell.and I know.not what: but 


he at that time ouer-fond of the Shepheards Daughter(lo 
he then tooke her to be) who begat* to be much Sea-fick, 
and himteife little better, extremitic of Weather conti¬ 
nuing, this Myflerie remained vndifcouerM. But’tisall 
one to me: for had I beene the finder-out of this Secret, 
it would not haue rellifh’d among my other difcredits. 

Enter Shepheard and Clowne. 

Here come thofei haue done good to againft my will, 
and alrcadie appearing in the bloffomes of their For¬ 
tune. 

Shep. Come Boy, I am paft moe Children: but thy 
Sonnes and Daughters will be all Gentlemen borne. 

Clow. You are well met (Sir;) you deny’d to fight 
with mee this other day, becaufe I was no Gentleman 
borne. See you thefe Clothes? fay you fee them not, 
and ihinkc me (Till no Gentleman borne : You werebeft 
fay thefe Robes arc not Gentlemen borne. Giuemethe 
Lye : doc: and try whether I am not now a Gentleman 
borne. 

I know you arc now(Sir)a Gentleman borne. 

Clow. I,and haue been fo any time thefe foure houres. 

Shep. And fo haue l,Boy. 

Clow. So you haue : but I was a Gentleman borne be¬ 
fore my Father: for the Kings Sonne tooke me by the 
hand,and call’d mee Brother: and then the two Kings 
call’d my Father Brother: and then the Prince (my Bro- 
ther)and thePrincefle(mySifter)calFd my Father,Father; 
and lowee wept: and there was the firft Gentleman -like 
tearesthat eucr we (lied. 

Shep. We may line (Sonne) to flied many more. 

Clow. I: or cite't were hard luck,berng in fo piepofte- 
rous efface as we are# 

Ant. I humbly befeech you (Sir)to pardon me all the 
faults I hauc committed to your Worfhip, and to giuc 
me your good report to the Prince my Mafier. 

Shep. 'Prethee Sonne doe: for wc muff be gentle,now. 
we are Gentlemen. 

Clow. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

A at. I,and it like your good Worfhip# 

Clow. Giue me thy hand: I will fweare to the Prince, 
tbou art as honeft a true Fellow as any is in Bohemia. 

Shep . You may (ay it,but not fweare it. 

Clow. Not fweare it, now I am a Gentleman ? Let 
Boores and Francklins fay it,Tle fweare it. 

Shep. How it it be falfe (Sonne?) 

Clow. If it be nc'rc fo faife, a true Gentleman may 
fweare it,in the behalfe of hjs Friend : And lie iweare to 
the Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy hands, and that 
thou wilt not be drunker but I know thou 3rc no tall FeB 
low of thy hands,and that thou wilt be drunkc: but He 
fweare it, and I would thou would’ft be a tall Fellow of 
thy hands. 

Am. I will proue fo (Sir) to my pefover. 

Clow. I ,by any meanes proue a tall Fellow: ifl do not, 
wonder^how thou dar’ft venture to be drtinke, not being 
a tall Fellow,truff me not. Harke,theKings and the Prin¬ 
ces (our Kindred) are going to fee the Qucenes Picture. 
Come,follow vs: wee’le be thy good Matters. Exeunt. 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Leentes,P olixenes,Florix. ell,Verdita^CamiHoy 
Paulina: Hcrmione(like a Statue:) Lords,&c. 
Leo. O graue and good Paulina^ the great comfort 
That 1 haue had of thee ? 


Cc 


Paul. What 
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Paul. What (Soueraignc Sir) 

I did not well,I meant well: all my Scruices 
Youhaue pay’d home. But that you hauc rouchfaf d 
(With your Crown’d Brother,and thefe your contra&ed 
Hcires of your Kingdomes) my poore Houfe to vifit; 

It is a furplus of your Grace,which ncucc 
My life may Iaft to anfvverc. 

Leo . O Paulina , 

We honor you with trouble: but we came 
To fee the Statue of our Quecne. YourGallcrie 
Haue we pafsM through,not without much content 
In many fmgularities; but we favv not 
That which my Daughter came to looke vpon. 

The Statue of her Mother. 

Paul. As fheliu’d pecrelelfe. 

So her dead likcncffe 1 doc wcl 1 bclecuc 
Excclls what euer yet you look’d vpon. 

Or hand of Man hath done: therefore I keepe it 
Louely,apart. But here it is: prepare 
To fee the Life as liuely mock'd,as euer 
Still Slccpe mock’d Death: behold,nnd fay ’cis well# 

I like your filence,it the more fhewes-off 
Your wonder: but yet fpcake,firft you (my Liege) 
Comes it not foraething ncerc i 
Leo . Hernaturall Pofture. 

Chide me (dearc Stoue) that 1 may fay indeed 
Thou art Hermione \ or rather,thou arc fhe. 

In thy not chiding: for fhe was as tender 
As Infancie,and Grace. But yet (Paulina) 

Hermione was not fo much wrinckled 7 nothing 
So aged as this feemes# 

Pol. Oh,not by much. 

Paul. So much chc more out Caruers excellence. 
Which lets goe-by fomc fixtcencyccres,and makes her 
As fhe lin’d now. 

Leo. As now fhe might haue done, 

So much to my good comfort, as it is 

Now piercing to my Soule. Oh.thus fhe Rood, 

Eucn with fuch Life of Maieftie(warme Lifc, 

As now it coldly Rands) when firft ] woo’d her. 

I am afham’d : Do’s not the Stone rebuke me. 

For being more Stone then it ? Oh Royall Pecce: 

There’s Magick in thy Maieftie,which ha’s 
My Euils coniur’d to remembrance; and 
From thy admiring Daughter tooke the Spirits, 

Standing like Stone with thee. 

Perd. And giue me leauc. 

And doe not fay ’cis Superflicion.thac 
I knecle,and then implore her Blcfling, Lady, 

Deere Quecne,thac ended when I but began, 

Giujjmc that hand of yoiirs>to kifle. 

y/. O,patience: 

I The Matue is but newly fix’d; the Colour's 
Not dry. 

Cane. My Lord,your Sorrow was too fore lay’d-on. 
Which fixteenc Winters cannot blow away. 

So many Summers dry: fcarce any Ioy 
Did euer fo long hue; no Sorrow, 

But kill’d it felfc much fooncr. 

Pol . Deere my Brother, 

Let bim,that was the caufe of this,haue powre 
To take-off fomuch griefc from you,as he 
Will pcecc vp in himlelfe. 

Paul. Indeed my Lord, 

If I had thought the fight of my poore Image 
Would thus haue wrought you (for the Stone is mine) 


i 


•you.-bu, 


Il’d not haue ftew'd it. 

Let. Doe not draw the Curcaine. 

M No longer frail you gaze on’t,lcafl Voiir c 
May thinke anon,it raoues. J vur ran ( 

Leo. Let be, let be: 

Would I were dead,but that me thinkes alreadie 
. (What vvas he that did make it?) See (my Lord") * 

Would you not deeme it breath’d * and thar »u i> 

Didverily bearc blood? 0 e,e ini 

Pol. Mafterly done: 

The very Life feemes warme vpon her Lippe. 

Leo. The fixure of her Eye ha’s motion in’ t 
As we are mock'd with Art. ' 

TamI. lie draw the Curtaine: 

My Lord’s almoft fofarre tranfported,that 
Hec’le thinke anon it liues. 

Leo. Oli fweet PAutiua, 

Make me to thinke fo twentieyecres together* 

No fetlcd Scnces of the World can match 
The pleafure of that madnefle. Let’t alone. 

Vanl. I am forry (Sir) I haue thus farre ft'ir’d 
I could afflict yoo farther. 

Leo. Doe PauLha : 

For this Affliction ha’s a tafte as fweet 
As any Cordiall comfort. Still me thinke* 

There is an ayre comes from her. What fineChizrell 
Could euer yet cut breath t Let no man mock me 
For I will kifle her. > 

Paul. Good my Lord,forbeare: 

The ruddinefle vpon herLippe,is wet: 
You’lemarreitjif you kifle it; ftayne yourowne 
With Oyly Painting: frail I draw the Curtaine. 

Leo. No: not thefe twentie yceres. 

Perd. So long could I 
Stand-by, a looker-on. 

Paul. Either forbeare. 

Quit preferuly the ChappeIl,or refolue you 
For more amazement: if you can behold it, 
lie make the Statue mouc indeed; defeend, 

And take you by the hand: but then you'lethinke 
(Which 1 proteftagainft)Iamaflifted 
By wicked Powers. 

Leo. What you can make her doc, 

I am content to looke on: what to fpcake, 

I acn content to bearc: for’tis as cafie 
To make her fpeake,as moue. 

PauI. It is requir'd 

You doe awake your Faith: then,all ftand flili: 

On: thofe that thinke it is vnlawfull Bufinefle 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leo. Proceed: 

No foot frail ftirre. 

PauI. Mulick; awake her: Strike: 

Tis time: defeend: be Stone no more: approach: 

S trike all that looke vpon with meruaile: Come: 

He fill your Graue vp: ftirre: nay,come away: 
Bequeath to Death your numnefle: (for from him, 
Deare Lifcredeemcs you) youperceiuefre ftirre*: 

Start not: her Actions frail be holy, as 
You heare my Spell is lawfull: doe not frun her, 

Vntill you fee her dyeagaine; for then 
You kill her double: Nay,prcfent your Hand: 

When fre was young,you woo’d her: now,in age, 

Is fre beconti: the Suitor ? 

Leo. Oh.fre’swarme: 

{ If this be Magick, let it be an Are 

law 


The !Vinters Tale. 


f tl ' che hangs about his necke, 

C ‘ i0 ‘ nine to life, let her fpeakc too. 
jffliep erta . makc it manifeft where fre ha’s liu’d, 

JlUlnefrom the dead? 

° ! va/ Th at freisliuing, 

but told you, frould be hooted at 
W old Talc: but it appeares fre hues, 
l,kC 3 u vn fhe fpcake not. Marke a little while: 
Th °r S lu to interpofe (faire Madam) knecle, 

d rayy° ur Mothcrs bIeffin S : turnc S ood Lad }V 

•^ l!L n, r J;ta is found. 

°r f r You Gods looke downe, 

, Tfrom your facred Viols pourc your graces 
}°“' y daughters head : Tell me (mine owne) 

^P° liaftthoubinpreferu’d? Whereliu’dPHow found 
^Fathers Court ? For thou fralt heare that 1 
J Lin*’by that rhe Oracle 

hope thou wart in bcing ; haue preferu’d 

L felfc, to fee they flue. 

p,u’ There’s ttmc enough for that, 
r r jft they defirc (vpon this pufr) to trouble 
Yourioycs, with like Relation. Go together 
you precious winners all: year exultation 


3°3 




Partake to eucry one: I (an old Turtle) 

Will wing me tofome wither’d hough, and there 
My Mate (that’s ncucr to be found againe) 

Lament, till I am loR. 

Leo . O peace Vaulina i 

Thou RiouId ft a husband take by my confent. 

As I by thine a Wife. This is a Match, 

And made betwcene ’5 by Vowes. Thou haft found mine. 
But how, is to bequeftion’d : fori faw her 
(As I thought) dead : and haue (in vaine) faid many 
A.'praycr vpon her graue* He not feeke farre 
(For him, I partly know his minde) to finde thee 
An honourable husband. Come Camilla f 
And take her by the hand : whofe worth,and honefty 
Is richlv noted : and hecrc iuftified 
By Vs, a paire of Kings. Let’s from this place. 

What? looke vpon my Brother: both your pardons* 
That ere I put betweene your holy lookes 
My ill fufpition: This your Son-in-law, 

And Sonne vnto theKmg,whom heauens dirc&ing 
Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina, 

Lcadc vs from hence, where we may leyiurely 
Each one demand, and anfwerc to his part 
Perform’d in this wide gap ofTime,fincc firft 
Wewere difleuer’d: Haftily lead away. Exeunt. 






The Names ofthe A&ors. 



I Pontes, Kixg ofSialliA. 

CM*rmllm,jong Prince of Sicillsa. 

CmiHo. % 

AntigonHS.J Foure 

Cleomines.( Lords ofSicillia. 

Dion. ) 

Hermione, Qaeene to Leontes. 

Perdita , Daughter to Leontes and Hermione . 
Patlm y wife to Anti genus. 


Emilia, a Lady . 

PolixcncSy King ofTohemia. 

Florizsctl, Prince of Bohemia. 

Old Shep beard, reputed Father of Perdita* 
Clowne,his Sonne . 

Atitolicus y a Pogue. 

Archidamtu , a Lord of Bohemia. 

O ther Lords , and Gentlemen , and Servant 
S hepheards , and Sbephearddejfes. 

FINIS. 
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Adus‘Primus , Selena i Trirna . 



v-trlobH Omm* Elinor t Pembroke, Jflex, and Sa. 

*>oJhy Chatillion, what would with vs > 

' Cto. Thus (after gtecting)fpeajtes the King 
ofFrancc, 

___ 'f n my behauiour to theMaiefty, 

The borrowed Maicfty of £»gWhccrc. 

^ 4 . A Grange beginning : borrowed Maicfty i 
K.l'ofou Silence (good mother)hcarc the Embaffie. \ 
CiiU Philip of France, in right and true behalfc , 

Of thy deccaied brother, Geffreyes fonne, 

Arthur Plantaginet* laies moft lawfull claicnc 
Jo this faire Hand ,and the Territories: 

To Ireland , Toyttitrs , Aniowe, Tor ay ne,Maine, 

Defiring thee to lay afidethefword 
Which fwaies vfurpingly thefe feucrall titles, 

And put the fame into yong Arthurs hand , 

Thy Nephew, and right roynllScucraigne. ^ 

X . lobn. What folio wes if we difallow of this ? 

Chat # The proud controle offierce and bloudy warre, 
Toinforce thefe tights, lo forcibly with-held, 

XAo. Hccrc haue we war for war,& blond for bloud, 
Controlcmenc for controlemcnr: lo anfwer Trance. 

Chat . Then take my Kings defiance horn my mouth, 
The fartheft limit of my Embaflie. ^ 

K. lohn . Bcare mine to him,and lo depart in peace, 

Be thou as lightning in the eies of France; 

For ere theju canft report, I will be there: 

The thunefer of my Cannofa fhall be heard. 

So hence :be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 

And fullen prefage ofyour owne decay: 

An honourable conduct let him haue, 

Pembroke looke too’t; farewell ChattiSion. 

Exit Chat. and Tcm. 

Tile. What now my ionne, haue I not euer faid 
How that ambitious ConFlance would not ceafe 
Till (he had kindled Trance and all the world, 

Vpon the right and party of her fonne. 

This might haue bcenc preuented,and made whole 
With very cafie arguments of loue, 

Which now the mannage of two kingdomes muft 
With fearefull bloudy ifliie arbitrate. 

K.Iobn . Our ftrong poffeflion, and our right for vs. 
E/i.Your ftrong poflefsio much more then your right, 
Or elfe it muft go wrong with you and me,, 

So much my confcicncc, whifpers in your care. 


Which none but heauen, and you, and I, fliallheare. 
Enter a Sheriffe m 

Effex . My Liege, here is theftrangeft controuerfie 
Come from the Country to be iudg'd by you 
That ere I heard : {hall I produce the men ? 

K.Iob*. Let them approach : 

Our Abbics and our Priories (hall pay 
This expeditious charge • what men are you ? 

Enter Robert Faulconbridge,and Philip. 

Philip . Your faithfull fubic£t,I a gentleman. 

Borne in ,NorthawptonJ!Are y and cldeft fonne 
As I fuppofc, to Robert Faulconbridge , 

ASouldier by the Honor-giuing-hand 
Of firdclson. Knighted in the field. 

K, l oh ft. What art thou? 

Robert. The fon and heire to that fame Faulcenbridge. 
K.hhn . Is that the elder,and art theu thc heyre? 

Y on came not of one mother then it icemes. 

Philip. Moft certain of one mocher,mighty King, 
That is well knowne,and as I thinke one father; 
Bucforthc cerraine knowledge of that truth, 

I put you oTe to heauen, and to my mother; 

Of that I doubt, as all mens children may. 

Eli. Out on thee rude mac, doft fhamc thy mother. 
And wound her honor with this diffidence. 

Phil. 1 Madame ? No,I haue no reafon for it, 

That is my brothers plea, and none of mine. 

The which if he can proue, a pops me out, 

At lcaft from faire fiue hundred pound ayeerc : 

Heauen guard my mothers honor, and my Land. 

K.fohn. A good blunt fellow:why being yongcr born 
Doth he lay claimc to thine inheritance ? 

Phil. I know net why,except to get the land: 

But once he flanderd me with baftardy : 

But where I be as true begot or no, 

That ftill I lay vpon my mothers head. 

But that I am as wcllbcgotmy Liege 
(Faire fall the bones that tooke the paines for me) 
Compare our faces, and beludgcyour lclfe 
If old Sir Egbert did beget vs both. 

And were our father, and this fonne like him: 

O old fir ?{obert Father, on my knee 
I giuc heauetuhankes I was not like to thee. 

K.Iohn. Why what a mad-cap hath heauen lent vs here? 
Elen. He hath a tricke of Cordeliens f;i?e, 

The accent of his tongue affe&etb him: 

Doc you not read feme tokens of my fonne 
In the Urge competition of this man ? 
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K.Iohn. Mine eye hath well examined his parts. 
And Andes them perfeft RjchArd : firra fpeake, 

What doth froue you to claiene your brotherslancL 

Philip- Becaufc he hath a half-face like my father t 
With halfe that face would he Jjjftic all my land , 
Ahalfe-fac d groat, fiue hundred pound ayddre? 

Rob* My'gracious Liege,whien chat my father liu’cl. 
Your brother did imploy my father much. 

Phil. Well fir, by tfiis you cannot get my land. 
Your tde muft bchow he employ’d my mother. 

Rob- And once difpatcVd him in an Embattle 
To Germany^ there with the Emperor # 

To treat of high affaires touching that time : 
Th’aduantage of his abfence tooke the King, 

And in the meane time foiourri’d at my fathers; 

Where how he didpreuaile,I (Lame to fpeake: 

But truth is truth,large lengths of fcas and (bores 
Betweene my fatherland my mother lay, 

As I haue heard my father fpeake himfclfe 
When this fame lufty gentleman was got: 

Vpon his death-bed he by will bequeath’d 
His lands to me, and tooke it on his death 
That this my mothers fonne was none of hi$$ 

And if he were, he came into the world 

Full fourteene weekci before the courfe of time : 

Then good my Licdgc let me hauc what is mine. 

My fathers land, as was my fathers will 

KJobn . Sirra,your brother is Legitimate, 

Your fathers wife did after wedlocke bcarc him: 

And if flic did play falfe, the fault was hers, 

Which fault lyes on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wiucs : tell me,how if my brother 
Who as you fay, tooke paines to get this fonne, 

Had of your father claimM this fonne for nis, 
Infooth,gd6d friend,your father might haue kept 
This Calfe, bred from his Cow from ail the world: 
Infooth he might: then if he were my brothers, 

My brother might not claime him, nor your father 
Being none of Uj s , refute him : this concludes. 

My mothers fonne did get your fathers heyre, 

Your fathers heyre mult haue your fathers land. 

Rob. Shal then my fathers Will be of no force, 

To difpoflefle that childe which is not his. 

Phil. Of no more force to difpoflefle me fir, 

Then was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadft thou rather be a FAtdcenbridge , 
And like thy brother to cnioy thy land: 

Or the reputed fonne of Cordelion , 

Lord of thy prcfence,and no land befide. 

Bafi» Madam,and ifmy brother had my fliape 
And I had his, fir Roberts his like him, 

Afldif my legs were two filch riding rods. 

My armes,fuch eole-skins fiuft, my face fo thin, 

That in mine care I durft not fticke a rofe, 

Left men fhould fay,lookc where three farthings goes, 
And to his fliape were heyre to all this land, 

Would I migh t neucr ftirre from off this place, 

I would giue it eucry foot to haue this face: 

It would not be fir nobbe in any cafe. 

Elinor. I like thee well: wilt thou forfake thy fortune. 
Bequeath thy land to him,and follow me? 

I am a Souldier,and now bound to Prance. 

. Ba/r. Brothe.r,takeyoumyland,Iletakemychanccj 
Your face hath got fiue hundred pound a yoere, [ 

Yet fell your face for fiue pence and ’tis dcerc: 

Madam,lie follow you ?nto the death. 


The life and death ofKfngfohn. 


Elinor. Nay, I would haue you go before m 

fBaft. Our Country manners giue our berr. ' ^ 
K.Iohn. What ii thy name? 

Bsfi. Pht/f my Liegc,fo is my n a mebe eUn 
BMlFtf ,good old Sit Roberts wiues eldcft |' 0 ^ nc ’ 

KJobn. From henceforth beatc his name 

Whofe forme thou beareft : 

Kneele thou downe Phtltp. but rife more great 
Arife Sir Richard, and Plantagenet. ~ * 

Baft Brother by th'mothcrs fide,giue me yoarll3n , 
My father g a ue roc honor, yours gaue land j w<l 

Now bleffed be the houre by night or day 
When I was got. Sir Robert was away. 

Lie. The very fpirit of Plaxtaginet : 

I am thy grandame Richard, call me fo. 

Baft. Madam by chance, but not by truth what t, 

Something about a little from the right, J tth ° 

In atthe window, or clfc ore the hatch: 

Who dares not ftirre by day,muft walke by ni->ht 

And haue is haue, how euer men doe catch: b 3 

Necre or farre off.well wonne is ftill well (hot 
And I am I,how ere I was begot. 

KJohn. Goc,F aulcox6rtdge,x\o\it haft thou thua r 
A landleffc Knight,makes theca landed Squire: ‘ 

Come Madam,and come Richard ,we mull fp ce( j’ 

For France, for France, for it is more then need. 

'Baft . Brother adieu, good fortune come to thee 
For thou waft got i’th way of honefty. 1 

Exettxt all but baftard. 

Baft. Afoot ofHonorbettertbenl was 
But many a many foot of Land theworfe, ’ 
Well.now can 1 make any Ioane a Lady, 

Good den Sir Richard,Codzmercy fellow, 

And ifhis name be Cjeorge, He call him Peter- 
For new made honor doth forget mens names: 

’Tis tworefpCvliue,and too fociable 
For your conuerfion, now your traueller, 

Hce and his tooth-picke at my worftups mefle, 

And when my knightly ftomackc is fuffis’d, 

Why then I luckc my teeth, and catechize 
My picked man of Countries: my deare fir, 

Thus leaning on mine elbow I begin , 

I flutll befecch you; that is queftion now, 

And then comes anfwer like an Abfey booke: 

O fir, fayes anfwer, at your beft command, 

At your employment, at your feruice fir : 

No fir, faies queftion, i fweet fir at yours, . 

And fo ere anfwer knovves what queftion would, 
Sauing in Dialogue of Complement, 

And talking of the Alpcs and Appenines, 
ThcPerennean andthcriuerfw. 

It drawes toward fupper in condufion fo. 

But this is worflhipfull fociety. 

And fits the mounting fpirit like my felfe f 
For he is but a baftard to the time 
That doth not fmoake of obferuation, 

And fo am I whether I fmacke or no : 

And not alone in habit and deuice. 

Exterior forme, outward accoutrement; 

But from the inward motion to dcliuer 
Sweet, fweet, fweet poyfon for the ages tooth, ‘ 
Which though I will not pra&ice to decciue. 

Yet to auoid deceit I meane to Iearoc; 

For it Hull ftrew the footfteps of my rifing: 

But who comes in fuch hafte in ridipg robes t 
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—^riftiTthis ? hath (he no husband ” 

Wb#t Tll Se paines to blow a horne beferettier? 
T h * t ' w i ffl ymoth er s how now good Lady, 
y\fha* htings you heere to Court fo haftily i 

£„ter Ldj Fattlconbridge and lames Gurney. 

j Where is that flaue thy brother ? where is he ? 
in chafe mine honour vp and downc. 

T* 1 751' brother Robert ,old Sir Roberts lonne: 

J£i he Gyant.thac fame mighty man, 
bnnethatypufeekefo? 

I,ltS j cir Roberts fonne,I thou vnreuerend boy, 
nL ff fonne ? why fcorn’ft thou at fir Robert* 
u St arts fonne, and fo art thou. 

He ' s r Umcs GournieMt thou gtue vs leaue a while? 

Zr. Good leaue good Philip. 
pbtlip,f?*now.lames. 

Madam, I not oId ^\ Reherts fonne > 

Sir Robert might hauc eat his part in me 
Veon cood Friday,and nerc broke his faft: 

2 Robert cou\d doe well, marrie to confeffe 
Could get me fir Robert could not doe it; 

We know his handy-worke, therefore good mother 
To whom am I beholding for thefe limmes ? 
fir ‘Robert neuer holpe to make this leg ge. 

Ltd). Haft thou confpired with thy brother too. 

That for thine ownegaine fhouldft defend mine honor ? 
What meanes this fcorne, thou moft vntoward knaue ? 

Btsi. Knight,knight good mother,Bafilifco-like: 
What, I am dub’d, I haue it on my fhoulder: 

But mother, I am not Sir Roberts fonne* 

1 haue declaim'd Sir Robert and my land. 

Legitimation, name, and all is gone; 

Then good my mother, let roc know my father. 

Some proper man I hope, who was it mother? 

Lady. Haft thou denied thy felfe a Fau/conbridge ? 

Baft. As faithfully as I denic the dcuill. 

Ltdj. Kwg Richard Cordelion was thy father. 

By long and vehement fuit I was fcduc’d 
Tomakeroome for him in my husbands bed: 

Heaucn lay not my transgrelfion to my charge, 

That art the iffuc of my deere offence 
Which was fo ftrongly vrg’d paft my defeoce. 

"Baft Now by this’lieht were I to get againc, 

...adam I would not wilh a bettet father: 

Some finnes doe bcarc their priuiledge on earth, 

And fo doth yours: your fault,was not your follie, , 
Needs muft you lay your heart at his difpofe, 

Subie&ed tribute to commanding loue, 

Againft whofe furic and vnmatched force. 

The awleffe Lion could not wage the fight, 

Nor kcepc his Princely heart from Richards hand: 

He that perforce robs Lions of their hearts, 

May eafily winne a womans: aye my mother, 

With all my heart I thanke thee for my father: 

Who Hues and dares but fay, thou didft not well 
When 1 was got, lie fend his foule to hell. 

Come Lady 1 will (hew thee to my kinne. 

And they (half fay, when Richard me begot, 

Kthou hadft fayd him nay,it had beene finne; 

Who fayes it was, he lyes,I fay twas not. 


The life and death <fK*pgfobn» 
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Scma Secunda. 


Exeunt. 


Enter before v-dxgiers, Philip King of France, Levels fDattl- 

fhin, Jnfiria, Ctmftance, Arthur. 

Lewis. Before Angiers well met braue Aotftria, 
Arthur that great fore-runner of thy bloud, 

Richard that rob’d the Lion of his heart, 

And fought the holy Warres in Paleftine, 

By this braue Duke came early to his graue: 

And for amends to hts poftcritie, 

At our importance hethcr is he come, 

To fpi ead his colour* boy,in thy behalfc, 

And to rebuke the vfurpation 

Of thy vnnaturall Vncle, Englifli Iohn, 

Embrace him, loue him, giue him welcome hethcr. 

Arth. God (hall forgiue you Cordeltons death 
The rather, that you giue his off-fpring life, 

Shadowing their right vndcr your wings of warre: 

I giue you welcome with a powerleffe hand. 

But with a heart full of vnftained loue, 

Welcome before the gates of Angiers Duke. 

Lewis. A noble boy,who would not doe thee right? 

Ax ft. Vpon thy cheekc lay I this zelous kiffe, 

As feale to this indenture of my loue: 

That to my home I will no more returne 
Till Angiers, and the right thou haft in France, 

Together with that pale, that white-fac’d (here, 

Whofe foot fpurnes backe the Oceans roaring tides, 

And coopes from other lands her Handers, 

Euen till that England hedg’d in with the maine, 

That Water-walled Bulwarke, ftill fccure 
And confident from forreine purpofes, 

Euen till that vtmoft corner of the Weft 
Salute thee for her King, till then faire boy 
Will I not thinkc ofhome,but follow Armes. 

Conft. O take his mothers thanks, a widdows thanks. 
Till your ftrong hand (hall hclpe to giue him ftrength, 
To make a more requitall to your loue. 

A aft. The peace of heaucn is theirs^ lift their fwords 
In (uch a iuft and charitable warre. 

King. Well,then to wotke our Cannon (hall be bent 
Againft the browes ofthis refilling towne, 

Call for our cheefeft men of discipline , 

To cull the plots of beft aduantages: 

Wee’ll lay before this towne our Royal bones, 

Wade to the market-place in French- mens bloud. 

But we will make it fubieft to this boy. 

Con. Stay for an anfwer to your Embaffie, 

Left vnaduis’d you ftaine your fwords with bloud. 

My Lord Chattilicn may from Englandbnng 
That right in peace which heere we vrge in warre , 

And then we fhall repent each drop of bloud , 

That hot ra(h hafte fo indire&ly fhcddci 
Enter Chattilton. 

Ktng. A wonder Ladydo vpon thy wi(K 
Our Meffcngcr Chattilion\% arriu’d, 

What England faies, faybreefely gentle Lord, 

We coldly paufe for thee, Chatilion fpeake. 

Chat. Then turne your forces from this paltry fiege, 
And ftirre them vp againft a mightier taskc: 

EngAofd impatient of your iuft demands. 

Hath out himfclfe in Armes. the aduerle windes 


















































































Whole leifurc I haue ftaid, haue giuen him time 
To land his Legions all as foone as I: 

His marches are expedient to this town**, 

His forces ftrong,his Souldiers confidept: 

With him along is come the Mother Queenc, 

An Ace ftirring him to bloud and ftrife, 

With her her Necce, the Lady Blanch ofSpaine , 
With them a Baftard of the Kings dcccaft , 

And all th’vnfetled humors of the Lana, 
Rafh,jnconfiderate,fiery voluntaries. 

With Ladies faces,and fierce Dragons fplecnes, 
Haue fold their fortunes at their natiue homes, 
Bearing their birth-rights proudly on their backs , 
T o make a hazard of new. fortunes hecre: 

Inbriefe, a braucr choyfeofdauntldfe fpirits 
Then now the Englijb bottomes haue waft o’re. 

Did neuer flotc vpon the fwelling tide, 

To doe offence and fcathe in Chriftendome: 

The interruption of their churlifh drums 
Cutsoffmorccircumftance, they are at hand. 

Drumbeats. 

To parlieorto fight, therefore prepare. 

Kin. How much vnlook’d for, is this expedition. 
Auft. By how much rnexpeifted, by io much 
We mutt awake indeuor for defence. 

For courage mounteth with occafion, 

Let.them be welcome then,vve arc prepar’d. 


Lnttr K. of England, Baftard, Queene, "Blanch, Pembroke, 
and others, 


K.Iohn. Peace be to France-. If France i» peaccpcrmit 
i Our iuft and Iineall entrance to our ownc; 

I Ifnot, bleede France, and peace aieend to heauen, 
j Whiles weGods wrathfull agent doe corrcdt 
Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heauen* 
Fran. Peace be to England, \h\\it war re returne 
From France to England, there to liue in peace: 

England welouc, and for that Englandf fake, 

With burden of our armor hecre we fwear: 

This toyle of ours fiiould be a worke ofthine; 

But thou from Iouing England ait fo farre, 

That thou haft vnder-wrought his lawfull King, 

Cutoff thefequenceof potferity, 

Out-faced Infant State, and.done a rape 
Vpon the maiden vcrcue of the Crowne: 

Looke heere vpon thy brother Geffreyes face, 

Thefe eyes, thefe browes, were moulded out of his; 

This little abftradt doth containe that large , 

Which died in Geffrey: and the hand of time, 

Shall draw this breefe into as huge a volume: 

That Geffrey was thy cider brother borne, 

And this his fenne, England was (Jeffreys right, 

And this is Geffreyes in the name of God: 

How comes it then that thou art call’d a King , 

When liuing blood doth in thefetemples beat 
Which owe the crowne, that thou ore-maftcrcft ? 

K.Iohn. From whom hafl thou this great comRiiflion 
To draw my anfwer from thy Articles ? (France, 

Fra. Fro that fupernai iudge that ftirs good thoughts 
In any bead offtrong authoritie f 

To looke hi to the blots and ftaincs of right. 

That Iudge hath made me guardian to this boy, 

Vndcr vvhofe warrant I impeach thy wrong, 

And by whofchelpe I meane to chaftifc it. 



K. lohn. Alack thou doft vfurpeauth^ 

Fran. Excufcitis to beat vfurping down!* 
Queen. Who i* it thou doll call viu rptr F *' 
Conft. Let me make anfwer: thy vtmtinTc*'* 
Queen .Out infolent.thy baftard fliall be | ° nne * 
That thoumaiftbea Queen, and check* ' n 2» 
C«. My bed was c^r to thy fonne as 
As thine was to thy husband, and this boy C 
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey * 

Then thou and lohn, in manners being as lik e 
As raine to water, or deuill to his datn TOc . * 

My boy a baftard i by my foale I thinke * 

Hi s father neuer was fo true begot, 

It cannot be,and if thou wert his mother. 

Queen. Thcres a good mother bov that hw 
Conft. Thcres a good grandame boy 
That would blot thee. 7 

Auft. Peace. 

Baft. Heare the Cryer. 

Auft. What the deuill art thou? 

Baft. One that wil play the deuill fir with veu 

And a may catch your hide and you alone: 1 ’ 

Y ou are the Hare of whom the Prouerb goes 
Whofe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard • 
Ilefmoake your skin-coat and I catch you rieh t 5 
Sirralooketoo'c,yfaithl will, yfaith. 5 * 
Blan. O well did be become that I y oni rn h. 
That did difrohe the Lion of that robe. * 

Baft. It lies as lightly on the backc of him 
As great Alcides ftioocs vpon an Affe: 

But AfTc, He take that burthen from your backc 
Or lay on that fhall make your flioulders cracke 
Auft. What cracker is this fame thatdeaf« 0l , r „ 
With this abundance of fuperfluou: breath ? MrCi 

King Lewis , determine what we fhall doc ftrait 
Lew. Women & fooles, breake off your confer. 
King lohn. , this is the very fumme of all: ^ 

England and Irela»d,Angiers,Toraine, Mam, 

In right of Arthur doe 1 claime of thee: 

Wilt thou refigne thcm,and lay downe thy Armei? 

Iehn. My life as foone: 1 doc dcfic thee France 
Arthur of Britain, yccld thee to my hand, ' 

And out ofmy deere loue lie giue thee more. 

Then - ere the coward hand of France can win* 

Submit thee boy. 

Queen. Come to thy grandame child. 

Conft. Doechilde.goe royr grandame childe, 
Giue grandame kingdome, and it grandame will 
Giue yt a plum,a cherry, and a figge. 

There’s a good grandame. 

Arthur, Good my mother peace, 

I would that I were low laid in my graue, 
lam not worth this coyle that’s made forme, (weepa. 
Qu. Mo, His mother lhames himfo, poore boy hee 
Con, Now fhame vpon you where fhe does or no, 
His grandames wrongs,and not his mothers flumes 
Drawes thofe heauen-mouing pearles fro his poor eia, 
Which heauen fhall take in nature ofa fee: 

I, with thefe Chriftall beads heauen fhall be brib’d 
To doe him Iuftice,and reuengc on you. 

Qu. Thou monftrous flanderer of heauen *nd earth. 
Con. Thou monftrous Insurer of heauen and earth, 

Callnot me flanderer,thou and thine vfurpe 
The Dominations.Royalties, and rights 
Of this oppreffed boy ; this is thy eldcft fonnes fonne, 
Infort unate in nothing but in thee: 

a 


^ e ^k*rthef«ebnli generation ./or;. 

B« n S b .“i Lin thy finne-conceiuing wbrnhe. 

Bedlam haue done. 

r»n I hauebut this co fay, • ■’ 

•• o0t onely plagued for her fin, 

Th *Ld hath made her finne and her, the plague 

SSSoi Mni b,s ,niur )' 

nmn. the Beadl.co her franc, 

«L,,Uh'd P" to ’ ,h “ cl,lIde > 

. tVdl'that barres the titleof thy fonne. ;; 

A f on I who doubts that, a Will: a wicked Will, 

A womans will - a cankred Grandams will. 

peace Lady, paufe, or be more temperate, 

Iti!l befeemes this prefence to cry aymt i • - • 

TothefeiU-nmed repetitions: 

Come Trumpet fummon hitherto the walks 
Thefe men of Angiers, let vs heare them fpeoke, 

Jvhofe title they admit, Arthurs or Iohns. 

"Trumpet founds. 

Enter a Citizen vpon the wallet. 

Cit, Who is it that hath warn’d vs to the walks ? 

fra. ’Tis France, for England. 

lohn. England for it felfe: ' 

You men of Angiers, and my Iouing fubieiSls. 

Fra. You Iouing men of Angiers, Arthurs fubie&s, 
Our Trumpet call’d you to this gentle park. 

lohn. For our aduantage, therefore heare vs firft: 
Thefe flagges of France that are aduanced heere 
Before the eye and profpe£f ofyourTowne, 

Haue hither march’d to your endamagement. 

The Canons haue their bowels full of wrath. 

And ready mounted are they to fpit forth 
Their Iron indignation ’gainft your walks: 

All preparation for a bloody fiedge 
And merciles proceeding, by thefe French. 

Comfort yours Citties eies,your winking gates: 

And but for our approcb’ thofe Beeping Bones, 

That as a wafte doth girdle you about 
Bytbe compqlfion of,thcir.,Ordinancc, 

By this time from tbeir fixed beds of lime 
dad bin difhabited, and wide hauockc made 
: or bloody.pOwer to rufbvppon your peace. . A 

Jut on the fight of vs your lawfull King, 

Whopainefully with much expedient march 
Haue brought a counter-checke before your gates. 

To fauc vnfcratch’d your Citties threatned checkcss 
fchold the French amaz’d vouchfafc a park, 

And now infteed of bullctts wrapt in fire : . A 

To make a Ihaking feuer in your walks, 

""hey fhoote but calme words, folded vp in fmoake, 
o make a faithleffc errour in your earcs, : i 
Which truft accordingly kinde CittizcnS, 
knd let vs in* Your King,whofe labour’d fpirits 
hare-wearied in this aftion offwift fpeede, 

Craues harbourage within your Citie wallcs. 

France. Wben I haue faidc, make anfwer to vs both, 
-oe in thisiright hand, whofc ptote&ion 
i s moft diuinely vow’d vppn the right 
Ofhim it holds, (lands yong "Hantagen-,.. 

Sonne to the elder brother;of thistnan 
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And King We him, and all that he enioyes 7 
For this ddWne*troden etjiiiif^'wMreacl : 

In warlike march, thefe greenes before your Towne, 
Being no furthet enemy to^ou ; 

Then the conftrftttf of hofpitable zeak. 

In the rcleefe of this oppreffed childe, 

Religioufly protiokes. Be pi eafed then 
To pay that dutSe which yoti truly owe, 

To him that owes it, namely, this yong Prince, 

And then our AMnesj like to a muzled Beare, • 

Saue in afpeft, hath all offence feal’d vp : 

Our CannofliinSlice vainly (hall be fpent “ 1 

Againft th’involtierable Clouds of heauen, 

And with a bleffed afidyrt- vcxt retyre, »xnt»f= 

With vnhackMlvvords, and Helmets all vribruifc’d. 

We will beare home that Itiftie blood againc. 

Which hecre wecamerofpoiicagainftyoiir'fdWnc, 

And leaue your children,-wiues, and you in peace. ' 

But ifyou fondly psffe our proffer’d offer,J 
Tis not the rounder ofyoilrold-fac’d walks. 

Can hide you from our meffengers of Warre, ' : 

Though ail thefe Englifh, and their difeiplirte 
Were harbour’d in tbeir rude circumference: 1 
Then tell vs. Shall your Citie Call vs Lord, 

In that behalfe which we haue Challeng’d it? > 

Or fliall we giue the fignall to odr rage, 
Andftalkeinbloodtoourpoffeflion? '* 

Cit. In breefe, we are the King of Engjandt fubie&'s 
For him, and in his right, we hold this Towne. 

John. AcknowledgethcA the King, arid let raejtt. T 
Cit. That can we not: but he that protlcs the King 
To him will weproue loyally till that time c ^ 

Haue we ramm’d vp our gates agairiftyhcworld. ? > 
lohn. Doth'not the Crowiie of Englandj preoue she 
King? 

And ifnot that, I bring you WitneffcS mCi- 
Twicefifteene thoufatid hearts of England* breed. 

Baft, Baftards and elfe. 

lohn. To verifie our title with their lilies. 

Fran. As many and as well-borne bloods as thole* 
"Baft. Some Baftards too, 

Fran. Stand in his face to contradift his claime- 
Cit. Till you compound whofe right is worthieft, ’ 
Wefortheworthiefthold the right from both, 

lohn. Then God forgiue the finne of all thole fbules. 
That to their euerlaftingrefidencc, <' 

Before the dew of euening fall, lhall fleete 1 

In drcadfull trial! ©four kingdomes King. 

Fran. -Amen, Amen, mobtit CheualicrS to ArmCs.’ 
"Baft. Saint George that fwindg’d the Dragon, 

And ere fince fit's on’s horfebacke at mine Hoftelfe dote 
Teach vsfomefence. Sirr&h-werelatheme 
At your den firrah, with your Lionneffe, 

I would fetan Oxe-hcad to yaur Lyons hide.* 

And make amonfter of you. 

Auft. Peace, no more. 

"Baft. O tremble: for you Heate the Lyon fore. 
lebn. ftf p higher to the platrte, where we’I fet forth 
In beft appointment allotirRegiments. 

Baft. Speed then to take aduantage of the field. 

Fra. It fhall beTo, and at the other hill 
Command fhe reft to ftand.-God and our right. Exeunt 
Heere after exrurftons. Enter the Herald of France 
with Trumpets totkegetter, if 
. F. Him. You men’of Angiers ojJen wide your gates. 
And letyong Arthur Duke of Britainein, 

A a 3 Wb 0 
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Who by the hand offian^ this day hatha^fniH unA 
Much workc for teares in many an EngJife«M>Swt! 
Whofcfpnnc^fy^.fc3tt?red,.pn,thebl« e din^rg#»H»d^ Cl [ 
Many a widdowes husbatid^JuJiP^jf^im.J C ti gnirS 
Coldly embracing the difcoldurfld,$*wk*f)noo ! j r ri.T 
And vi&orie with litd&joffCifioth play 'iQ^bsIriarhtt! 
Vpon the dancing banners ofthc French, ,. 

Who are at hand,triumphantly dijpJayed'rjb scri yi-] oT 
Toenter Conquerors,and to;p£qclaime vn ■ : oT 

Arthur of B^uinci.:Ei^l«Ki$|Qng ? ^)4^WS& rn ' A 

Enter frglifh. tferafd-mtb TmWgftttv ni r-tiitf 
E.Har. Re-i,oyceyou.menofAngiers^ringyqurbelri, 
King Iobn, your,king and England*, both approach. 
Commander of this hot malicious day. 

Their Armours that march'd hence fo bluer bright, 
Hither returnc all gilt with Frenchmens blood : 

There ftucke no plume in any Englifh Crcft, 
Thatisremouedby a ftaffe ofFrance. .. \ 

Our colours do rcturne in thofc fame hands 
That did dil'play them when we firft marcht forth: 

And like a iolly troope pf.H()ntfmen come 
Ourluftie Englifh, all with purpled hands, • 

Didc in the dying {laughter of theirfoes, 

Open your gates, and giue the Vidors way. 

H#£crr.Heralds, from off our towres we might behold 
From firft to lad, the on-fet and rctyre ■; 

Of both yonr Armies, whole equality • i - , 

By our beft eyes cannot be cenfured: (blowes: 

Blood hath bought blood, and blowes haue anfwerd 
Strength matcht, with ftrength, and power confronted 
power. 

Both are alike* and both alike we like: 

One muft proue greateft. While they weigh fo eucn, ’ 
We hold our Townc for neither: yet for both. 

Enter the two Kings with their -powers , 
atffUeralidoorcs. 

John. France, haft thou yet more blood,to caft away? 
Say, Avail the currant ofour right romeon, 

Whofe paffage vext with thy impediment, 

Shall leaue his natiue channel!, and orc-fwell 
with cottrfe difturb’d cqen thy confining (t u?rcs, 

Vnleffe thou let his bluer Water, keepe / 

A peacefull progrefle to the Ocean- >,.:r 

Fra. England tbqu haft not fau’d one drop of blood 
In this hot triall more then we ofFrancc, 

Rather loft more. And by this hand i fweare 
That fwayes the earth thjs.Qimace ouer-lookes. 

Before wewill lay downe or# iuft-borne Armes, 

Wcc'l put cheedownc/gaiftft whom thefe Armesi wee 
Or adde a royall number ttf,thread: (beare. 

Gracing the lcjoule that tcls of this waEres Ioffe, 

With {laughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Baft. Ha Maicfty : how.high thy glory towres. 

When the rich blood of kings isfet on fire: 

Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with ftcele, 0 i 
The {'words pffouldiers are his teeth, his phahgs. 

And now he fcafts, moufing the flefti ofmen 
In vndetermin’d differences of kings. 

Why ftand thefe royall fronts amazed thus: 

Cry bauocke kings, backe to the ftained field 
YouequaliPoteiJtSjfieriekjrjdledfpirits, \ 

Then let confufion ofonc paHcoufirm. 

T he others peace ; till then* blowes, blood,'and death. ! 
Iehn. Whpfcparty do the Towncfmen yet admit,? 


you 


Fra. 

Huh. The king-„-- 

Fra, Know him in vs, thathetrehold^ p h . 
I*h»> In VsjChat are our owne■grcatiE>» m ,?■ 
And bcare poffeffion of our Perfon hcereTwYn 16 * 

Lord of our prefence Angiers,and pfyou. , Hf 

Fra. A greater powrethen We denics'alUL; 

And till it be vndoubted,we do locke ,, , nw » 

Our former fcruple in ourftrong barr’d gat M . 

Kings of our feare, vntill our feares refoUAj * 

Be by fome certainc king, purg’d and deposit 
Bafi. By heauen, thefe fcroylcs of Aneier.fl 
And ftand fecurely on their battclmcnts, ° < - 

As in a Theater, whence they gape and point 
At your induftrious Scenes and a<fts of death. 

Your Royall prefences be rul'd by me?, ; 

Do like the Mutines of Ierufalem, 

Be friends a-while, and both conioyntly bend 
Yous Iharpeft Deeds of malice on this Towne 
By Eaft and Weft let Franceand England mount 
Tncir battering Canon charged to the mouthes ' 

1 ill their {oule-feanng clamours haue braul’,1 a- 
The flintie ribbes of this contemptuous Citie WnC 
Tdeplay inccffantly vpon thefe lades, ’ 

Euen till vnfcnced defolation 
Leaue them as naked as the vulgar ayre: 

That done, diffeuer your vnited ftrengths. 

And part your mingled colours once againc, 

I urne face to face, and bloody point to point: 

Then in a moment Fortune {hall cull forth 
Out ofone fide her happy Minion, 

To whom in fauour {he {hall giuc the day, 

And kiffehim with a gloriou, vi£tary ; 

How likeyouthis wilde counfell mighty States 
Smackes it not femething of the policie. 5 

John. Now by the sky that hangs aboue our heads 

Hike ltwcjl. Franca, (hall we knit our powres, 

And lay this Angiers euen with the ground, ’ 

Then after fight who fhall bekingiofit? 

"Bafi. And if thou haft the mettle of a king, 

Being wrong’d as we are by this peeuifli Townc: 
Turne thou the mouth of thy Artilleric, 

As we will ours, againft thefe fawcic walles, 

And when that we haue daflfdthem to the ground, 
Why then defie each other, and pell-mell, 

Make workevpon our tejues,for heauen orhell. 

Fra. Let it be fo: fay, where will you affaulc ? 

John. We from the Weft will fend deftrudiion 
Into this Cities bofeme. 

Aufi. I from the North. 

Fran. Our Thunder from the South, 

Shall raine their drift of bullets onthis Towne. 

"Bafi. O prudent difciplinc! From North toSoBtfi: 
Auftria and France ftioot in each others tnouth, 
lie ftirre them to it: Come, away,jaway. 

Huh. Hearc vs great kings, vouchfafe awhilecoSsy 
And I {hall fhew you peace, and fairc-fac’d league i 
Win you this.Citie without ftroke, or wound, 

Refcue thofe breathing liues to dye in beds, 

That heere come facrifices for the field, "if' ^ 

Perfeuer notjibut hearc me mighty kings. 

John. Speake on with fauour,we are bent to heare. 
Huh. That daughter there of Spaine,the Lady 
Is neere to England, lookevpon theyecres 
Of Lewes the Dolphin, and that loucly maid; 
Ifluftielouc {hould go in queftof beautie, l! 

Wher« 


-- : ui dWfw4«it fiiter,tbenin BUncb : 

.yhete aw * 1 . y g 0 faifcarch of vettue, 

i fte^ dd £ findcit purtt then in Etaneh ? 

,Vh cte ^Lj.ious toilght J sPrt»atth of bitth, 
f> oue / bound richer blobd then Lady Blanch} 

u°«ffe i<, beautie, ^trtue, birth, 

pk 1 ntlC ,Dol0hin euery Vvdy coraplcat, 
jsthey 01 ? n v ol . 0 f, lay he is not {bee, 

PftZSm w ants nothing, to name waftt, 

kiepart olablcffcd man, 
ifmbefinifHedbyfnch as'fhee, 

M Lafairediuided excellence, 

^ nd r Lnelft^fperfeaWi lyes in him. 
l Vn ° e ,- uc ‘ h filuer currents when they ioyne 
° i ifie the baokes that bound them in : 

f , ch |^ or es, to twfcPfnch-ftrcames made one, 
*Zh controlling bounds {hall you be,kirfgs, 

J, W r ° h ,r, t .^ 0 princes, if you marrie theim 
This Vniod lhall do morethen batterie cart 
Toourfaft clofed gates: fw at this match, 
l jU-.fter fpleenc then powder can enforce 
fhemouth ofpaffage ffall wefling wide ope, 

A detueyouenttance: but without this match, 

Thefeacnragedisnochalfefodeafe, 

Lyons more confident, Monntaines androckes 
Vlore free from moaion, no not death himleltc 
]nmortal: furie halfe fo pefemptorie. 

As we to keepe this Citie. 

Zap. Heeres aftay, 

That fliakes the rotten carkaffc of old death 
V) ut ot his ragges. Here's a large mouth indeede, 

That fpitrforth death, andmoumaAes^ockcSjOnd leas, 
Talkers familiarly of roaring Lyons, 

As maids ofthirteene do of puppi-dogges. ' 

VVliat Cannoneere begot this luftieblood, 

He Ipeakes plaine Cannon fire, and ; fmoake, and bounce, 
He^iues the baftinado with his tongue: 

Oureares are cudgel’d, nor a word of his 
Binbuffets better then a fill of France: 
founds, I was ncuer fobethumpt with words. 

Since I firft cal’d my brothers father Dad. 

OliQtt. Son, lift to this coniun£fion,makc this match 
Giue with our Neece adowrielarge enough, 

For by this knot, thou {halt fo furcly ty e 
Thy now vnfur d affurance to the Cro wne. 

That yon greene boy fhall haue no Sunne to ripe 
Thebloome that promifeth a migbtie fruite. 

1 fee a ycclding in the lookes of France: 

Markehow they whifper, vrge them while their foules 
Arecapeable of this ambition, 

Leaft zealc now melted by the windii breath 
Offoft petitions, pittie and remorfe, 

Coole and congeale againc to what it was. 

Huh. Why anfwer not the double Maiefties, 

This friendly treatle of our threatned Townc. 

Fn. Speake Eftgland firft,thathath bin forward firft 
To lpeakc Vntb this Cittie: what fay you ? 

John. If that the Dolphin there thy Princely fonne, 
Can in this booke of beautie read, I lone : 

HcrDowrie fhall weigh eqhall withaQuefeiae: 

For Angiers, and faire Toraine Maine , PoyUieTs, 

And all chit {tie vpon this fide the Sea, 

(Except this Cittie now by vs befiedg'd) 

F c'iableto ourCrowneandDignitie, 

Shall gild herbridall bed and make her rich 


In titles, honors, and prometions^ 

As {he in beautie, education,blood, 

Holdes hand with any Princeffe of the world. 

Fra. What fai’ft thou boy ? Iooke in the Ladies face, 
Del. I do my Lord, and in her eie I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle. 

The fhadow of my fclfe form’d in her eye, • >• ; 

Which beingbut the fhadow of your fonne, 

Becomes a fonne and makes your fonne a flaadow : 

I do proteft I neuer lou’d my felfe 

Till now, infixed I beheld my fclfe, 

Drawne in the flattering table of her eie. 

Whifperswith Blanch. 

Bafi. Drawne in the flattering table of her eie, 

Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow. 

And quarter’d in her heart, hce doth efpie 
Himfelfe louestraytor, this is pittie now;! 

That hang’d, and drawne, and quarter’d there fhould be 
In fuch a loue.fo vile a Lout as he* 

Elan. Myvnckleswillinihisrcfpect ismine, 

If he fee ought in you that makes him like, 

That any thing he fee’s which moues his liking, 

I can with calc tranflate it to my will: 

Or if you will, to fpeake more properly, 

I will enforce it eaflie to my louc. 

Further I will not flatter you, my Lord, 

That all 1 fee in you is worthie loue, 

Then this, that nothing do I fee in you, 

Though churlifh thoughts tbemfelues fhould bee your 
Iudges 

That I can findc, (hould meric any hate. 

Iobn. What faie thefe yor.g-ones? What fay you my 
Necce? 

Elan. That fheis bound inhonor ftill to do 
What you in wifedome ftill vouchfafe to fay. 

John. Speake then Pnnce Dolphin, can you loue this 

Ladie? : ' T '' 

Dol. Nay aske me if I can refrainc from loue. 

For I doe loue her mod vnfainedly. 

John. Then do I giue ZJolcjaeffen, Toraine, Elaine, 

Pojfliers,and Aniovo, thefe flue Prouiri£es 
With her to thee, and this addition more. 

Full thirty thoufand Markes of Englilh coyne: 

Phillip of France, if thou be pleaf d withalh 
Command thy fonne and daughtet to ioyne hands. 

Fra. It likes vs well young Princes: ck>fe your hands 
Aufi. And your lippes too, for I am well affut’d, 
Thac I did fo when I was firft affur’d. 

Fra. Now Cirtizens of Angires ope your gates. 

Let in that amitie which you haue made. 

For at Saint Maries ChappeUprefently, i 
The rights of marriage (hallbe folemniz’d.- 
Is not the Ladie Confiance in this troope f 
I know {he is not for this match made vp. 

Her prefence Would haue interrupted much. 

Where is {he and her ferine, tell me, who knowes ? 

Dol. She is fad and pafsionate at your highnes Tent. 
Fra. And by my faith, this league that we haue mad* 
Will giue her fadneffe very little cure .* 

Brother of England, how may we content 
; This widtlow Lady ? In her right we came, 

| Which weGod knowes, haue turn d another way. 

To our owne vantage. 

John . Wc will healevp all, 

| For wcc’l create yong Artbnr Duke of Britaine 
And Earle of Richmond, and this rich faire Towne 
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Wc make him Lord of, CaU the Lady Conjhwcc, 
SomefpeedyMeffenger bid her repair* is 
To our folcmoity; I truft we fhall, 

(If not fill vp the meafure of her wjll) 

Yet in fomc tpcafure fatisfie her fo. 

That we fhall ftop her.excUmacion, 

Go we as well as haft will fufter vs. 

To this vnlook’d for vnprepared pompe. Exeunt* 
Baft. Mad world, mad kings, mad compofition: 
Iohn to ftop .Arthurs Title in the whole. 

Hath willingly departed with a pare, 

And France, whole armour Confcicnce buckled on. 
Whom zcale and charitie brought to the field, J 
As Gods ownc fouldicr, rounded in the care. 

With that fame purpofe-changer, that flye diuel. 

That Broker, that ftill breakes the pate of feifb, 

That dayly breake-vow, he that winnes of all, * 

Of kings, of beggers, old men, yong men, maids, 

Who hauing no external! thing to Ioofe, 

But the word Maid, cheats the poore Maide of that. 
That fmooth-fac’d Genilctnan, tickling co'bmoditic, 
Commoditie, the byas of the world. 

The world, who of it felfc is pcyl'ed well. 

Made to run euen, vpon cuen ground; 

Till this aduantage»this vile drawing byas. 

This fway of motion, this commoditie. 

Makes it take head from all indifterency. 

From all direction, purpofe, courfc, intent. 

And this lame byas, this Commoditie, 

This Bawd, this Broker, this all-changing-word, 

Clap’d on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawne him from his owne determin’d ayd. 

From a rcfohfd and honourable warre. 

To a moft bafe and vile-concluded peace. 

And why rayle I on this Commoditie ? 
Butforbecaufchehach not wooed meyet: 

Not that I haue the power to clutch my hand, 

When his faire Angels would falutcrny palme, 

But for my hand, as vnattempted yet, 

Like a poore begger, raileth on the rich. 

Well, whiles I am a begger, I will raile. 

And fay there is no fin but to be rich: 

And being rich, my vertuu then fhall be. 

To fay there is no vice, blit beggerie: 

Since Kings breake faith vpon commoditie, 

Gaine be my Lord, for.I will worfhip thee. Exit . 


d/IBnsSecundus 


at 


Enter Ccnflance, Arthurjtnd Salii bury. 

Con. Gone to be married? Gone to fwcarc a peace ? 
Falfe blood to falfe blood ioyn’d* Gone to be freinds? 
Shall Lems haue Blaunch, and Blaunch thofe Prouinccs ? 
Itis not f6 , thou baft milpoke.mHlicard, 

Be well aditiCd, tell ore thy tale againc. 

It cannot be, thou.do’ft but fay ’tis lb. 

I truft I may not truft thee, tor thy word 
Is but the vaine breath of a common man : 

Beleeue me, I doe not belccue thee man, 

I haue a Kings oath to the contrarie. 

Thou (halt be ptinifh’d for thus frighting me, 

For I am ficke, and capeabie offcarcs. 


Oppreft with wrongs, and therefore fuTTofTVa 
A widdow, husbandles, fubie£t to fearc* ***• 

A woman n/rurally borne to feares; * 

And though thou now confefle thou didft but ’ ft 
With my vext fpirits, I cannot take a Truce ** * 

But they will quake and tremble all this day* 

What doft thou meane by Ihaking of thy head? 

W hy doft thou lookc fo fadly on my fonne f 
What meanes that hand vpon that breaftofth’ 

Why holdes thine eie that lamentablerhewnte 111 ** 
Like a proud riuer peering ore his bounds ? * 

Be thefe fad fignes confirmers of thy words ? 

Then fpeake againc, not all thy former tale 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

Sal. As true as I bclccue you thinkc them falf e 
That giue you caufc to prouc my faying true. ’ 
Con. Oh if thou teach me to beleeue this f or , 
Teach thou this forrow, how to make me dye ° W * 
And let belecfc, and life encounter fo, 

As doth the furie of two dclperate men. 

Which in the very meeting fall, and dye. 

Lewes marry Blaunch ? O boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England, what becomes of me l 
Fellow be gone: I cannot brooke thy fight, 

This newes hath made thee a moft vgly man. 

Sal. What other harme htue I good Lady done 
But fpoke the harme, that is by others done ? ’ 

Con. Which harme within it felfc fo heynousis 
As it makes harmcfull all that fpeake of it. 

Ar. I do befcech you Madam be content. 

[on. If thou that bidft me be contenc.wcrt gii® 
Vgly, and flandrous to thy Mothers wosnbe. 

Full of vnpleaflng blots, and fightleffc ftaines, 

Lame, foolifti, crooked, fwart, prodigious, 

Patch’d with foulc Moles, and eye-offending matkti 
I would not care, 1 t^en would be content. 

For then J fhould not lone thee: no, nor theu 
Become thy great birth, nor deferue a Crowne. 

But thou art faire, and at thy birth (deere boy) 
Nature and Fortune ioyn’d to make thee great. 

Of Natures guifts, thou mayft with Lillies boaft, 

And with the halfe-blowne Rofe. But Fortune, oh, 
She is corrupied, chang’d, and wonne from thee, 
Sh’adulterates hourcly with thine Vnckle Iohn, 

And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread downe faire refpe£l of Soueraigntie, 

And made hlsMaieftie the bawd to theirs. 

France is a Bawd to Fortune, and king Iohn, 

That ftrumpet Fortune, that vfurping Iohn : 

Tell me thou fellow, is not France forfworne ? 
Euvcnom him with words, or get thee gone, 

And lcaue thofe woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to vnder-beare. 

Sal. Pardon me Madam, 

I may not goe without you to the kings. 

Con. Thoumaift, thou (halt, I will not go with thee. 
I will inftruft my forrowes to bee proud, 

For greefe is proud, and makes his owner ftoope, 

To me and to the ftate of my great greefe, 

Let kings affemble: for my greefe’s fo great. 

That no fuppotter but the huge firme earth 
Can hold it vp: hercl and forrowes fit, 

Heere is my Throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

'J8» 



*Fb& life and death of K^ng ftohru 
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, Hints Iohn , Erance, ‘Dolphin, Blanch, Sinner, Philip, 

tn Mrto,Confi0nce. ' 1 " 


JnJlstO' 

*Tit true (faire daughter} and this blcfled day^ 
fr4 " n franco (had be kept feftiuall: 

IcL mnize this day the glorious tonne ■ 

T °l«in his courfc, and play es the Alchymift-, 

W * , v ; c h fplendor of his precious eye 
KS «nh .O gl, ...ting gold= 

ZZA too.ft ihn brings thu day about, 
chill neuer fee it.butaholy day. 

cod- a wickcd da x> and not 3 ho 'y da y • 

Whit hath this day deferu’d ? what hath ic done, 
in golden letters fhould be fet 


That it in g°* de ' 

Nay^rather time this dayout of the weeke. 


ngthehigh tides in the Kalcndcrf 


This’day offlwm* opprcffion, penury. 

Orifitmuft ftand ftill, let wiues with childe 
p t ay that their burthens may not fall this day. 

Left that their hopes prodigioufly be croft : 

But (on this day) let Sea-men feare no wrackc, 

No bargains* breake that are not this day;madc; 
phis day all things begun, come to ill end. 

Yea, faith it felfc to hollow falfbood change. 

Fra- By heauen Lady, you (hall haue no caule 
Tc curfe the faire proceedings of this day: 

Hsue I not pawn’d to you my Maiefty ? 

Conft. You haue beguil’d me with a counterfeit 
Refembling Maiefty, which being touch’d and tride, 
pioues valueleffe : you are forfworne,forfworne, 

You came iB Armcs to fpill mine enemies bloud. 

But now in Armes,you ftrengthen it with yours. 

Thegrapling vigor, and rough frownc of Warre 
Iscoldinamitic.and painted peace. 

And our opprcffion hath made vp this league: 

Arme, arme, you heaueBS, againft thele periur’d Kings, 

A widdow cries, be husband to me ( heauens) 

Let not the howres of this vn godly day 
Weareout the daies in Peace; but ere Sun-fet, 

Set armed difeord’twixt thefe periut’d Kings, 

Heare me, Ob, he are me. 

Attft. l ady Confiance , peace. 

Conjl. War,war, no peace, peace is to me a warre: 
OLjmoges,0 Anfirta, thou doft thamc 
Thatbloudy fpoyle: thou flaue,thou wretch, 1/coward, 
Thou little valiant,great in villanie. 

Thou euer ftrong vpon the ftronger fide; • 

Thou Fortunes Champion,that do’ft ncucr fight 
But when her humourous Ladifhip is by 
To teach thee faftty i thou art periut’d too. 

And footh’ft vp greatneffc. What a foole art thou, 

A ramping foolc,to brag, and ftamp, and fweare, 
fyonmypartie: thou cold blooded flaue, 
daft thou not fpoke like thunder on my fide ? 

Beenefworne my Souldier, bidding me depend 
'fponthy ftartcs.thy fortune, ahd thy ftrength, 

And doft thou now fall ouur to my foes ? 

Thou wcare a Lyons hid«, doff it for fhame. 

And hang a Calues skin on thofe recreant limbes, 

Auf. O that a man fhould fpeake thofe words to me. 
Phil. And hang a Calucs-skin on thofe recreant limbs 
Auf. T hou dar’ftnot fay fo villaine for thy life. 


Phil. And hang a Calues-skin on thofe recreant limb* 
Iohn. We like not this, thou doft forget thy felfc. 
Enter Pondulph. 

Fra. Heere comes the holy Legac of the Pope. 

Pan. Haile you annointed deputies of heauen; 

To thee King Iohn my holy errand is : 

1 Tandulpb, of faire Millane Cafdinall, 

And from Pope Innocent the Legate heere, 

Doc in his name religioufly demind 

Why thou againft the Church,our holy Mother ; 

So wilfully doft fpurne; and force perforce 
Keepe Stephen Laugton chofen Arfhbifhop 
Of Canterbury from that holy Sea; 

This in oar forefaid holy Fathers name 
Pope Innocent, I doe demand of thee. 

Iohn. Whatcarthie name to Interrogatories 
Can taft the free breath of a facred King ? 

Thou canft not (Cardinall) deuife a name 
So flight, vnworthy,and ridiculous 
To charge me to an anfwere, as the Pope: 

Tell him this tale,and from themoiKh of England, 

Adde thus much more, that no Italian Prieii 
Shall tythe or toll in our dominions: 

But as we, vnder heauen, are fupreame head, 

So vnder him that great fupremacy 
Where we doe reigne, we will alone vphold 
Without th’affftancc ofamortallhand: 

So tell the Pope, all reuerence fet apart 
To him and his vfurp’d authoritie. 

Fra, Brother of England, you blafpheme in this. 

Iohn. Though you,and all theKings ofChriftendom 
Are led fo groffcly by this medling Prieft, 

Dreading the curfe that money may buy out. 

And by the merit of vilde gold, drolTe, duft, 

Purchafe corrupted pardon ofa man. 

Who in that faie i’els pardon from himfelfe: 

Though you, and al the reft fo groffcly led, 

This iugling witchcraft with reuennue chcrifb, 

Yet I alone, alone doc me oppofe 

Againft the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 

Pand. Then by the lawfull power that I haue 4 
Thou fhalt ftand curft,and excommunicate. 

And bleffcd (hall he be that doth reuolt 
From his Allegeance to an heretique. 

And meritorious fhall that hand be call’d. 

Canonized and worfhip’d as a Saint, 

That takes away by any fecret courfc 
Thy hatcfull life. 

Con. O lawfull let it be 

That I haue roome with Rome to curfe a while, 

Good Father Cardinall, cry thou Amen 
To my keenccurfcs? for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curfe him right. 

Pan. There’s Law and Warrant (Lady) for my curfe. 
Conf. And for mine too,when Law can do no right. 
Let it be Iawfull,tbat Law barre no wrong: 

Law cannot giue my childe his kingdome heere; 

For he that holds his Kingdomc,holds the Law: 
Therefore fince Law it felfe is perfeft wrong, 

How can the Law forbid my tongue to curfe 1 
Pand. Philip of France, on perill of a curfe, 

Let goe the hand of that Arch-herctique, 

And raife the power of France vpon his head, 

Vnleffe he doe fnbmit himfelfe to Rome . 

f/M.Look’ft thou pale Francel&o not let go thy hand, 
Con. Looke to that Deuill, left that France repent. 

And 
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And.by difioyning hands hell loft a foulc 

Aw* King Pjoilip, Hften to the Cardinally 
Baft* And hang a Galucs-skin on his recreant limbt. 
Auft . Well ruffian, I muft pocket vp thefe wrongs, 
Bccaufc,. 

Haft. Your breeches beft may carry them. 

John. PbilfpyWhzt faift thou to thc-Cardinall ? 

Con 4 What fhould he fay,but as the Cardinall ? 

Dolph. Bethinke y ou father, for the difference 
Is pur chafe of a heauy cur/e from Rome , 

Or the light Ioffe of Englandftox a friend: 

Forgocthc eaficr. 

Bla. That s the curfe of Rome. 

Con. O ftand faft, the dcuill tempts thee hecre 
Inlikeneffe of a new vntFimmed Bride. 

HU. The Lady Conftance fpeakes not from her faith, 
But from her need. 

Con. Oh, if thou grant my need. 

Which oncly Iiues but by the death of faith, . 

That need, muff needs inferre this principle, 

That faith would liue againc by death of need: 

O then tread downe my need, and faith mounts vp, 
Keepe my need vp,and faith is trodden downe. 

John, The king is moud, and anfwers not to this. 

Con • O be remou’d from him, and anfwcre well# 
Auft. Doe fo king fhilip, hang no more in doubt. 
Baft .Hang nothing but a Calucs skin moft fweet lout. 
Fra. I am perplext.and know not what to fay. 

Pan. What canft thou lay,but wil perplex thee more? 
If thou ftand excommunicate, and curft ? 

Fra . Good rcuerend fachcr,make my perfon yours, 
And tell me howyou would beftow your felfe? 

This royall hand and mine are newly knit, 

And the coniun&ion of our inward foulcs 
Married in league, coupled,and link’d together 
With all rcligous ftrength of facred vowes , 

The lateft breath that gau* the found of words 
Was decpe*fworne faith, peace, amity, true loue 
Bccwccne our kingdomes and our royall felucs. 

And cuen before this truce, but new before. 

No longer then wc well could wafh our hands f 
To clap this royall bargainc vp ofpeacc, 

Hcauen knowes they were befmear’d and ouer-ftaind 
With {laughters pencill; where reuenge did paint 
The fearcfull difference of incenfed kings : 

And fhall thefe hands fo lately purg'd ofblond ? 

So newly ioyn’d in loue ? fo ftrong in both, 

Vnyoke this feyfure, and this kinde regreete ? 

Play faff and loofc with faith ? fo ieft with heauen, 
Makefuch vneonftant children ofonr felues 
As now againe to fnatch our palmc from palme: 
Vn-fweare faith fwornc, and on the marriage bed 
Of fmilingpeace to march a bloody hoaft. 

And make a ryot on the gentle brow 
Of true fincerity ? O holy Sir 
My rcuerend father, let it not be fo 
Out ofyour grace, deuiic, ordaine, impofe 
Some gentle order, and then we fhall be blcft 
To doe your pleafure, and continue friends. 

Pand. All forme is formcleffc,Order ordcrleffc, 

Sauc what is oppofitc to EngUnds loue. 

Therefore to Armes, be Champion of our Church, 

Or let the Church our mother breathe her curfe, 

A mothers curfe, on her rcuolcing fonne: 

Trance, thou maift hold a ferpent by the tongue, 

A cafed Lion by the mortal!,paw, 



tm 
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A falling Tyger fafer by the tooth, 

Then keepe in peace that hand which thou d.a. 
Fr*. I may dif-ioyne my hand, but not m 
Pa»d. So mak’ft thou faith an enemy to fa 
And like a ciuill warre fetft oath to oath ilt " > 
Thy tongue againft thy tongue. O let th y VOtel 
Firft made to heauen, firft be to heauen serf . 
That is, to be the Champion of our Church 0 * 1 ” 
What fince thou fworft, is fwome againft t h f ir 
And may not be performed by thy felf Cj ^ e “ e > 
For that which thou haft fworae to doe amiff 
Is not arnifle when it is truely done: e * 

And being not done,where doing tends to ill 
The truth is then moft done not doing ft: 1 
The better A£l ofpurpofes roiftooke 
Is to miftake again, though indirect, * 

Yet indirection thereby growes direft 
And falihood, fallhood cures, as fire codesfin» 
Within the fcorched veines of one new burn*<|. 

It is religion that doth make vowes kept 
But thou haft fwome againft religion: * 

By what thou fwear’ft againft the thing thou 
And mak’ft an oath the furetic for thy truth * 1 
Againft an oath the truth, thou art vnfure * 

To fweare, fwearcs onely not to be forlworne 
, Elfe what a raockerie (bould it be to fweare ?’ 

But thou doft fweare, onely to be forfwome, 

And moft forfwome, to keepe what thou doft fw ear . 
Therefore thy later vowes,againft thy firft C) 

Is in thy felfc rebellion to thy felfe: 

And better conqueftueuer canft thou make 
Then armc thy conftant and thy noblerparts > 
Againft thefe giddy loofe fuggeftions: 

V pon which better part, our prayrs come in 
Ifthouvouchiafe them. But if not,then know 

The perill of our curfes light on thee 
So heauy. as thou (halt not (hake them off 
But in deipairc, dye vnder their blacke weight. 
shift. Rebellion,flat rebellion. 

Baft. Wil't not be? 

Will not a Calucs-rskin flop that mouth ofthine? 
Daul. Father,to Armes. 

Blanch. Vponthy wedding day? 

Againft the blood thatthou haft married? 

What,(hall our fcaft be kept with flaughtered men? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlifh drums 
Clamors of hell, be meafures to our pomp ? 

O husband hearc me: aye, alacke, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ? eucn for that name 
Which till this time my tongue did nere pronounce; 
Vponmyknee I beg, goe notto Armes 
Againft mine Vnde. 

Conft. O, vpon my knee made hard with kneeling, 
I doe pray to thee, thou vertuous Danlfhin, 

Alter not the doome fore-thought by heauen. 

• Blan. Now (halll fee thy loue, what motiuemay 
Be ftronger with thee, then the name of wife i 
Can. That which vp’noldeth him,that thee vpholds, 
His Honor, Oh thine Honor, Lewis thine Honor. 

Dolph. I mufe your Maiefty doth feeme fo cold, 
When fuch profound refpe&s doepull you on# 
Pand. I will denounce a curfe vpon bis head. 

Fra. Thou (halt not ntti. England t \ will fall fro thee 
Canft. O fairerecurneofbanifh’d Maieftie. 

Flea. O foule reuolt of French inconftancy. 

Eng. France, ^fhalt rue this houre within this ho®. 
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^-^T^Trheclocke fetter,^ bald lex ton Time: 


W' U .,1 ? WC I1 rtfe. 

l» it,she Thi Sun’s orccaft with* bloud : ftiretday adieu, 

• T t rX that 1 muft goe withall ? : 

WhlCh thbotL each Army hath a hand, 

JaI,,VV Lrr8"e,'l hauing hold of both, 

A*»d int , h . rlc a-fimder, and difmember mcc. 

TW VV 5 , call not pray that,thou maift winne r 
H^tcds muft pray that thou maift lofe: 

V6 ?’Tmavnotwifh the fortune thine : 

Father, 1 ^ ]lnotw ,nithywifliesthriuc: 

Giand /rwin* on that fide Hull I lofe: 

^i 10 dS before the mtftch beplaid. 

A , > T adv with me,with me thy fortune lies. 

There where my fortune hues .there my life dies. 
IU Cofen, goe draw our puifance together, 
i , m burn’d vp with inflaming wrath , 
f,0Ce ’ w hofe heat hath this condition; 
riTfnothin" can allay,nothing but blood, 
the blood and deereft valued ’blend of Franc*. 
fThyra^e fhall burne thee,vp,& thou fhaltturne 
tf fL ei ere our blood fhall quench that fire ? 
Inoketo'thy felfe,thou art in ieopardic. 

L /°L.No more then he that threats. 1 o Armsle ts hie. 

F a ettn t. 


n. 


Sccena Secundct. 

j r . ( . 

Jllttrum:, Excursions : Enter Baftard with Auftnas 
bend , 

Baft. Now by my life,this day grows wondrous hot, 
Some aycry Dcoill houers in the skic, 

And pout’s downe mifehief z.Auftrias head lye there, 
Enter Iohn^Arthur^HHbert. 

While Philip breathes. 

him. Hubert, keepe this boy: Philip make vp, 

My Mother is affaylcd inourTcnr, 

AndtancIfeaVc. 

Baft My Lord I refeuedher, 

Her HighncUeis in fafety,feare you not: 

But on my Liege, for very little paines 

Will bring this labor to an happy end. Exit. 

Alarums , excurfions, Retreat. Enter I ohn,Eleanor,Arthur 
Baftard, Hubert, Lords. 

John. So fhalWt be: your Grace fhall ftay behinde 
Softrongly guarded : Cofen,looke not fad, 

ThyGrandame loues thee, and thy Vnkle will 
Asdeere bt to thee, as thy father was. 

Artb. O this will make my mother die with griefe. 
lohn. Cofen away for England, haff c before^ 

And ere dur comming fee thou fhakc the bags 
Ofhoording Abbots, imprifoned angells 
Set at libertie: the fat ribs of peace 
Muft by the hungry now be fed vpon : 

Vfe our Commimon in his vtmoft force. 

Baft. BelI, i Bbokc,& Candle~,(hall not driiie mcback, 
When gold add filuer becks me to come on; 
IleaueyourHighneffe: Grandame, I will f 
(If euer I remember to be holy ) 

For your faire fafety: fo I kiffe your hind 1 
. Sic* Farewell gentle Cofch, 


John. Coz, tarewell. 

Sle. Come hether little kinfman,harke,a worde. 
lohn. Come hether Hubert. 6 my gentle Hubert, 

Wc owe thee much : within this wall of flclh 
There is a foulc counts thee her Creditor, 

And with aduantage meanes to pty thy loue} v 
And my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Liuesin this bofome,deerely cheriihcd 
Giuc me thy hand, I had a thing to fay. 

But I will fit it with fome better tune. 

By heauen Hubert , I am alrnbft afham'd r’, 

To fay what good refpefU haiie of thee. 

Hub. Iammuchbounden to yourMaicffy. 
lohn. Good friend,thou.haft no caufe to fay fp y f et^ ; 
But thou fhalt haue:and creepe time nere fo flow. 

Yet it fhall come, for me to doe thee good. 

I had a thing to fay, but let ic goe : 

The Sunne is in the heauen, arid the proud day y 
Attended with the plcafures ofthe world, 

Is all too wanton, and too lull of gawdes 
T o giue me audience : if the mid-night bell '’J'.ft 
Did with his yron tongue,arid brazen moutjh; 

Sound on into the drowzie race of night : 

If this fame were a Church-yard where we ftand, 

And thou poffeffed with a thoufand vvrorigs .* 

Or if that furfy fpirit melancholy 
Had bak’d thy bloud,and made it heauy, thickc, ^ 
Which clfe runnes tickling vp and downe the veines. 
Making that idiot laughter keepe mens eyes*, ; 

And ftraine their cheekes to idle merriment, 

A paffion hatefull to my purpofes: 

Or if that thou couldft fee me without eyes, 

Hearc me without thine eares, and make repljr 
Without a tongue, vfing conceit alone, 

Without eyes,earcs,and harmcfull found of words : 
Then, in defpighf ofbroodcd watch full day, 

I would into thy bofomepouremy thoughts i 
But (ah) I will not, yet I loue thee well, 

And by my troth I thinke thou lou’ft me Well. ' • 

Hub. So weli,ihat what you bid me vndeftilte * 
Though that my death wereadiunft tomyASF, ‘ ‘ 

By heauen I would doeit. 

lohn . Doe not I know thou wouldft ? 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : lie tell thee what my friend^ 

He is a very ferpent in my way, 

And wherefoere this foot of mine doth tread. 

He lies before me: doft thou vnderftand me £ 

Thou art his keeper. 

Hub. And lie keepe him fo, 

That he fhall not offend your Maidty, 
lohn. Death. 

Hub. My Lord. 
lohn. AGraue. 

Hub. He (ball not liue. 
lohn. Enough. 

I could be merry now, Hubert , I loue thee* 

Well, He not fay what I intend for thee: 

Remember: Madam, Fare you well, 

He fend thofe powers o’re to your Maiefty. 

Ele. My bleffing goe with thee. 
lohn. For England Cofcn, goe. 

Hubert (ball bo your man, attend on you 
Withal true duetie: On toward Calliceftioii 

Exeunti 
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Sc.met Tertia* 




Enter France, Dolphin, Pandulpho, Attendants. 


>riA 


Fra, So by a roaming Temped on the Hood, 
A whole Arrnado ofconuidled faile 


boA 

>UlJ 

Is fcattered and dif-ioyn’d from fcllowfhip. 

Pand. Courage and cprqfort,all fhall yet goc well* 
Fra. What can goc vvit|U,when we haue runne lo ill ? 
Are we not beaten not Anglers loft ? 

Arthur tane,prifoncr? diuers dccrc friends flainc ? 

And bloudy England into England gone, 

Ore-bearing interruption fpight of France ? 

Do/. What he hath won, that hath he fortified : 

So hot a (peed, with fuch aduice difpos’d, 

Such temperate order it} fo fierce a caufe, 

Doth want example: who hath read,or heard 
Ofanykirtdred-ailionlikc to this? 

Fra. Well could I bearc that EnglandWd this praife, 
So vre could finde lomcpatterne of our fhamc: 

Enter finflance. 

Looke'who comes hecre ? a grauc vnto a foule, 

Holding th'etcrnall (pint againft her will, 

In the vilde prjfon of affli&ed breath: 

Iprethce Lady goc away with me. 

Con. Lo; now:now fee the iffuc of your peace. 

Fra. Patience good Lady,comfort gentle Confiance. 
Con. No,Idcficall Counfell, all redrefle. 

But that which ends all counfcll, true Redrefle: 

Death, death, O amiable, loucly death , 

Thou odoriferous flench •• found rot:ennefle, 

Arife forth from the couch of lafting night, 

Thou hate and terror toprofperitie, 

And I will kifle thy detcllable bones, • 

And put my eye-balls in thy vaultie browes, 

And ring thefe fingers with thy houfhold wormes, 

And flop this gsp of breath with fullomc dull, 

And be a Carrion Monfterlike thyfelfe; 

Come,grin on me, and I will thinkc thou fmil’ft* 

And buCTe thecas thy wife: Mifcries Loue, 

O come to me. 

Fra. Ofaircaffli&ion, peace. 

Con, No,no, I will not, hailing breath to cry : 

O that my tongue were in the thunders mouth, 

Then with a paflion would I (hake the world, 

And rowzc from fleepc that fell Anatomy 
Which cannot hcare a Ladies feeble voyce. 

Which fcornes a tnoderne Invocation. 

Pand. Lady.you Ytter naadnefle,and not forrow. 

Con. Thou art holy tobelyemefo, 

I am not mad : this haire I tcarc is mine, 

My name is Conftanct , I was Geffrejes wife, 

Yong Arthur is my fonne, and he is loft: 

I am not mad, I would to heauen I were, 

Forthen’tis like I fhould forget my felfe: 

O, if I could, what griefe fhould I forget ? 

Preach fomc Philofophy to make me mad. 

And thou (halt beCanoniz’d(CardinalI.) 

For, being not road, but fenfible of greefe, 

My reasonable part produces rcafon 
How I may be dcliuer’d of thefe woes. 

And teaches mee to kill or hang my felfe; 

If I weremad,! fhould forget my fonne. 


Or madly thinkc a babcofclowts werehe^~ ; 
I am not mad: too well, too well I feelc 

The different plague of each calamitie. 

Fra. Binde vp thole treffea: O what lou e r 
In the faire multitude of thofe her haires • 1 ° 0te 7 

Where but by chance a filuer drop hath faj ne 

Euen to that drop ten thoufandwiery fiends * 

Doe glcw themfelues in fociable griefe. 

Like true, infeparable, faithful! loues, * 

Sticking together in calamitie. 

Con. T o England, if you will. 

Fra. Binde vp your haires. 

Con. Yes that I will sand wherefore will T A.• 

I tore them from their bonds, and cride aloud 
O, that thefe hands could fo redeeme my f onn * 

As they haue giuen thefe hayres their libertic 
But now 1 enuie at their libertic, 

And will againc commit them to their bonds 
Becaufe my poore childc is a prifoner. 

And Father Cardinal!, I haue heard you f»y 
That wc fhall fee and know our friends in heauen 
If that be true, I fhall fee my boy againe; 

For fince the birth of Caine, the firft male’childe 
To him that did but yefterday fufpire, 

There was not fuch a gracious creature borne: 

But now will Canker-forrow eat my bud, 

And chafe the natiuc beauty from his chceke 
And he will looke as hollow a* a Ghoft, 

As dim and meager as an Agues fittc. 

And fo hee’ll dye: and rifing fo againe. 

When I fhall meet him in the Court ofheauen 
I fhall not know him: therefore ncuer, ncuer 
Mufti behold my pretty t Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heynous a tefpeft of greefe, 
Cenfi. He talkes to me,that neuer had a fonne. 
Fra. You are as fond of greefe, as ofyour childe. 
Con. Greefe fils the roomc vp of my abfent childe: 
Lies in his bcd,walkesvp and downc with me, 

Puts on his pretty lookes, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 

Stuffes out his vacant garments with his forme, 

T hen,haue I reafon to be fond of griefe? 
Fareyouwell: had you fuch a Ioffe as I, 

I could g iue better comfort then you doe. 

1 will not keepe this forme vpon my head , 

When there is fuch dilordcr in my witte: 

O Lord, my boy, my Arthur, my faire fonne, 

My life, my ioy t my food, my all the world: 

My widow-comfort,and my forrowes cure. Exit, 
Fra. I feare fomc out-rage,and lie follow her. Exit, 
Dot. There’s nothing in this world can make me ioy, 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

Vexing the dull eare of a dro w fie man; 

And bitter fhamc hath fpoyl’d the fweet Words tafte, 
That it yeelds nought but fhame and bitterneffe. 

Pand. Before the curing ofaftrongdifeafe, 

Eucn in the inftanc of repairs and health, 

The fit is ftrongeft: Euils that take leaue 
On their departure,mod of all (hew euill: 

What haue you loft by doling of this day ? 

Del. All daies of glory ,ioy,and happinefle. 

Pan. Ifyou had won it, certainely you had. 

No, no: when Fortune meanetto men mod good, 
Shee lookes vpon them with a threatningeyei 
Tis ftrange to thinke how much King John hath loft 
In this which he accounts fo dearely wonoe; 


_ d that Arthur is his prifoner i 
nVTs &ily as he is glad he hath him. 

‘ Yourminde is all as youthfull as your blood, 
^h' zncfpcake w j t ha propheticke fpirit: 

N°' v " the breath of what I meanc to fpeake, 

?ii Wow each dufi, each draw, each little rub 
5 * f rhe path which (hall direaly lead 

tet oEnglandsThrone. And therefore marke: 
2hath Arthur, and it cannotbc, 
u whiles warmelife playes m that infants veines, 

^ at f n \ic<l-lohn fhould entertaine an hourc, 

£ie,"*y «* b " atl ’ ? f "j*- 

faltH’d with .n vmuly hind, 

u ftbe as boyfteroufly maintain’d as gam d. 

S he that (lands vpon a flipp’ry place, 

mlrsniceofno vilde hold to (lay him vp: 

rhtlebo may Hand, then Arthur needs muft fill, 

c beit for it cannot be but fo. 

i0 n„/ ’gut what fhall I gaine byyong Arthurs fall ? ’ 
v 0 You,in the right of Lady “Blanch your wife, 

Mav then nuke all the claime that Arthur did. 

])ol. And loofe it, life and all,as Arthur did. 

„ How green you are,and frefli in this old world? 
M«Iaycs you plots: the times ccnfpire with you, 

For he that ftcepes his fafetie in true blood. 

Shall finde but bloodie fafety, and vntruc. 

This Aft focuilly borne (hall coole the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze vp their zealc, 

That none fo fmall aduantage (hall llep forth 
To checke his reigne, but they will cherilh it. 

No namrall exhalation in the skie, 

No fcopc ofNature, no diftemper’d day, 

Nocommon:winde, no cudomed euent. 

But they will plucke away his naturall caufe. 

And call them Meteors, prodigies, and fignes, 
Abbo(tiues,prefages, and tongues ofheauen. 
Plainly-denouncing vengeance vpon John. 

del. May be he will not touch yong Arthurs life. 

But hold himfelfc fafe in his prifomnenc. 

Pax. 0 Sir, when he fhall hcare of your approach, 
ifthat yong Arthur be not gone alreadie, 
Euenatthatoeweshcdies :and then the hearts 
Ofallhis people fhall reuelt from him, 

Andkiffe the lippes ofvnacquainted change. 

Andpickc flrong.matter ofreuoh, and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers ends of John. 

Me thinkes I fee this hurley all on foot; 

AndO, what better matter breeds for you, 

Then I haue nam'd. The Baftard Falconbridge 
Isnow in England ranfacking the Church, 

Offending Charity: If but a dozen French 
Were there in Armes, they would be as a Call 
Totraine ten thoufand Englifh to their fide; 

Or,as a little fnow, tumbled about, 

Anon becomes a Mountaine. O noble Dolphine; 

Go with me to the King,’tis wonderfuil, 

What may be wrought out of their difeontent. 

Now that their foules are topfulLof offence. 

For England go; I will whetorr the King. 

Del. Strong reafonsmakes ftrange aclionselet vs go, 
Ifyou fay I, the King will not fay no. Exeunt. 

...... J r, 
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zAUus Quartus, Scanaprima. 


Snter Hubert and Executioners. • 

Hub. Hcatc me thele Irons hot, aad looke thou ftand 
Within the Arras : when I ftrike my foot 
Vpon the bofome of the ground, rufh forth 
And binde the boy, which you (hall finde with me 
Faft to the chaire: be heedfull: hence,and watch. 

Exec . I hope your warrant will bcare out the deed. 
Bub. Vncleanly fcruples feare not you: looke too’t. 
Yong Lad come forth; I haue to fay with you. 

Enter Arthur. ‘ 

Ar. Good morrow Hubert. 

Hub . Good morrow, little Prince, 

Ar. As little Prince, hauing fo great a Title 
To be more Prince, as may be: you arc fad. 

Hub . Indeed I haue been? merrier. j 

Art . *Mercieonme: 

Me thinkes no body fhould be fad but I : 

Yet I remember, when I was in France, 

Yong Gentlemen would be as fad as night 
Oncly for wantonnefle . by my Chriftendcmc, 

So I were out ofprilon^ndkeptShecpe 
I fhould be as merry as the day is long s 
And fo I would be heere, bur that I doubt 
My Vnckle pra&ifes more harme to me : 

He is afraid of me, and I of him ; 

Is it my fault, that I was Geffrejes fonne ? 

No in deedeis’t not: and I would to heauen 
I were your fonne, foyou would loue me, Hubert.* 

Hub . If I talketohim, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercie, which lies dead : 

Therefore I will be fodaine, and difpacch* 

Ar Arc you fickc Hubert? you looke pale to day, 
Infootb 1 would you were a little ficke, 

That I might lit all night,and watch with you. 

I warrant i loue you more then you do me. 

Hub . His words do take poffeflion of my bofome. 
Reade hccrcyong Arthnr . How now foolifh rheume? 
Turning diipitious torture out of doore ? 

I muft be breefe, Icatt refolution drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanifh teares. 

Can you not reade it ? Is it not faire writ ? 

Ar. Too fairely Hubert , for fo foule effect, 

Muft you with het Irons, bume out both mine eyes? 
Hub. Yong Boy, I muft. 

Art . And will you? 
hub. And I will. 

Art . Haue you the heart? When your head did but 
ake, 

I knit my hand.kercher about your browes 
(The beft I had, a Princeflc wrought it me ) 

And I did neuer aske it you againe ; 

And with eny hand, at midnight held your head} 

And like the watchfull minutes, to the hourc f 
Still and anon cheer’d vp the heauy time; 

Saying,what lacke you? and where lies your greefe ? 

Or what good loue may I performe for you l 
Many a poore roans fonne would haue lyen ftill f 
And nere haue fpoke a louing word to you: 

But you, at your ficke feruicc had a Prince: 

Nay, you may thinke my loue was craftie loue. 

And call it cunning. Do, and if you will. 
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If hcaucn be pleas'd that you muft vfe me ill. 

Why then you muft. Will you put out mine eyes ? 
Thefe eyes, that ncucr did, nor ncuer (hall 
So much as frownc on you. 

Hub. Ihauefwornetodoit: •' 

And with hot Irons muft 1 burne them our, 

Ar. Ah, none but in this iron Age,would do it: 

The Iron ofit fclfc, though heate red hot, 

Approaching necre thefe eyes, would drinke my teares. 
And quench this ficric indignation, 

Eucn in the matter of mine innocence: 

,Nay, after that, confume away in ruft, 

But for containing fire to harmc mine eye: 

Are you more ftubbornc hard, then hammer’d Iron ? 
And if an Angell (hould hauc come to me. 

And told me Hubert fhould put out mine eyes, 

I would not hauc beleeu’d him : no tongue but Huberts. 
Hub . Come forth: Do as I bid you do. 

Art . O faue me Hubert , faue me : my eyes are out 
Euen with the fierce 1 ookes of thefe bloody men. 

Hub. Giue me the Iron I fay, and binde him hcere. 
Art . Ala?, what needc you be fo boiftrous rough? 

I will not ftruggle, I will (land done dill: 

For hcauen fake Hubert let me not be bound : 

Nay heare me Hubert , d riuc thefe men away, 

And I will fit as quiet as a Lambe. 

I will not dirre, nor winch, nor fpcake a word. 

Nor looke vpon the Iron angerly: 

Thrud but thefe men away % and J le forgiuc you. 

What euer torment you do put me too. 

Hub. Go dand within: let me alone with him. 

Exec . I am bed pleas’d tobefromfuch adeede# 

Art . Alas, I then haue chid away my friend, 

He hath a derne looke, but a gentle heart: 

Let him come backe, that his compaflion may 
Giue life to yours. 

Hub . Come (Boy) prepare your fclfc. 

Art . Is there no remedie t 
Hub. None, but to Jofe your eyes. 

Art . O heauen: that there were but a moth in yours, 
A graine, a dud,a gnat, a wandering hairc, 

Any annoyance in that precious fenfe : 

Then feeling what fmall things are hoyderous there, 
Your vilde intent mud needs feeme horrible. 

Hub . Is this your promife ? Go too,hold your toong 
Art . Hubert , the vtterance of a brace of tongues. 
Mud ncedes want pleading for a pairc of eyes: 

Let me not hold my tongue: let me not Hubert , 

Or Hubert , if you will cut out my tongue. 

So I may keepe mine eyes. O fpare mine eyes, 

Though to no vfe, but dill to looke on you. 

Loe, by my troth, the Indrumcnt is cold,! 

And would not harmc me. 

Hub. lean heate it, Boy. 

Art . No, in good iboth : the fire is dead with griefe, 
Being create for comfort, to be vs'd 
In vndeferued extreames: See clfe your fclfe. 

There is no malice in this burning cole. 

The breath of heauen, hath blowne his fpirit out. 

And ftrew'd repentant a flies on his head. 

Hub , But with my breaih f can rettiue it Boy. 

Art # And if you do, you will but make it blufh. 

And glow with (home of your proceedings, Hubert: * 
Nay, it perchance will fparkle in your eyes: 

And, like a doggo that is compell’d to fight. 

Snatch at his M after that doth tarre him on. 
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All things that you ftiould vfe to do me mono 
Deny their office: oncly you do lacke * 
That mercie, which fierce fire, and Iron extends 
Creatures of note for mercy, lacking vfes, * 
Hub. Well, fee to liue: 1 will not touch thine 
For all theTreafure that thine Vnckle owes 
Yet am lfwornc,and Ididpurpofe,Boy, * 

With this fame very Iron, to burne them out. 

Art. O now you looke like Hubert . Allthia wh l 
You were dilguis’d. I { 

Hub. Peace: no more. Adieu, 

Your Vnckle muft not know but you are dead, 
lie fill thefe dogged Spies with falfe reports: * 
And, pretty childe,fleepe doubtlcfle, and fecute 
That Hubert for the wealt h of all the world, ’ 

Will not offend thee. 

Art. O heauen! I thanke you Hubert, 

Hub. Silence, no more; go clofely in withmee 
Much danger do I vndergo for thee, £ 


<r- 


ScenaSecuncia. 


Enter Iohn, Pembroke,Salisbury, andtther.Lordtt, 
John. Hecre once againe we fic; once aga'inft croivn’d 
And look’d vpon, I hope, with cheatefulley fJ . 

Pern.This once again (but that your Highnespleas’dl 

Was once fuperfluous : you were Crown’d before 

And that high Royalty was nere pluck’d off- * 
The faiths ofmen,nereftained with rcuolt: 

Frefh expe&ation troubled not the Land 
With any long’d-for-change, or better State. 

Sal.^ Therefore, to bepoflefs’d with double pompe 
To gua'rd a Title, that was rich before; 

To gilde refined Gold, to paint the Lilly; 

To throw a perfume on the V jolet, 

To fmooth the yce, or addc another hew 
Vnto the Raine-bow; or with Taper-light 
T o leeke the beauteous eye of heauen to garnith, 

Is waftefull,and ridiculous excefTc. 

Pern. But that your Royall pleafure muft be done, 
Thi s a£fe, is as an ancient tale new told, » 

And, in the laft repeating, troublefomc, 

Being vrged at a time vnfeafonable. 

Sal. In this the Anticke, and well notedfate 
Ofplaine old forme, is much disfigured, 

And like a drifted winde vnto afaile, 

It makes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about, 
Startles, and frights confideration : 

Makes found opinion ficke, and truthfufpefted, 

For putting on fo new a fafhion’d robe. 

Pem. When Wotkemen ftriue to do better then wel, 
They do confound their skill in couetoufnefle, 

And oftentimes excufing of a fault. 

Doth make the fault the worfe by th’excufe: 

As patches fet vpon a little breach, i; o: 
Difcredite more in hiding of the fault, i; 

Then did the fault before it was fo patch’d. 

Sal. To this effeft, before you were new crown’d 
We breath’d our Councell: but it pleas’d your Highnes 
To ouer-beare it, and we are all well pleas’d, 

Since all, and euery part of what we would 
Doth nuke a ftand, at what your HighnefTe will. 


Ml 




^ Some reafons of this double Corronation 

I Juepo*fty oUWtth * a " dtl : i, l kcthcm ? r0nS " 

1 j ILe more ftrong, then.leffer is my feare 
X lUndue you with: Mcanc time, but aske 
fhi vou would hauc reform’d, that is not well, 

» d wellffiail you perceiue, how willingly 
fill both he4re, and grant you your requefts. 

1 p Then I, a* onchhat am the tongue ofthele 
Tp found the purpoles of ail their hearts, 
i ’ (nr mv lelfe, and them: but chiete of all 
v^irfafetV : for the which, my felfeand them 
K theirbeft ftudies, heartily requeft 

ru’infranchifement of e Arthur, whofe reftraintj 
0 thmoue the murmuring lips ofdifcontent 
Tobreake into this dangerous argument, 
rfwhat in reft you haue, in right you hold, 
wby: hcn vour feares, which (as they fay) attend 
Tbeftcppes efwrong,fliouldmoueyou tomewvp 
Your tender kinfman, and to choake his dayes 
W'itli barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
t|,c rich aduantage of good exercife, 

That the times enemies may not haue this 
po graceoccafions: let it be our fuite, 

That you hauc bid vs aske his libertic. 

Which for our goods, we do no further aske, . 

Then, whereupon our weak on you depending, 

Counts it your weak : he haue his liberty. 

Enter Hubert. 

John, Let it be fo : I do commit his youth 
To your direction: Hubert, what newes with you ? 

Pent- This is the man fhould do the bloody deed: 
le (hew’d his warrant to a friend ofmine, 

The image ofa wicked heynous fault 
,iues in his eye: that dofc afpe<ft of his, 

)o(hew the mood ofa much troubled breft. 

And I do fearefully beleeue ’tis done, 

What we fo fear'd he had a charge to do. 

Sul. The colour of the King doth come, and go 
Jctweene his purpofeand his confciencc, 

,ike Heralds ’ewix 11 wo dreadfull battailes fet: 
lispafsion is fo ripe, it needs muft breakc. 

Pem. And when it breakes, I feare will iflue thence 
hefoule corruption of a fweet childes death.- 
Ithn, We cannot hold mortalities ftrong hand. 

Good Lords, although my will to giue, is huing, 

"hefuite which you demand is gone, and dead, 
letel ivs Arthur is deceas’d to night. 

Sat. Indeed we fear’d his ficknefle was paft cure. 

Pem. Indeed we heard how neerehis death he was, 
lefore the childehimfelfe felt he was ficke : 

This muft be anfwer’d either hecre, or hence. 

lob. Why. do.you bend fuch folemnebrovves on roe? 
Thinkcyou 1 beare theShecrcs ofdcftiny ? 

Haue I commandcment on the pulfe oflife ? 

Sit. It is apparant foule-play, and'tis fliamc 
ThatGreatnefle fhould fo groflely offer it; 
thriiie it in your game, and fo farewell. 

Pem. Stay yet (Lord Salisbury) Ik go with thee, 
Andfindc th’inheritance of this poore childc. 

His little kingdome of a forced graue. 

That blood which ow’d thebredthof all this lie, 
Threefoot of it doth hold; bad world the while: 

This muft not be thus borne, this will breake oui 
Toall Our forroyvcs.aiid ere long I doubt. Exeunt 
h. They burn in indignation: I repent i EhiirMef. 
There is no fare foundation fee on blood: v 
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No certaine life atchieu’d by others death 
A fearcfull eye thou haft. Where is that blood. 

That I hauefccne inhabiteinthofecheekesf 
So foule a skic, cleeres not without a ftorme, 

Pourc downc thy weather: how goes all in France ? 

Mef From France to England, neuer fuch a powre- 
For any forraigne preparation, 

Was letiied in the body of a land. 

The Copie of your fpeude is leanfd by them; 

For when you fhould be told they do prepare, 

The tydings comes, that they arc all arriu’d. 

lob. Oh where hath our Intelligence bin drunke ? 
Where hath it flept ? Where is my Mothers care ? 

That fuch an Army could be drawnc in France, 

And (he not heare of it ? 

UPfef My Liege, her earc 
Is ftopt with duft : the firft of April! di’dc 
Your noble mother; and as I heare, my Lord, 

The Lady Couflanct in a frenzie di’de 

Three dayes before: but this from Rumors tongue 

I idely heard : if ti ue,or falfe I know not. 

Iohn. With-hold thy fpecd, dreadfull Occafion f " 

O make a league with me/till I haue pleas'd 
My difeontented Peeres. What? Mother dead t 
How wildcly then walkcs my Eftate in France ? 

V nder whofe conduit came thofe powres of France, 
That thou for truth giu’ft out are landed hcere ? 

?,Uf, Vnderthe Dolphin. 

Enter 'Baftard and Peter of Pomfret „ 
lob . Thou haft made me giddy 
With thefe ill tydings: Now ? What fay es the world. 
To your proceedings^ Do not feeke to ftuffc 
My head with more ill newes: for it is full* 

Baft. But if you be a-feard to heare the worft. 

Then let the worft vn-heard, fall on your head. 

Iohn. Beare with me Cofen, for I was amaz’d 
Vnder the tide; but now I breath againe 
Aloft the flood,and can giue audience 
To any tongue, fpcake it of what it will. 

Baft. How I haue fped among the Clergy rtoen, 

The lummes I haue collected (hall exprefle; 

But as I trauail’d hither through the land, 

1 findc the people ftrangely tantafied, 

Poffeft with rumors, full of idle dreames, 

Not knowing what they feare, but full of fearCc 
And here’s a Prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the ftreets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heeles: 

To who!* he fung in rude harfh founding rimes. 

That ere the next Afcenfion day at noone, 

Your Highnes fhould deliuer vp your Crowne. 

Iohn. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didft thou fo ? 
Pet . Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out fo. 
Iohn. Hubert , away with him : imprilon him, 

And on that day at noone, whcTeori he fayes 
I (hall yeeld vp my Crowne, let him be hang’d. 

Deliuer him to fafety, and rcturne. 

For I muft vfe thee. O my gentleCofen, 

Hear'ft thou the newes abroad, who are arriu’d ? 

ZtyP.The French (my Lard) mens mouths arc ful ofit: 
Befidcs I met Lord Bigot , and Lord Salisburie 
With eyes as red as new enkindled fire. 

And others more, going to fcckc the graue 
Of Arthur , whom they fay is kill’d to night, on your 
Iohn . Gentle kinfman,go (fuggeftion. 

And thruft thy fclfc into their Companies, 

bi I 
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I hauc a way to winne their loucs againe; 

Bring them before me. 

Baft. I will feeke them out. 
lohn. Nay, but make hafte: the better fpote before 
O, let me hauc no fubieft enemies, 

When aduerfc Forrcyners affright my Townes 
>With drcadfull pompe of flout inuafion. 

Be Mercuric, ler feathers to thy hceles. 

And flye (like thought) from them, to me againe* 

Baft* rhefpiric ofthc time (ball teach me fpecd.£,v/f 

lohn. Spoke like a fprightfull Noble Gentleman 
Go after him : for he perhaps (hall neede 
Some Meffengcr betwixt me, and the Pecres, 

* And be thouhcc. 

Afef. With all my heart, my Liege. 

Iohn . My mother dead ? 

Enter Hubert . 

Hub. My Lord, they fay flue Moones were feene to 
Foure fixed, and the fife did whirlc about * (night: 

{‘The other foure, in wondrous motion. 

Joh. Fiue Moones ? 

Hub, Old men, and Beldames,in the fti eets 
Do prophefic vpon it diigcroufly : 

Yong Arthurs death is common in their mouths. 

And when they talke of him, they (hake their heads, 

And whffpcr one another in the care. 

And he that fpeakes, doth gripe the hearers wrift, 
Whilft he that hcarcs, make* fearcfull action 
With wrinkled brovves, with nods, with rolling eyes. 

I faw a Smith (rand with his hammer (thus) 

The whilft his Iron aid on the Anuile code, 

With open mouth /wallowing a Taylors newes. 

Who with his Sheercs, and Meafure in his hand. 
Standing on flippers, which his nimble hafte 
Had faliely thrtift vpon contrary feete. 

Told of a many thoufand warlike French, 

That were embattailqd, a.t\d rank’d m Kent. 

Another leanc, vnw'afh’d Artificer, 

Cuts off his talc, and talkcs of Arthurs death. 

Ic, Why fcek'ft: thou to poffeffe me with thefe fearcs? 
Why vrgeff thou lo oft yong Arthurs death > 

Thy hand hath murdred him : 1 had a mighty caufe 
To wifh him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him. 

//Nohad (my Lord?)why,did you not prouokeme? 

Iohn. It is the curie of Kings, ro be attended 
By flaucs, that take their humors for a warrant, 
Tobre^kc within the bloody houleof life. 

And on the winking of Authoritic 
To vnderftand a Law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous Maicfty, when perchance it frowncs 
More vpon humor, then aduis’d refpeft. 

Hub. Hcere is your hand and Seale for what I did. 

Ioh . Oh, when thelaft accompt twixt hcauen & earth 
Is to be made, then (hall this hand.and Seale 
Witnelie againft vs to damnation. 

How oft the fight ofmcancs to do ill deeds. 

Make deeds ill done ? Had’ft not thou beenc by, 

A fellow by the hand of Nature mark’d, 

Q^upted, 3nd fign’d to doa deede of {frame. 

This murthcr had not come into my mindc. 

But taking note of thy abhorr’d Afpcft, 

Finding thee fit forbloody villanic . 

Apt, liable to be employ’d in danger, 

I faintly broke with thee of Arthurs death s . ( 

And thou, to be endccred to a King, 

Made it no confcicncc to deftroy a Prince- 


Hub. My Lord. 

M.Had’ft thou but fliooke thy head, or mad 
When I fpakc darkcly, what I purpofed: C a P ai tf 

Or turn'd an eye of doubt vpon my face ; 

As bid me tell my tale in expreffe words i 
Deepc (hamchad flruck me dumbe,mademeb 
And thofe thy feares, might haue wrought fear * ^ 
But, thou didfl vnderftand me by my fignes ** lnn]c 
And didfl in fignes againe parley with finne* 

Yea,without flop, didfl let thy heart confent 
And confequantly, thy rude hand to aftc * 

The deed, which both our tongues held yilde to 
Out of my fight, and neuer fee me more: llan ° Ct 

My Nobles le3ue me, and roy State is braued 
Euenacray gates, with rankesoffortaipnepo*vr P . 
Nay,.in the body of this fleflily Land, * S * 

This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe 
Hoftilitie, and ciuill tumult rcignes 
Bctwecnc my confluence, and my Cofins death. 

Hub. Arme you againft your other enemies: 

He make a peace betweenc your foule, and you. 

Yong Arthur is aliuc : This hand of mine 
Isyct a maiden, and an innocent hand. 

N ot painted with the Crimfon fpots of blood,* 
Within this bofomc, ncucr entred yet 
The drcadfull motion of a murderous thought, 

And you haue flander’d Nature in my forme. 

Which hovvfoeuer rude exteriorly, 

0 Is yet the couer of a fayrer minde, 

Then to be butcher of an innocent childe, 

Iohn. Doth Arthur hue PO haft thee to tbePeeres 
Throw this report on their inceniad rage, 

And make them tame to their obedience. 

Forgiue the Comment that my pafiionmadc 
Vpon thy feature, for my rage was blinde. 

And foule immaginarie eyes of blood 
Prcfented thee more hideous then thou art. 

Oh, anfwcr not; but to my Cloffet bring) 

The angry Lords, with all expedient haft, 

I coniure thee but {lowly: run more faft. Extm, 


Sccena c TerUa. 


Enter Arthur on the wallet' 

Ar . The Wall is high, and yet will I leape downc* 
Good ground be pittifull,and hurt me not 2 
There’s few or none do know me, if they did, 
ThisShip-boyes fembjance hath difguis’d me quite, 

I am afraidc, and yet He venture it. 

If I get downe, and do not breake my limbes, 
lie finde a thoufand (Lifts to get away; 

As good to dye, and go; as dye, and flay. 

Oh me,my Vncklesfpirit is in thefe ftones, 
Heaucn take my foule,and England keep my bones. Diti 

Sntcr Pembroke .Salts bury >& Bigot. 

Sal . Lords, I will meet him at $.Edr»ondsbHrj i 
It is our faferie, and we mud embrace 
This gentle offer of the perillo.us time. 

Pem*. Who brought that Letter from the Cardmsll? 
SaL The Count Meloone y a Noble Lord of France, 


Whole priuate with me of the Dolphi.nes l° uc > f 
Is much more general, then thefe lines import 
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— — To morrow morning let vs tnccte him then. t 
or rather then fet forward, for ’twill be 
, „ slaves iourncy (Lords)or ere we meete. 

TvV0 long daycsr 

* ^ Once more to day well met, diftemper’d Lords, 

*** the prim of blood where ere it walkcs. 

and cell him fo : we know'the word. 

Re S- What ere you thinkc,good words I thinkc 
were bed. 

/ our ^reefes, and not our manners realon now. 
{j But & there is little rcufon in your greefe. 

Therefore ’twere ieafon you had manners now. 

* Sit, Hr, impatience hath his prhtledge. 

La ’Tis tiue, to hurt hisniafter.nomans^elfe. 
g j ‘-phis is the prifon: What is he lyes heere ? 

p Oh death,made pre ud with pure Sc princely bcuty, 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deede. 

Sal. Marcher, as hating what himfeltc hath done, 
Doth lay it open to vrge on revenge. 

Bin Or when he doom’d this Beaune to a graue, 

Found it too precious Princely, for a grauc. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what thinke youf you haue beheld. 
Or haue you read, or hear a, or could you thinkc ? 

Or do you almoft thinlce, although yon 1'eei 

That you do fee ? Could thought, without this obicfl 

Forme fuA another ? This is the very top, 

Theheighth.thc Crefl: or Creftvnto the Creft 
Ofmurthers Annes: This is the bloodieft flume, 

The wildeft Sauagery, the vildeft ftroke 
That cuer wall-ey’d wrath, or flaring rage 
Prefented to the ccares offoft remorfe. 

Pern. All murtheri pad, do tland excus’d in this: 

And this fdfole, arid fo vnmatcheable, 

Shall giue a holinefle, a puritie. 

To the yet vnbegotr en finne of times; 

And prone a deadly blood-fhcd,buc a left, 

Exampled by this heynous fpedlacle. 

Raj?. It is a damned,and a bloody wofkc, 

The gracelefle a6lion of a heauy hand, 

Ifthatit be the workc ofany hand. 

Sal. If that it be the worke of any hand ? 

Wchad a lcindc of light, what would enfue: 

It is the fhamefull worke of Huberts hand, 
Thepra6!ice,and thepurpofe ofthe kiiig; 

Fromwhofeobedience! foibidmy foule. 

Kneeling before this ruine of fweete life, 

And breathing to his breathlefle Excellence 
Thelncenfeofa Vow,a holy Vow: 

Neuer to taftc the pleafures of chc world, 
Neuertobeinfeiled with delight, 

Nor conuetfant with Eafe,and ldlcnelTe, 

Till I haue fet a glory to this hand. 

By giuing it the worfhip of Reucnge. 

Ptm. Big. Our foules rcligioufly confirme thy words. 
Rnter Hubert. 

Hub. Lords, t am hot with hade, in feeking you, 
Arthur doth liue, thelcinghath fent for youl ; 

Sal. OhheisboM,andblufiiesnot at'dcadi, 

Auant thou hateful! villain,get thee gone.' Cthe Law ? 
Hu. Iamnovillaine, •' Sal. Mufti rob 

Ball. Your fword is bright fir, put it vp' aga-ihe 
Sal. Not till I fheath it in atnurthfiters skirt. 
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Hub. Stand backc Lord Salsbury,ftand backe I fay • 
By heauen, I thinke my /word’s as fliarpe as yours. 

I would not hauc you (Lord) forget your fclfe. 

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence; 

Leaftl p by marking of your rage, forget 
your Worth, your Greatneffe, and Nobility. 

Big. Out dunghill: dar’ft thou braue a Nobleman ? 
Hub. Not for my life : But yet I dare defend 
My innocent life againft an Emperor- 
Sal. Thou art a Murtherer. 

Hub. Do not proue me fo : 

Yet I am none. Whofe tongue fo ere fpeakes falfe, 

Not truely fpeakes : who fpeakes not truly, Lies. 

Pern. Cut him topeeces. 

Baft. Keepe the peace, 1 fay. 

Sal. Standby, or I fhall gaul you FaHlconbridge 0 
Baft. Thou wer’c better gaul the diuell Salsburv. 
ifthoubucfrowne onme ; orftirre thy foote, 

Or reach thy haftie fplecnc to do me fhame, 
lie ftrike thee dead. Put vp thy fword betime. 

Or lie fo manle you, and your cofting-Iron,. 

That you fiiall thinke the diuell is come from hell. 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Panic on bridge ? 
Second a Villaine, and a Murtherer ? 

Hub. Lord Bigot, lam none. 

Big. Who kill'd this Prince ? 

Hub. ’Tis not an houre fincc I left him well: 

I honoitrid him, 1 lou s d him,and will weepe 
My date of life out, for his fweete hues lofle. 

Sal. Truft not thofe cunning waters of his cycs p 
For villanie isnot without fuch rheume. 

And he, long traded in ic, makes it feeme 
LikcRiuersofremorfeand innoccncie. 

Away with me, all you whofe foules abhorre 
Th’vnclcanly fauours of a Slaughter-houfc, 

For I am ftifled with this fmell of finne. 

Big . A way, toward Buric , to the Dolphin there. 
P.There tel the king,he may inquire vs out Ex. Lords. 
Ba. Here’s a good worlchknew you of this faire work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleffe reach of mcrcic, 

(If thou did ft this deed of death) art f damn’d Hubert • 
Hub Do blit ncare me fir. 

Baft. Ha? lie tell thee what. 

Thoffrt damn'd as blacke, nay nothing is fo blacke. 
Thou art more deepe damifd then Prince Lucifer: 

There is not yet fo vgly a fiend of hell 
As thou fhalc be, if thou didft kill this childe. 

Hub. Vpon my foule* 

Baft. If thou didft but confent 
To this moft cruell Aft: dobutdifpaire, 

And if thou want’d a Cord, the fmalleft thred 
Q That euer Spider twifted from her wombe 
Will feme to ftrangle thee : A rufh will be a beame 
To hang thee on. Or wouldft thou drowne thy ielfc. 
Put hue a little water in a fpoone. 

And it fhall be as all the Ocean, 

Enough to ftifle fuch a villaine vp. 

Tdo fufpeft thee very greeuoufly. 

Hub. If I in aft, confent, or finne of thought. 

Be guiltic of the dealing that fweete breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay. 

Let hell want paines enough to torture me: 

I left him well. 

Baft ' Go,bearehiminthinearmes: 

I am amaz’d me thinkes, andloofemy way 
Among the thornes,and danger 5 oi this world. 

b 3 
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How eafie doft thou take all England vp , 

From forth this morcell of dead Royaltie ? 

The life, the right, and truth of all this Realme 
Is fled to heauen : and England now is left 
To tug and fcamble, and to part by th’tceth 
The vn-o wed interelf of proud fvvelling State: 
Now forthcbarc-pickt boneofMaiefty, 

Doth dogged warre briftlc his angry crcft , 

And fnarleth in the gentle eyes of peace: 

Now ^Powers from home,and difeontents at home 
Meet in one line: and vaft confufion waites 
As doth a Rsucn on a ficke-falne bcaft, 

The iminent decay of wrefted pompe. 

Now happy he, whole cloake and center can 
Hold out this tempeft. Beare away that childe, 
And follow me with fpced : He to the King: 

A thoufand bufinefles are briefe in hand , 

And heauen it fclfe doth frowne vpon the Land. 


Tk life and death ofKjn gfiohn 


Exit • 


<lAttus Omrtus , Sc ana brim a. 


Enter King Iohn and Pandolph, attendants. 

K.Iohn. Thushauel yeclded vp into your hand 
The Circle of my glory. 

Pan. Takeagainc 

From this my hand,as holding of the Pope 
Your Soucraigne greatnefle and authoritic. 

Iohn. Now keep your holy word,go meet the French, 
And from his holincflc vie all your power 
To flop their marches’fore wcare er.fljm’d : 

Our diicontc^ccd Counties doc rcuolt: 

Our people quarrell with obedience, 

Swearing Allegiance,and the louc of foule 
To ftranger-bloud, to forren Royalty; 

This inundation of miftempred humor, 

Rcfts by you oncly to be qualified. 

Then paufe not: for the prefent time’s fo ficke , 

That prefent medcinemuft be miniflred , 

Or ouerthrow incureable enfues. 

Pand. It was my breath that blew this Tempeft vp, 
Vpon your ftubbornc vfage of the Pope: 

But fince you are a gentle conucrticc, 

My tongue fhall hud) againc this ftorme of warre, 

And make faire weather in your bluftring land : 

On this Afcention day, remember well, 

Vpon your oath of fcruicc to the Pope, 

Goe I to make the French lay do wne their Armes. Exit. 

John. Is this Afcenfion day: did not the Prophet 
Say, that before Afcenfion day at noonc. 

My Crownc I fhould gtuc off? cuen fo I haue: 

I did fuppofe it fhould be on conftraint, 

But (heau’n be thank’d) it is but voluntary. 

Enter Bafiard. 

Bafi . All Kent hath yeelded : nothing there holds out 
But Doucr Caftle : London hathrccciu’d 
Like a kinde Hoft, the Dolphin and his powers. 

Your Nobles will not hearcyou,but are gone 
To offer feruicc to your enemy: 

And wilde amazement hurries rp and downc 
The little number of your doubtfull friends. 

Iohn. Would not my Lords returftc to meagaine 
After they heard yong Arthur was aliuc I 


&*/?♦ They found him dead, and cafl into theft 
An empty Casket, where the Icwell of lif c C 

By fomc damn’d hand was rob’d,and tane awav 
Iohn. That villaiac Hubert told me he did hue 

Bafi. Soon my foule he did,for ought he kn 

But wherefore doc you droopc ? why lookeyou 
Be great in ad, as you haue bcene in thought • ** ? 
Let not the world fee feare and fad diftruft 
Gouernc the motion of a kinglye eye: 

Be fiirringas the time, be fire with fire. 

Threaten the threatncr,and out-facethe brow 
Of bragging horror: So (hall inferior eyes 
That borrow their behauiours from the great 
Grow greae by your example, and put on 
The dauntleflc fpirit of rcfolution* 

Away, and glifter like the god of warre 
When he intendeth to become the field: 

Shew boldnefle andafpiring confidence: 

What,fhaII they feeke the Lion in his denne, 

And tright him there ? and make him tremble there? 
Oh let it not be faid: forrage,and runne 
To meet difpleafure farther from the dores, 

And grapple with him ere he come fo nye. 

Iohn. The Lcgat of the Pope hath bcene with mee 
And I haue made a happy peace with him 
And he hath promis’d to difmiflc the Powers 
Led by the Dolphin. 

Bafi. Oh inglorious league: 

Shall we vpon the footing of our land. 

Send fayre-play-orders.and make comprimife 
Infinuation, parley,and bafe truce 
To Armes Inuafiue^ Shall a beardlcflcboy, 

A cockrcd-filken wanton braue our fields, 

And fiefh his fpirit in a warrc-like foyle, 

Mocking the ayre with colours idlcly fpied, 

And finde no checke ? Let vs my Liege to Armes: 
Perchance the Cardinall cannot make your peaces 
Or ifhc doc, let it at leaf! be faid 
They faw we had a purpole of defence. 

Iohn. Haue thou the ordering of this prefent time. 
Bafi. Away then with good courage : yet I know 
Our Par tie may well meet a prowder foe. Exeunt, 


Serna Secunda . 


Enter (in jirmes) Dolphin, Salisbury , CMelooHe, Pm- 
broke. Bigot, Souidiers. 

Dot. My Lord MeUoone ,let this be coppied out, 
And keepe it fafe for our remembrance: 

Returne thcprefidcot cothtfe Lords againc, 

That hauing our faire order written downe, 

Both they and we, perufing ore thefe notes 
May know wherefore we tooke the Sacrament, 

And keepe our faithes firme and inuiolabje. 

Sal. Vpon our fides it neucr fhall be broken. 

And Noble Dolphin, albeit we fweare 
A voluntary zealc, and an vn-urg’d Faith 
To your proceedings: yet belecue me Prince, 

I am not glad that fuch a fore of Time 
Should feeke a plafter by-conremn’d reaolt, 

And hcstle the inuetcrate Canku of one wound, 


— rrr^. J^Tohicgrieues my foule, 

^fmifft draw this mettle from my fide 
Th t 4 wTddow-maker:oh,andthere 
T° b honourable refeue, and defence 
? h co U t vpon the name of Salisbury. 

Ct r°histheinfeaionofthetime, 

f L t hc health and Phyficke of our right, 

Zcannot dealc but with the very hand 
Offterne Iniuftico,and coniufed wrong: 
is - t doc pitty, (oh my gneued friends) 

c the tonnes and children of this Ifle, 

Was borne to fee fo fad an hourc as this , 

Wherein weftep after a (hanger, march 

V„on her gentle bofom, and fill vp 

Her Enemies rankes ? I mufl withdraw, and wcepc 
Vpon the fpot of this inforced caufe. 

To grace the Gentry of a Land remote, 
indfollow vnacquainted colours hecrc: 

What hecre ? O Nation that thou coultlft remoue. 

That A Itpttmts Armcs who cIi PP cth thce abol,t ’ 

Would beare thee from the knowledge of thy felfc, 

And cripple thee vnto a Pagon fliore. 

Where thefe two Chriftian Armies migluccinbine 
Thebloud ofmalice, in a vaine of league, 

And not to fpend it fo vn-ncighbourly. 

Dolph. A noble temper doft thou inew in this. 

And great atfeftions wraftling in thy bofome 
Pothmake an earth-quake of Nobility: 

Oh, what a noble comba: haft fought 
Between compulfion,and a braue refpeft: 

L ct me wipe off this honourable dewe, 

That filuerly doth progrefte on thy cheekcs: 

My heart hath melted at a Ladies teaaes, 

Being an ordinary Inundation : 

But this etfufion of fuch manly drops, 

This fliowre, blowne vp by tempeft of thc foule. 

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more ama7-’d 
Then had I feene the vaultie top of heauen 
Figur’d quite ore wirli burning Meteors. 

Life vp thy brow (renow ned Salisburie ) 

And with a great heart hcaue away this ftorme: 
Commend thefe waters to thole baby-eyes 
That neuer faw the giant-world enrag’d , 

Nor met with Fortune, other then at feafts , 

Full warm of blood, of mirth,of goffipping: 
Come,comc; for thou fhe.lt thruft thy hand as deepc 
Into the purfe of rich profperity 
hs Lewis himfelfe: fo (Nobles) fhall you all, 

That knit your finewes to the ftrength of mine. 

Enter Pandu/phe. 

And euen there, methinkes an Angell fpake, 

Looke where the holy Legate comes apace. 

To giue vs warrant from the hand of heauen, 

And on our a&ions fee thc name of right 
With holy breath. 

Pand. Haile noble Prince of France : 

The next is this : King Iohn hath reconcil’d 
Himfelfe to Rome, his fpirit is come in, 

That fo flood out againft thc holy Church, 

The great Metropolis and Sea of Rome: 

Therefore thy threatning Colours now windevp, 

And tame the fauage fpirit of wilde warre, 

That like a Lion foftered vp at hand. 

It may lie gently at the foot of peace. 

And be no further harmcfull then in Ihewe. 

Dtl, Your Grace fhall pardon me, I will not backe: 
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I am too high-borne to be proportied 

To be a fccondary at controll. 

Or vfetbll feruing-man, andlnftrnmenc 
To any Soucraigne State throughout thc world. 

Your breath firft kindled the dead coale of warres, 
Betweenc this chaftiz’d kingdome and my felfc. 

And brought in matter that fhould feed this fire; 

And now ’tis farretoo huge to be biownc out 
With that fame weake windc,which enkindled it: 

You taught me how ro know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with intcreft to this Land 3 
Yea, thruft this enterprize into my heart, 

And come ye now to tell me Iohn hath made 
His peace with Rome* what is that peace to me? 

I (by the honour of my marriage bed ) 

After yong Arthur 3 claime this Land for mine , 

And now it is halfc conquer'd, muft I backc, 

Bccaufc that Iohn hath made his peace with Bptne ? 

Am I Rowes flauc ? What penny hath Rome borne ? 

What men prouided ? What munition fent 
To vnder-prop this Aflion ? Is» 5 t not I 
That vnder-goe this charge ? Who elfc bnt 1 3 
And fuch as to my claime are liable. 

Sweat in this bufinclTe,and maintaine this warre? 

Haue 1 not heard thefe Iflanders fhout out 
Vine le Roy, as 1 haue bank’d their Townes? 

Haue I not heere the bell Cards for the game 
To winne this eafie match, plaid for a Crownc ? 

And fhall I now giue ore the yeelded Set ? 

No, no, on my foule it neuer fhall be faid. 

Pand. You looke but on the out-fide of this worke. 
Hoi. Out-fide or in-fidej will not returne 
Till my attempt fo much be glorified, 

As to my ample hope was promifed, 

Before I drew this gallant head of warre, 

And cull’d thefe fiery fpir it* from the world 
To out looke Conqueft, and to winne renowne 
Eucn in thc iawes of danger, and of death : 

What lufiy Trumpet thus doth fummon vs f 
Enter Bafiard. 

Bafi. According to thc faire-play of the world. 

Let me haue audience: I am fent to fpeake ; 

My holy Lord of Millanc, from thc King 
I come to lcarne how you haue dealt for him: 

And, as you anfwer, I doc know the fcope 
And warrant limited vnto my tongue. 

Pand. The Dolphin is too wilfulloppofite 
And will not temporize with my intreaties: 

He flatly faies, hec 11 not lay downe his Armes. 

Bafi. By all the bloud that euer fury breath’d. 

The youth faies well. Now heare our Englifh King 
For thus his Royaltie doth fpeake in me : 

He is prepar’d, and reafon to he fhould , 

This apifh and vnmanncrly approach, 

This harnefs’d Maske, and vnaduifed Rcuell, 

This vn-hcard faweineffe and boy ifh Troopes , 

The King doth fmile at,and is well prepar’d 
To whip this dwarfifh warre, this Pigmy Armes 
From out the circle ofhisTerritories. 

That hand which had the ftrength, eucn at your dore, 

To cudgell you, and make you take the hatch, 

To diue like Buckets in concealed Welles, 

To crowch in litter of your ftable plankes. 

To lye like pawnes, lock’d vp in chefts and truncks, 

To hug with fwine, to feeke fweet fafety out 
In vaults and prifons, and to thrill and (hake, 

£uet> 
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_. The life and death of lying fohn. 

Eucn at the crying of your Nations crow. 

Thinking this voycc an armed Englifliman. 

Shall that vi&orious hand be feebled heere, 

That in your Chambers gaue you chafticcment ? 

No: know the gallant Monarch is in Armes, 

And like an Eagle, ore his ayerie cowres. 

To fowfle annoyance that comes neere his Neft; 

And you degenerate, you ingrate Reuolts, 
you bloudy Nero’s, ripping vp the wombe 
Of your decre Mothcr-England:,blufli for fliame: 

For your ownc Ladies, and palc-vifag'd Maides, 

Like Amazons, come tripping after drummes: 

Their thimbles into armed Gamlets change. 

Their Needl's to Lances,and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

T>oL There end thy braue,and turn thy face in peace, 

We grant thou canft out-fcold vs : Far thee well, 

Wehold our time too precious to be fpent 
With fuch a brablcr. 

Pan* Giue me leaue to fpeake. 

Baft. No, I will fpeake. 

Dot. We will attend to neythcr: 

Strike vp the drummes, and let the tongue of warre 
Plcade for our interefi, and our being heere. 

Baft. Indeede your drums being beatcn,wil cry out; 

And fo (hall you,being beaten : Do but fiart 
An eccho with the clamor of thy drumu e. 

And euen at hand, a drumme is readie brac’d. 

That fhail reuerberate all, as lowd as thine. 

Sound but another, and another ihall 
(As lowd as thine) rattle the Welkins eare. 

And mocke the deepc mouth’d Thunder: for at hand 
(Not trufting to this halting Legate heere. 

Whom he hath vs’d rather for fport, then ncede) 

Is warlike lohn \ and in his forc-hcad fits 
A bare-rib'd death- whofe office is this day 
Tofcaftvpon whole thoufands of the French. 

Del. Strike vp our drummes, to finde this danger out. 

Baft* And thou fiialt finde it (Dolphin)do not doubt 

Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Selena Tertia. 


Alarums m Enter lohn and Hubert. 

lohn . How gees the day with vs? oh tell me Hubert. 
Hub. Badly I fcare; how fares your Maiefty ? 
lohn . This Feauer that hath troubled me fo long. 
Lyes heauie on r*e ; oh, my heart is ficke. 

Enter a 'JMcfftenger* 

Mef. My Tord: your valiant kinfman Falconbridge, 
Defires your Maieftie to leaue the field. 

And fend him word by me, which way you go. 

lohn. Tell him toward Srvinjled, to the Abbey there. 
C Ate ft Be of good comfort: for rhe great fupply. 
That was expected by the Dolphin heere, 

Are wrack’d three nights ago on Goodwin fands. 

This newes was brought to Richard but euen now, 

The French fight coldly,and retyre themfelues. . | 

lohn. Aye me,this tyrant Fcnuer burnes mec vp, 

And will not let me welcome this good newes. 

Set on toward Swinfted: to my Litter ftraight, 
Weakneffc pofieffeth me, and I am faint. £xeu#t> 


Enter Salisbury, Tembroke, and 2,^ 

Sal. I did not thinke the King foftord withf • 
Pem. Vp once againe: pucfpiritintheFrcnck ^ 
If they mifearry : we mifearry too. 

Sal. That misbegotten diuell Faleonbridoe 
In fpight of fpight, alone vpholds the day. * * 

Pem. They fay King lohn fore fick, hathleftth.fi u 
Enter Mtloen wounded. e 

Mel. Lead me to the Reuolts of England beer 
Sal. When we were happie, we had other ml' 
Pem, It is the Count Meloone. es ‘ 

Sal. Wounded to death, 

Mel. Fly Noble Englifh, you are bought and f„u 
Vnthred the rude eye of Rebellion, ° i 

And welcome home againe difearded faith 
Seeke out King lohn, and fall before his fcctc • 

For if the French be Lords of chis loud day. 

He mcanes to recompence the paines you"take 
By cutting off your heads: Thus hath he fwornc 
And I with him, and many moe with nice * 
Vpon the Altar atS .Edmondsbury, 

Euen on that Altar, where wc fwore to you 
Deere Amity, and euerlafting loue. 

Sal. May this be polfiblc ? May this be true { 

Mel. Haue I not hideous deoth within my view 
Retaining buta quantity oflife, * 

Which bleeds away, euen as a forme of waxe 
Refolueth from his figure ’gainft the fire ? 

What in the world ftiould make me now deceiue 
Since 1 muft loofc the vfe of all deccite? 

Why ftiould I then be fallc, fince it is true 
That I muft dye heere, and liue hence, by Truth ? 
Iiayag3inc,ifZ.rnwdowin the day, 

He isforfworne, ifere cliofe eyc 3 of yours 
Behold another day breake in the Eaft : 

But euen this night, whofe blacke contagious breath 
Already fmoakes about the burning Creft 
Ofthe old, feeble, and day-wcaried Sunnc, 

Euen this ill night, your breaching (hall expire, 
Paying the fine of rated Treachery, 

Euen with a treacherous fine of all your lines: 

If Lewis, by your aisiftance win the day. 

Commend me to one Hubert , with your King; 

The loue of him, and this reipcdl befidcs 
(For that my Grandfnc was an Englilbman) 

Awakes my Confcience to confefle all this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you beare me hence 
From forth the noife and rumour of the Field; 

Where I may thinke the remnant ofmy thoughts 
In peace: and part this bodieand my foule 
With contemplation, and deuout defires. 

Sal. We do beleeue thee, and befhrew my foule, 
But I do loue the fauour, and the forme 
Of this moft faire occafion, by the which 
W e will vntread the fteps of damned flight. 

And like a bated and reiiredFlood, 

Leauing ounrankneffe and irregular courfe, 

Stoope lowe within thofe bounds we haue ore-lodlt’d, 

And calmely run on in obedience 

Euen to our Ocean, to our great King lohn. 

: My arme fhall giue thee hclpe to bearc fhc< hence, 

For 


F0t h In[hinteycTAwayfmy friends,new flight. 
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Brcefcthen: and what’s the newes? 


Exeunt 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter T)olfbin,andhis Traine. 

n l The Sun of heauen(me thought)was loth to fet; 
Budlaid,und made the Wefterne Welkin bluili, 
ioh-nEiUifli mcafurebackward their owne ground 
f r : n r Retire: Oh brauely came we off, 

When with a volley of our .eedlefl'e lhot. 

After fuch bloody toile, we bid good night. 

And woon’d our tott’ring colours clearly vp, 
i oftin the field, and almoft Lords of it. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

jlf e r Where is my Prince, chc Dolphin ? 

Del. Heere: what newes ? 

Mef. The Count Meloone is flainc: The Englifh Lords 
By his perfwafion, are againe falne off, 

And your fupply, which you haue wifti’d io long. 

Arc caff away, and funke on Goodwin fands. 

J)ol. Ah fowle, fhrew’d newes. Bcflirew thy very 
I did not thinke to be fo fad to night (hart: 

As this hath made me. Who was he chat Laid 
King lohn did flie an houre or two before 
The ftumbling night did part our wearie powres? 

Mef. Whoeucrfpokeic,itistruemy Lord. 

D«/.\Vcll: keepe good quarter,& good care tonight. 
The day (hall not be vp fo foonc as I, 

■fotry the faire aduenture of to morrow. Exeunt 


Scena Sexta. 


A 


Enter Bafiard and Hubert, fewer ally. 

Hub. Whofe there { Speake hoa, fpeake quickely, or 
Ifhootc. 

Baft, A Friend. What art thou ? 

Hub. Of the part of England. 

Baft, Whetherdoeft thou go? 

Hub. What’s that to thee ? 

Why may not I demand of thine affaires. 

As well as thou of mine ? 

Baft. Hubert , I thinke. 

Hub. Thou haft a pcrfefl thought: 

I will vpon all hazards well beleeue 

Thou art my friend, that know’ft my tongue fo well: 

Who art thou ? 

Baft. Who thou wilt: 3rrd if thou pleafe 
Thou maift be-friend me fo much, as to thinke 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub. Vnkinde remembrance; thou, &endlesnight, 
Haue done me fliame: Braue Solditr, pardon me, 

That any accent breaking from thy tongue, 

Should fcape the true acquaintance of mine eare. 

Baft. Come, come: fans complement, Whatnewes 
abroad ? 

Hub. Why heere walke I, in the black brow of night 
To finde you out. 5 


Baft. 

Hub. O my fweet fir, newes fitting to the night, 
Blacke,fcarefull, conafortleffe, and horrible. 

'Baft. Shew me the very wound of this ill newts, 

I am no woman, lie not fwound at it. 

Hub. The King I fcare is poyfon’d by a Monke, 

I left him almoft (peechlefle, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this euill,that you might 
The better arme you to the fodaine time. 

Then if you had at leifure knowne of this. 

'Baft. How did he take it ? Who did tafte to him ? 

Hub . A Monke I tell you, a refclucd villaine 
Whofe Bowels fodainly burft out: The King 
Yet fpeakes,and peraduetituremay rccouer. 

Baft. Who didft thou leaue to tend his Maiefty ? 

Hub.’ Why know you not?The Lords are all come 
baikc, 

And brought P. ince Henry in their companie. 

At whofe requeft the king hath pardon’d them, 

And they are all about his Maieilie. 

'Baft. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heauen, 
And tempt vs not to beare aboue our power, 
lie tell thee Hubert, halfe my power this night 
Pafsing thefe Flats, arc taken by theTide, 

Thefe Lincolne-Wafheshaoedeuoured them. 

My lelfe, well mounted, hardly haue efcap’d. 

Away before: Conduft me to the king, 

I doubt he will be dead,or ere I come. Exeunt 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Prince Henry, SalUburie^ and Bigot . 

}]e». It is too late, the IsfcoFall hisbtood 
Is touch’d, corruptibly : and his pure braine 
(Which fosne fuppofethe foules fraile dwelling houfe) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 

Fore-tcll the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke» 

Pem . His Highnefle yet doth fpeak, & holds beleefe, 
That being brought into the open ayre. 

It would allay the burning quaiitie 
Of that fell poilon which aflayleth him. 

Hen . Let him be brought into the Orchard heere: 
Dothhcftill rage* 

Pem . He is more patient 
Then when you left him; euen now he lung. 

Hen. Oh vanity of fickneflc: fierce extreames 
In their continuance, will not feele themfelues. 

Death hauing praide vpon the outward parts 
Lcaues them inuifible, and his feige is now 
A gain It the winde, the which he prickes and wounds 
With many legions offtrangefantafics. 

Which in their throng, and preffc to that laft hold, 
Counfound themfelues. *Tis ftrange j death fhold ling: 
I am the Symet to this pale faint Swan, 

Who chaunts a dolefull hymne to his owne death. 

And from the organ-pipe of frailety lings 
His foule and body to their lading reft. 

Sal m Be of good comfort (Prince) for you are borne 
To fet a forme vpon that indigeft 
Which he hath left fo fhapelcfle, and fo rude. 
lohn brought tn. 

lohn . I marrie, now my foule hath elbow roome, 

It 
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It would not out at windowes, nor at doores, 

Thercisfohotafummerinmybofome, - ' 

That all my bowels crumble vp to dud: 

I am a fcribled forme drawne with a pen 
Vpon a Parchment, and againft this fire 
Do I (brink? vp. 

Hen. How fares your.Maiefty ? 

lob. Poyfou\l,illfare: dead, forfooke, call off, 

And none ofyou will bid the winter come 
To thruft his ycie fingers in my maw; 

Nor let my kingdomes Riuers take their courfe 
Through my burn’d bofomc : nor intreat the North 
To make his bleake windes kifle my parched lips, 

And comfort me with cold. I do not aske you much, 

I begge cold comfort: and you are fo ftraight 
And foingratefull, you deny me that. 

Hen. Oh that there were fome vertue in my teares, 
That might releeue you. 

John. The laic in them is hot. 

Within me is a hell, and there the poyfon ' 

Is, as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannize, 

On vnrepreeuable condemned blood. 

Enter Baftard. 

Befi. Oh, I am fealded with my violent motion 
And fpleene offpeede, to fee your Maiefty. 

Iobn. Oh Cozen, thou art come to fee mine eye: 
The tackle of my heart, is crack’d and burnt. 

And all the (hrowds wherewith my life fliould fade. 
Are turned t o one thred, one little haire: 

My heart hath one poore firing to fiay it by, 

Which holds but till thy newes be vttcrcd. 

And then all this thou feeft, is but a clod. 

And module of confounded royalty. 

Baft. The Dolphin is preparing hither-ward. 
Where heauen he knowes how we ifhall anfwcr him. 

For in a night the bell part of my powre. 

As I vpon aduantage did remoue, « 

Were in the fVaftxs all vnwariiy, 

Dcuoured by the vnexpc&ed flood. 

Sal. You breath thefe dead newes in as dead an care 
My Liege, my Lord : but now a King, now thus. 

Hen. Euen fo muft I run on, and euen fo flop. 

What furety of the world, what hope, what fiay. 

When this was now a King, and now is clay ? 

Baft. Art thou gone fo ? I do but fiay behinde. 

To do the office for thee, of reuengc, 

And then my foule fhall vvaite on thee to heauen, 
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As it on earth hath bene thy feruant ftill7 
Now, now you Starres, that moue in your rieht 
Where be your powres? Shew now Vour-meL iv et< 
And inftar.tly returne with me againe. ed ' a 'th 

To pufh deftru£fion,and perpetuall fliame 
Out of the weake doorc of our fainting Land 
Straight Jet vs feeke, or ftraight we (hall bef 0 u eh r 
I he Dolphine rages at eur verie heelcs. 8 > 
Sal. It fcerecs you know not then fo much ,. 

The Cardinall Pandu/ph is within at reft, 

Who halfe an houre fince came from the Dolnh - 
And brings from him fuch offers of our peace ^ 

As we with honor and rafpetft may take * 

With purpofe prefently to leaue this warre 
Baft. He will the rather do it, when he fee, 

Our felucs well finew’d to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, ’tis in a manner done already 
For many carriages hee hath difpatch’d 
To the fea fide, and put his caufe and quarrel! 

T o the difpofing of the Cardinall, 

With whom your felfe, my felfe, and other Lord 
Ifyou thinkc mcete, this afternoone will p oa ft *’ 
Toconfummatc thisbufinefle happily. 

Baft. Let it be fo, and you my noble Prince i 

With other Princes that may beft be fpar'd ’ 

Shall waite vpon your Fathers Funerall. * 

Hen. At Worfter muft his bodic be inteiv l 
For fo he will’d it. * 

Baft. Thither fhall it then, 

And happily may your fweet felfe put on 
The lineall ftate, and glorie of the Land, 

To whom with all fubmifsion on my knee, 

I do bequeath my faithfullferuices 
And true fubie&ion cucrlaftingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of our loue wee make 

To refi without a fpot for cuermorc. 

Hen. I haue a kinde foule,that would giucthanlej 
And knowes not how to do it, but with teares. ’ 

Baft. Oh let vs pay the time: but needfull woe 

Since it hath beene before hand with our greefes, * 
This England neuer did, norneuer fiiall 
Lyeat the proud foote of a Conqueror, 

But when it firft didhelpe to wound it felfe. 

Now, thefe her Princes arc come home againe, 

Come the three corners of the world in Artnes, 

0 And we ^all them t Naught fhall make rs rue 
If England to it felfe, do reft but true. 



mm 
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and death of King Richard 

the Second. 


Alius Primus, Selena Trima. 



fHt „ Kina Richard, John of Gaunt, with other Nobles 
S and Attendants. 

^lluhn of gaunt, time-honoured Lancafter, 
Haft thou according to thy oath and band 
Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold fon: 
Heere to make good ^boiftrous late appealc, 
Which then our leyfure would not let rs hcare, 

Aeainft the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbray > 

Gaunt. I haue my Liege. ■ 

Kiittr. Tell me morcoucr,haft thou founded him. 

If he appealc the Duke on ancient malice, 

Ot worthily as a good fubie& fhould _ 

On fomeknowne ground of treacheriein him. 

Gaunt. As necre as I could fift him on that argument. 
On fome spparant danger feene in him, 

Avm‘d at your HighncfTe, no inueterate malice. 

'Kin. Then call them to our prefence face to face. 

And frowning brow to brow, out felues willhcarc 
Th’accufer, and theaccufed, freely fpeake; 

i i _t_L 


Enter Bullingbrooke and Mowbraj. 

'Bui. Many yeares of happy dayes befall 

My gradousSoucraigne, my moftlouing Liege. 

Mow. Each day ftill better others happinefTe, 

Vntill thefieauens ennying earths good ha{>, 

Adde an immortal! title to yourCrowne. 

King. We thanke you both, yet one but flatters rs, 
As well appeareth by the caufe you come. 

Namely, to appealceachorher ofhigh treafon. 

Coofin of Hereford, what daft thou obieS 
. Againft the Dukectf Norfolke, Tbomas’Mowhrag ? 
Bui. Firft’, heauenbe therccordtomy fpccch, 

In the-deu’otionof a fubie&s loue. 

Tendering the precious fafetie of my Prince/ 

And free from other misbegotten hate. 

Come I appealant to this Princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray do I turne to thee. 

And marke my greeting well: for what I fpeake, 
i My body (hall make good vpon this earth, 

Ot my dioiae ifoalc anwerteio 'heauen. Ti 

Thou arts Traitor, andaMifLcteamL h • * 

Too good take fo,«ndttoO bad to tiW, *■ 
i Since the more faire anflichriftattifrthe tK*, 


The vglier feeme the cloudes that in it fiye : 

Once more, the more to aggrauate the note. 

With a foule Traitors name ftuffe I thy throte. 

And wilh (foplcafe my Soueraigne) ere I moue. 

What my tong fpeaks,my right drawn fwordmay proue 
Mow. Let not my cold words heere accufe my zeale: 
’Tis not thctriall of a Womans warre. 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine: 

The blood is hot that muft be cool’d for this. 

Yet can I not of fuch tame patience boaft, 

As to be hufht, and nought at all to fay. 

Firft the faire reuerencc of your HighncfTe curbes mee. 
From giuing reines and fpurres to my free fpeech. 

Which elfc would poft, vntill it had return’d 
Thefe tearmes of treafon, doubly downe his throat. 
Settihg afide his high bloods royalty. 

And let him be no Kinfman to my Liege, 

I do defie him, and I fpit at him. 

Call him a flanderous Coward, and a Villaine: 

Which to maintaine, I would allow him oddes, 

And meete him, were I tide to runne afpote, 

’ Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any othei ground inhabitable. 

Where euer Englifhman durft fet his foote, 

Mcanc time, let this defend my loyaltie, 

I By all my nopes moft falfely doth he lie. 

Bui .Pale trembling Coward,there I throw my gage. 
Declaiming heere the kindred of a King, 

And lay afide my high bloods Royalty, 

Which feare, not reuerence makes thee to except. 

If guilty dread hath left thee fo much ftrength, 

As to take vp mine Honors pawnc, then ftoope. 

By that, and all the rites of Knight-hood elfc, 

Will I make good againft theearme to arme. 

What I haue fpoken, or thou canftdeuife. 

Mow. I take it vp, and by that fword I fweare. 
Which gently laid my Knight-hood on my fhoulder. 

He anfwer thee in any faftre degree, 

Or Chiualrous defigne of knightly triall: 

‘ Andwhenlmountjaliuemaylnotlight, ' 

If I beTr»itor,«tvniuftly'fighr, 

»« 5 f.What doth our Cofin lay to Mowbrtties charge ? 
• It muft be great that camrtherite vs, 

Somuch as ofa thought of ill in him. 

7«/.Look« wbatl faid,my life lhall proue it true, 
That Mowbraj hath rfeteiu’d eight thoufandNobles, 

In 
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2 4 _ and death of Ric hard the Secondl 


In name of lendings for your Highnefle Soldiers,! 

The which he hath detain’d for lewd employments, 

Like a falfe Traitor, and imurious Villainc. 

Belides I fay, and will in battaile proue, 

Orheere, or elfewhereto the furtheft Verge . 

That cuer was furuey’d by Englifh ey«y.' 

That all the Trcafons for thefe cightccncyccrcs 
Complqtted, and contriued in this Land, 

Fetch d from falfe {J4lcwbray their firft head and fpting. 
Further I fty, andfurther will Aaintaind ’ - 
Vpon his bad life, to make all this good. 

That he did plot the Duke oi'Gloufters death, 

Suggeft his loone belecuing aduerfaries, 

And confequently, like a Traitor Coward, 

Slue d out his innocent ioule through ftreames of blood: 
Which blood, like facrificing Abels cries, 

(Euen from the toonglcflccauernes of the earth) 

To me for iuftice, and rough chafticernenc: 

And by the glorious worth ol my difeent. 

This arme (hall do it, or this life be (pent. 

King. How high a pitch his refolution foarcs : 
Themas ofNorfolke, what fayeft thou to this ? 

Mow. Oh let my Soueraigoe turnc away his face. 
And bid his earcs a little while be dcafe. 

Till I haue told this flander ofhis blood, 

How God, and good men, hate lo foulc a lyar. 

King. Mowbray , impartiall arc our eyes and cares. 
Were he my brother, nay our kingdomes heyre. 

As he is but my fathers brothers fonne; 

Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow. 

Such neighbour-neerenefle to our facred blood. 

Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partialize 
The vn-ftooping firmeneflc of my vpright foulc. 

He is our fubieift (^Mowbray') fo art thou. 

Free fpcech, and fearclcflc, I to thee allow. 

Mow. Then 'BuRingbrooke, as low as to thy heart. 
Through the falfe paflage of thy throat; thou lye#; 

Three parts of that receipt I hod for Callicc, 

Disburft I to his Highnefle fouldiers; 

The other part referu’d I by content. 

For that my Soueraigne Liege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deere Accompt, 

Since laft I went to France to fetch his Quccnc: 

Now fwallow downc that Lye. ForGloufters death, 

I flew him not; but (to mine owne difgrace) 

Negle&ed my fworne duty io that cafe : 

For you my noble Lord of Lancafter, 

The honourable Father to my foe, 

Once I did lay an ambufli for your life, 
Atrefpafletbatdoth vexmy grecucd foule: 

But ere I ) Iaft,tecciu d the Sacramenr, 

I did confaiTcir, and cxa&Iy begg’d 
Your Grates pardon ,and I .hope I had it. 

This is my fault: as for the reft appeal’d. 

It ifiues from the rancour of a Villaine, 

A recreant, aqd moft degenerate Traitor, 

Which in myfclfe I boldly will defend, 

And interchangeably hurlf downc my gage 

I Vpon this ouer*weeningTt?itqi:sfoote ) | 

To proue mvfdfita'loyall Gentleman,, . - ,, 

Euen in the bed blood chamjbor’d in hisbofome. ] 

In bafbvyherfpf^jmpftlieaftily I pray, . 

V6urAighnefletoafligneourTrial!day.,, . 

King. Wrath-kindled<f3to^lcme« be rul’d by me: 
L f l,i PfVge choller without, letting blftod; 

Tr ii s we preferibe, tho u gh no Phy fition. 
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Dcepe malice makes too deepe incifion? 
v Forget, forgtue,conclude, and be agreed 
Our Doctors fay. This is no time to bleed.’ 

Good Vnckle, let this end where it be°h*n 
Wee’l calme the Duke ofNorfolke; y 0 ^- * „ , 
Gaunt. To be a make-peace fhall becis* ,n ‘ 
Throw downc (my fonne) the Duke of Norf il a S e *’ 
King. And Norfolke, throw downehit. 8 a § 

Gaunt. When Harrte when! 1 Obedience^ 

Obediente^bids I ftiould not bid agen. : .1 ”** 
King. Norfolke, throw downc, we biddr. .t 

no boote. C > th ‘«is 

^/<»r.MyfclfeIthrow(dreadSoueraien*W l , 
My life thou fhalt command, but not my flia th ^ c 

The one my dutic owes, but my faire name ** 
Dcfpight ofdcath, that liues vpon my g r a ue 
To darke diftionour* vfe,thou flialcnothaue 
I am difgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffel’d hccre 
Pierc’d to the foule with flanders venom’d fp e . 

The which no balme can cure, but his heirr ki ^ 
Which breath'd this poyfon. 00( ^ 

King. Rage muft be withftood : 

Giuc me his gage: Lyons make Leopards tame 
Me. Yea, but not change his fpotsttakebutmvIW 
And I refigne my gage. My dcerc, deere Lord 7 
The pureft treafure inortall times afford ’ 

Is fpotlcfle reputation: that away, 

Men arc but gilded loamc, or painted clay. 

A Iewell in a ten times barr’d vp Cheft 

Is a bold fpirit,in aloyall breft. 

Mine Honor is my life ; both grow in one: 

Take Honor from me, and my life is done. 

Then (deere my Liege) mine Honorlet me trie 
In that I liue j and for that will I die. 

King. Coolin, throw downe your gage, 

Do you begin. 

'Sul. Oh heauen defend my foulc from fuch foule fo 
Shall I feeme Crcft-falne in my fathers fight, 

Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my hight 
Before thisout-dar’d daflard ? Ere my toong, 

Shall wound mine honor with fuch feeble wrong; 

Or found fobafe a parle : my teeth fhall tears 
The flauifh motiuc of recanting fearc, 

And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace, 

Where fhame doth harbour, euen in UWowbrajtshtt. 

SxitGmt. 

King. We were not borne to fue,but to command, 
Which fince we cannot do to make you friends, 

Be readie, (as your liues (ball anfwer it) 

At Coucntree, vpon S. Lamberts day: 

There (hall your fwordsand Lances arbitrate 
The fwclling difference ofyour fetled hate: 

Since we cannot attone you, you fhall fee 
Iuftice defigne the Vigors Chiualric. 

Lord Marfliall, command our Officers at Amies, 

Be readie to dire& thefe home Alarmes. Exm 


Serna Secunda . 
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•Enter Cjaunt, and'Dutcheffe efGloustfier. 
Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Gloufter* 
Doth more foliate me then your cxcUimes, j In. 
T© ftirre againft the Butcher* ofhis life.; c 
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rorteaionlycth in thofe hands 
Butfince c , h f au it that we cannot corre<ft, 

Wbichnta arrelI tothc willof heauen, 

P»t* e ti., they fee the hourcs ripe on earth, 
vvh hot y ve naearce on offenders head's. 

^iHraig ne brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurre? 

u f ' „e?n thy old bipod no liuing fire ? 

H ? b ?feuen fonnes (whereof thy felfc art one) 
f uen violles ofhis Sacred blood, 

Wf iS faire branches fpringingfrom one rootc: 

® f thofefeuen are dridc by natures courfe, 
S ° me °frKofe branches by the deftinies cut: 

‘ mv deere Lord, my life,my Gloufter, 
^SHot f^Sacci blood. 

brwch ofhis m.B Rojrjll roocc 
° , and all the precious liquor fpilc; 

|s [ f. dovvne,-and his fummer leafes all vaded 
fpmiies hand,and Murdci s bloody Ax*, 
i r ant\ His blood was thine, that bed, that wombe, 
r\ f mettle that felfe-mbuld that fafliion'd thee, 

J. j hml a man; and though thou liu’ft, and breath’d, 

Y t art thou Caine in him s thou doft confent 
r/rnme lars^ meafure to thy Fathers death. 

In that thou feed thy wretched brother dye, 

Vhowos the modcllofthy Fathers life 
Call it not patience (Gaunt) it is diipaire, 

In fuff ring thus thy brother to be flaughtcr’d. 

Thou (he w’ft the naked pathway to thy life. 

Teaching fterne murther how to butcher thee: 

That which in meane men we intitle patience 

Is pale cold cowardice in noble brefts: 

VVhat (hall I fay,tofafegard thine owne life, 

Thebeftway is covcngc tny Glourters death. 

Gaunt .Hcaucns is the quarrcll: for heauens fubftitute 
His Deputy annointed in his fight. 

Hath caus’d his death, the which if wrongfully 
Letheauen reuenge : for I may neuer lift 
An angry arme againft his M inifter. 

<Dut. Where then (alas may I)complaint my fclfe f 
Gnu. To heauen,the widdowes Champion to defence 
Dat. Why then I will: farewell old Gaunt. 

Thou go'ft to Coucntrie, there to behold 
Our Cofine Hcrford, and fell Mowbray fight: 

0 fit my husbands wrongs on Herfords fpcare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes bteft : 

Or if misfortune mifle the firft carrcere, 

Be Mowbrayes finnes fo heauy in his bofome. 

That they njay breake his foaming Couriers backc, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 

A Caytiffe recreant to my Cofine Herford: 

Farewell old Gaunt 9 thy fometimes brothers wife 
With her companion Greefe, muft end her life. 

Gan . Sifter farewell: I muft toCouentrec, 

As much good ftay with thee, as go with mec. 

But. Yet one wotd more:Greefe bonndeth where it 
«ot with the emptie hollownes 5 buc weight : (falls, 

1 take my lcauc, before I hauc begun, 

‘orforrow ends not,when it feemeth done. 

Commend me to my brother Edmund Torke. 

^oe, this is all: nay, yet depart not fo,’ 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly go, 1 
1 (hall remember more. Bid him, Oh,what ? 

With all good fpecd at Plaftiie vifit mec. 

Alacke, and what fhall good old Yorke there fee 
But empty lodgings, and vnfurnifh’d walks, 
v n-peopei’d Offices, vntroden ftones ? 


And what hcarc therefor welcome^ but my grones ? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there. 

To feeke out forrow, that dwels eueiy where: 

Defolatc, dcfolate will I hence, and dye. 

The laft leaue of thee, takes my weeping eye. Exeunt 





Enter CMarjhaH, and Aumerle. 

Afar. My L. Aumerle , is Harry Herford tim'd. 

Aum. Yea, at all points, and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Duke ofNorfolke, fprightfully and bold, 
Stayes but thefummons of the Appealants Trumpet. 

Ah. Why then the Champions, are prepar’d,and ftay 
For nothing but his Maiefties approach. Tlourijh. 

Enter King, Gaunt, Bufbj/ y Bagot y Greene , er 
others : Then^JMcwbray in Ar¬ 
mor , and Harr old. 

Rich. Marshall, demand ofyonder Champion 
The caufe ofhis arriuall hecre in Armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
T o fweare him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

M*r. InGodsname,and thcKings.faywho^art, 
And why thou com’ft thus knightly clad in Armes? 
Againft whatman thou com*ft,and what’s thy quarrell, 
Spcake truly on thy knighthood, and thine oath. 

As fo defend thee heauen, and thy valour. 

tAfow. My name is Tho. Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 
Who hither comes engaged by my oath 
(Which heauen defend a knight Should violate) 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth,! 

To God, my King, and his fucceeding iflue, 

Againft the Duke of Herford, that appealcs me: 

And by the grace ofGod,and thisminearme. 

To proue him (in defending of my felfc) 

A Traitor to my God, my King, and me. 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Tucket. Enter Hereford , and Harold . 

Rich. Marfliall: Aske yonder Knight in Armes, 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither. 

Thus placed in habiliments of warre : 

And formerly according to our Law 
Depofe him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name? and wherfore comft^ hither 
Before King Richard in his Royall Lifts ? 

Againft whom com’ft thou? and what’s thy quarrell ? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee heauen. 

*Bul. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Dcrbie, 

Am I: who ready hcere do ftand in Armes, 

To proue by heauens grace, and my bodies valour, 

In Lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke ofNorfolke, 

That he’s a Traitor foule, and dangerous, 

To God of heauen. King Richard , and to me, 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Trlar . On paine of death, no perfon be fo bold. 

Or daring hardic as to touch the Liftes, 

Except the Marfliall, and fuch Officers 
Appointed to direft thefe faire defignes. 

4 Bui . Lord Marfliall, let me kifle my Soueraigns hand. 
And bow my knee before his Maieftic: 

For Mowbray and my felfc are like two men, 

That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, 

c Then 
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Then lee vs take a ceremonious leauc 
And iouing farwell of our feuerall friends. 

Mar.Thc Appealant in all duty greets yourHighncs, 
And craucs to kiffe your hand, and cake his leaue. 

'Rich. We will defeend, and fold him in our armes, 
Cofin of Herford, as thy caufe is iuft. 

So be thy fortune in this Royall fight: 

Farewell, my blood, which if to day thou fhead. 

Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

*22x11. Oh let no noble eye prophane a tcarc 
For me, if I be gor’d with cjll owbrayes (pearc ; 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 

My Iouing Lord, I take my leauc of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cohn) Lord Aumerle ; 

Not ficke, although I haue to do with death, 

But luftie, yong, and checrely drawing breath. 

Loe, as at Englifh Feafts, fo I regreete 
The daintieft Taft, to make the end mod fweec. 

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, 

Whofe youthfull fpirit in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold rigor liftmee vp 
To reach at victory aboue my head, 

Addc proofe vnto mine Armour with thy prayres, 

And with thy blefsings ftcele my Lances poinc, 

That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen Coate, 

And furnifh new the name of lohnaGaunt, 

Euen in the lufty hauiour of his fonne. 

Gaunt. Heauen in thy good caufe make thee profp’rous 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowcs doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 
Of thy amaz’d pernicious enemy. 

Rouze vp thy youthfull blood, be valiantjand Hue. 

Tut. Mine innocence, and S.George to thriuc. 

Mow. How euer heauen or fortune caft my lot,* 
There Hues, or dies, true to Kings Richards Throne, 

A loyall, iuft, and vprighc Gentleman: 

Ncuer did Captiuc with a freer heart, 

Caft off his chaines of bondage, and embrace 
His golden vneontrourd enfranchilement. 

More then my dancing foulc doth celebrate 
This Feaft of Sattell, with mine Aducrfaric. 

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Pecres, 

Take from my mouth, the wifh of happy yeares* 

As gentle, and as iocond,as to ieft. 

Go I to fight: Truth, hath a quiet breft. 

Rich . Farewell, my Lord, fecurely I efpy 
Vcrtuc with Valour, couched in thine eye: 

Order the triallMarfliall,and begin. 

LMar. Harrie of Herford , Lane after, and Derby 9 
Receiue thy Launcc, and heauen defend thy right. 

Tul. Strong as a towre in hope, I cry Amen. 

Mar. Go beare this Lance to Thomas D. of Norfolke. 

i.Har . Harry of Herfordy Lancafter y and Derbie, 
Stands hecre for God, his Soucraigne, and himfelfe, 

On paine to be found falfe, and recreant, 

To proue the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbray t 
A Traitor to his God, his King, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight.' 

2 . fiar. Here ftandeth Tho:Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 
On paine to be found falfe and recream. 

Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue 
Henry of Herford , Lancafter } and Derby 9 
ToGodjhisSoueraignc, and tohimdifloyall: 
Couragioufly,and with a free defire 
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Attending but the fignall to begin. ^ , 

Mar. Sound Trumpets,and fet forward r^ 1 
Stay, the King hath tbrowne his Warder 

Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets & 

And both returnc backe to their Chaires • s P«att, 
Withdraw with vs, and let the Trumpets 
While we returne thefc Dukes wlyit we de° Un ^’ 

A long flourijb. CIec * 

Draw nccre and lift 

What with our Councell we haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth fliould not bo f 
With that deere blood which it hath fofterc!j 
And for our eyes do hate the dire afpeft ’ 

Ot ciuill wounds plowgh’d vp with neiehbnr, r 
Which fo rouz’d vp withboyftrous vntun’dd ^ WOt( k| 
With harfh refounding Trumpets dreadful b rUmmc! i 
And grating fliocke ofwrathfull yron Armes ^ 
Might from our quiet Confines fright fairep’ 

And make vs wade euen in our kind°reds blood?*’ 
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories. 1 
You Cofin Herford, vpon paine of death 
Till twice fiue Summers haue enrich’d our field 
Shall not regreet our faire dominions, 

But treade the flrangcr pathes of banifhment 

Uni. Your will be done: This nmft my com^k 

That Sun that warmes you heere, (hall fiainc on m !*' 
And thofe his golden beames to you heere lent ' 
Shall point on me, and gild my baniftimenr. ’ 

Rich. Norfolke : for thee remaines a heauier <Wk 
Which I with fome vnwillingnelTe pronounce, 

The flye How hourcs fliall not determinate 
The dateleffe limit of thy deere exile: 

The hopelefle word, ofNeuer to returne. 

Breath I againft thee, vpon paine of life/ 

-Mow. A heauy fentence, my moil Soucraigne Li Cef 
And all vnlook'd for from your Highnefi'e mouth: *' 
A deerer merit, nor fo deepe a maime. 

As to be caft forth in the common ayre 
Haue I deferued at your Highnefi’e hands. 

The Language I haue Jearn’d thefe forty yeares 
(My natiue Englifii) now I muft forgo, 

And now my tongues vie is to me no more, 

Then an vnftringed Vyall, or a Hnrpe, 

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d vp, 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you haue engaol’d my tongue, 
Doubly percullift with my teeth and lippes, 

And dull, vntecling, barren ignorance, 

Is made my Gaoler to attend on me : 

I am too old to fawne vpon a Nurfc, 

Too farre in yceres to be a pupill now : 

Whot is thy lentencc then, bm fpeechleffe death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing natiue breath? 

Rtch, It boots thee not to be compafsionate, 

After our lentencc, plaining comes too late. 

<JMow. Then thus I turne me from my countries light 
To dwell in folemne fhades of endleffe night. 

Ric. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee, 
Lay on our Royall iword, your banifht hands; 
Swearc by the duty that you owe to heauen 
(Our part therein we banilh with your fellies) 

To keepe the Oath that we adminifter: 

You ueuer fhall (fo helpe you Truth, and Heaueo) 
Embrace each others loue in banifliment. 

Nor euer looke vpon each others face. 


Net 
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exit. 


- —'T^rire regreete, or reconcile 
Kwrin g tempeft of your home-bred hate, 

I, ,ruerby aduiledpurpoferoecte, 
lot contriue, or complot any ill, 

T°p It. our State, out Subietfts, or our Land. 

>Gainit v v 

yd- I fweare. 

Mo0 . And I, to keepe all this. 

1/ Norfolke, fo fare, as to mine encmie, 

Rv this time fhad the King permitted vs) 

„four foules had wandrcct in the ayre, 

Rnifh’d thisfrailc fepulchre of our Hefti, 

Sow our flefh is banifii’d frorn this Land, 
r feffe thy Trcafons, ere thou flye this Realmc, 

Sc thou haft farre to go, beare not along 
The clocgmg burthen ot a guilty foule. 

No 'Bullingbnkc: Ifeuer I were Traitor, 

Mv name fee blotted from the booke ofLife, 

And 1 from heauen baniftVd,as from hence : 

But what thou art, heauen, thou, and i do know. 

And all too ioonc (I fcarc) the King flhall rue. 

Farewell (my Liege) now no way can 1 ftray, 

Saucbacke to England, all the worlds my way. 

Rich. Vncle, euen in the glaffcs ofthinc eyes 
I fee thy greeued heart: thy fad afpeft, 

Hath from the number of his bamfh’d yeares 
pluck’d foure away: Six frozen Winters fpent, 

Returnc with welcome home, from banifhment; 

2?#/. How long a time lyes in one little word : 

Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton fprings 
End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. I thanke my Liege, that in regard of me 
He fhortens foure yeares of my fonnes exile : 

But little vantage fhall I reape thereby. 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath tofpend 

Can change their Moones, and bring their times about. 

My oyle-dridc Larape, and time-bcwafted light 

Shall be extinft with age, and cndlcfie night: 

My inch ofTapcr, will be burnt, and done, 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 

Rich, Why Vnde, thou haft many yecres to line* 
Gaunt. But not a minute (King) that thou canft giue; 
Shorcenmy dayes thou canft with fudden forow, 

Andplucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow : 

Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age. 

Sue (top no wrinkle in his pilgrimage: 

Thy word is currant with him, for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

Ric. Thy fonne is banifh’d vpon good aduice. 

Whereto thy tongue a party-verdift gaue, 

Why at our Iuftice feem’ft thou then to lo wre ? 

Gau. Things fweet to taft, proue in digeftionfowre: 
You vrg’d me as kludge, but I had rather * 
you would haue bid me argue like a Father. 

Alas, I look’d when lome of you fliould fay, 

1 was too ftrift to make mine ownc away: 

you gaue leaue to my vnwilling tong, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

Rich, Cofine farewell: and Vnde bid him fo: 

Six yeares we banifh him, and he fhall go. Exit. 

Flourifh . 

Ah. Cofine farewell: what prefence muft not know 
From where you do remaine, let paper fhow. 

Mar. My Lord, no leauc take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt.Oh to what purpofc doftthou hord thy words, 

1 hat thou teturnft no greeting to thy friends ? 


L *Bu!l. I haue too few to take my leaue of you, 

; When the tongues office fliould be prodigall. 

To breath th’abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gate. Thy greefe is but thy abfencc for a time. 

Ball. Ioy abfent, greefe is prefenc for chat time. 

Gau. What is fixe Winters, they are quitkcly gone 
Bui. To men in ioy, but greefe makes one houre ten. 
Gau . Call it a traucll that thou tak’ft for plcafure. 
r Bul . My heart will figh, when I mifcall it fo 
Which findes it an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Gau. The fullen paffage of thy weary fteppes 
Efteemc a foyle, wherein thou art to fee 
The precious Iewell of thy home returned 
*Bul . Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the froftic Caucafus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 
by bare imagination of a Feaft? , . 

Or Wallow naked in December fnow 
by thinking on fantnftickc fummers heate ? 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe: 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth euer ranckle more, : 

Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore. 

Cdtf.Come,come(my fon) Jlc bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth, and caufe, 1 would not ftay. 

#«/.Thcn Englands ground farewell: fweet foil adieu. 
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which bearcs me yet: 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this I C3n, 

Though banifh’d, yet a true-borne Englifhman. 


ll® 


Sceena Quarta. 


Enter King, Aunterle.Greene>andBagot. 

Rich. We did obferue. Cofine Anmerle , 

How fai - brought you high Herford on his way ?j 
*Aum. I brought high Herford (if you call him fo) 
but to the next high way,and there I left him. 

Rich. And fay, what ftore of parting tears were (hed^ 
Aum. Faith none for me: except the Norchcaft wind 
Which then grew bitterly againft our face,. 

Awak’d the fleepie rhewme,and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tcare. 

RichfNhzt faid our Cofin when you parted with him ? 
^.Farewell: and for my hart difdamed^ my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit opprefsionoffuch greefe. 

That word feem’d buried in my forrowes graue. 

Marry,would the word Farwell,haue lengthen’d hijures, 
And added yeeres to his (hort banilhment. 

He fhould haue had a volume of Farwcls* 
but fince it would not, he had none of me. 

Rich . He is our Cofin (Cofin) but’eis doubt, 

When time fh alt call him home from banifhment. 
Whether our kinfman come to fee hisfriends, 

Our felfe, and Tufty : heere Baget and Greene 
Obferu’d his Courtfhip to the common people: 

How he did feeme to diue into their hearts, 

With hambIe,aod familiat courtcfic. 

What rcuercnce he did throw away on flaues; 

Wooing poore Crafcef-men, with the craft of foules, 
And patient vnder-bearing of his Fortune, 

As’twerc to banifh their affedls with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 
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A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee. 

With thankes my Countrimc^my louing friends. 

As were our England in reuetfion his. 

And he our iublc&s next degree in hope. 

Gr. Well,he is gone.& with him go thefe thoughts: 
Now for the Rebels, which Hand out in Ireland, 
Expedient manage muft be made my Liege 
Ere further leyfurr, yecld them further meancs 
For their advantage, and your HighncfTelofTe. 

Rtc. We will our fclfc in perfon to this warre, 

And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 

And libcrall Largcfle, ilrc growne fomewhat light, 

We arc inforc’d to farme our royall Realmc, 

The Reucnnew whereof (ball Furnifli vs 
For our atfayres in hand i if that come fhorc 
Our Subftitutes at hotne fhall haue Blanke-charters : 
Whereto, when they fhall know what men arc rich, 
They fhall fubferibe them for large fummes of Gold, 
And lend them after, to fuppty our wants: 

For wc will make for Ireland prefcntly. 

Enter BuJhj* 

TZuJbji what newes ? 

Tin. Old f'ofjH ofGwrit is verie ficke my Lord, 
Sodainly taken, and hath fent poft haftc 
To entreat your Maiefty to vifit him. 

*Ric. Where lyes he f 
Bh . AtElyhoufc. 

Rk. Now pm it (heaucn) in his Phyfittans minde, 

To helpehim to his graue immediately : 

The lining of his. coffers (hall make Coates 
To dcckcourfbuldicrsfor thefe Iiifh warres. 

Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him: 

Pray heauen we may make haft, and come too late. Exit. 


<zjlBus Secundus. Seem Trima. 


The life and deat h.of Richard thefccond. 


Enter Gamt,ficky with Terke ♦ 

Gau. Will the King come, that I may breath my laft 
In wholfome couniell to his vnflaid youth ? 

Tflr.Vcxnot your felfe, nor ftriue not with your br.etb. 
For all in vairic comes counfell to his care. 

Gau. Oh but (they fay) the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deepe harmony ; 

Where words are fcarfe, they are feldome fpent in vaine, 
For they breath truth, that breath rheir words in paine.* 
He thit no more muft fay, is liflen’d more. 

Then they whom youth and eafe haue taught to glofc. 
More are mens ends mark**, then their Hues before. 

The fcttingSun,and Mu fickc is the clofe 
As the laft caftc of fweetes, is fwceteft laft, 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long part; 
Though Richard my liucs counfcll would not hearc. 

My dearies fad tale, may yet vndeafe his earc. 

Tor. No, itis ftopt with ocher flatting founds 
As prailcs of his ftatc : then there are found 
Lalciuious Meeters, to whofe venom found 
The open care of youth doth alwayes liften. 

Report offaftiions in proud Italy, 

Whofe manners ftill our tardic apifti Nation 
Limpcs after in bafe imitation. 


Where doth the world thruft forth a vanity 
So it be new, there’s no reffpe# how vile ^ 

That is not quickly buz’d into his earcs f 
That all too late comes couhfel'l to be heard 
Where will doth mutiny with wits regard: * 

Direft not him, whofe way himfclfc will cho f 
Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath wilt C ? 

Gaunt* Me thjnk.es I am a Prophet new i n f° U » Ct 
And thus expiring, do foretell of him, ^ lr ^ 

His rafh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft^ 

For violent fires foone burne out chemfelues 

Small (howres laft long, but fodaineftormcs’ar (l 

He tyres betimes, that fpurs too faft betimes- * h ° rt ' 
With eager feeding, food doth choake the feed 
Light vanity, infatiate cormorant, Cr: 

Gonfuming meanes foone preyes vpon it f e jr c 
This royall Throne of Kings, this feeptred Jfic 
This earth ofMaiefty,this feate ofMars * * 

This other Eden, demy paradife. 

This Fortreffe built by Nature for her felfe 
Againft infection, and the hand of warre : ? 

This happy breed of men, this little world* 

This precious ftonc, fet in the filuer fea. 

Which ferues it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a Moate defenliue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuy ofleffe happier Lands, 

This bleffed plot, this earth, this Realme,chi s Eno! 
This Nurfe, this teeming wombe ofRoy 3 ]| ^ dflGj 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous for their birth 
Renowned for their deeds, as fane from home * 

For Chriftian feruice, and true Chiualrie 

As is the fepulchcr imftubborne Jury 

Of the Worlds ranfome, bleffed c JWaries Sonne. 

This Land of fuel) deere fouIes,this deer e-decre Land 
Deere for her reputation through the world ’ 
Is now Leas’d cut (I dye pronouncing it ) 

Like to a Tenement or pelting Farme. 

England bound in with thettiumphantfea, 

Whofe rocky fhore beates backe the enuious fiedo C 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with ffiamc & 
With Inky blottcs, and rotten Parchment bonds! 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 

Hath made a ffiamefull conoueft of it felfe. 

Ah! would the fcandall vanirn with my life, 

How happy then were my enluing death ? 

Enter King y Ojieene^umerle > Bufhy,Creenc ) 
Bqgoty Ros y and Willoughby. 

Tor . The King is come, deale mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Cole*; being rag’d,do rage the more. 
JGh* How fares our nqble Vnde Lancafter?- 
R/V What comfort man? How ift with zgciiGmtt 
Ga. Oh how that name befits my compoficion: 
Old G*unt indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

Within me greefe hath kept 0 tedious faft, 

And who abftayncs from mc3te, that is nor gaunt? 

For deeping England long time haue I watcht, 
Watching breeds leanneffe, leannefle is all gaunt. 

The plcafure that fome Fathers feede ypon, 

Is my ftrift faft, I meane my Childrens lookes, 

And therein faffing, haft thou made me gaunt: 

Gaunt am I for the graue, gaunt as a graue, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits naught but bones, ^ 
Rk . Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names. 

C'j4H . No, mifery makes fporc to mocke it felfe: 
Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in mec, j j 


7he life and death o/Rkhard the fecond. 

‘ ‘ Rich. Whatfaycshc? 


_—-^Wcrcat King) to flatter thee. 

I^Llddving mcn flatter thofe that liue? 

^t a BO men liuing flatter thofe that dye. 

G* u ‘ 5.’ n ’ 0W a dying, fayft thou flatter’ft me. 

f a SS2.jW«houghi^i’'- 

G f: j at n in health, I breath, 1 fee thee ill. 

*i ch ' NoW he that made me, knowes I fee thee ill: 
P** feifc to fee, and in thee, feeing ill, 

1" ,n f^.u.bed is no lefler then the Land, 

Tby dC8 n thou iyeft in reputation ficke, 
f hhou too care-leffe patient as thou art, 

Ant " vft thy’anointed body to the cure 
C Sphyfit>ans,that firft wounded thee.l 
Oftholc y lit within thy Crowne, 

^”^"«0>>i 6 ge,th t n y ,h y h e a d , 
vVn . incased in fo fmall a Verge, 

^J,n t isSov.hi t lefc,l«nibyLand: 
li Ldthv Grandhre with a Prophets eye, 

° hh , J his fonnes fonnc,fhoulcMeftroy his fonnes, 
^ C£1C f rih thy reach he would haue laid thy lhamc, 

S6ngtl'« b ' f<,Ktho "'"' , ; PO h ir nV 

Whv fCofinc) were thou Regent of the world, 

Ttvvere a ffiame to let his Land by leac: 

Rut for thy world emoying but this Land, 
l itn ot more then fhame to ftiame it fo ? 

Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 

T hy ftate of Law, is b«nd(Uuc to the law, 

thou, a lunaticke leanc-wittcd foolc, 
prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

[hr’ft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheekc, chafing the Royall blood 

With fury,from hisnatiue refidence ? 

Now by my Seates right Royall Maieftie, 

Weft thou not Brother to great Edwards fonne. 

This tongue that runs lo roundly in thy head. 

Should run thy head from thy vnreuerent Ihoufders. 

Cm. Oh fpare me not, my brothers Edwards fonne, 
For that I was his Father Edwards fonne: 

That blood already (like the Pellicao) 

Thouhaftraptout,a' ddrunkenly caro vs’d. 

My brother Gloucefter, plaine well meaning foule 
(Whom faire befall in heauen’mongft happy foules^ 

May beaprefidcnt,and witneffe good. 

That thou refpc&Tt not fpilling Edwards blood : 

Iovne with the prefent fickncfle that 1 haue. 

And thy vnkindneffe be like crooked a ge, 

To crop at once a too-long wither’d flowre. 

Liue in thy fhame, but dye not fliame wuh thee, 

Thefe words hecreaftcr, thy tormentors bee. 

Conuey me to my bed, then to my graue;, 

Loue they to liuc f that louc and honoi haue. Exit 
Rick And let them dye, that age and fullens haue, 

For both haft thou, and both become the graue. 

Tor. 1 do befeech your Maieflie impute his words 
To wayward ficklineffe, and age in him: 
de loues you on my life, and holds you deere 
As Harry Duke ot Herfird, were he heere. 

Rich. Right, you fay true : as Herfords louc, fo his; 

As theirs, fo mine: and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Nor. My Liege, oldc Gaunt commends him to your 
Vlaieftie, 


Ner* Nay nothing, all is faid: 

His tongue is now a ftringlcffe foftrument, 

Words, life, and all, old Lancafter hath fpent. 

Tor. Be Yorke the next, that muft be bankrupt fo. 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortal! wo. 

Rich. The ripeft fruit firft fals, and fo doth he, 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be: 

So much for that. Now for our irifh watres, 

Wc muft fupplanc thofe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which liue like venom, where no venom elfe 
But onely they, haue priuiledge to hue. 

And for thele great affayres do aske fome charge 
Towards our afsiftance, we do feize to vs 
The plate, coine, reuennewes, and moueables. 

Whereof our Vncle Gaunt did ftand poffcft. 

Tor. How long (lull I be patient? Oh hoyvlong 
Shall tender dutie make me fuffer wrong ? 

Not Gioujiers death, nor Her fords banifhment, 

Nor Gauntes rebukes, nor England*priuacc wrongs. 

Nor the preuentton ofpoore bullingbrooke , 

About his marriage, nor my ovvnc difgrace 
Haue eucr made me fowre my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrintkle on my Soueraignes face: 

I am i he lift of noble Edwards fonnes, 

Ofwhom thy Father Prince of Wales was firft. 

In warre was ncucr Lyon rag’d more fierce: 

In peace, was neuer gentle Lambe more milde, 

Then was chat yong and Princely Gentleman, 

His face thou haft, for eucn fo look’d he 
Accompliffi’d with the number of thy bowers: 

But when he frown’d, it was againft the French, 

And not againft his triends: his noDle hand 
Did win what he did lpend: and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won: 

His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood, 

Butblnody with the enemies ofhis kintie: 

Oh Richard , Tori ^ is coo far re gone with greefe. 

Or elfe he neuer would compare betwtenc. 

Rich. Why Vncle, 

What’s the master? 

Tor. Oh my l lege, pardon me ifyou pleafe/tf not 
I pleas’d not to be pardon’d, am content with all: 
Seekeyou to feize, and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of banifh’d Hcrford * 

Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hcrfotd hue ? 

Was not Gaunt iuft? and is nor Harry true ? 

Did not theonedeferue to haue anheyre? 

Is not his heyi e a well-deferuing fonne ? 

7 ake Kerfords rights away, and take from time 
His Charters, and his cuftomarie rights: 

Let not to narrow then infuc to day. 

Be net thy fclfc. For how art thou a King 
But by faire fequence and fuccefsion ? 

Now afore God, God forbid I fay true, 
if you do wrongfully feize Herfords right. 

Call in his Letters Patents that he hath 
By his Atrurneycs general!, to fue 
His Liucrie, and denie his offer’d homage. 

You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head 
You loofe a thoufand well-difpofed hearts. 

And pr»ckc my tender patience to thefe thoughts 
Which honor and allegeancc cannot thinke. 

Ric. Thinke what you will: we leiic into our hands. 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. 

Tqr. lie not be by the while: My Liege farewell, 
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What will cnfuc hccreof, there’s none can tell. 

But by bad couifesmay be vnderftood. 

That their euents can neuer fall out good. Exit. 

Rich ♦ Go ‘Bujhie to the Earle of Wtltfhire (freight. 

Bid him repairc to vs to Ely houfc, 

To fee this bu finefle : to morrow next 
We will for Ireland, and ’cis time, I trow 2 
And we create in abfence of our felfe 
Our Vncle Yorke, Lord Gouernor of England: 

For he is iuft, and alwayes lou’d vs well. 

Come on our QiieenCjto morrow muft wc part. 

Be merry, for our time of flay is Abort. Tlourifh. 

c 'JWanet North . Willoughby , & 

Nor. Well Lords, the Dukeof'Lancafter is dead. 

Ro(f* And lining too, for now his fonneis.Duke* 

U^il. Barely in title, not in reuennew. 

Nor. Richly in both, ifiuilice had her right. 

Rojf .My heart is greac: but it mud break with filence, 
Er’t be disburthen’d with a liberall tongue. 

Nor, Nay fpcake thy mind : & let him ne’r fpcak more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to do thee harme. 

W //.Tends that thou’dft fpeake to th’Du »of Hereford, 
If it be fo, out with it boldly man, 

Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him. 

Rof. No good at all that I can do for him, 

Vnleflc you call it good to pitie him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patriraonic. 

Nor . Now afore heauen, ’cis Thame fuch wrongs are 
borne. 

In him a royall Prince,and many moc 
Of noble blood in this declining Land; 

The King is not himfeife, but bafrly led 
By Flatterers, and what they will informe 
Meerely in hate ’gainii any of vs all, 

That will the King feucrcly profecucc 

'Gainft vs, our Hues, our children, and our hcires.l 

Rof. The Commons hath he pil’d with greeuous taxes | 
And quite loft their hearts: the Nobles hath he findc 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 

IVil. And daily new exudfrons are deuis’d. 

As blankes, beneuolences, and I wot not what: 

But what o Gods name doth become of this ? 

Nor. Wars hath not wafted it, for war’d he hath not. 
But bafely ycelded vpon comprimize, 

That which his Anceftcrs atchieu’d with blowes: 

More hath he fpent in peace, then they in warres, 

Rof TheEarleofWikfhirehath therealmc in Farme. 
Wil. The Kings growne bankrupt like a broken man. 
Nor. Reproach 3nd diffblution hangethouer him. 

Rof. He hath not monie for thefe Irifh warres: 

(His burthenous taxations notwithftanding) 

But by the robbing of the baniTh’d Duke. 

Nor . His noble Kinfman, m jft degenerate King: 

But Lords, we heare this fearefull tempeftfing, 

Yet feeke no fhelter toauoid theftorme: 

We fee the winde fir fore vpon our/fallcs. 

And yet wc ftrikenot, but fecurely perifh 

Rof We (ee the very wracke that we muft fuffer. 

And vnauoydcd is th** danger now 
For fuffering fo the caufcs of our wracke. 

Nor. Not fo : euen through the hollow eyes of death, 

I fpie life peering : but 1 dare not fay 
How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 

0*77. Nay let vs (bare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours 
Rof Bexonfidenttolpeake Northumberland, 

Wc three, are but thy felfe,and fpeaking fo, 


fhg li fe and death of‘R ichardthefecond. 


T hy words arc but as thoughts, therefore h P k 
Nor. Then thus:Ihauefrom Port UBU j 
A Bay in Britaine , receiu’d intelligence ** 

That Harry Duke of Her ford, \amald Lord r u 
That late broke from the Dukeof hxeter '’ eb ”** n 
His brother Archbifbop, late of Canter b ' ur 
Sir Thomas Erpingham. Sir lokn Ramfion 
Sir John Norhene, Sir Robert W+terton dhr ■ 

All thefe well furnifh’d by the Duke of Brt”^ 

With eight tall (hips, three thoufandn.en of^’ 

Are making hither with all due expedience 
And fhortly meane to touch our Northerner 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flav h °' C 1 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland ' 

If tlien we (Trail fhake off our flauifh yoake 
Impe out our drooping Countries broken win 
Rcdecme from broaking pawnc the blcmirt,'; r? 
Wipe off che duft that hides our Scepters p,j t ^ ro 
And make high Maieftie looke like it faff ’ 

Away with me in pofie to Rauenspurgh , * 

But if you faint, as fearing to do fo. 

Stay, and be fecret, and my felfe will <? 0i 

Rof. To horlc, to horfe, vrge doubt's to themif 
ml. Hold out my horfe, and I will firft be thcr. ' 

Sxemt. 



'"'DC, 


Seen a Secunda . 


Enter Qteetne, Btefhy, andBagot. 

Bu/h. Madam, your Maiefty is too much fad 
You promis’d when you parted with the Kino, ’ 

To lay afide lelfe-harmingheauinelTe, 

And entertaine a cheerefull difpofition. 

Sdt To P' ealc the King, 1 did: to pleafe my felfe 
I cannot d® it: yet I know no caufe 
Why I fhould welcome fuch a gueft as greefe, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo lwcet a gueft 
As my fweet Richard; yet againe me chinkes, 

Some vnborne forrow, ripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me, and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles, at fomething it greeues, 
More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bujh. Each fubftancc of a greefe hath twenty fhadowi 
Which firewes like greefe it felfe, but is not fo: 

For forrowes cye ; glazed with blinding tearei, 
Diuides one thing intire, to many obseifts, 

Like pcrfpedfiues, which rightly gaz’d vpon 
Shew nothing but confufion, ey’d awry, 

Diftinguifh forme : fo your fweet Maieftie 
Looking awry vpon your Lords departure, 

Finde ftvipes of greefe, more then himfeife to waile, 

W hich look’d on as it is, is naught bur fhadowes 
Of what it is not : then thrice-gracious Queene, 

More then your Lords departure weep not,inore’s not 
Or if it be, ’tis with falfe forro wes eie, (feenti 

Which for things true, weepe things imaginary. 

Qu. It may be fo : but yet my inward foule 
Perfwades me it i3 otherwife: how ere it be, 

I cannot but be fad ; foheauy fad. 

As though on thinking on no thought I thinke, 
Makes me with heauy nothing faint and Ihrinke. 

Bujh. ’Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady.) 

v 1 Queem. 
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STbe life and death of Ric* 
7,''Tis no^S^ cffc: conccic is ftiU < J eriu d 

S' fore father greefe, mine is not fo, 

Fr ° m rhme hath begot my fomething greefe, 

F °’r D m e tbine, hath the nothing that 1 greeue, 

?r“ 3 " th “ ,aopoff ^ k 

’ T ‘ e,, it is, that is not yet knowne, what. 

l can Enter Greene. 

Heauen faue your Maiefty, and wel met Gentle- 
Gn \e King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. (men: 

l h °P e why i,op’ft thou fo? 1 is better hope he is : 
r defies craue haft, hi shaft good hope, 

Swberctore doft thou hope he is not fhipt ? 

T >r That he our hope, might haue rctyr d his power, 

, j ri ‘ oeD into difpairc an enemies hope, 
uLftronHy hath fet footing in this Land. 

Thebanifh’d Buhngbrooke repeales himfeife. 

And with vp-lilTcd Armes is fafe arriu’d 

^rtwGod in heauen forbid. 

o Madam ’tis too true: and that is worfe, 

The L.Northumberbnd^is yong Tonne Henrie Verde, 

Thc Lords of Rojfey BttnmorM and Willoughby, 

With all their powrcfell friends are fled to him. 

" Bulb Why haur you |/iot proclaim’d Nouluimberland 
nd the refi of the reuoked faftion,Traitors ? 

Qre \Ve haue: whereupon the Earle of Worceftcr 
Hath broke his ftafFe, refign’d his Steward (hip, 

And al the houfiiold feruants fl«:d with him to ‘BuHtnkro*K 
Qtti So (jreetje, thou ai trlie midwife ofmy woe* 

And hullinbrooke my forrowes difmnll heyre :. 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodegic, 

And 1 a gasping new deliuered mother, 

Haue woe to woe, forrow to (otrow loyn’d. 
r £tilh. Difpaire not Madam. 

Qh. Who fhall hinder me ? 

I will difpaire, and be at enmitie 
Withcouzening hepe; he is a Flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper backe of death. 

Who gently would diffolue thc bands oflife 5 
Which falie hopes linger in extremity. 

Enter Torke 

Cre. Hecre comes the Duke of Yorke. 

Qjt. With fignes of warreabout his aged neckc, 
Ohfullofcarc(ullbu(ineffearehis lookes: 

Vncle, for heauens fake fpeake comfortable words: 

?7r. Com fort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing Hues but erodes, care and grecte :\ 

Your husband he is gone to faue farre off, 

Whiltt others come to make him loofe at home l 
Heeream I left to vnder-prophis Land, 

Who weake with age, cannot fupport my felfe: 

Now conies the ficke houre that his furfet made. 

Now (hall he try his friends that flattered him. 

Enter a feruani. 

Ser. My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came. 

Tor. He was : why fo : go all which vyay it will: 

The Noble? they are fled, the Commons they are cold. 

And will 1 feare reuolt on Hcrfords fide. 

Sirra,gct thee toPIatbie to my After Glofter, 

Bid her fend me preferitly a thoufand pound, 

Hjld,takemy Ring, 

Ser. My Lord, I had forgot 
To tell your Lordfhip, to day I came by,and call’d there, 

But I \h 11 greeue vou to report the reft. 

Tor . Whatis'tknaue? 



et 
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Ser. An houre before I came, theDutcheflcdi’de. 

Tor. Heau’n for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Come rufhing on this wofull Land at once ? 

1 know not what to do: I would to heauen 
(So my vntrurh had not prouok’d him to it) 

The King had cut off my head with my brothers. 

Wh«, are there poftes difpatcht for Ireland ? 

How (Ball we do for money for thefe warres >i 
Come filler (Cozen I would fay) pray pardon me. 

Go fellow, get thee home,p«ouide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there.i 
Gentlemen, will you mufter men ? 

If I know how, or which way jo order thefe affaires 
Thus diforderiy thruft into my hands, 

Neuer beleeue me. Both are my kinfmen, 

Th’onc is my Soueraigne, whom both my oath 
And dutie bids defend : th’other againe 
Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong’d, 

Whom confcience, and my kindred b ids to right: 

Well, fomewhat we muft do: Come Cozen, 
lie difpofe efyou. Gentlemen,go mufter vp your men. 
And meet me prefently at Barkley Caftle: 

I [fhould to Piafhy too: but time will not permit, 

AH is vneuen, and euery thing is left at fix and feuen. Exit 
“Buf. The winde fits faire for newes to go to Ireland, 
But none returncs: For vs to leuy pc wer 
Proportionable to th’enemy, is all impofsible. 

(Jr. Bcfides our neeacneffe to the King in loue, 

Is neere the hate of thofc loue not the King . 

Ba And that’s thc watering Commons,for theirlouc 
Lies in their purfes, and who fo empties them, 

By fomut h fils their hearts with deadly ha e. 

' Btefh. Wherein the king ftands generally condemn’d 
Bag. Ihndgcment lye in them, then fodowe, 

Becaufe we haue becne euer neere the King. 

Gr. Well: I will for refuge ftraight to Briftoll Caftle, 
The Earle ofWiitfTme is alreadie there. 

Btefh. Thither will I with you,for little office 
Will thc hatefullCommons performe for vs. 

Except like Curres, to teare vs all in pceces .• 

Will you go along with vs ? 

Bag. No, I will to Ireland tohis Maieftie: 

Farewell, if heart sprefages be not vaine, 

W r e three here part, that neu’r fhall meetc agidne. 

Bu. That’s as Yorke thriucs to beate back Bullinbroke 
Gr. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndertakes 
Isnumbring fands,and drinking Oceans drie. 

Where one on his fide fights.thoufands will flye. 

Btefh. Farewell at once, for once,for all, and eucr. 
Wcll,we may meete againe. 

Bag. I feare me neuer. Exit. 


Sc etna Tertia. 


Enter the Dvk$ rf Hertford, and Northum¬ 
berland. 

SBuL How farre is it my Lord to Berkley now ? 
Nor ♦ Beleeue me noble Lord, 

I am a ftranger heere in Gloufterfhire, 

Thefe high vvilde hilles, and rough vneeuen waies, 
Drawcs out our miles, and makes them wearilome: 
And yet our faire difeourfe hath bcene as fugar, 
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Making the hard way Tweet and delegable 
But I bethinke me,what a wearie way 
From Rauenfpurgh to Cottfhold will be found. 

In Raffs and Willoughby ,wanting your companic. 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The tcdioufncffe,and proceffe of my trauell: 

But theirs is fweetned with the hope to haue • 

The prefent benefit that I poffeffc ; 

And hope to ioy, is little lefle in icy, 

Then hope enioy’d : By this,the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fhort,as mine hath done. 

By fight of what 1 haue,your Noble Companic. 

Bull. Of much lefle value is my Companie, 

Then your good words: but who comes here i 
Enter H\ Terete. 

North. It is my Sonne, young harry Percie. 

Sent from my Brother Worcefler: Whence foeuer. 
Harry, how fares your Vncklc ? 

Percte. I had thought, my Lord, to hauc learned his 
health of you. 

North. Why,is he not with the Quecne? 

Percie. No,m^ good Lord,he hath for Took the Court, 
Broken his Staffe of Office,and difperfi 
The Houfehold of the King. 

North. What was his rcafon ? 

He was not lo relolu’d,when webft fpakc together* 
Percie. Becaufe your Lordinip was proclaimed Traitor. 
But hee, my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

To offer feruice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent me cuer by Barkely, to difcouer 
What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there. 

Then with dire&ion to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 

North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hereford^Boy.) 
Percie. No,my good Lord; for that is not forgot 
Which nere I did remember : to my knowledge, 

I neucr in my life did lookc on him. 

North. Then learne to know him now: this is the 
Duke. 

Percie* My gracious Lord,I tender you my feruice. 
Such as it is,being tcnder,raw,and young. 

Which elder dayes fliall ripemand ccnfinnc * 

To more approued feruice,and deferr. 

Bull. I chankc thee gentle Percte, and be fare 
I count my felfc in nothing elfe fo nappy. 

As in a Soule remembring my good Friends : 

And as my Fortuneripens with thy Lone, 

It fhall be fill! thy true Loues recompence. 

My Heart this Couenant makes,my Hand thus feales it. 

North . How fane is it to Barkely ? and what ftirre 
Keepes good old Yo>kc therewith his Men of Warre ? 

Percie. There fhnds the Cafile,by yond tuft ofTrecs, 
Mann’d with three hundred men,as I haue heard, 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke, Barkely , and Seymor , 
None elfe of Name, and noble efiimate. 

Enter Roffe and Willoughby. 

North. Here come the Lords of Roffe mdir/Houghby, 
Bloody with fpurring,fieric red with hafle. 

Ball. W el come my Lord*,I wot your loue purfues 
A banifiit Traytor; all my Trcafurie 
Is yet but vnfelc thankes,which more enrich’d, 

Shall be your loue, and labours rccompence. 

Roff. Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord. 
Wtllo. And farre furmouncs our labour to attaine it. 
'Bull. Euermore thankes,th , Exchequer of the poore. 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeercs. 

Stands for my Bountie: but who comes here i 


The Il f ? and death of P ackard thefecond. 



Enter'Barkely, 

North. It is my Lord of Barkely, as IoK.it 
’Bark. My Lord of Hcrcford.my Meflfoe 
Bull. My Lord,my Anfwere is to Lancadf^^ 
And I am come to feeke that Name in England 
And I muft finde that Title in your Tongu c °* 
Before I make reply to aught you fay. & * 

Bark. Miftakc me not, my Lord/tis not m 
> raze one Title of your Honor out. /^anj 


To 


To you,my Lord,I come (what Lord you will's 
From the moll glorious of this Land, ^ 

The Duke of Yorke,to know wiiat pricks you 
To take aduantage of the ablent time, ° n 
And fright our Natiuc Peace with fclfe-borne A 
Enter Yorke . 

Bull. 1 fhall not need tranfport my words bv 
Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My Noble Vi 

York. Shew me thy humble heart,and not thvl 
Whofe dutie is decciuable,and falfc. ' ncc > 

Bull My gracious Vncklc. 

2 ork. TutjiutjGrace me no Grace,nor Vndb m 
I am no Traytors Vncklc; and chat word Grace ' J 
In an vngracious mouth,is bu* prophanc. * 
Why haue thefe banifiVd,and foibiddcn Lego cs 
Dar’d once to touch a Duft of Engiands Groundf 
But more then why, why haue they dar’d to march 
So many miles vpon her peaceful] Bofomc 
Frighting her palc-fac’d Villages with Warre 
And ofientation of defpifed Armcs? 

Com’ft thou becaule di’anc ynced King is hence? 
Why foolifin Boy,the King is left bch.nd. 

And in my loyal! fiofome lyes his power. 

Were I but: now the Lord.of fuch hot youth 
A-, when braue Gaunt,- hy Fathered my fdfe 
Refcticd the Black Prince, chat yongC/Ff*nof men 
From forth the Rankes of many thoufand French;* 
Oh then,hr>w quickly fhould this Arme of mine,* 
Now Prifoner to the P<dfie,chaftife thee. 

And miniPer corredhon to thy Fault. • 

Bull My gracious Vncklejet me knovvmy Fault, 
On what Condition (lands it,and wherein > 

Yor^ Euen in Condition of the Worft degree, 

In grofle Rebc-ilionjand detcfled Trcafon: 

I hou art a banifh’d man,and here art come 
Before th’expiracion of thy time, 

In brauing Acmes againfl thy Soueraigne. 

Bull . As I was bam fil’d J was bamfifd Hertford, 
But as I come, I come for Lancafter. 

And Noble Vncklc,I befccch your Grace 
Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye: 

You are my Father, for me thinkes in you 
I fee old (jaunt aliue. Oh then my Father, 

Will you permit,that I fhall (land condemn’d 
A wandring Vagabond; my Rights and Royalties 
Plucfcc frommyarmesperforce,and giuenaway 
To vpftart Vnthrjftsf Wherefore v* as I borne i 
If that my Coufin King,be King of England, 

It muft be gr3unted, I am Duke of Lancafter. 

You haue a Sonne ,Aumerle, my Noble Kinlman, 

Had you firft died,and he beene thus trod downe, 

He fiiould haue found his Vncklc Gaunt a Fa:her, 

To rowze his Wrotigs,and chafe them to the bay. 

I am denyde to fue my Liucrie here, 

And yet my Letters Patents giue me Icaue: 

My Fathers goods are all diftr3ynd,and fold, 

And thefe,and ali,arc all amifle imployd. 
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Y he life and death o j 

,i j^Thaueroe doe ? I am a Subiedl, 

J Law: Attorneyes are deny’d me; 

A n< j t fofc perfonally I lay my claime 
A „d iberet P,^ q( frce D) {- ccnt . 

fo my l ?j hc jsjoble Duke hath been too much abus’d. 
$ or l t. ^a n ds your Grace vpoo,to doe him right. 

R!I /- e men by his endowments arc made great, 
rt' Mv Lords of England, let me tell you this, 
u.A feeling of my Cofcns Wrongs, 

1 h Jhbour’dalii could to doe him right: 

And this kind.co come in brauing Arme«, 

K cm ouc bi. *.y, 

S e fil l out Right with Wrongs,it may not be ; 

rllfh Rebellion, and arcRcbeUaH. _ ; 

M rtb The Nobk Duke bath fwornc his commmg is 
Rutfot his owne; and for the right of that, 

Wee all haue fttongly fworneto g.ue him ayd 
111 let him neu’r fee Ioy,that breakes that Oath. 

A " k Well,well,1 fee the i(Tueof these Annes, 

, J»»t M «“>« . 

Recaufe my power is weake, and all ill left: 

But if! could, by him that gauc me life, 
r woU [d attach you all,and make you lioope 
Vnto the Soueraigne Mercy of the King. 

Rutfince I cannot,be it knownc to you 
I doe remaine as Neuter. So fare you well, 

Vnleffe you pleafe to enter in the Caille, 

And there repole you for this Night. 

'Bd. An offer Vnckle, that wee will accept: 
gut wee muft winne your Grace to goe with vs 
To Briftow Caftle,which they lay is held 
By their Complices, 

The Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 

Which 1 hauc Ivvornc to weed,and plucke away. 

Tork. It may be 1 will go with you: but yet He pawfe. 
For f am loth to breakc our Countries Lawes: 
lor Friends,nor Foes,to me welcome you are, 
hings paft redreffe,are now with me paft care. Exeunt. 
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Scoena Quart a. 


Sal. ^ Ah Richard, with eyes of heauie mind, 

1 fee thy Glory,like a fhooting Starre, 

Fall to the bafe Earth,from the Firmament: 

Thy Sunnc fees weeping in the lowly Weft, 
Witnefling Stormes to come,Woc,and Vhreft: 
Thy Friends are fled,to wait vpon thy Foes, 

And crollely to thy good,all fortune goes. Exit, 


Enter Salubury,and a Captaine. 

Copt. My Lord of Salisbury,we haue ftayd ten dayes, 
And hardly kept bur Countrcymen together, 

And yet we hcare no tidings from the King; 

Therefore we will difperfe our (clues: farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet another day,thou truftie Wclchaian, 
The King repoleth all his confidence inthee. 

Capt. ’Tis thought the King is dead,we will not ftay; 
The Bay-trees in our Countrey all are wither’d. 

And Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Hcauen ; 

The pale-fac’d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 

And leane-look’d Prophets whifper fearefull change; 
Rich men looke fad,and Ruffians dance and leape. 

The one in feare,to loofe what they enioy. 

The other to enioy by Rage,and Warre: 
thefe flgnes fore-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell,our Countrcymen are gone and fled, 1 
As well affur’d Richard their King is dead. Exit . 


d/fBus Tertius. Scena Prim a. 


Enter BuKingbrookefYorke^NorthumberUnd, 

Roffe,Percte , Willoughby y with Bujhie 
and Greene T rtf oners. 

. 

Bull. Bring forth thefe men: 

Bufhie and (jreene , I will not vex your foules, 

( Since presently your foules muft part your bodies) 
Withtoomuch vrgingyourpcrnitiousliues. 

For ’ewere no Charitie : yet to wafli your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 

I will vnfold fome caufes of your deaths. 

You haue mis led a Prince,a Royall King, 

A happic Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments, 

By you vnhappied,and disfigur’d cleane: T 

Y ou haue in manner with your finftill houres 
Made a Diuorce betwixt his Qucenc and him. 

Broke the pofleffion of a RoyaiJ Bed, 

And ftayn’d the bcautie of a faire Queenes Chcekes, 
With teares drawn fro her eycs,with your foule wrongs. 
My ielfe a Prince,by fortune of my birth, 

Neere to the King in blood,and neere in loue. 

Till you did make him mif-interprete me, 

Haue ftoopt my neck vnder your iniuries. 

And figh’d my Englifh breach in forraine Clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banifhment; 

While you haue fed vpon my Seignories, 

Dif-park’d my Parkes,and fell’d my Forreft Woods; 
From mine owne Windowes tome my Houfehold Coat, 
Raz’d out my Imprefle,leauing me no figne, 

Saue mens opinions^nd my liuingblood. 

To fhewthe World I am a Gentleman. 

This,and much more,much more then twice all this* 
Condcmnes you to the death: fee them dcliucrcd ouer 
Toexccucion,andthehandof death, 

Bufhie . More welcome is the ftroake of death to me* 
Then Butlingbrookc to England. 

Greene . My comfort is,that Heauen will take our foules. 
And plague Iniuftice Vvith the paines of Hell, 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland ,fec them difpatch’d; 
Vnckle,you fay the Queene is at your Houfc, 

For Heauens fake fairely let her be entreated, 

Tell her I fend to her my kind commends \ 

Take fpeciall care my Greetings be dcliuer’d. 

Yorl^. AGcntlcmanof mine I haue difpatch’d 
With Letters of your loue,to her at large. 

Bull. Thankes ocntlc Vncklc: come Lords away. 
To fight with Glendoure , and his Complices $ 

A while to workc,and after holliday • ^ 

Exeunt. 

Scoena 
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The l if e and deat h of Richard thefccond. 



I 


thrums: Flour ifh , and (folonrs. 

Enter Richard^Anmerle,Car tile,and Soxldicrs. 

Rich- Barkloughly Caftje call you this at hand ? 

An. Yca,my Lord: how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
Aft cry out hteLtofling on the breaking Seas ? 

Rich. Needs mud I Lke it well: 1 weepefor ioy 
To ftandvpon my.Kingdomeonce againc. 

Deere Earth,! doe falutc thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels wound thee with their HoiTcs hoofes: 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fondly with her teares,and fmilcs in meeting; 

So weeping,fmiling,grcet I thee my Earth, 

And doc thee fauor with my Royall hands. 

Feed not thy Soucraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy Swcctcs,comfort his rauenous fence: 

But let thy Spiders, that fuck vp thy Venomc, 

And heauie-gated To3des lye in their way, 

Doing annoyance to the trecherous feete. 

Which with vlurping fteps doe trample thee. 

Yeeld flinging Nettles to mine Encodes; 

And when they from thy Bofome pluck a Flower, 

Guard it I prethce with a lurking Adder, 

Whofc double tongue may with a morcall touch 
Throw death vpon thy Soueraignes Enemies. 

Mock nor my lcncelefle Comuration,Lords; 

This Earth fhall haue a feeling,and thefe Stones 
Prouearmed Souldiers,ere her Natiue King 
Shall falter vndcr foule Rebellious Armes. 

CV.Fearc not my Lord,that Power that made you King 
Hath power to kcepe you King,in fpight of all. 

Atm . He meanes,my Lord,that we are too remifle, 
Whriett Bnllingbrooke through our fccuritie, 

Growes ftroqg and great, itTfubftance and in friends. 

Rich . Difcomforcable Coufin,knowefl thou not, 
That when the fcarching Eye of Hcaucn is hid 
Behind the Globe,that lights the lower World, 

Then Theeucs and Robbers raunge abroad vnlcene. 

In Murthers and in Out-rage bloody here: 

But when front ynder this Tcrreftriall Ball 
He fires the prowd cops of the Eaftcme Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through eu'ry guilticholc, 

Then Murthers,Treafons,and detefted finnes 
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backs) 
Stand bare and naked,trembling at themfelues# 

So when thisThcefe,this Traytor Bullingbrooke, 

Who all this while hath reuell’d in the Night, 

Shall fee vs rifing in our Throne,the Eaft, 

■iisTrcafons will fit blufliing in his face, 

'Jot able to endure the fight of Day ; 

3ut felfe-affrigmcd,tremble at his finne. 

'Jot all the Water in, the rough rude Sea 
Can wafh the Balme from an anoynted King; 

The breach of worldly men cannot depofe 
The Dcputie ele&ed by'theLord: 

For euery man that BuUingbrooke hath preft, 

To lift (hrewd Steele againft our Golden Crowne, 

Hcauen for his Richard hath in heaucnly pay 


A glorious Angel!: then if Angels ' 

Weake men muft fail,for Heaucn ftill . 

Enter Salisbury. * Tds *«gi* 
Welcome my Lord, how farre offlyes you r p 

Salisb. Nor neere,nor farther off, my a rac ‘ ° Wcr ? 

Then this wcake arme; difeomfort guides / ! ° Us ^ 
And bids me lpeakc of nothing but defpai r / t0n § Ue ) 
One day too !ate,I fcarc (my Noble Lord) ’ 

Hath clouded all thy happie dayes on Earth • 

Oh call backe Ycfterday,bid Time returne 
And thou fhalt haue cwelue thoufand fightino 
Today,today,vnhappie day too late ' ^ men: 

Orcthrowesthyloyes^ricnds^ortune^ndrUc 

For all the Welchmen hearing thou were dead^ 

Are gone to BnllingbrookeydiCpQiR^nd fled 3 

Aunt- Comfort my Liege, why lookes voi,r r 
pale? /° ur brace] 

Rich. But now the blood of twentie thoufand 
Did triumph in my face,and they arc fled mcn 

And till fo much blood thither come ag3ine 
Haue I not reafon tolooke pale,and dead? * 

All Soules that will be fafe,flye from my fide 

For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. * 

*Aum. Comfort my Liege,remember who 
Rich. I had forgot my felfe. Am I not Kin/? ^ 
Awake thou fluggard Maieftie,thou fleepefl s . 

Is not the Kings Namefortic thoufand Names? 
Armc,armc my Name : a pnnie fubietfl (hikes 
Ac thy great glory. Looke not to the ground 
Ye Fauorices of a King: are wee not hiofij' ; 

High be our thoughts: I know my Vnckfc Me 
Hath Powerenough to ferue our turnc. 

But who comes here i linter Scroope. 

Scroopc. More health and happineffe betide my Lic^e 
T hen can my care-tun’d tongue deliuer him. 7 & 

Rich. Mine eare is opcn,and my heart prepar’d: 
The worft is woilcily loflc,thou carift vnfold: 

Say,Is my Kingdome loft? why ’ewas my Care: 

And what Ioffe is it to be rid of Care? 

Striues Budingbrookc to be as Great as wee i 
Greater he fhall not be: If hee ferue God, 

Wec’l ferue him too,and be his Fellow fo. 

Rcuol t our Subiecfls? That we cannot mend, 

They breake their Faith to God,as well as vs: 

Cry Woe,Deflru6lion,Ruinc,Lo(fe,Decay, 

The worft i 5 De3th,and Death will haue his day. 

Scroope. Glad am I,that your Highnefie is fo arm’d 
To bearc the tidings of Calamitie. 

Like an vnfeafonablc ftormie day, 

Which make theSilucr Riucrs drowne their Shores, 

As if the World were all diflolu’d to teares: 

So bigh,aboue his Limits,fwells the Rage 
Of Bu'liogbrookc , couering your fcarefull Land 
With hard bright Stecle,and hearts harder then Steele: 
White Beares haue arm’d their thin and haiicleflc Scalp: 
Againft thy Maieftie,and Boyes with Womens Voycei 
Striue to fpeake bigge, and ciap their female ioints 
In ftiflfe vnwieldie Armes: againft thy Crowne 
Thy very Beadf-men learnc to bend their Bowes 
Of double Fatal 1 Eugh: againft thy Stare 
Yea DiftafFe-Women manage ruftieBills: 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rcbell, 

And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell. 

Rich. Too well,too well thou teH’ft a Tale fo ill. 
Where is the EarlcofWiltiTnrc?whereis!34gtf ? 

What is become of Bufkic} ^here is qreent l 
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. ...Tiet the dancerous Enemie 
Thl f th /our Confines with fuch pcacefull fteps ? 

M ea ‘ ur :i e t heir heads (hall pay for it. 

Ifv/e P rc ’ haue ma( le peace with r Bulli*gbrooke. 

I vvarra" 1 ' hflUC t h e y made with him indeede (my 
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tod') h Villains, Vipers.damn’d without redemption, 
eafily woon to fawne on any man, 

W ’ „ heart blood warm’d, that fting my heart, 

So i V(fes each one thrice worfe then Ittdas, 

'Cne/soule. to, this Offence. 

V Cj>c. Sweet Loue(I fee^changinghis, 


spropertie. 


Tlirnes jo the fowreftjand moll deadly hate: 

1 L vneurfe their Soules; their peace is made 
«; Heads, and not with Handsithofe whom you curfe 
I e felt the worft of Deaths deftroying hand. 

And lyc full low.grau d in the hollow ground 
A 7 IsBvftie, Greene, and the Earle of Wiltfhire 


^Scroopc- Yea,all of them at Briftow loft their heads. 
fm. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power ? 
Rl(h ’ Mo matter where; of comfort no man fpeake: 
Let’s taike ofGraues,of W ormcs,and Epitaphs, 

Make Dutt oar Paper, and with Raynie eyes 
Write Sorrow on the Bofome of the Earth. 

Let’s chide Executors,and talkc of Wills: 

And yet not fo; for what can we bequeath, 

Saue our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands, our Liues.and all are Bullwgbrtckts , 

And nothing can we call our owne.but Death, 

And that final! Modell of the barren Earth, 

Which ferues as Pafte,and Couer to our Bones: 
ForHeauens fake let vs fit vpon the ground. 

And tell lad ftorics of the death of Kings: 

How fome haue been depos’d, fome flainc in warre. 

Some haunted by the Ghofts they haue depos’d, 

Some poyfon’d by their Wiues.fomc fleeping kill’d. 

All murther’d. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall T emples of a King, 

Kcepes Death his Court,and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his State,and grinning at hisPompe, 

Allowing him a breath,a little Scene, 

To Monarchize.be fear’d,and kill with lookes, 
Infufinghim with felfe and vaine conceit, 

As if this Flefh,which walls about our Life, 

Were Brafle impregnable: and humor’d thus. 

Comes at the laft,atid with a little Pinne 

Bores through his Caftle Walls,and farwell King. 

Couer your heads,and mock not flefli and blood 
With lolemne Reucrencc: throw away Refpeff, 
Tradition,Forrr.e,and Ceremonious dutie, 

Foryou haue but miftooke me all this while: 

I liue with Bread like you, fcele Wanr, 

Ta(leGriefe,need Friends: fubiedied thus. 

How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 

Gsr/.My Lord.wife men ne’rc wailc their prefent woes, 
But prcfcntly preuent the wayes to waile: 

To feare the Foe,fince feare opprclTeth ftrength, 
Giuesinyour weakcnc(Te,ftrength vnto your Foe; 
Feare.artd be flaine,no worfe can come to fight, 

Andfight and die,is death deftroying death, 

Where fearing,dying,payes death leruile breath. 

Atim. My Father hath a Power.enquire of him, 
AndlearnetomakeaBody of a Limbc. 

Ricb.J houchid’ft me welhproud ‘BuHingbroakf I come 


Tochangc Blowes with thee,for our day of Doome: 
This ague fit of feare is oucr-blownc. 

An eafie taske it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroope,vihcte lyes our Vnckle with his Power? 
Speakc fwcetly man, although thy lookes be fowre. 

Scroept. Men iudge by the complexion of theSkie 
The ftatc and inclination of the day; 

So may you by my dull and hcauie Eye '• 

My Tongue hath butaheauierTalcto fay: 

I play theTorturer.by fmall and fmall 
To lengthen out the worft,that muft be fpoken. 

Your Vnckle Torke is ioyn’d with BtiHingbrooke, 

And all your Northcrne Caftlesyeelded vp, 

And all your Southcrne Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his Fadlion. 

Rich. Thouhaftfaid enough. 

Beflirew thee Coufin,which didft lead me forth 
Of that fweet way I was in,to defpaire : 

What fay you now ? What comfort haue we now i 
By Heaucn lie hate him eueilaftingly. 

That bids me be of comfort any more, 

Goe to Flint Caftle,there lie pine away, 

A King.Woes flauc, fhall Kingly Woe obey : 

That Power I haue,dilcharge,and let ’em goe 
To eare the Land,that hath fome hope to grow, 

For 1 haue none. Let no man fpeake agaiue 
To alter this.for counfaile is but vaine. 

Ahw. My Liege.one word. 

Rich . He docs me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the.flatteries of his tongue, 
Dilcharge my followers: let them hence away, 
("From Richards Night,to Bnllingbrookes faire Day. 

Exeunt, 


Serena Tertia . 


Enter with Drum and Colonrs fBudingbroohe , 

Torke y Northumberland) A ttendants . 

Bull. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen are difpers’d^nd Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the King,who lately landed 
With Tome few priuate friends,vpon thisCoaft. 

North. The newes is very faire and good,my Lord, 
Richard,not farre from hence,hath hid his head. 

Tork* It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King Richard: alack the heauie day, 

When fuch a facrcd King fhould hide his head. 

North . Your Grace miftakes: oncly to be briefe. 

Left I his Title out. 

fork. The time hath beene, 

Would you haue beene fo briefe with him^he would 
Haue beene fo briefe with you,to {horten you. 

For taking fo the Head,your whole heads length# 

Bull. Miftake not (Vnckle) farther thenyou fhould, 
Toy\- Take not(good Coufin)farther then you (hould 
Leaftyou miftake the Heauens arc ore your head. 

Bud* I know it(Vnckle)and oppofe not my felfe 
Againft their will. But who comes here ? 

Enter Vercie . 

Welcome Harry: what,^will not this Caftle yeeldf 
Per. The Caftle royally is manned,my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

Bull. Roy- 






























































































Bull. Royally i Why,it containcs no King ? 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth comaine a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits ot yond Lime and Stone, 

And with nim,thc Lord VlumerlefLoxd,Salisburj i 
Sir Stephen Scroop,t, bcfitles a Clergie man 
Ot holy reucrencc; who,I cannot learne. 

North. Oh,bclike it is the Bifliop of Carhle. 

'Bull. Noble Lord, 

Goc to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Lares, and thus dcliucr: 

Henry Bullingbrooke vpon his knees doth kifle 
King Richards hand,and feuds nllcgcancc 
And true faith ot heart to his Rovall Perlon: hither come 
Euen at his feet,to lay my Armcs and Power, 
Prouided,that my Banifhment repeal’d. 

And Lands veftor’d againc,be freely gratmted: 

If not,IIe vfe th’aduantage of my Power, 

And lay the Summers dull with {bowers of blood, 
Rayn'd from the wounds of flaughter’d Engliflmien; 
The which,how farre off from the mind of HuUtngbrooke 
It is, (uch Crimfon rempeff {houlcl bedrench 
The frelb grcenc Lsp of fairc King Richards Land, 

My {looping dutic tenderly {ball Ibew. 

Goe fignifie as much,while here we march 
Vpon thcGra{Tie Carpet of this Plainer 
Let’s march without the noyl'e of threatning Drum, 

That from this Cables tatter d Battlements 
Our fairc Appointments any be well perus'd. 

Me chinkcs King Richard and my ielfc fhould meet 
Withno lefle terror then the Elements 
Of Fire and W3ter,when their thnndring fmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudieCheekes ofHcauen: 

Be he the fire,lie be the yeclding Water; 

The Rage be his.while on the Earth 1 raine 
My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 

March on,and marke King Richard how he lookes, 

Parle without, and an/were within : then a Flourifh. 
JLntes on theWalls,Richard,Carltle,Autuerle .Scroop 
Salisbury. ’ 

See,fee, King Richard doth himfelfc appcarc 
As doth the blufhing difeontented Sunnc, 

From out the fierie Portall of the Ealf, 

When he perceiues the enuious Clouds arc bent 
Todimmc his glory,and tobainethe traff 
Of his bright pafl'agc to the Occident. 

Torkz Yet lookes he like a King: behold his Eve 
(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Maiebie alack,alack,for woe. 

That any harme fhould baine fo faire a brew. 

Rich. Wee are amaz'd,and thus long haue we bood 
To watch the fcarcfull bending of thy knee, 

Bccaufc we thought our fclfe thy Iawfull King: 

And if we be,how dare thy ioyncs forget 
To pay their awfull dutie to our prefence ? 

If we be not,Ihew vs the Hand of God, 

That hath difmifs’d vs from cur Stcwardfhip, 

For well wee know,no Hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe die facred Handle of our Scepter, 

Vnlefle he doe prophane,beale,or vfurpe. 

And though you thinke,that all,as you haue done, 

Haue torne their Soules,by turning them from vs, 

And we arc barren, and bereft of Friends: 

Yet know,myMabcr,God Omnipotent,’ 

Is mubring in his Clouds, on out behalfe. 


Armies of Pebilcncc, and they bullbrik^ 

Your Children yet vnborne,and vnbeeor 
That lift your Vaflall Hands againb my Head 
And threat the Glory of my precious Onu Q * 

Tell 'Bullmgbrooke , for yond me thinkes he is 06 * 
That eucry bride he makes vpon my Land * 

Is dangerous Treafon: He is come to ope ’ 

The purple Tebament of bleeding Warrct 
But ere the Crowne he lookes for Jiue in p f a c , 
f en thoufand bloody crownesof Mother^ 

Sliall ill become the bower of England* f ace ° nne * 
Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Pea 

To Scarlet Indignation, and bedew Ce 

Her Pabors Grafie with faithfull Englifh Ri„ 4 

North. The King ofHcauen forbid our Lord .f „ 

Should fo with ciuill and vnciuill Armes 
Be ruba’d vpon: Thy thrice-nobleCoufin 
Harr J 'Buttingbroohe, doth humbly kiffe thv hmd 

And by the Honorable Tombe he fweares / ^ 

That bands vpon your Royall Grandfires Bones 
And by the Royalties of both your Elcod$ 
(Currents that fpring from one mob gracious h,,j\ 
And by the buried Hand of Warlike GW ^ d ) 
And by the Worth and Honor of himfelfc * 
Comprifing all that may be fworne,or laid’ 

His comming hither hath no further fcopc,’ 

Then for his Lineall Royalties,and to bcgc e 
Infranchiiement immediate on his knees: 

Which on rhy Royall partie graumed once, 

His glittering Armes he will commend to’Ruft 
His barbed Steedcs to Stables,and his heart ‘ 

To faithfull feruice of your Maiebie .• 

This fweares he,as he is a Princc,is iub. 

And as I am a Gentleman, I credit him* 
r ,. R i c J 3 - Northumberland, fay thus: The Ki n° retmte 
His Noble Coufin is right welcome hither, ’ 
Anti all the number of his fairc demands 
Shall be accomplibr’d without contradiction: 

With all the gracious vcterance thou hall, 

Spcake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 

We doe debate ourlclfe(Coufin)doe we not, 

To looke fo poorcly,artd to fpeake fo faire? 

Shall we call back Northumberland, and feud 
Defiance to the Tray tor.and fo die ? 

Aum. No.good my Lord,let’s fight with gentle word; 
Till time lend friends,and friends their hclpeful Sword: 

Rich. Oh God.oh God,that ere this tongue of mine, 
That layd the Sentence ofdread Banibiment 
On yond prowd man,fhould take it off againe 
With words of footh: Oh that I were as great 
As is my Griefc,or lefler then my Name, 

Or that I could forget what I haue beene, 

Or not remember wh3t I mub be now : 

Swell b thou prowd heart? He giue thee fcopetobeat, 
Since Foes haue icope to beat both thee and me. 

-Bum. Northumberland comes backe from Bulling 
brooke. 

Rich. What mub the King doe nowfmuft he fubmiti 
The King brail doe it: Mub he be depos’d i 
The King brail be contented: Mub he loofe 
The Name of King ? o’Gods Name let it goe. 

He giue nry Iewels for a fett of Beadcs, 

My gorgeous Pallace.for a Hermitage, 

My gay ApparrelI,for an Almes-mansGowne, 

My figur’d Goblets,for a Diflr of Wood, 

My Scepter,for a Palmers walking Staffe, 



SOL ZOl 90L 80L POL 0OL 201 LOL 00L 66 86 Z6 96 96 *6 06 26 L6 06 68 88 18 98 98 W 08 28 L8 08 6Z 8Z ZZ 9Z 9 L U ZL ZL U 0Z 69 89 Z9 99 99 W 09 29 19 09 69 89 Z8 99 99 W 09 29 19 09 6t 


I-1 


KIIA J -7 I 


The Life and'Death of Richardtb^Second. 


3 9 


- „ u-TAsTor a payre of carued Saints, 

My* 1 **’ Kingdotne.for a little Graue, 
*“ Ji r/ 1 SG»uc,.nobrc«r. Gr .uc. 

A ’1‘l‘ibe b.irycd in the Rings high-way, 

0rI wW of common Trade,where Subietf* feet 
S0tTl u««;relv trample on their Soueraignes Head; 

11 heart they tread now.whileft I liue; 
for on 1 y why not vpon my Head 

A y d bU * 'hou weep’ll (my tender-hearted Coufin) 
f 0 ule Weather with defpifed Teares: 
SeheJ 3 and they, Hrall lodge the Summer Come, 

» 3 make a Dearth in this reuoltnrg Land. 

,u 11 we olav the Wantons with our Woes, 

01 ) nake fome pretcic Match,with bredding Teafes ? 
fthus • to drop them bill vpon one place, 

Till they haue fretted vs a payre of Graues, 

Within the Earth: and therein lay’d.there lyes 
TVoKinfmen.digg’d their Graues with weeping Eyes? 
K not .his ilWoc well } Well,well,I lie 
I talkebut idly,and you mock at mcc. 

\loft mi°htie Prince,my Lord KorthnmherUnd^ 

What fayes King Bullingbrooke? Will his Maiefiic 
Gi uc Richard lcaue to liue 5 nll Richard dief 
You make a Legge,and c BuU*gbroo\^ fayes I. 

My Lord,in the bafe Court he doth attend 
fofpeake with you, may it plcafe you to come downe. 

Rich. Downe,downe I comejike glift’ring Phaeton, 
Wanting the manage ofvnruly Jades, 

In the bafe Court? bafe Coiirt,where Kings grow bafe. 
To come At Traytors Calls 3 and doe them Grace. 

In the bafe Court comedown: down Court, down King, 
Forni^hc-Owls {hrikc,where moutingLarks fliould fing. 
M/. What fayes his Maieftie ? 

North. Sorrow,and griefc of heart 
Makes him fpeake fondly,like a frantick man: 

Yet he is come. 

*BhIL Stand all apart. 

And /hew faire dutie to his Maieftie* 

My gracious Lord, 

Rich. Faire Coufin, 

Ycudebafe your Princely Knee, 

To make the bafe Earth prowd with killing it. 

Me rather had,my Heart might fcelc your Loue, 

Then my vnplcas’d Eye fee your Courtefie. 

YpCoufin^p, your Heart is vp,I know. 

Thus high at leaft^lthough your Knee be low. 

Bu!h My gracious Lord, I come but for mine 
owne. 

Rich . Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and 

all. 

Bull. So farre be mine,my mod redoubted Lord, 

As my true feruice fhall delerue your loue. 

Rich. Well you deferu'd : 

They well deferue to haue, 

That know the ftrong’ft, and furefi way to get. 

Vnckle giue me your Hand : nay,drie your Eyes, 

Teares fhew their Louc,but want their Remedies. 

Coufin,I am too young to be your Father, 

Though you arc old enough to be my Heire. 

What you will hauejle giue.and willing to, 

For doe we muft,what torce will haue vs doe. 

Set on towards London: 

Coufin, is it fo? 

Bull. Yca,my good Lord. 

Rich. Then Jmiift not fay, no. 

Flourifh • Exeunt. 


Seem Ouarta. 


Enter the Queene, and two Ladies . 

j^*.What fport fhall we deuife here in this Garden, 
To driue away the he3uie thought of Care ? 

La. Madame,wee’le play at Bowles. 
jO^.Twill make me thinke the World is tull of Rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas. 

La. Madame,weeTe Dance. 

£>u. My Legges can keepe no meafure in Delight, 
When my poorc Heart no meafure kcepcs in Griefc. 
Therefore no Dancing(GirIej fome ocher fport. 

La. Madame,weeTe tell Tales* 

Jgu. Of Sorrow, or of Gricfe ? 

La. Of eyther,Madame. 

Qu. Ofneythcr^3irIe. 

For if of loy,being altogether wanting. 

It doth remember me the more of Sorrow: 

Or if of Griefe,being altogether had, 

It addes more Sorrow to my want of loy: 

For what I haue,I need not to repeat; 

And what I want,it bootts not to complaine. 

La. Madamcjlefing. 

jQu’T is well that thou haft caufe : 

Bat thou fhould’ft plcafe me better,would’ft thou weepe. 
La. 1 could weepe,Madame, would it doe you good. 
<$u. And I could fing,would weeping doc me good. 
And ncucr borrow any Teare of thee. 

Enter a Gardiner y and two Servants. 

But ftay,here comes the Gardiners, 

Let’s ftep into the fhadowof thefeTrees. 

My wrecchcdneflc,vnto a Rowe of Pinnes, 

ThcyTe talke of Stare: for euery one doth fo, 

Againft a Change; Woe is fore-runne with Woe. 

Gard. Got binde thou vp yond dangling Apricock?* 
Which like vnruly Children,a)ake their Syve 
Scoupe with opprefTion of their prodigall weight: 

Giue fome fupporiance to the bending twigges. 

Goe thou,and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of too faft growing fprayes. 

That looke too loftie in our Common-wealth: 

Al! muft be eucn,in our Gouernmcnt. 

You thus imploy’d,! will goe root away 
The noyfome Wecdes,that without profit fucke 
TheSoyles fertilitie from wholefome flowers. 

Ser. Why fliould we,in the compafle of a Pale, 

Keepe Law and Forme,and due Proportion, 

Shewing as in a Modell ourfirme Eftate? 

When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land, 

Is full of Wcedes,her faireft Flowers choakt vp, • 

Her Fruit-trees all vopruin’d^her Hedges ruin’d. 

Her Knots diforder’d,3nd her wholefome Hearbcs 
Swarming with Caterpillcrs. 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fuffer*d this diforder’d Spring, 

Hath now himfelfc met with the Fall of Leafe# 

The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Lcaucs did fhcltcr. 
That feem*d,in eating him ; to hold him vp. 

Arc pull’d Vp, Root and all,by Bttllingbrookp ; 

I mcane,the Earle of Wilcfhirc ,BuJhie,Greene. 

d 5er.What» 
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5*r. What arc they dead? 

Gard. They are, 

And ‘Bullingbrook* hath feiz’d the waflcfull King. 

Oh, what pitty is it, that he had not fo trim’d 
Aaddrefthis Land,as we this Garden,at timeofyeare, 
And wound the Barke,thc skin of our Fruit-trees, 

Leaft being oucr-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfc? 

Hadhc done fo, to great and growing men. 

They might haue liu’d to beare, and he to taftc 
Their fruites of dutie. Superfluous branches 
We lop away,that bearing boughes may liue: 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 

Which wafle and idle houres,hath quite thrown downe* 
Ser . What thinkc you the King {hall be depos'd? 
Gar. Depreft he is already, and depos'd 
’Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night 
To a deere Friend of theDuke ofYorkes, 

That tell blackc tydmgs. 

^..Oh 1 am prefl to death through want of fpeaking: 
Thou old Adams hkeneffe, fet to dreffe this Garden : 
How dares thy harfh rude tongue found this vnpleafing 
What Eue? what Serpent hath fuggefted thee, (nevves 
To make a fecondfill ofeurfed man? 

Why dc»*ft thou fay, KjngT^cWdis depos’d, 

Dar’ft thou, thou little better thing then earth, 

Diuine his downfall ? Say,wherc,v\hen,and how 
Cam’ll thou by this ill-tydings ? Spcake thou wretch. 

Gard Pardon me Madam. Little ioyhauel 
To breath theie newes; yet what I fay,is true j 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Biill’ngbreoke y their Fortunes both are weigh'd : 

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And fome few Vanities, that make him light: 

B Jt in the Ballance of great B nllin "brook? t 
Bcfides himfelfe* are all the Englifli P cres. 

And with chat oddes he weighes K\ng Richard downe. 
Poftc you to London, and you*l findc it fo, 

I fpeake no more, then eucry one doth know. 

Nimble mifcbance,that art lo light offocte, 
Doth not thy EmbalTage belong to me ? 

And am I laft chat knowes it ? Oh thou think’ft 
To feruc me laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thy forrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe, 

To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 

What was 1 borne to this: that my fad looke, 

Should grace the T riumph of great Bullingbrookf. 
Gard’ner^for telling me this newes of woe, 

I would the Plants thou graft'd, may neurr grow. Exit. 

G Poore Queen, fo that thy State might be no worfe, 
I would my skill werefubieftto thy curfe: 

Heere did fhe drop a teare, beere in this place 
IlcfccaBankeofRew,fowre Herbc ofGracc: 

Rue, eu’n for ruth,heere fhortly fliall be feene, 

In the remembrance of a Weeping Queene.* Exit • 


ABusQuarttis . Scma'Brima. 


Cuter as to the Parliament , Budiugbreokf. -Aumerle, Nor - 
thumberland. Terete, Fitz, tVater Surrey,Car lilt,Abbot 
oflPcftmmfler. Hcrauld, Offtcers^nd Begot. 

Buttingbrooke. Call forth Begot. 


Now *Z?rf£#r 3 'freely fpeake thy minde. 

What thou do’tt know ofNoble Gloufters d 
Who wrought it with the King, aod who n ».r : 
The bloody Office of his Timelefle end P ^ 
Bag, Then fet before my face, the Lord ut 
Bui. Cofin,ftand forth,and lookevpon th 
Bag. My Lord Aumerle , I know your darm m * n ' 
Scornes to vnfay, what it hath once deliuefd ° t0n f> 
In that dead time, when Gloufters death was'nl 
I heard you fay. Is not my arme of length * ° tted » 
That reacheth from the reftfull EnglifhCourt 
As farre as Callis, to my Vnkles head. 

Amongft much other talke, that very time 
I heard you fay, that you had rather refafe* 

The offer ofan hundred rhoufand Crownes 
Then Bullingbrookes recurnc to England • aAAl* .. 

How bleft this Land would be,in this yo Ur r 

Aum Princes,and Noble Lords: 1115 dcat] 

What anfwer Ihall I make to this bafe man > 

Shall I fo much d.{honor my 'aite Starrcj 
On equall termes to giuc him chalticemen't ? 

Either I muft,or haue mine honor foyl'd 
With th’Attaindor of his fland’rous Lippes. 

There is my Gage, the manuall Seale of death 
That markes thee out for Hell. Thou lyeft, 

And will maintaine what thou haft fajd, is falf e 
In thy heart blood, though being all too bafe * 

To ftaine the temper ofmy Knightly fword. 

Bui. Bagot forbearc, thou (halt not takeitvp, 
Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the bell 
In all this prefence, that hath mou’d me fo. 

Fitz.. If that thy valour ftand on fympathize: 
There is my Gage, Aumerle. in Gage to thine j 
By that faireSunne,th3t fhewes me where thoulUnd'fl 
I heard thee fay (and vauntingly thou fpak'ft it) ’ 
That thou wer’t caufe of Noble Gloufters death. 

If thou denieft it, twenty times thou lyeft, 

And I will turne thy falftiood to thy hart 
Where it was forged with my Rapiers point. 

Aum. Thou dar ft not (Coward) liue to fi»e the day. 
Fitz.. Now by my Soule, I would it were this home, 
Aum. Fit water thou art damn’d to lull forthis. 
Per. Aumerle , thou lye’ft : his Honor is astrue 
In this Appeale, as thou art all vniuft: 

And thar thou art fo, there I throw my Gage 
To proue it on thee, to th’extreameft point 
Of mortall breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'ft, 

Aum. And if I do not, may my bonds rot off. 

And neuer brandifh more rcuengefull Steele, 

Ouer the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 

Surrey, My Lord Fitz,-water : 

I do remember well, the very time 
lAumerle, and you did talke. 

Fitz,, My Lord, 

’Tis very true: You were in prefence then, 

And you can witnefie with me, this is true. 

Surrey. As falfe, by heauen, 

As Heauenit lelfe is true. 

Fitz.. Surrey, thou Lyeft. 

Surrey. DifhonourableBoy; 

That Lye, (hall lie fo heauy on my Sword, 

That it (hall render Vengeance, and Rcuenge, 

Till thou the Lye-giuer, and that Lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull. 

In proofe whereof, there is mine Honors pawne. 
Engage it to the Triall, if thou dar’ft. 


iifilti 


BOB 
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i Mirx_i i 


The Life andT>eath ofRichardtbe Second . 


W 


Un w fimdlyd^ft thou fpurre a forward Horfe? 
jitzto-n kc orbreatbc.orliue. 

If 1 darc 'Jc surrey in a Wildernefle. 
lW* *' nrtt) |u,m whiieft I faylhe Lyes, 

^nd lp ItV P ,, there is my Bond of Faith, 

I'^tena to ffirme in this new World, 

Ml L is »uiltie of my true Appeale. 

1 heard the bamfli’d At# f*y» 

B f f lde , ’ 4 timerle didft fend two of thy men, 

ThJtth ? ie fhe1JobleDukcatCall,s. 

T °7 fC SotnehoneftChriftian truft me with aGage, 

J^M^^redoert^.dowoeihis, 
hr r/neal’d.totrie his Honor. 
lf S y Thefe P <hfferences (hall all reft vndet Gage, 

Till Molke be repeal’d : repeal’d he (hall be; 
iSfthough mineEnemie)rettor d againe 
r lhis Lands and Seignories: when hee’s return’d, 
l°?inrt Aumerle we will enforce his Tryall . 

That honorable day (hall-nc’re be feene. 

Many abmehath banilh’d AV/.%fought 
ForlefaChriiynglor.ousChnftianfield 

creamin' 7 the Enlignc of the Ch,riftian Crofle, 
in« black Pagans,Turjces,and Saracens: 

And toyl’d with workes of \V afre, retyr d himfclfe 

To Italy,there at Venice gauc 

His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure Soule vnto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnderwhofe Colours he had fought fo long. 

Bui Why Bifhop,is Norfelke dead ? 

Curl As fure as I liuc,my Lord. 

Bull. Sw£et peace condutft his fweet Soule 
To the Boiomc of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appcalants your differeces fhal all reft vndcr gage, 
Till wc alfigncyou to your dayes of Try all. 

Enter Torke. 

Torke. Great Duke of LancafterJ come to thee 
From plume-plnckt r Richard y who with willing Soule 
Adopts thee Heire,and his high Scepter yeelds 
To the poflTelfion of thy Royal] H?nd. 

Afcend hisThrone,defending now from him. 

And long liue Henry ,of that Name the Fourth. 

Tull. In Gods Name Jlc afcend the Regall Throne. 
Carl. Mary,Hcauenforbid. 

Worft in this Roy all Prefence may I fpeake, 
Yctbeftbefeeming me to fpeake the truth. 

Would God,that any in thisNoble Prcfencc 
Were enough Noble,to be vpright Iudge. 

OfNoble Richard: then true Nobleneflie would 
Lcarne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong* 
WhatSubieft can giue Sentence on his King f 
And who fits here^hat is not Richards Subieft i 
Thecues arc not iudg d,but they are by to heare^, 

Although apparant guilt be feene in them: 

And fhall the figure of Gods Maieftie, 

His Captaine,Steward,Deput!e cleft, 

AnoyntedjCrown'd,planted many yeere*. 

Be iadg'd by fubicft,and inferior breathe, 

And he himfelfe not prefent? Oh,forbid it,God, 

That in a Chrifti-an Climate.Soulcs refin'de 
Should (hew fo beynous,black,obfeene a deed. 

I fpeake to Subiefts,and a Subieft fpeakes, 

Stirr d vp by Heauen,thus boldly for his King, 

My Lord of Hereford here,whom you call King, 

Is a foiile T ray tor to prowd Herefords King. 

And if you Crowne him, let me, prophccic. 


The blood of Englifla (Ball manure the ground. 

And future Ages groane for his foule Aft. 

Peace fhall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace,tumultuous Warres 

Shall Kinne with Kinne,and Kinde with Kmdc confound. 

Diforder,Horror,Fcare,and Mutinie 
Shall here inhabite,and this Land be call d 
The field of Golgotha,and dead mem Saills. 

Oh,if you reare this Houfe,againft this Houfc r 
It will the wofulleft Diuifion proue. 

That euer fell vpon this curfed Earth. 

Preucnt it,refift it,and let it not befo, 

Leaft Child,Childs Children cry againft you/Vyoe., 
North. Well haue you argu’d Sir: and for y/oiupaincs, 
Of Capitall Treafon we arreft you here. 

My Lord of Wcftminfter,be it your charge. 

To keepe him fafcly,till his day of Tryall. 

M ay it pleafe you, tord$,to grant the Commons Suit ? 

€ BhU. Fetch hither %icbard,x\\zt in common view 
Hcmay furrender: fo we iBallproccedc 
Without fufpition. 

Torke. I will be his Conduft. Exi\ 

Thill* Lords,you that here are vnder our Arreft, 
Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of AnfweriA :> ? 
Little are we beholding to your Loue, 

And little look'd for at your helping Hands* 

Enter "Richard and Torke. 

Rich . Alack,why am 1 lent for to a King, 

Before I haue fihooke off the Regall thoughts > * 

Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet haue le3rn’d 
Tomfinuate^flatterjbowejand bend my Knee* 

Giue Sorrow Icaue a while,to tuturc me ;r 

To this fubmiffion. Yet I well remember 
The fauors of thefe men : were they not mine? 

Did they not fometime cry, All hayletome? 

didtoChrift : but heintweluey 
Found truth in all,but one; I,in twclue thoufand^none* 
God fauc the King: will no man fay, Amen ? 

Am I both Prieft.and Clarke? well then, Amen. 

God faue the King,although I be not hec : 

And yet Amen,if Heauen doe thinke him mec* 

To doe whac feruice, am I fenc for hither i 

Torke . To doe chat office ofthineowne good Will, 
Which tyred Maieftie did make thee offer: 

The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry Thtlltngbrooke. 

tf/c6.Giueme theCrown.Here Coufin/eize)’Crown ; 
Here Coufin,on this fide my Hand,on that fide thine* 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets,filling one another, 

The emptier euer dancing in the ayre. 

The other downe,vnfeene,and full of Water: 

That Bucket downe,and full of Teares am I, 

Drinking my Griefes,whirft you mount vp on higbJ 
Bull. 1 thought you had been willing to refigne# 

Rich.My Crowne I am,but ftill my Gricfcs are mine: 

You may my Glories and my State depofe. 

But not my Griefes; ftill am I King of thofe. 

Bull. P irt of your Cares you giue me with your Crowne. 
Rich. Your Cares fet vp,do not pluck my Cares downe* 
My Care,is Ioffe of Carc,by old Care done, 

Your Care,is gaine of Care,by new Care wonne: 

The Cares I giue,I haue, though giuen away, 

They 'tend the Crowne,yet ftill with me they ftay: 

Ball. Are you contented to refigncthe*Crowne? T 

d z Rich * I, 
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Rich. I,no; n6,I; for 1 tnuft nothing bee : 

Therefore no,no,for I refigne to thee. A 

Now, marke me how I will vndoe my felfe. 

I giue this heauie Weight from off my Head, 

And this vnwieMio Scepter from my Hand, 
iThe pride of Kindly (way From out my Heart. 
jWith mineowne TVarcsI walh away my Balnhe^- 1 

( With mine owneftaftdf 1 t giue awty my Crowne, 

With mine owhe Tongue denie my Sacred State, • 
( With mine owne BreathYdeafe all dutious Caches; ' v ' 3 • 
|All Pompe and M3icfU (f L<j 6 e fo frfwcave iy - ’• * "'w d 1 

I My Manors,Rents,fteaebtics,! forgoe * r tlr» 1 . 

My i9f*£Sr&ttitcs I lienie *' iin.I 

God'jQifdfctf ’tflfc wlfhwftfiat are hrske'tb tifee, A ’ f -‘Vl 

*Go # d keepe all Vowfc'i Vfibrokc arc made to thee. 

Make me,that nothmgh’iufe,with nothing grieu’d, 

And thou with all plea^d^that haft^Harchieu'd. 

: Ldri^ftnay’ft thou Hue in Richards Sfcat-to fit, | ^ v" * - 
■And fobnelye Richard iri an EarthiePit. 

*God faue King Henryy h-Kihg’d Richard fayes, 

[And fend him many yecres of Sunne-fhine dayes- 
| What more remaines ? 

I North* 3 No hiore :^but that you rende 

Thefe Acdufations, mdthefe grieuous Grymes, 
Committed by your Peirfon, and your followers, • 3 

Againft the StatCjahd Prbfic of this Land : 

That by confefifing them,thc Soules of men 
May deeme,that you are worthily depos'd. 

Rich, Muft I doc fo ? and mull I rauell out 
My weau’d-vp follyes ? Gentle Korthumberland , 

If thy Offences were vpon Record, 

Would it hot (frame thee,in fo faire a troupe, 
ToreadeaLe&uteof them ? If thou Woukfft, 

There fhould’ft thou finde orte heynous Article, 
Contayning the depofing of a King, 

And cracking the ftrong Warrant of an Oath, 

Mark’d vyitfi a Blot,damn'd in the Booke of Hcauen. 
Nay, s all of you,:hat Band and looke vpon me, 

WhiTft that my wretchedncffe doth bait my felfe. 
Though fame of youjWith ?\Ute } wafh your hands. 
Shewing an outward pittic: yet you Pilates 
Haue here'deliuer'd me torriy fo wrcCroffe, 

And,W^tcr cannot wafh away your finne. 

North. My Lord difpatch,reacje o’re thefe Articles. 
Rich . Mine Eyes are full of TearesJ cannot fee: 

And yet fait-Water biindes them not fomuch. 

But they can fee a fort of T ray tors hero. 

Nay,if I rurne mine Eyes vpon my felfe, 

I finde my felfe a Traycor with the reft: 

Fori hauegiudn here my Sbifles confent, 

T’vndeck thepompous Body of a King- 
Made Glory bafe; a Soucraigntie,a Slaue; 

Trowd Maicftie,aSubie£V; State,aPefant. 

North • My Lord. 

Rich, No Lord of thine/chou haught-infultingman; 
No,nor rid ntihs Lord : I bane no Name,no Title; 

No,not thatNaifiC vvas* giuen me at the Font, 

:Buc Yis vfurpt r njack the heauie day, 

That I haue v*tnne fo many Winters out, 

.And know not no w, what Name to call my felfe# 

:’Oh,t!m T were a Mockerie, King of Snow, 

Standing before the Sunne of *BHllingbrodkc y 
To melt my felfe away in Water-drops. 

Good King,gfeat King, and yet not greatly good, 

And if my word be Sterling yet in England, 

Let it command a Mirror hither ftraight. 


That it may (hew me what a Face I hat& > T 
Since it is Bankrupt of his Maieftie.^ 

'Bull. Goe fomc of you,and fetch a Looking 2 
North .Read o’re this Paper,while « Gkff. f . Iaff « 

T?i~L __ 7 ldlie UOth^r 


i?/^.Fiend,thou torments me,ere I come t hN 1 
BuH.V rge it no more.my LordWiwW^,’ 1 - 


North.The Commonswill not then r 

Rich .They (hall be facisfy’d: lie reade en*5* 
When I doe tee the very Booke indeede, ; 

Where all my linnes are writ,and that’s m v fet* 

Enter out witha Gttffr,>■yt* ' 

Gittc m«hatGlafle,and therein will ^?° 

No deeper wtinckleSJyetP hath Sorrow’flrn^i 
So many Blowesvport tHis Face of4ine ’• ? ” 5f ! 

And mjrdetlodeeper Wounds?Oh 

Like to myfollowers lnpfofperitie, y b 

Thou do’ft beguile me.-Was thisFace^he Far 

Thateueiyiday,yndei:his'Hoiife.h61d'R66fe . 

Did kcepctenthoulaflclmen? WflsfhistheFice ’i 
That like the Sunnejdid rilake belioldttt winke /.>'' 
Is this the Face,which fac’d fo many folIy CJ 
That was at laft out-fac’d by Bullhgbrooke} 

A brittle Glory fhineth in this Face, 

As brittle as theGlory,is die Face, 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred Uiiuer* 

Marke Client King, the Moral! of this fpotf,* 

How foone my Sorrow hath deftroy’d my Face 
Bull. The fiiadtw of ymir Sorrow hath deflrov'd 
The fhadow of your Face. ■ 

Rich. Say that againc.; 

The fliadow of my Sdtrow : ha,let’s fee, 

’Tis very true, my Giiefe lyes all within,! 

And thefe external! manher of f.amems, 

Are meerely (badowcSjto thevnfeeneGriefc. 

That fwells with fiknceiii thetortirf’dSohle. ' 
There lyes the fubfiance f'Trid 1 thanke thee Ring 
For thy great bountie,that not onely gnr’ft : 6 . 

Mecauic to wayle, butteacheft me the way 
Howto lament the cauic. He begge one Boone, 

And then be gone,arid'ti&uble you no more, 
Shalllobt'aineit? vor ' 

Bull. Nameit,f3ircCcuiTn, ' ; 

BJcb. Faire Coufin ? I am gicater then a King? 

For when I was a King,my flatterers ( 

Were then but fubietb; being now a fiibieft, 

I haue a King here to my flatterer*. 

Being fo grcat,I haue no neede tobegge. 

Bull. Yetaske. 

Rich. And (ball I haiie i 
Bull. You fhall. 

Rich. Then giue me leaue to goe. 

Bui. Whither? •' ’* 

Rich. Whither you will,fo I were from your fights. 
Bull. Goe fome of you,conuey him td'tHrTower, 
Rich. Oh good: conuey: Cdnueyers are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Bull. On Wcdnefday next,vve folemnly fet dovrne 
Our Coronation: Lords,prepare your fchtei, Sxctu 

Jlbbot.h. wofull Pageant haue wc here beheld. 

Carl .The Woes to come,the Children yet vnborne, 
Shall feele this day as fharpe to them as Thorne. 

tsfum. You holy Clergie-men, is there no Plot 
To rid the Realhie of this pernicious Blot. 

esibbot. Before 1 freely fpeake myminde herein, 
You fhall not onely take tlie Sacrament, 

To bury mine intents,but alfo to effefi 


Wh 
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~I i Mir\_i ■? 


ephe Life andDeath of Richard the Se conde 



I fce 0 f Sorrow, and your Eyes of Teares. 
Se home with me to S upper,lie lay a Plot ^ 
dull ftiewv9 all a merry ay. 


P. YPflUtt 


ABus Quintus . Seem Trima. 


Enter Queene ,and Ladies. 

0 This way the King will come: this is the way 
folttliiu Cafars ill-erceled Tower: 

To whole flint Bofome.my condemned Lord 
i t doom’d a Prifoner.by prowd Bulliugbrooke. 

Here let vs reft,if this rebcliious Earth 
ume any refting for her ttue Kings Queene. 
n ‘ Enter Richard, and Cjuard. 

Rut foft,but fee, or rather doe not fee, 

My f a i re Role wither: yet iooke vp; behold, 

That you in pittie may difiolue to dew, 

And walk him frefh againe vvitn truc-loue Teares. 

All thou,the Modell where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou Mappe of Honor, thou King Richards Tombe, 

And not King Richard: thou mod beauteous Inne, 

Why fliould hard-fauor’d Griefe be lodg’d in thee, 

When Triumph is become an Ale-houfcGuelL 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe,faire Woman, do not fo, 
To make my end too fudden: learne good Soule, 
TothinkeourformerStatea happie Dreamc, 

From which awak’d,the truth oi what we are, 

Shcwes vs but this. I am fworne Brothcr(Sweet) 

TogrimNeceflitie; andheeand I 

Wifi keepe a League till Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloy fter thee in fome Religious Houfe: 

Out holy liues mild winne a new Worlds Crowne, 

Which cur prophane heures here haue ftricken downe. 

£u. What,b my Richard both in fhape and minde 
Transform’d,and weaken’d i Hath Bullwgbroobe 
Depos’d thine Intellect ? hath h t beene in thy Heart ? 

The Lyon dying,thrulteth forth his Paw, 

Andvvounds the Earth,if nothing elfe,with rage 
Tobeo rc-powr’d : and wilt thou.Pupill-likc, 

Take thy Correftion mildly, kilTe the Rodde, 

And fawne on Rage with bafe Humilitie, 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Bcafts ? 

Rich. A King of Bcafts indeed: if aught but Beads, 

I had beene ftilla happy King of Men. 

Good(fomecimc Qiaeene)prepare thee hence for France: 
Thinke I am dead,and that cuen here thou tak’ft. 

As from my Death-bed,my laft liuing leaue. 

In Winters tedious Nights (it by the fire 
Withgood old folkes, and let them tell theeTales 
Of wofull Ages,long agoe betide : 

And ere thou bid good-night,to quit their griefe. 

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me. 

And lend the hearers weeping to their Beds: 

■ sr why? the fenceleffe Brands will fympatliize 
The heauie accent of thy moiling Tonguc. 

And in cotnpaflion,weepc the fire out: 

And fotr e will mourne in afhes.fomc coale-black, 
ror the depofing of a rightful! King. 

Enter Northumberland. 

1 -My kord,themind of Bnllingf rocke is clnngH, 


You mult to Pomfret,not vnto the Tower. 

And Madame,there is order ta’nc for you: 

With all fwift fpecd,you muft away to France. 

Rich. Northumberland, thoa Ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting Bullingbrooke afeends my Throne, 

The time fhall not be many houres of age, 

More then it is,ere foule finne, gathering head. 

Shall breake into corruption: thou ftialt thinke, 

Though he diuide the Realme,and giue thee halfe. 

It is too little,helping him to all i 

He flwll thinke, that thou which know’ft the way 

To plant vnrightfull Kings,wilt know againe. 

Being ne’re fo little vrg’d another way. 

To pluck him headlong from the vfurped Throne. 

The Loue of wicked friends conuerts to Feare; 

That Feare,to Hate; and Hate turnes one,or both. 

To worthicDangcr,and deferued Death. 

North. My guilt be on my Head,and there an end: 
Take leaue,and parc,for you muft part forthwith. 

Rich. Doubly diuorc’d?(bad men)ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage j’twixt my Crowne,and me. 

And then betwixt me,and my marryed Wife. 

Let me vn-kifl’e the Oath ’twixt thee,and me; 

And yet not fo.for with a KilTe’twas made. 

Part vs,Northumberland: I,towards the North, 

Where fhiuering Cold and Sickncfle pines the Clyrae: 
My Queene to France: from whence,fet forth in pompe, 
She came adorned hither like fweet May; 

Sent back like HollowmaSjOr fhort’ft of day. 

JOLt. And muft we be diuided ? muft we part ? 

Rich. I,hand from hand(my Louc)and heart frS heart. 
Qu,. Banifh vs both,and fpnd the King with me. 
North. That were fome Loue,but little Pollicy, 

£lu. Then whither he goes,thither let me goe. 

Rich .So two together wceping,makeone Woe. 
Weepc thou for me in France; I,for thee heere: 

Better farre off, then neere,be ne’re the ncere. 

Goe,count thy Way with Sighes; I,minewithGroanes. 
So iongeft Way fhall haue the longcft Moancs. 
Bjch.1 wicc for one ftep lie groane,^ Way being fhort, 
j And peece the Way out with a heauie heart, 
j Come,come,in wooing Sorrow let’s be briefe. 

Since wedding it,there is fuch length in Griefe: 

^ One KilTe (hall ftop our mouthes, and dumbely part; 

1 Thus giue I mine,and thus take I thy heart. 

Qu. Giue me mine owne againeftwere no good part. 
To take on me to keepe,and kill thy heart. 

So,now I haue mine owne againe,be gone. 

That I may ftriue ro kill it with agroane. 

Rich .We make Woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more adieu; the reft,let Sorrow fay. Exeunt. 


Sccena Secunda* 


Lntcr Torkc,axd his DHchejfc. 

DucheMy Lord,yem told me you would tell the reft, 
When weeping made you breake the ftory off. 

Of our two Couiins comming into London* 

Torkc. Where did I leaue? 

Duche Ac that fad ftoppe^y Lord, 

Where rude mif-gouern’d hands, from Windowes tops. 
Threw dufc and tubbifh on King Richards head# 

d j Ttfrj^.Then 


















































































4^ The Life and Death of Richard the Second . 

Then,as I faidjthcDuke,great 'Bvllingbrooke* Boy, let me fee the Writing. 


Torke. Then,as I faid, thcDuke,great 'BttUingbrookc, 
Mounted vpon a hot and fierie Steed, 

Which his alpiring Rider teem’d to know, 

With flow, but (lately pace, kept on his courfe: 

While all tongues cridc, God faue thee Ballingbrooke. 

You would bane thought the very windowes fpakc. 

So many greedy lookes ofyong and old, 

Through Calemcnts darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his village; and that all the walles. 

With painted Imagery had faid at once, 

Iclu preferue thee,wclcom Bullingbrooke. 

Whil'ft he, from one fide to the other turning. 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds nccke, 
Befpake them thus: I chanke you Countrimen: 

And thus flill doing, thus he pafl along. 

Dutch. Alas poore Richard ,where rides he the whilft? 

Torke . As in a Theater, the eyes of men 
After a well grac’d Aftor leaues the Stage, 

Arc idlely bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 

Eucn fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did fcowle on "Richard i no man cride, God faue him: 

No ioyfull tongue gauc him his welcome home. 

But duft was throwne vpon his Sacred head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fliooke off, 

His face fttll combating with tcares and fmilcs 
(The badges of his greefe and patience) 

That had not God (for fome ftrong purpofe) Reel’d 
The hearts of men, they muft perforce haue melted, 

And Barbaritme it fclfe haue pittied him. 

But hcauen hath a hand in thefe euents, 

To whofehigh will we bound our ealme contcntSo 
To 'Bulltngbrooke, arc we fworne Subiefts now, 

Whofe State,and Honor, I for aye allow. 

Enter Numeric. 

Dut. Hcerc comes my Conne Aumerle. 

Tor . Aumerle t h a t w a s, 

But that is loft, for being Richards Friend, 

And Madam, you mult call him Jutland a ow: 

I am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 

And.laftiug fealtie to the new-made King. 

Dtit . Welcome my fonne : who are the Violets now, 
That ftrew the grcenc lap of the new come Spring 

Anns. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not, 
God knowes, 1 had as liefc be none,as one. 

Torke. Well* beareyou well in this new-fpring of time 
Leaft you be cropt before you come to piir 
What newes from Qxford?Hold thole lulls & Triumphs? 

Aum. For ought I know my Lord,they do. 

Torke. You will be there I know. 

Aum. If God preuent not, f ptrpofc fo. 

Tor. What Seale is that that ha lgs without thy bofom? 
Yea, look’ll thou pale? Let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. My Lord/tisnothing. 

Torke. No matter then who lees it, 

I will be fatisfied, let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. I do befeech ynur Grace topardon me. 

It is a matter of (mall confequence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not haue fccne. 

Torke ♦ Which for fome reafons fir,I mcane to lee: 

I feare, I feare. 

Dtit. What ftiould you feare? 

’Tis nothing but fome bonds that he is enter'd into 
For gay apparrell,againft the Triumph. 

Torke. Bound to himfelfc? What doth he with a Bond 
That he is bound to ? Wife,thou art a foole. 


ynatflv 


evv ir, 


Boy, let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. I do befeech you pardon me,I 
Tor. I will be fathficdrlet mefee it I f av * -h, 

Treafon,fouleTreafon,Villaine,Traitor s]’ au ****** 
Dut. What*s the matter, my Lord? * UC% 

Torke. Hoa, who’s within there? Saddlem l 
H eauen for his mercy : what treachery is hce / h ° r k 
Dut. Why,whatis’cmyLord? rC ‘ 

Torke. Giue me my boots, I fay: Saddle mvK r 

Now by my Honor, my life, my troth, ' hor fc s 

I will appeach the Vlllaine. 

Dtit . What is the matter? 

Torke. Peace foohfli Woman. 

7)ut. I will not peace. What is the matter S 
T f um - Good Mother be content, it is no „ 10rc ° nnc? 
Then my pcore life mufl anfwer. 

Dtit. Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant with Boots. 

Ter. Bring me my Boots, I will vnto’theKint* 

T>ut. Strikehinj Aumerle. Poorebov 
Hence Villaine, neuermore come in my fight amazd) 
Tor. Giue me my Boots,I fay. ® * 

Dut. Why Yorke, what wilt thoudo? 

Wilt thou not hide the Trefpaflc of thine ov ne > 

Haue we more Sonnet? Or arc we like to h a ue ? 

Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time? 

And wilt thou pluckc my faire Sonne from mine Ape 
And rob me of a happy Mother* name ? " ’ 

Is he not like thee? Is he not thine ownc? 

Tor. Thou fond mad woman : 

Wilt thou conceale this darke Confpiracy? 

A dozen of them hecr haue tane the Sacrament 
And interchangeably fet downe their hands * 

To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dut. He fhall be none: 

Wee'l keepe him heerc : then what is that to him? 

Tor. A way fond woman: were hec twenty times ray 
Son, I would appcach him. ; 

Dut. Hadft thou groan’d for him as I haue done 
Thou wouldeft be more pittifull: 

But now 1 know thy roinde} thou do’ft fufpe& 

That I haue bene difloyall to thy bed. 

And thot he is a Ballard, not thy Sonne: 

Sweet Yorke, fweec husband, be not ofthatminde: 

He is as like thee,as a man may bee. 

Not like to me, nor any of my Kin, 

And yet I loue him. 

Torke. Make way, vnruly Woman. Exit 

Dut. After Aumerle. Mount thee vpon his horfe, 
Spurrc poll, and get before him to the King, 

And begge thy pardon, ere he do accufe thee, 

He not be long behind : though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fall as Yorke: 

Andneuer will Irife vp from the ground, 

Till Bulltngbrooke haue pardon’d thee: Away be gone.Exif 

Scma Tertia. 


Enter Bullingbrtoke, Perci(,a»d other Loris. 
Bui. Can no man tell of my vnthriftic Sonne? 
'Tisfull threemonthes fince 1 did fee himlaft* 

If any plague hang ouer v s, ’cis he, 

I would to heanen( my Lords)hc might be found: 
Enquire at London,’mongft the Tauernes there: 


For 
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£ d ° th freqUCnt ’ 

" -‘drained looie Companions, 

VVTth v ^ aj ^ and jn narrow Lanes, 

Euc , n ‘‘ b our Watch, and beate our paflengers, 
vh u,; v ong wanton, and effeminate Boy 

jodifTohi fome twodayes fince I faw the Prince, 

. frl'lfi him of thefe Triumphes held at Oxford. 

Kd And what faid theGallant? 
p t r His anfwer was: he would vnto the Stcwes, 
d from the common’ll creature plucke a Glouc 
‘;"i we are it as a fauour, and with that 
if would vnhorfe the luftieft Challenger. 

0 As diffolute as dclp’rate, yet through both, 

I f t e fome fparkes of better hope .• which elder dayes 
Mav happily bring forth. But who comes hecre ? 

' Snter Aumerle. 

Am. Where is the King? 

•Bui. What meanes our Cofin, that lice flares 
And lookes fo vvildely ? 

jirn.G od faue your Gracc.l do befccch your Maicffy 
T 0 haue fome conference with your Grace alone. 

‘ 0 Withdraw your fclues.andleaue vs here alone: 
\yhat is the matter with our Cofin now ? 

Jam. For euer may my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue dcaue to my roofe within my mouth, 

Vnletfes Pardon, ere 1 rife.or fpcake. 

"Bui. Intended, or committed was chi* fault ? 

Ifon the full, how heynous ere it bee, 
fo win thy after loue, I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then giue meleauc,that I may turnethekey, 
That no man enter, till my tale me done. 

Bui. Haue thy defire. Torkewithiu. 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy fclfe. 

Thou haft a Traitor in thy prefence there. 

Bui. Villaine, He make thee fare, 

Aum. Stay thy reuengefull hand, thou haft no caufe 
to feare. 

Torke. Open the doore, lecure foole-hardy King: 

Shall 1 for loue fpeake treafon to thy face? 

Open the doore, or I will breake it open. 

Enter Torke. 

Bui. What is the matter (Vnklc)fpeak,recoucr breath 
Tell vs how neere is danger. 

That we may armevs to encounter it. 

Tor. Perufe this writing hcere,and thou (halt know 
Thereafon that my bafte forbids me fhow. 

Aum. Remember as thou read’ft, thy promife paft : 

Ido repent me, reade not my name there. 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tor. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe. 

I tore it from the Traitors bofome.King. 

Feare, and not Loue, begets his penitence ; 

Forget to pitty him, leaft thy pitty proue 
A Serpcnt.thac will fling thee to the heart. 

Bui. Oh heinous,ftrong and bold Confpiracie, 

0 loyal! Father of a treacherous Sonne: 

Thou fheere, immaculate,and fiiuer fountainc, 
torn whence this ftreame, through muddy paflages 
Hath had his current, and defil’d himfelfe. 

Th y ouerflow of good, conuerts to bad. 

And thy abundant goodneffe fhall excufe 
his deadly blot,in thy digreffing fonne. 

a a ’u ' 01311 m y Vcrtue bchis Vi «s bawd, 

And he fliall fpend mine Honour,with his Shame j 


A* thrifilefle Sonnes, their feraping Fathers Gold, 

Mine honor hues, when his difhonor dies. 

Or my ftiarn’d life, in his difhonor lies : 

Thou kill’ft me in his life, giumg him breath, 

The Traitor Hues, the true man s put to death. 

Dutchejfe within. 

Dut. What hoa(my Liege)for heauens fake let me in. 
Bui. What fbrill-voic’d Suppliant,makes this eager cry ? 

Dut, A woman, and chine Aunt (great King) ’cis I. 
Spcake with roe, pitty me, open the dore, 

A Begger begs, that ncucr begg’d before. 

' Bui . Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing. 

And now chang’d to the Begger,and the King. 

My dangerous Colin, letyour Mother in, 

I know llie’s come, to pray for your foule fin. 

Torke. If thou do pardon, wholoeuer pray. 

More finnes for this forgiu'cnefre,profper may. 

This fefter’d ioynt cut off, the reft refit found. 

This let 3lone,wiII all the reft confound. 

Enter Dutchejfe. 

Dut. OKing,belccuenotthishard-hearredman, 
Loue, louing not it fclfe, none other can. 

Tor. Thou franticke woman, wh3t doft y make here. 
Shall thy old dugges, once more a Trai tor reare ? 

c Drt. Sweet Yorke be patienr,heare m.‘ gentle Liege. 
"Bui. Rife vp good Aunt. 

Dut. Not yet, I thee befeech. 

For euer will 1 kneele vpon my knees. 

And neuer fee day, that the happy fees, 

Till thou giue ioy . vntill thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgreflingBoy. 

Alnm. Vnto my mothers prayres, I bend my knee. 
Torke. Againft them both,my ttueioynts bended be. 
Dut. Pleadcs he in earneft? Looke vpon his Face, 

His eyes do drop no teares: his prayres are in ieft: 

His words come from his mouth, ours from our breft. 

He prayes but faint!y,and would be denide, 

We pray with hcarc, and foule,and all befide : 

His weary ioynts would gladly rife, I know, 

Our knees fhall kneele, till to the ground they grow: 

H t prayers are full of falfc bypocrifie. 

Ours of true zeale, and deepe integritie: 

Our prayers do out.pray his,then let them haue 
That mercy,which true prayers ought to haue. 

Bui. Good Aunt Hand vp. 

Dut. Nay, do not fay ftand vpi 
But Pardon firft, and afterwards ftand vp. 

And ifl were thy Nurfe,thy tongue to teach. 

Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpeach. 

I neuer long’d to heare a word till now : 

Say Pardon (King,)lec pitty teach thee how. 

The w'ord is fhort i but not fo fhort as fweet. 

No word like Par don,for Kings mouth’s fomect. 

Torke. Spcake it in French(King)fay Pardors'nemoy. 
Dut. Doft thou teach pardon. Pardon-to deftroy ? 

Ah my fo w re husband,my hard-hearted Lord, 

That let’s the word it fclfe.againft the word. 

Speakc Pardons ’tis currant in our Land, 

The chopping French we do not vnderftand. 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fee thy tongue there. 

Or in thy pitreous heart, plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing how our plaints and prayres do pearce, 

Pitty may mouc thee. Pardon to rehcarfe. 

Bui. Good Aunt,ftand vp, 

Dut. I do not fue to ftand. 

Pardon is all the fuitc I haue in hand. 

Bui. 
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Bui. I pardon him, as heaucn (hall pardon tree. 

Dut. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee: 

Yet am I fickc for feare: Speake it againe. 

Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twainc, 

But makes one pardon ftrong. 

Bui. I pardon him with all my hart. 

Dut. A God on earth thou art. 

Bui. But for our trufty brother-in-Law,the Abbot, 
With all the reft of that conforted crew, 

Deftru&ion ftraight fhall dogge them at the hcclcs: 
Good Vncklc helpe to order feuerall powres 
To Oxford,or where ere thefc Traitors are : 

They {hall not liue within this world I fwearc. 

But I will haue them, if I once know where. 

Vncklc farewell, and Cofin adieu: 

Your mother well hath praid,and proue you true. 

Dut .Come my old fon,I pray heduen make thee new. 

Exeunt. 

Cuter Ex ton and Struants. 

Ext. Didft thou not marke the King what words hee 
fpake ? 

Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing feare: 

Was it not fo? 

Ser. Thofe were his very words. 

Ex* Haue I no Friend?(quoth hc:)he fpake it twice. 
And vrg’d it twice together, did he not ? 

Ser. He did. 

Ex. And fpcaking it, he wiftly look’d on me. 

As wholhould fay, I would thou wer’t the man 
That would diuorce this terror from my heart. 

Meaning the King at Pomfret: Come, let’s goe; 

I am the Kings Friend,and will rid his Foe. Exit. 


Sc ana Quart a. 


Enter Richard. 

Rich. 1 haue bin ftudying, how to compare 
This Prifon where I liue, vnto the World : 

And for becaufe the world is populous. 

And hcere is not a Creature, but my felfc,: 

I cannot do it: yet lie hammer’t out. 

My Braine, lie proue the Female to my Soule, 

My Soule, the Father: and thefe two beget 
A generation of ftill breeding Thoughts; 

And thefe fame Thoughts, people this Little World 
In humors, like the people of this world, 

For no thought is contented. The better fort. 

As thoughts of things Diuine, are intermixt 

With fcruples,and do fet the Faith it felfc 

Againft the Faith :as thus: Come litle ones:& then again, 

It is as hard to come, as for a Camell 

To thred the pofterne of a Needles eye. 

Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Vnlikcly wonders 5 how thefe vaine wcake nailes 
May teare a paflage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles: 

And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride. 

Thoughts tending to Content,flatter thcmfclues. 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaues. 

Nor fhall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes, refuge their flume 
That many haue, and others muft fit there; 

And in this Th ought, they findc a kind of cafe r 


Bearing their owne misfortune on the backT 
Of fuch as haue before indur’d the like. 

Thus pi ay I in one Prifon, many people 
And none contented. Sometimes am 1 Kino. 
ThcnTrcafon makes me wi(h my felfeaBco ’ 
And fo I am. Then cruflsing penurie, 
Perfwades me, I was better when a Kino • 

TU.__:_J t ..O' 



Nor I,norany man, that but man is * “ Ul> 

With noching fliall be pleas’d, till h e be eas’d 
With being nothing. Muficke do I heare? 

Ha, ha? keepe rime: How fowre fweet M u fi c k e • 
When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept ? ^ 

So is it in the Muficke of mens liucs: * 

And hfcere haue I the daintinefle of care,' 

To heare time broke in a diforder’d firing : 

But for the Concord of my State and Time 
Had nor. an eareto heare my true Time broke 

I wafted Time, and now doth Time wafte me • 

For now hath Time made me his numbrin° clo C k e . 
My Thoughts.are minutes; and with Sighes they L 
Their watches on vnto mine eyes,the outward Wati 
Whereto my finger, like a Dialls point, 

Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from tearcs. 

Now fir, the found thaitels whathoureitis, 

Are clamorous groanes, that ftrike vpon my heart 

Which is the bell: fo Sighes,and Tearcs,and Grones 
Shew Minutes,Houres,andTimes : but my Time * 

Runs poafting on, in TSttllingbrookes proud ioy, 
While I ft and fooling hecre, his iacke o’th’Clockc, 
This Muficke mads me, let it found no more, 

For though it haue holpc madmen to their wits 
In me it leemes, it will mal c wife-men mad: * 

Yet blelTingon hisheart that giues it me; 

For‘tis a figne ofloue. and Ioue to Richard^ 

Is aftrangc Brooch, in this all-hating world. 

Enter Groome . 

Groo . Haile Royall prince. 

Rich. Thankes Noble Pcere, 

The cheapeft of vs, is ten groates too deere. 

What art thou ? And how com’ft thou hither? 

Where no man euer comes,but that fad dogge 
That brings me food, to make misfortune liue ? 

Groo . I was a poore Groome of thy Stable (King) 
When thou wer’c King .who trauelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length haue gotten Ieaue 
To looke vpon my(fometimes Royall) matters face. 

O how it yern’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftrects, that Coronation d3y. 

When TSullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbary, 

That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid, 

That horfc, that I fo carefully haue dreft# 

Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me gentle Friend, 
How went he vnder him ? 

Groo. So proudly,as if he had difdain’d the ground. 
Rich. So proud, that TSullingbrooke was on his backs j 
That lade hath eate bread from my Royall hand# 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ftumble? Would be not fall downe 
(Since Pride muft haue a fall) and breake the nccke 
Of that proud man, tfiae did vfurpe his backe ? 
Forgiuenefle horfc : Why do I raile on thee. 

Since thou created to be aw’d by man 
Was'c borne to beare? I was not made a horfe, 

Anc 
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Keep. 
R^ch. 
Groo. 



. .. JPa?W 

pahcnccisftalc.andlamwcaty^ 

Keep. Hclpc, helpe,hclpc. . • . 

__ -fyrer ExtvnuniS ermnts. 

HoVV now?what meanes Death in this rude affiajt? 
thine owne hand yeelds thydcatlis inftrumem:, 

Hathtuh^he.KihgVbloo^ftain’dthe Kings own laml. 
Mount, mount my (oule, thy icace 15 vp on high, 

Whil ftrevgroffc fleffi finkes^ownward.heete to dye. 
e \x!o»■ "As fullof V; 1 !or, a? ofRoyall blood, 

Both haue I fpifc : Oh would the dce^. wre good, 

: 'Pot how the diuell, that toldme I dm well, 

: Saves. that.tWs deede is chronicled in hell. 

This dead King to the liuing King lie beare. 

Take brace the reft, and giue them buriall hecre. Exit. 


Serna Quinta. 


ploHrifh. Enter Bullinghrookf,York$ t mth 
other Lords attendants. 

L:d. KincleVnkle Yorke, the latett newes we heare, 
Istba t the Rebels haue confum’d with ,fire ; 
OurTiivvneofCiccter inGloucefterfliire, 

But whe'ther they be tane or flaine, we heare nor. 

Enter Northumberland, 

Welcornymy Lord : What is the newes ? 

Nor '. Firnt°thy Sacred State, wifh I all happinefle: 
The pext newO* is, I haue to London fent 
The heads of Sudshury Spencer fBlmt^od Kent :_ 


The manner of their taking may appearc 
At laege dilequrfed in. cbispaper hecre ■ 


London, 


iT'A 


t lacgedifeourfediftthispaper hecre.... , . 

But.Wc thank thee gentle Percy for thy pail 
And to thy ^yo"r6K:WilJ addc right yy^by gair.o. 

' ' Enter hitz..water^^^^A 

Lord^LESticfrofta 0xfbtiir«dt N t^ L< 

The heads of Broccai^iad Sir Bennet Seely, 

T wo of the dangerdulcon^brted Trattors, 

Thatlbyght-at Oxford, thy dirccmefthroS^.: v 
Bui. Thy paines ph^waters flfall ffot be forgot. 

Right Noble is thy merit, well I woe. 

i . "T r? ~ Er.{er.Vefff^ Carlite ’ ; 

Per. The grand Confpirator, Abbot of Weftminfter, 
With clog ofCorifcience, and fowre Mclancholly, 

Hath ycefded vp his body to the graue : 

But hecre dr Grr/z/e, lruirrg to abide 

Thy Kingly doom?,and fentence of his pride. 

Bui. 'Carlite, this is your doome : 

Choole out fome fecret place, foroe reuerend roome 

More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy iifet- • 

So as thomliifft.ii) peace, dye free fromflrife: 

For though mine enemy, thou haft cueifbecne. 

High fparkes of Honor in thee haue I feene. 

Enter Exton with a Coffin. 

Exton.. Great King, within this Coffin I prelcnc , 

Thy buried feare. Heerein all brcathleffe lies 

The mightieft ofthy greateft enemies 

Richard ofButdeaux, by-me hither brought. i i. .£ . 

'Bui. Exton 1 1 thanke thee net. For thou haft wrought 
A’dccdc of Slaughter, with thy fatall hand, 

Vpon rny head, and all this famous Land,, 


/ 


- - -vs* - 

Nor do I thee: thoogh I did wiflh him dea d ? 

I hate the Murtberer, lone him murthered. 

The guilt ofconfciencc take thou for thy labour, * 
But neither my good word, nor Princely fiuptif. 
With £atne. go yvander through the (bade of nighty 
And neuer iLew thy head by day, nor light. 

Lords, I proteftmy fouje is fullofwoe, T 

That blood fhould fprinklc me, to make me grow# 
Come mourne with me, for that I do lament. 

And putonfullenBlackc incontinent: 

He make a voyage to the Holy-land, 

To wafh this blood off from my guilty hand. 
March fadly after, grace my mourning heerc. 

In v^eeping after this vntimely Beere./ 


a 


Exeunt 
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The Firffc Part of Henry the Fourth 

with the Life and Death of H E N R Y * 


Sirnamed HOT-SPVRRE. 




(lAttus Primus. Scoena 'Trima. 


n 'A'oH 

'••" 1(301 


Enter the King,Lord John cf Lane after, Earle 
ofWcftmerlandgmth others. 

t „ . “ ,* "<%' 

O (haken as vve arc, fo wa» with care, 

Finde vve a time for frighted Peace to pant, 

>.nd breath ihortwtndcd accents of new broils 
To be commenc'd in Stronds a-farre remote: 
No more the tbit fly entrance of this Soile, 

Shall daube her lippes with her owne childrens blood : 
No rrore (hall trenching Warre channcll her fields, 

Nor bruife her Flowrets with the Armed hoofes 
Ofhoftile paces. Thofe oppofed eyes. 

Which like the Meteors of a troubled Hcauen, 

All ofone Nature, of one Subftance bred, 

Did lately mcete in the inteftine (hockc. 

And furious cloze of ciuili Butchery, 

Shall now in mutuall well-befeeming rankes 
March all one way, and be no more oppos’d 
Againft Acquaintance, Kindred,and Allies. 

The edge of Warre,like an ill-fheachcd knife, 

No more (hall cut his Mailer. ThereforcFriends, 

As farre as to the Sepulcher ofChrift, 

Whole Souldier now vnder whofe blefled Crofle 
We areimprefled and ingag’d tofight. 

Forthwith a power of Englifb (hall we leuie, 

Whofe armes were moulded in their Mothers vvombe, 
To chace thefe Pagans in thofe holy Fields, 

Ouer whofe Acres walk’d thofe blefied feete 
Which fourtcenc hundred yeares ago were nail’d 
For our aduaotage on the bitter Crofle. 

But this our purpofc is a tweluemonth old, 

And bootlcfle *ti* to tell you we will go: 

Therefore we meete not now. Then let me heare 
Of you my gentle Coufin Wcftmerland, 

What yeflernighc our Councell did decree. 

In forwarding this deere expedience. 

Weft. My Liege: This hufte was hot in queflion. 

And many limits of the Charge let downe 
But yefternight: when all ath wart there came 
A Poft from Wales,loaden with heauy Newes; 

Whofe word was, That the Noble (JMertimer, 

Leading the men of Hercfordfliire to fight 
Againft the irregular and wilde Glendewer , 

Was by the rude hands of that Welftiman taken. 

And a thoufand of his people butchered: 


Vpon whofe dead corpes there was fuch mifuiV 

Such beaftlyjftjamelefle transformation * 

By thofe Wclftiwomen done, as may not be 
(Withoutmuch flume) re-told orfpokenof. 

King. It feemes then, that the tidings of this 
Brake oft" our bufinefle for the Holy land, ° { ’ 

Weft. This matcht with other gracious L 0I( 

Farre more vneuen and vnwelcome Newes 
Came from the North, and thus it did report : 

On Holy-roode day, the gallant Hotftmrt there 
Young Harry Percy, and braue es4rchif>ald ' 
That cucr-valiant and approoued Scot, * 

At Holmeden met, where they did fpend 
A fad and bloody houre: 

As by difeharge of their Artillerie, 

And flupe of likely-hood the newes was told: 

For he that brought them, in the very heate 
And pride of ihcir contention, did take horfe, 
Vncertainc ofthe ifluc any way. 

Kmg. Hecre is 3 deere and true induftrious fripnd 
Sir (Valter 7]hint, new lighted from his Horfe, 
Strain’d with the variation of each foyle. 

Betwixt that Holmeden, and this Seat ofours: 

And he hath brought vs fmooth and welcomes newes, 
The Earle of'Dmglat is difeomfited, 

Ten thoufand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 
Balk’d in their owne blood did Sir Walter fee 
On Holme dons Plaines. Of Pri (oners, Hotjjmrre tooke 
Mordake Earle of Fife, and cldeft fonne 
To beaten Dowglas, and the Earle of jithell, 

Of Murry, esingsu, and Mcnteith. 

And is not this an honourable fpoyle ? 

A gallant prize ? Ha Cofin,is it not? Infaith it is. 

Weft. A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of. 

King. Yea, there thou mak’ft me fad,8c roak’ft me (in, 
In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the Father of fo bleft a Sonne: 

A Sonne, who is the Theame of Honors tongue; 
Among’ft a Groue, the very ftraightcfl Plant, 

Who is fweet Fortunes Minion,and her Pride: 
Wbil’ft I by looking on thepraifeofhitn. 

See Ryot and Difhonor ftaine the brow 
Ofmyyong Harry. O that it could be prou’d, 

That fomeNight-tripping-Faiery, had exchang’d 
In Cradle-clothes, our Children where they lay, 

And call’d mine Percy, his Plant agenet: 

Thei 
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4 ? 


-iTTC^his^ny.and he mine: 

Then vvould R ‘ choUgh i,. What thinkc you Coze 
Bade' “ p * pr idc ? The Prifoners 
° f th 'u hehnhis aduenture hath furpriz’d, 

\Vh» cb b ‘ v /> he keepes, and lends me word 
T° bi5 L° none but Afordak* Earle of Fife. 

lM lha !L e " • h i, Vncklcstcaching.This is Worcefter 

nttovouinallAfpefts: 

M,le “Ses him prune himfelfe.and briftle vp 
WhiCb rfYo7h3gai»ft your Dignity. 

Th l C,eft Bull haue lent for him toanfwerthis: 

rTo°on P wTj 0 n'f‘°=yn'«>"” Coaoeell wcvvillhold 
^for and fo informe the Lords: 
f Collie your felfe with fpeed to vs againe, 

KS&befaid androbedone, 

Jhen out of anger can bevttered- 

fftfi. i will my Li^gc. 


t 


Exeunt 


The Fir ft Partof Kjng Henry the Fourth^ _ 

-— ~ ^/~yhoufay’ft true Lad: and is not my Hoftefle of 

the Tauerne a mod fweet Wench ? 

Trm. As is the hony, my old Lad of the Came: and is 

not a Buffelerkin a moft fweet robe of durante? 

Pal. How now? how now mad Wagge ? What in thy 
quips and thy quiddities ? What a plague hauel to doe 
with aBufte-Ieikin? 

Prin. Why, what a poxe hauc I to doe with my Ho- 
flefle of the Tauerne? 

Pal. Weil, thou haft call’d her to areck’ningmany a 
time and oft. 

Prin. Did I ctier call for thee to pay thy part ? 

Pal. No, lie giuethee thy doe,thou hall paid al there. 
Prin. Yea and clfewhere, fo farre as my Coine would 
ftretch,"and where it would not, I haue vs’d my credit. 

Pal. Yca.andlovs’dit, that were it heere appatant, 
that thou art Heireapparant. But I prvthee fweet Wag, 
fliall there be Gallowcs (landing in England when thou 
art King rand refolution thus fobb’d as it is. with the ru- 
flie curbe of old Father Anticke the Law ? Doe not thou 
when thou art a King.hang aTbeefe. 

Prin. No,thou (halt. 

Fal. Shall I? O rare! lie be a braue Judge. 

Prin. Thou iudgeft falfe already. I mcane, thou (bait 
haue the hanging oVtht Theeues, and fo become a rare 
Hangman. 

Pal. Well Hal, well: and in fome fort it itimpes with 
my humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell 
you. 

Vrtn. For obtaining offuites? 

Pal. Ye 3 ,for obtaining offuites, whereof the Hang¬ 
man hath no Ieane Wardrobc. I am as Melancholly as a 
Gyb-Cat,or a lugg’d Beare. 

prin. Or an old Lyon, or a Loners Lute. 

Pal. Yea,or the Drone of a Lincolnfhirc Bagpipe. 
Prin. What fay’ft thou to a Hare, or the Melancholly 
ofMoore-Ditch? 

Pal. Thou haft the moft vnfauoury fmiles, and art in¬ 
deed the moft comparatiue rafcalleft fweet yong Prince. 
But Hal,l pry thee trouble me no more with vanity,I wold 
thou and 1 knew, where a Commodity of good names 
were to bebougnt: an olde Lord of the Counccllratcd 
me the other d 3 y in the ftreet about you fir; but I mark d 
him not, and yet hee talk’d very wifely, but I regarded 
him nor,and yet he talkt wifely,and in the ftreet too, 
Prin. Thou didft well: for no man regards it. 

Fal. O,thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeede 
able to corrupt a Saint. Thon haft done much harme vn 


Scam Secunda . 


tnter Henry Prince of Wales,Sir lohnPal- 
ftaffe, and Point z 




fal. Now fti/, what time of day is k Lad? 

Prince Tbouartlo fai-witted with drinking of oldc 
Sackc, andynbuttoning thcc after Supper, and fleeping 
ynon Benches in the afternoone, that thou haft forgotten 
to demand that truely, which thou wouldeft truly know. 

What 3 diuell halt thou to da with the time of the day? 
vnlefle hourcs were cups ofS’acke, and minutes Capons, 
andclockcs the tongues ofBawdes, anddialls the fignes 
of Leaping-houfes, and the blefied Sunnehimfelfc afaire 
hot Wench in Flame-coloured Taffata; I feenoreafon, 
why thou fhouldeft bee fo fuperfluous, to demaund the 
time ofthe day. 

fal. Indeed youcome neere me now Ual y for we that 
take Purfcs,go by the Moone and feuen Starrcs, and not 
by Phoebus hee, that wand’ring Knight fofairc. And I 
prythce fweet Wagge, when chou art King, as God faue 
thy Grace, Maicfty I (hould fay, for Grace thou wilie 
haue none. 

Pm What, none ? 

Pal. No, not fo much as will feme to be Prologue to 
anEgge and Butter. 

Prin # Well,how then? Come roundly 3 roundly. 

Fal Marry then,fweet Wagge, when thou art King, 
let not vs that are Squires of the Nights bodie, bee call’d 
Tbceues of the Dayes bcautie. Let vs be Dianaes Forre- 
fters,Gentlemen ofthe Shade, Minions of the Moone ; 
andletmen fay, we be men of goodGouernment, being 
pouerned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft miftris the 
Moone, vnder whofe countenance we fteale. 

Prin . Thou fay’ft well, and it holds well too : for the 
ortune of vs that are the Moones men, doeth ebbe and 
Wlike the Sea, beeing gouecned as the Sea is, by the 
Moone; asforproofe. Now aPurfeof Gold moftrefo- 
utely fnatch’d on Monday night, and moft diffolutely 
pentonTuefday Morning ; got withf\vearing,Lay by : 
nd fpent with crying, Bring in: now, in as low an ebbe 
s the foot of the Ladder, and by and by in as high a flow 
s the ridge ofthe Gallowes. 


to me Hall y God forgiue thee for it. Before I knew thee 
Ha/,1 knew nothing:and now I am(ifa man (hold fpeake 
truly )littlc better then one of the wicked. I muft giuc o- 
uei this life,and 1 will giue it cuer ; and I do not, lama 
Vdlaine. lie be damn’d for neuer a Kings lonnc inChri- 
ftendeme. 

Vrtn. Where fhall we take a purfc to morrow,lacke? 

Fal. Wiiere thou wilt Lad, lie make one : and I doc 
not,call me Villaine,and bafflle me. 

Trine I fee a good amendment of life in thee : From 
Praying, to Purfe-taking. 

FaL WFy.^W, ’tis my Vocation Hal : ’Tisno fin fora 
man to labour in his Vocation. 

Point Zj. Now fliall wee know if Gads hill haue fet a 
Watch. O, if men were to be fauedby merit,whathole 
in Hell were hot enough for him ? This is the moft omni¬ 
potent Villaine, that euer cryed, Stand, to a true man. 

Prin. Good morrow Ned t 
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50 _ The FirflTart ofKm Henry the Fourth. 


Good morrow tweet ffa/. What faies Mon- 
ficurRemorfe ? What fayes Sir IohnSacke and Sugar: 
Iacke ? How agrees the Diuell and thee about thy Soule, 
that thou foldeft him on Good-Friday laft, fora Cup of 
Madera,and a cold Capons legge ? 

Prin. Sir Iohn Rands to his word, the diucl (hall haue 
his bargainc,for he was ncucr yet a Breaker ofProuerbs: 
He will give the dwell his due. 

Ptf/w.Then art thou damn’d for keeping thy word with 
the diucll. 

Prin. Elfe he had damn’d for cozening the diuell. 

Poy. But tny Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, by 
foure a clocke early at Gads hill, there are Pilgrimes go¬ 
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders ri¬ 
ding to London with fat Purfes. I haue vizards for you 
all; you haue horfes for your (clues : Gads-hill lyes to 
night in Rochefter, I haue befpoke Supper to morrow in 
EaRchcape; we may doeit as fe,curc as fleepe: ifyou will 
go, I will Ruffe your Purfes full ofCrownes: if you will 
not, tarry at home and be hang’d. 

Fal. Hearc ye Yed ward,if I tarry at home and go not, 
lie hang you for going. 

Poy. You will chops. 

Fal. Hal, wilt rhou make one? 

Prin . Who, I rob?IaThcefe?Not I. 

Fal. There’s neither honefiy, manhood,norgood fel- 
Iowfhip in thee, nor thou cam’ll not of theblood-royall, 
if thou dar’ft not Rand for ten (hillings. 

Prin * Well then,oncc in my dayes lie be a mad*cap. 

FaU Why, that’s well faid. 

Prin. Well, come what will, lie tarry at home, 

Fal ♦ lie be a Traitor thcn,whcn thou art King. \ 

Prin. I care not. 

Poyn. Sir John ,I prytheeleaue the Prince & me alone, 
I will lay him downc fuch rcafons for this aduenture,that 
he (hall go. 

Fal. Well, maifl thou haue the Spirit of perfwafion; 
and he the eares of profiting, that what thou fpeakeR, 
may moue ; and what he heares may be beleeued,that the 
true Prince,may (for recreation fakc)proue a falfe theefc: 
for the poore abufes of the time,want countenance. Far- 
well,you fhall finde me in Eaficheape. 

Prin . Far well the latter Spring. Farewell Alhollown 
Summer. 

Poy. Now, my good fweet Hony Lord, ride with vs 
tomorrow* 1 haue a iefl to execute, that 1 cannot man- 
nage alone. Falflaffe , Harney , Rojfill, and Cjads-bill , (hall 
robbethofe men that wee haue already way-layde, your 
felfe and I, wil not be there:and when they haue the boo¬ 
ty, ifyou and I do not rob them, cut this head from my 
{lioulders* 

Prin.But how dial w* part with them in fetting forth? 

Poyn. Why ,we wil fee forth before or after them,and 
appoint them a place of meeting, wherin it is at ourplca- 
fure to faile s and then will they aduenture vppon the ex¬ 
ploit rhemfclues, which they fliall haue no fooncr atchie- 
ucd, but wec’l fet vpen them. 

Prin. I,but cis like that they will know vs by our 
horfes,by our habits,and by cucry other appointment to 
be our felues. 

Toy. Tut our horfes they fhall not fee, lie tve them in 
the wood, our vizards wee will change after wee leaue 
them: and firrah, I haue Cafes of Buckram for the nonce, 
to immaskc our noted outward garments. 

Prin. But I doubt they will be coo hard for vs. 

Pom. Wcll,for two of them, I know them to bee as 


true bred Cowards as cuer turn’d kacke-an^ c 
if he fight longer then he fees rcafon,Il e f orf ,; or,ll eth lt j 
The y ertue of this left will be, the incomer* W 
that this fat Rogue will tell vs,when vvenfl, b| 'lyci 
how thirty at leaft he fought with, what wl? S,, PPer 

blowes, what extremities he cndured;and in I * 1 ' S 

of this, lyes the ieft. ’ ,nthe tepto 0 f! 

Trin. Well, He goe with thee, prouide v, , 
neceuary, and meete me to morrow niohr t * 1 
there lie fup. Farewell. g t 10 E »Ach tapt . 

Tojn. Farewell,my Lord. 

Prin. 1 know you all, and will a-while tn i ,! 

The vnyoak’d humor of your idleneflc: ” n ° ^ 

Yec neereinwillI imitate the Sunne 
Who doth permit the bafe contagious cloud 

To fmother vp his Beauty from the world ^ 

That when he pleafe againe to be himfclfc* 

Being wanted,hemay be more wondred at 
By breaking through the foule and vgly n „ft s 
Of vapours, that did feeme to ftrangle him. 

If all the yeare were playing holidaies 
To fport, would be a s tedious as to worke • 

But when they teldome come, they wifljufoj Coni , 
And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents. ’ 

So when this loofc bchauiour I throw off 
And pay the debt I neuer promifed; 

By how much better then my word I am, 

By fo much fhall I falfifie mens hopes, 

And like bright Meuall on a fullcn ground t 
My reformation glittering o’re my fault, 

Shall fhew more goodly, and attraft more eyes 
Then that which hath no foyle to fet it off. * 
lie fo offend, to make offence a skill, 

Redeeming time,when men thinke leaft I will. 


Scam a Tenia. 


Enter the King, Northumberland,IForcefier 

Str Walter lunt 7 and others . * 

King • My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Vnapt toftirreat thefe indignities. 

And you haue found me; for accordingly, 

You tread vpon my patience : But be furc, 

1 will from henceforth rather be my Sclfe, 

Mighty, and to be fear’d, then my condition 
Which hath beenc fmooth as Oyle, foft as yongDownc, 
And therefore lofl that Title of refpeft, 

Which the proud foule ne’re payes ,but to the proud* 

Wor. Our houfe (my Soueraigne Liege)littledefcrtiei 
The icourge of greatnefle to be vfed on it, 

And that fame greatnefle too, which our owne hands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. 

Nor. My Lord. 

King. Worcefler get thee gone: for I do fee 
Danger and difobedicnce in chine eye* 

O fir, your prefence is too bold and peremptory, 

And Maiefiie might neuer yet endure 
The moody Frontier of a feruant b ow, 

You haue good leaue to leaue vs. When wenecd 
Your vfe and counfcll,we (hall fend for you. 

You were about to fpeake* 

North . Yea, my good Lord* 


Thofc 


Fhe Fir[l Tart ofKjng Henry the Fourth, 

- ~ No : oa^hebarrenMountaiiic let him fterue s 


- nvouf Highneffe demanded, 

Th°^' percj heere at Holmtdmttookc, 

S-avei) not with loch ftrengdi denied 




As t >her through enuy .or nufpnfion, 

Wh ° Mikv of this fault ; and not my Sonne. 
vVaS S 1 Licfie.d did deny no Pnfoners. 

' ^u er k w hen the figbt was done, 

JS dry with Rage, and cxtreameToyle, 

Faint, leaning vpon my S word, 

Bt h t e a certaine Lord, neat and tnmJy dreft; 

C 3 T1\ Bride-groom*,-ind !m Ghin new reapt, 

Frefll 4 ltl-e a ft ubble Land at Harwell home. .v 
SbCW nerfumed like a Milliner, 

B *!?*L his Finger and his Thumbe,be held 
An< box ; vybich eber ind anon 
J P ° Un h is Nofe, and took-t away againe: 

He S i an-ny, whenit nexc came thefe, 

barede.d bo,li<’ by, 

*r a \ri themvntatighc Rnaues, Vnmannerly, - 
t nhrtne a flouenly vnhandfome Coarle 
:!xSwin,iM<iaw.N 0 biii. y . 

W,thmany Holiday and Lauytearme 

H ' ueftion'd me : Among the reft demanded 

iPnfoners, in your Ma.eft.es bchalfe. 

hhen alUfmarting, with my wouirds being cold, 

Tob’efo peftered With apopingay) 

OutofmyGreefc. and my Impatience, 

Anfwer’d (negledingly) I know aoc whar, 

He fliould, or Ihotild not: For he made me mad, 
j 0 fee him (hinc io bviskSiimcll fo Tweet, 

And talkcfo like a Waiting-Gentlewoman, 

OfGuns,&Drums,and Wounds;Goo (hue tnemarke; 
And telling me, the Soueraigrf ft thing on earth 
WasParmacity, for an inward bruife: ^ 

And that it was great pitty r lo it was, , ' * tfi 

That villanous Salt-peter (boul<l be digg’d; 

Out of the Bowels oftheharg>l/rfli: Earth, ^ ?#r 

Whjch many a good Tall Fellow hacj.dcftroy d ; 
SoCowardly. And but for thefe vile Gunncs, ? 

He would himfelfe haue beenc a SoOldicr.^ 

This bald, vnioyntcd Chat of his (tny Lord) 

Made me to anfwer indirectly (as I faid.) 

AndJ befecch you, let not this report 
ComecurrantforanAccufation, ! 

Betwixt my Loue,and your high Maicfty- 
Blunt. Thc circurBftance confideredjgood my Lord, 
Whateuer Harry Percte then had faid. 

To fuch a perfonjand in fuch a place, 

Atfuch a time, with all the reft retold. 

May reafonably dye,and neuer rife 
To do him wrong,or any way impeach 
What then he faid D fo he vnfay it now. 

King. Why yet doth deny his Pnfoners, 

But with Prouifo and Exception, 

That we at our owne charge, fhall ranfome ftraight 
His Brother-in-Law, the foplifh Mortimer , 

Who (in my foulc)hath wilfully betraid 
The liues of thofc, that he did leade to Fight, 

Againft the great Magician, damn’d Glcndower: 

Whofc daughter (as wc heare)the Earle of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our Coffers then. 

Be emptied, to redeeme a Traitor home ? 

ShaH webuy Treafon ^ and indent with Fearcs, 

When they haue loft and forfeyted thcmfel^s* 


mu a yu wiiw ^• c - 

For I (hall neuer hold that man my Fricnd,f 
Whofc tongue (ball askc me for one peny coft 
Toiranfome honicreuolted Mortimer. ; h 
Hot. Rcuolted cMcrtimer ? 

He neuer did fall off, my Soueraigne Liege* 

But by the chance of Warrt: to proue that true 
Needs no more but one tongue. For ail thole Wounds, 
Thofc mouthed WoundSjwhich valiantly he tookci 
When on the gentle Seuetnes fiedgiebankc. 

In fingle Oppofition hand to hand, 

He did confound the beft part of an hom e 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower s 
Three times they breath’d, and three times did they drink 
Vpon agreement, offwifcSeoernes flood ; 

Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes. 

Ran fearefully among the trembling Reeds, 

And hid his crifpc-hcad in the hollow bankc, 
Blood-Rained with chcfc Valiant Combatants, 

Neuer did bafe and rotten Policy 
Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds 5 
Nor neuer could the Noble t^ttortimer 
Rccciue fo many, and all willingly : 

Then let him not be fland’red with Reuolt. 

King. Thou do’R bely Wun.Percy, thou dofl bely him; 
He neuer did encounter with Glendower : 

I tell thee, he durR as well haue met the diuell alone. 

As Owen Glendower for an enemy* 

Art thou not aflham’d^ But Sirrah, henceforth 
Let me no: hearc you fpeake cf Mortimer. 

Send meyourPrifoners with the fpecdiefl meaner 
Or you (hall heare in fuch a kinde from me 
As will difpieafeye. My Lord Northumberland, . r>( 
We Liccnfc your departure with your fonne* < 

Send vs your prisoners,oryou’l hearc ofir. ExifKjng* 

Hot. And if the diuell come and roare for them 
I will not fend them. 1 will afeer ftraight 
And tel! him fo : for I will cafe my heart, 

Alchough it be with hazard ofmy head. 

Nor. What? drunke with chollerfftay & paufe awhile, 
j Heere comes your Vncklc. Enter yforcejlcr. 

' Hot. Speakeof Mortimer? 

Yes, I will fpeake of him, and let my foule 
Wane mercy,if I do not ioyne with him. 

In his behalfe, lie empty all thefe Veines. 

And fhed my deere blood drop by drop fth duft. 

But I will life the downfall CMortimer 
As high i’th Ayre,as this Vnthankfull King, 

As this Ingrate and Cankred SBullingbrooke. 

Nor . Brothcr,the King hath made your Nephew niad 
Wor . Who ftrooke this heatevp after I was gone i 
Hot. He will (for(ooth)haue all my Prifoners: 

And when I vrg s d the ranfom once againe 

Of my Wiues Brother,thcn his cheeke look’d pale. 

And on my Face he turn’d an eye of death. 

Trembling euen at the name of Mortimer . 

Wor. I cannot blame him: was he not proclaim d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ? 

Nor. He was: I heard the Proclamation, 

And then it was, when the vnhappy King 
(Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did fet forth 
Vpon his Irifh Expedition: 

From whence he intercepted, did returne 
To be depos’d, and fhortly murthered* 

Wor. And for whofe d.catb,we in the worlds wide mouth 
Liue lcandaliz’d,and fouly fpoken of. 

c Hot* 


IlHl 
#«1 
*!lli 

■i 

jii'IMf 

w 























































































5 Z _ The Firjl Tart of Isjng Henry the Fourth. 


i 


Hot. But foft I pray you; did King Richard then 
Pro chi me my brother Mortimer, 

Hcyre to the Crowrte ? 

Nor. He did, my felfe did heare it. 

Hot . Nay then I cannot blame his Coufin King, 
That wifli'd him on the barren Mountaincs ftaru’d. 
But (hall it be, that you that lot the Croyvne 
Vpon the head ofthis forgetful! man, 

And for his fake, wore the detefted blot 
Of tnurtherous fubornation? Shall it be. 

That you a world of curfes vndergoc. 

Being the Agents, or bafe fecond meatie*. 

The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ? 

O pardon, if that I delcend lb low, 

To (hew the Line, and the Predicament 
Wherein you range vnder this fubtill King. 

Shall it for (hame, be fpokeii in thefe dayes. 

Or fill vp Chronicles in time to come, 

That men of your Nobility and Power, 

Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfc 
(As Both of you, God pardon it, hanedone) 

To put downe Richard, that fwcet louely Rdfe, 

And plant this Thorne, this Canker ’BuHtighroehc ? 
And (hall it in more (hame be further fpoken, 

That you are fool’d, difearded, and lhooke off 
By him, for whom thefe fhames ye vnderwent ? 

No : yet time femes, wherein you may icdeeme 
Yourbanifli’d Honors, and rcftorc your felues 
Into the good Thoughts oftlie world agame. 
Reuenge the geering and difdain’d contempt 
Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night 
To anfwer all the Debt he owes vnto you, 

Euen with the bloody Payment pfyour deaths: 
Therefore I fay* 

VPor. Peace Coufin, fay no more. 

And now I will vnclaspe a Secret bookc. 

And to your quicke conceyoing Difcontents, 
lie reade you Matter, deepe and dangerous. 

As full ofpcrill and aduenturout Spirit, 
Astoo’re-walkea Current, roaring loud 
On the vnftedfaft footing of a Spearc. 

Hot. If he fall in, good night, or finke or fwimme: 
Send danger from thcEaft vnto the Well, 

So Honor erode it from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : The blood more ftirres 
To rowze a Lyon,then to ftart a Hare. 

Nor. Imagination offome great exploit, 
Driueshim beyond the bounds of Patience. 

Hot. By heauen, me thinkes it were an eafie leap, 
Toplucke brightHonor from the palc-fac’d Moooe, 
Or diue into the bottome of the deepe. 

Where Fadome-line could neuer touch the ground, 
And plucke vp drowned Honor by the Lockes: 

So he that doth redeeme her thence, might weare 
Without Co-riuall, all her Dignities: 

But out vpon this halfe-fac’d Fellowfhip, 

ITor. He apprehends a World ofFigures here, 

Bnt not the forme of what he (hould attend : 

Good Coufin giue me audience for a-while. 

And lift to me. 

Hot . I cry you mercy. 

Wor. Thofe fame Noble Scottes 
That are your Prifoners. 

Hot. lie keepe them all. 

By heauen, he (ball not haue a Scot ofthem: 

No, if a Scot would faue his Soule,he (hall not. 1 



lie keepe them, by this Hand. 

ff'or. You ftart away. 

And lend no care vnto my purpofe*. 

Thofe Prifoners you (hall keepe. 

Hot. Nay, I will; that’s fiat: 

He faid, he would not ranfome Mortimer . 

Forbad my tongue tohpcakeo f Mortimer 

Burl will findc him when he lyes afieepe * 

And in his care, lie holla Mortimer. 1 

Nay, He haue a Starling (hall be taught to fn t. 
Nothing but Mortimer k and giue it him 
To keepe his anger ftili in motion, 

IPar. Heare you Coufin: a word. 

Hot. Allftudiesheerelfolemnlydefie 

Saue how to gall and pinch this Bnn\>igi ro ’gL. 

And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince Via? i 
But that I thinkehis Father loucs him not, ats ' 

And would be glad he met with fome mifrhance 
I would hauepoyfon’d him with a pot of Ale ■’ 

Wor. Farewell Kinfman: lie talke to you 

When you are better temper'd to attend 

Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne } 

Hot. Why look you, I am whipt & froum'd w ; t | lfnJ 

Netlcd, and ftung with Pifmircs.when I heare ^ 

Of this vile Politician 'Bullingbrooke. 

In Richards time: What dc’ye call the place ? 

A plague vpon’t, it is in Gfoufterfhire : 

’Twas, where the madcap Duke his Vncle kept 
His Vncle Yorkc,where I firft bow'd my knee ’ 
Vnto this King of Smiles, this BuUiaotrooke: 

When you and he came backe from Ranenfptiroh 
Nor. At Barkley Caftic. r * ‘ 

Hot. You fay true: 

' /hy what a caudiedeale ofcurtefie. 

This fawning Grey-hound then did proffer me, 
Looke when his infant Fortune came to age, 

And gentle Harry ?ercy y and kinde Coufin ; 

O, theDiuell take fuch Couzencrs.God forgiutme, 
Good Vncle tellyourtale,forihauedonc. ‘ 
Wor. Nay, if you haue not, too’t againe, 

Wecl ftay ycur ley lure. 

Hot. 1 haue done infooth. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scotti/h Prifooers. 
Deliuer them vp without their ranfome ftraight, 

And make the Dorrglat fonne your onely meane 
For powres in Scotland: which for diuers reafom 
Which I (hall fend you written, be allur’d 
Will eafily be granted you, my Lord. 

Your Sonne in Scotland being thus impl y’d, 

Shall fccretly into the bofome creepe 
Of that fame noble Prelate, well belou’d, 
TheArchbi(hop. 

Hot. OfYorke, is’enot? 

Wor. True, who beares hard 
His Brothers death at Brifiow , the Lord Scroept- 
I fpeakenot thisineftimation, 

As what I thinke might be, but what Iknow 
Is ruminated,plotted,and fee downe, 

And onely ftayes but to behold the face 
Of that occafion that (hall bring it on. 

Hot. Ifmellit: 

Vpon my life, it will do wond*rous well. 

Nor. Before the game’s a*foot, thou ftili Ict’fHlip 

Hot. Why.itcannotchoofebutbeaNobleplot, 

Anil I 
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" 'jfheiTtbe power of Scotland,and ofYorke 

Ha. 

To, ° y And fotheyfhaU. 

Infaith it is exceedingly well aym’d 

t And ’tis no little rcafon bids vs ipeed, 
r 0 ftue out heads, by raifirig of a Head: 

r heare odt fdues aseueo as we can, 

thln . k f l,im v™ 6 '**’ 

■ 1 hinkc we thinke our (eluei vnGtished, 
ri he hath found a timero pay vs home. 

I'' f c.to.lv, Ho-™ ^ doth b, S inn.. 

^ .kcvs ihtngcrs to his looker ofloue. 

T° J He joes, he docs; wec'l be rcueng’d on him. 

IV Coufin,farcwell. No further go in this, 

Jr- r *u v Letters fliill direA ycur courfc 
Sen time is ripe, which will be fodainly: 

V ft j| c to Glcndoroer, and loe, Mortimer, 

Shore you, and Dovoglat ,and our powres at once. 

At I will fafhion it.fiiall happily mcete, 

Tobearc our fortunes in our owne ftrong armes, 

Which now wc bold at much vneertainty. 

AV. Farewell good Brother, we fhall thriue, Itruft. 
Hot '. Vncle, adieu: O let thehoures be fhort. 

Till fields, and blovves,and grones.applaud our fport.cA.-»r 


fclm SccunchtU Scena Trtrna . 


Enter a Carrier with a Lanterne in his hand. 

I.Car. Heigh-ho, an t be noc tourc by chc day,lie be 
bang’d. Charles.waive is oucr the new Chimney, and yet 
ourhorfenotpackc. WhacOftlcr?* 

Oft. Anon,anon. 

x § c*r. IprcthecTom,bcateCots Saddle, putafew 
Flockes in the point: the poore lade is wrung in the wi- 
thers^ut of all ccfie. 

Enter another Carrier . 

i.Car. Peafe and Beanes are as danke here as a Dog, 
and this is the next way to glue poore lades the Boites: 
This houfe is turned vpfide downe fince T^btn the O flier 
dyed. 

i .Car. Poore fellow neuer ioy’d fince the price of oats 
role, it was the death of him. 

1 . Car • I thinke this isthemoft villatious houfe in al 
LondonrodeforFleas: l am ftung like aTench: 

Like a Tench? There isne’re a King in Chri- 
(lendome,could be better bu,thcnlhauebeene fince the 
firft Cocke. 

i.Car, Why, you will allow vs ne’re a^Iourden, d 
then weleake in your Chimney : and your Chambcr-]yc 
breeds Fleas like a Loach. 

1. Car. WhatOftlcr,come away,and be hangd.-eome 

my. 

2 . Car. IhaueaGanimonofBacon, »and tworaiesof 
Ginger,to be deliuered as farreas Charing-crpffe. 

I •Car. ThcTurkics in my Pannier are quite ftarued. 
What Oftlcr? A plague on thee,haft thou neuer an eye in 
thy head ?Can’ft not heare A^idt’were not as good a 
deed as drinkc, to break thi^pate oft hee,J am a very Vil** 
aiae. Come and be hang d^aft no faith in thee ? 

Enter Gads-hid. 

gad. Gop'f-morrow Carriers. What’s a clocked 
Ithinke it be two a elocke. 

Gad. I prethee lend me thy Lsmhorne to fee my Gel¬ 


ding in the liable. 

i .Car. Nay foft I pray ye, I know a trick worth two 

of that. . t "}u 

Gad. I prethee lend ttie thifiei' 

2 .Car. I,when, canft tell f Lend mecthy Lanthorue 
(quoth.a) marry lie fee thee hang’d firft. 

Cad. Sirra Carrier: What time do you mean to come 
to London? • ^ J * . ■ i 

t.Car. Time enough to goc to bed with a Candle, I 
warrant thee. Come neighbour tJMugges y wed 11 call vp 

the Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they 
haue great charge. Exeunt 

Enter Chamherlaine. <* 

f . v. • _ . } - ~ r FJ 

6 ad. What ho, Chamberfainc ? 

Chanu At hand quoth Pick-purfe. 

Gad. That’s euen as fair e,as at hand quoth the Cfclm- 
berlame; For thou variefi nomore from picking^dfrPur- 
ies, then giuing dire Aioo, doth from labouring". * Thou 
lay’ft the plot, hoWV : J lh ; - • ->:c 

( ban*. Good morrow Mafter Gads-HilL it hdbds cur- 
rantthat 1 told youycftcn5if^hc.:Therc's^FTaiitlmin^nd 
wile.* of Kent, bath brought three hundred Markcs with 
him in Gold: I heard hioi tell it to one of his codipaby laft 
night a: Supper; a kinde of Auditor, one that ita*b abon-i 
dance ofchaige too(God knt>wes.v/hat) they ado.al¬ 
ready, and call for Egges ami Butter^ They will away 
prcfciuly. . ; d j 

Gad . Sirra, iftbey meaenocwith S.Nicholas Ciarkv, 
lie giue thee this necke. . . 

(Jham* No, He none ofit :I pry thee keep that for the 
Hangman, for I know thou worlhipft S.Nkholas as tru¬ 
ly as a man offalfhood may. 

Gad. What taikeft thou to me of the Hangman? If I 
hang, IlemakeafacpayreofGallowes. For, iflhang, 
old Sir lohn hangs withmee, and thou knoudft hec’sno 
Sfaruelirig. Tut, there are other Troians that ^dream’ft 
not of, the which (for fport fake) are content to doe the 
Profeflion fome grace ; that would (if matters (hould bee 
look’d into) for their ow ne Credit fake, make all Whole. 

I am ioyned with no Foot-land-Rakers* no Lor>g-ftafFe 
fix-penny ftrikers,noneof thefe mad Muftachio-purple* 
hu’d-Maltwormes, but with Nobility, and Tranquiliiie; 
Bourgomaftcrs, and great Oneyers, fuch as caoholdein, 
lucb as will ftrike fooner then fpeake ; and fpeakc focmer 
then drinkc, and drinkc fooner then pray: and yetllye, 
for they pray continually vnto their Saint ibe Common¬ 
wealth ; or rather, not to pray to her, but prey on henfor 
they ride vp & downe on her,and make hir their Boots. 

Chans . What,theCommonwealth theicBootes* Will 
flie hold out water in foule way ? 

Gad. She will,(he will; Iuftice hath liquor’d her. We 
fteale as in a CaftIc,cockfure: we haue the receit ofFern- 
fcede,wc walke inuifible. 

(bam. Nay* I thinke rather, you are more beholding 
to the Night, then to the Fcrnfeed,for your walking in¬ 
uifible. r r J c. ? 

Gad. Giue me thy hand. 

Thou fhalt haue a (hare in our purpofe. 

As 1 am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let mec haue it, as you are a falfe 
Thcefe. 

Gad* Goe too : homo is a common name to all tpen. 

. Bid the Ofiler bring the Gelding out of the ftabfe. Fare- 
wcll,yc muddy Knaue. Exeunt. 

e a Scena 
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Enter Vrince,Poyncs ,and Pcto. 

Paine*. Come fbclccr,fheltcr, I haue remoued Falftafs 
Horfe,and he fiets like a gum d Vduct. 

frin. Standdofe. • ) .i;■:> 

■ tot t vc*qii Euteryodfiafe. _i,i 
Fal. Poines,Poines, and be bang’d Points. 
j Prin. Pcaceyefac-kidncy'dRafcall, what a brawling 
daft tboukeepe. 

Pal. What Poines . Hal ? 

Prin, He is walk’d vp ti the top ofthe hill,lie go feek 
him. 

Pklt l am accurft to rob in that Thcefe company: that 
Rafcall hath remoued my Horfc,and tied him I know not 
where. If I trauell but foure foot by the fquire further a 
foote, I {hall breakemy windc. Well, I doubt not but 
to dye afaire death for all this, if I feape hanging for kil¬ 
ling that Rogue, I haue forfwornehis company hourely 
any time this two and twenty yeare,& yet 1 am bewitcht 
with the Rogues company. If cheRafcall luue not giuen 
me medicines to make me loue him die behang'd;it could 
not be elfc: I haue drunke Medicines. Points, Hal, a 
Plaguevpon you both; Bardolph, Peto : lleftarue ere I 
rob a foote further. And ’twere not as good a deede as to 
drinke, to tume True-roan, and to Icaue thefc Rogues, I 
amtheverieft Varlet that euer chewed with a Tooth. 
Eight yards of vheuen ground, is thrtefcore & ten miles 
afoot with me :and thcftony-hc3ned Villaincs kr.owe it 
well enough, A plague vpon’t, when Theeucs cannot be 
true one to another. 7 hej ivhijlle. 

Whew sa plague light vponyou all.Giuemy Horfeyou 
Rogues: giue me my Horlc,and be hang’d. 

Prin. Peace ye fat gnttes, lyc downe, lay thine care 
clofe to*the ground, and lift ifthou can heare the tread of 
TrauellCrs. 

Fal. Haue you aay I.catiers to lift me yp again being 
downe ? He not beare mine owne flelh fo far afoot again, 
for allthe coine in thy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague 
meane ye to colt me thus ? 

Rrw.Thou ly’ft.thou art not cohed,thou art vncolted, 

Fal . 1 prechee good Prince Hal, help me to my horfc, 
good Kings fonne. 

Prin. Out you Rogue, fhal! I be your Oftler ? 

Fal, Go hang thy fclfe in thine owne heire-apparant- 
Garters: If I be tar.e, lie peach for this: and I haue not 
Ballads made on ail, and fung to filthy tunes, let a Cup of 
Sacke be my poyfon: when a ieft is lo forward, & a foote 
too, I hate it. 

Enter Gads-biU. 

Gad. Stand 

Fal. Soldo again ft my vyili. 

Post. O’tis our Setter, I know his voyce : 

Bardolfe, whatnewes ? 

Bar. Cafe ye.calcye; on with your Vizards, there’s 
‘tnony of thte Kings comming downe the bill, *tis) going 
to the Kings Exchequer. 

F*/.You lie you roguc/tis going to the Kings Tauern. 

Gad. There’s enough to make vs all. 

Fal. To he hang’d. 


Prin. You foote fhail front thenTin 
Ntd and I,will walke lower; if they feape fro^ 0 "' ^ 8| > 
counter,then they light on vs. * r 08 7°Ure, 
Veto. But how many be of them? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

Fal. Will they not rob vs? • „ 

Prin . What,a Coward Sis John Paunch ? 

Fal. Indeed I am not lohn of Gaunt ydur fir, 
but yet no Coward, Hal. * ni “at|^ 

Prin. Wec’l leauc that to theproofe. 

Pom. Sirra Iacke, tby horfe Bands behinde tK u 
when thon n<*d’ft him, there thou fhalt finde K, 
we]l,and (land faft. m - 

Fal. Now cannot I ftrike him,if J Ihould be l«n >\ 
Prin. Ned, where are our difguifet ? 

Poin. Heere hard by: Stand clofe. 

Pal. Now my Mafters, happy man be his d 0 i e . 

cucry man to his bufinefle. ’ J yh 

Enter Travellers. 

Tra. Come Neighbor: the boy (ball lcadcour t 

downe the hill: Wee’l walke a-foot a whilc,andcafc^ 

Theeucs. Stay. 

Tra. Iefubleffevs. 

Fal. Strife, down with them, cut the villains thro 
a whorfon Caterpillars: Bacon-fed Knaues, they hate *’ 
yourh; downe with them,fleece them. * 

Tra. 0,wearevndone.bothweandoursforeutr 

Fal. Hang ye gorbellied knaues,are you vndonc?N 0 
ye Fat Chuffes, I would your (lore were heere. On Bt. 
cons,on, what ye knaues ? Yong men mull liue, you art 
Grand Iurers,areye 1 Wee’l iure ye ifaith. * 
Heere they rob them ,and binds them. Enter tie 
Prince and Points. 

Prin. The Theeues haue bound the True-raen: Now 
could thou and I rob the Theeues,and go merily to Lon. 
don, it would be argument for a Weeke, Laughterfora 
Moneth,and a good ieft for euer. 

Paynes. Stand clofe, I heare them comming. 

Enter Thetttts againe, 

Fal. Come my Marten, let vs (hare,and then tohorfli 
before day: and the Prince and Poynes bee not twoar. 
rand Cowards, there’s no equity ftirring. There’s no mot 
valour in that Poynes,than in a wildc Duckc. 

Prin. Your money. 

Poin. Villaines.’ • 

xAs they are (haring,the Prince and Poynes fit ,vpon then,, 
They at run away,leaving the booty behind them. 
Prince. Got with much cafe. Now merrily to Horft: 
The Theeues arc fcattred^md pofleft with fear foftrong- 
ly, that they dare not meet each other: each tikes his fel¬ 
low for an Officer. Away good Ned, Fa/fiafe (writes to 
death,and Lards the leane earth as he walkcs along-.wer't 
not for laughing,I ftould pitty him. 

Exeunt. 


Pom. How the Rogue roar’d. 


Sccena Fertia. 


Enter Hotffmrre foists ^reading a L etter. 

Tint for mine ownepart.my Lord , Icould bee veHcontflMW 
bt there y in rejpeft ofthe lone 1 beare jour houfe . 

He 


u 
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- Onehorfe,my Lord,he broughteuennow 


_,,. „ fnn 7^ted : Why is he not then?m refpeft of 

He couI Cbeares our houfe. He (hewes in this,hc loues 
the lo« e h bctter then he loues out houfe. Let me 
his ov vnC p ur y 0 feyou vndertake is dangerous. 

f:« ( ° n ! e ^eruinc :’Tis dangerous to take a Coldc, to 
Why thaC ,- nkc • but I tell you (my Lord foole) out of 
deep** 10 .:^Dancer; we plucke this Flower, Safety. The 
this Nett j gfftheii dangerous, the Friends you haue na- 
theTtmett fclfevnforted, and jour whole 
* ei W,Ct rt L t for the counterfoil of fo great an Oppofitson. 
plot too u . J (o ; l fay vnto yoll againe, you are a 

cowardly Hindc,and you Lyc. What a lackc- 
• c rh : s ? I proteft, our plot is as good a plot as euer 

h raiI J c . Q Ut friend true and conftanc: A good Plotie, , 
' V35 J a prien ds,andfullofexpeaation: An excellent plot, , 
8 rood Friends. What aFroftyr/piritcd rogue is this? 
VC ru ? Lord of Yorkc commends the plot, and the 
VV rallcotirfc of the adlion. By this hand,if I were now 
S en *. n.fcall icouldbraine himwithhis Ladies Fan. 
f'S.n.*’F«lrr.myVn c kl«, andmySelfc, Lord 

f Lml Lo ' J of ' o*'»qi«a..r, 

[ thefc not befidcs, the Dowgla* ? Haue I not all their let- 
rs to meetc me in Artnes by the ninth ofthe next Mo- 
tC k ? a nd arc they not (ome of them fee forward already? 
What a Pagan Rafcall is this? Anlnfidell. Ha, youfhall 
f enow in very fincerity of Fcarc and Cold heart, will he 
tothc Kim?f and lay open all our proceedings. 0,1 could 
diuidemy (clfr, and go to buffets, for mouing fuch a difh 
ofskim’d Milk with fo honourable an Aftion. Hang him, 
let him tell the King wc arc prepared. I will let forwards 
tonight. 

Enter hie Ladj . 

How now Kate,I muft Ieaue you within thefe two hours. 

La. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone t 
For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
Abanifh’d woman from rny Harries bed ? 

Tc!lmc(fweet Lord) what is’c that takes from thee 
Thy (iomackcjpleafurc.and thy golden fieepe ? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth ? 

And ftart fo often when thou (itt’ft alone ? 

Why haft thou loft the frefh blood in thy cheekes ? 

And giuen my Trcafurcs and my rights of thee, 

Tothickc-cy 5 d mufing, and curft mclancholly i 
In my faint-flumbers, I by thee haue watcht. 

And heard thee murmorc tales of Iron Warres: 
Speaketcamiesofmanagecothy bounding Steed, 

Cry courage to the field. And thou haft talk’d 
Of Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tent s, 

OfPalizadoes, Frontiers, Parapets, 

OfBafiliskes, of Canon, Culuerin, 

OfPrifoners ranfomc, and ofSouldiers ftaine. 

And all the current of a headdy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beenc fo at Warrc, 

And thus hath fo beftir r’d thee in thy fl<*cpc, 

That beds ofiweate hath ftood vpon thy Brow, 
Likebubbles in a latc-diftuvbcd Strcame ; 

And in thy face ftrangc motions haue appear’d. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath 

On feme great fodaine haft* O what portents are thefe ? 

Some heauie bufinefle hath my Lord in hand. 

And I muft know it: elfe he loues me not. 

Het. What ho ; Is Gilliams with the Packet gone ? 

Scr. He is my Lord,an houre agone. 

Jfo.Hath Butler brought thofe horfes fro the SherifFe? 


I will 


Ser. - . _ . 

Hot, What Horfe ? A Roanc,a crop eare,is it not, 

Scr. It is my Lord. • 

Hot . That Roane fhail be my Throne. Well, 
backc him ftraighc. EJperance, bid Butler lead him forth 
into the Parke. 

La. But heare you,my Lord. 

Hot. What fay’ft thou my Lady ? 

La. What is it carries you away? 

Hot. Why,my horfe(my Loue)my horfe. . 

La. Out you mad-headed Ape, a W^cazell hath not 
fuch a dcale ofSpIeene, as you are toft witn. In iooth lie 
know your bufinefle Harry, that I will. I fcare my Bro¬ 
ther Mortimer doth (tirre about his Title, and hath Cent 
for you to line his enterprize. But if you go- 

Hot. So farre a foot, I (hall be weary, Loue. 

La. Come, come,you Paraquito, anlwer me directly 
vnto this queftion. that I fhail aske. Indeede He breake 
thy little finger Harry, if thou wilt not tel me true. 

Hot. A way .away you trifier: Loue, I loue thee not, 

I care not for thee Kate: this is no world 
To play with Mammcts.and to tilt with lips. 

We muft haue bloodie Nofes,and crack’d Crownes, 

And pafle them currant too. Gods me,my horfe. 

What fay’ft thou Kate }what woid’ft thou haue with me ? 

La. Do ye not loue me? Do ye not indeed ? 

Well, do not then. Forfince you loue me not, 

I will not loue my felfc. Do you not loue me ? 

Nay.tcll me if thou fpeak’ft in ieft or no. 

Hot. Come, wilt thou lee me ride ? 

And when I am a horfebackc, I will fwearc 
I loue thee infinitely. But hearkc you Kate, 

I muft not haue you henceforth,queftion me. 

Whether I go: nor reafon whereabout. 

Whether I muft, I muft: and to conclude, 

This Euening muft I Ieaue thee,gentle Kate. 

I know you wife.but yee no further wife 
Then Harry Percies wife. Conftant you are, 

But y ct a woman: and for fecrecie,i 
No Lady elofer. For I will beleeue 
Thou wilt not veter what thou do’ft not know, 

And fo farre wilt I trull thee,gentleKatc. 

La. How fo farre? 

Hot. Not an inch further. But harke you Kate , 
Whither I go, thither fhail you go too : 

To day will I fetforth, tomorrow you. 

Will this content you Kate ? 

La. It muft of force. Exeunt 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Prince and Poines . 

Prm. AV^prethee come out of that fat roomc,& lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poines . Where haft bene Haiti 

Vrin, With three or foure Logger-heads, amongft 3* 
or fourefcore Hogfheads. I haue lounded the verie bale 
firing of humility. Sirra,I am fworn brother to a leafh of 
Drawers,and can call them by their names,as Tom,Dick*i 
and Francis, They take it already vpon their confidence, 
that though I be but Prince of Wales, yct I am the King 
ofCurtefie:telling me flatly lam no proud lack lik zFal- 
ftaff ir,but aCorinthian,alad of mettle, a good boy, and 
when 1 am King of England,I (ball command al the good 
Laddcs in Eaft-chcape. They call drinking deepe, dy¬ 
ing Scarlet; and when you breath in your watering, then 
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they cryV>em,and bid you play it cff. ; Ta conclude, I am 
fo good ^proficient in one quarter of an houre,that 1 can 
drinke with any Tinker in his owne Language duringmy 
hfe. I tell tKee JVw/jthou haft loft much honor, that thou 
wer’c not with me in this aftion: but fwcet Nedjo fwee- 
ten which name of Hedfti giuc thcc this peniworth of Su¬ 
gar, dape euen now into my hand by an vnder Skinkcr, 
one that neueripakc other Englifn in his life, then Eight 
Jlotlltngs andjixpence, and, Ton are welcome: with this fhril 
addition, zSlnon^zslnon fir. Score a Pint of 73 a (lard in the 
Half* Moone, or fo. But A(ed J to dritie away time till Fal- 
fi a ff e come, 1 prythee doc thou ftand in fomeby-rcome, 
while I queftion my puny Drawer, to what end hee gaue 
me theSugar, and do neuer lcaue calling Travels, that his 
Tale to me may be nothing but, Anon : ftep afidc, and He 
fhew thee a P. efident. 

Poines. Francis. 

Prin. Thou art perfect. 

Torn. Francis. 

Enter Drawer! 

Tran. Anon,anon fir; looke downc into the Porogar- 
nct, Ralfe, 

Prince ♦ Come hither Francis, 

Fran . My Lord. 

Trin. How long haft thou to ferue, Francis ? 

Fran. Forfoothfiucyeares,and as much as to—— 

Poin. Francis. 

Fran. Anon,anonfir. 

Prin. Fiueyearcs: Berlady a long Leafe for the clin¬ 
king ofPemcr. ButFcancis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as 
to play the coward with thy Indenture;, & fhew it a fairc 
paireof heeles,and run from it? 

Fran. O Lord fir, lie be fwornc vpon all the Books in 
England J could finde in my heart. 

Poin. Francis. 

Fran. Anon,anon fir. 

Prin. How old art thou .Francis ? 

Fran . Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I ftialbe— 

Poin. Francis. 

Fran. Anon fir, pray you ftay a little,my Lord. 

Prin. Nay but'harke you Francis, for the Sugar thou 
gaueft mc/cwas a penyworth,wa$*t not ? 

Fran. O Lord fir, I would it had bene two. 

Prin. I will giue thee for it a thoufand pound : Askc 
me when thou wilc,andthou (halt haue it. 

Poin . Francis. 

Fran . Anon,anon. 

Pm.Anon Francis? No Francis,but to morrow Fran¬ 
cis : or Francis,on thurfday ;or indeed Francis when thou 
wilt. But Francis. 

Fran . My Lord. 

Prin . Wi It thou rob this Leathernelcrkin, Chriftall 
button, Not-patcd, Agat ring. Puke flocking, Caddice 
garter, Smooth tongue,Spaniili pouch. 

Fran. O Lord fir,who do you meane ? 

Prin. 'Why then your browne Baftard is youronely 
drinke: for looke you Francis,your white Canuas doub¬ 
let willlulley. In Barbary fir,it cannot come to 4o much. 

Fran. What fir? 

Poin. Francis. 

Prin. Away you Rogue,doft thou hear* them call ? 
Heere they both call hint, the Drawerftands amazed, 
not knowing which way to go. 

EnterUintner. 

Whatjiftand'ft thou ftill, and hear ft fuch a cal¬ 


ling ?;Looketo theGucfts within: IvtyT a —^ 

John with halfe a doztttmore,arc at the do ° F ^ °IdeS; 
them in? 0rc: fcail]| ( 

Prin. Let them alone awhile, and theno* 

Poines. P CJ > t hedoor c 

Enter P owes. 

Poin. Anon,anon fir. 

Prin. Sirra, Falftajfe and the reft oftheTl 
the doore,fhall we be merry ? lceUC5 )3rc a! 

Poin. As merric as Crickets my Lad. p )Ul L 

What cunning match haue youfcade wirh t\ < fa, 
Drawer? Come,what’s theWue? 

Prin A am now of all hitoors^that hauc fliew A 
fclucs humors, fince the old dayes of goodma* » 0in - 
the pupill age of this prefent twclue a dock 
What’s a clockeFrancis? ^Higlu 

Fran. Anon,anon fir. 

Prin. That euer this Fellow fhould haue f e , 

then a Parret, and yet the fonne of a Woman 
Hry is vp-ftaires and down-ftaires, his eloquence tT" 4 
cell of a reckoning. I am not yet of Percies niind J 
Tpurre of the North, he thatkilles me fome fixe «,f H ° 1 ' 
dozen of Scots at a Brcakfaft, wafhes his hands and?' 
to his wife; Fie vpon this quiet life, I want worke (? 
fweet Ha>ry fayes fhe, how many haft thou kill’d f* 
Che my Roane horfe a drench (fayes hee) Jn d atfw j 
feme fotlrtccne,an houre after: a trifle.a trifle r or . > 
call in Faflajfe, He play Percy, and that damn'd LI? 
(hall play Dame c Mortimer his wifc.&/»,ia m the,’,,,' 
kard. Call in Ribs,call in Tallow. ^ Md ’ 

Enter Falflajfe. 

Poin. Welcome Iacke,where haft thou beene? 

Fat. A plague of all Cowards I fay,iahd a Ven«eanct 
too, marry and Amen. Giue me a cup of Sackc Boy, E« 

1 leade this life long, lie fowe nether ftockes, and mend 
them too. A plague ofall cowards. Giuc me a Cup ol 
Sackc,Rogue. Is there no Vertue extant? r 

Prin. D (dft thou neuer fee Titan kiffe a di(h of Butter 
pi tti full hearted Titan that melted at the ftveete Taleof 
the Sunne ? If thou didft.chen behold that compound. 

Fat. You Rogue, hecre'j Lime in this Sarke tooulicre 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in Vjllanous manner 
a Coward is wotfe chcn a Cup of Sack with lime. A vil- 
lanous Coward, go thy wayes old Iacke, die when thoti 
wilt,’.fmanhood.good manhood be not forgot vpon die 
face of the earth,then am I a (hotren Herring: there lines 
not three good men vnhang’d in England, & cneofthem 
is fat,and growes old,God helpe the-v«hile,a bad worldl 
lay. I would I were a Weauer.I could fing all manner of 
fongs. A plague of all Cowards,I fay ftill. 

Prin. How now Woolfackc,whac mntteryou? 

Fat. A Kings Sonnes’ If I do not beate thee out oftby 
Kingdomc with a dagger of Lath, and driuc all thy Sub¬ 
ic#* afore thee like a flockc of Wilde-geefe, Jleneuer 
wearchaireon my face more. You Prince of Wales? 

Prin. Why you horfon round man?what’s the matter? 

Fat. Afeyou not a Coward? Anfwer tne to that,and 
Poines there ? 

Prin. Ye fatch paunch, and yee call meeCoward) Ik 
ftab thee. -- ' 

Fat. I call thee Coward ? He fee thee damn’derelwh 
the Coward: but I would giue a thoufand pound I could 
run as faft as thoti canft. You are flraight enough intbe 
fhoulders/vou care not who fees vour backe : Call you 
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Fhe Firtl Part nfHenrv the Fourth 

' clofe,came in foot and handjand with a thought,feuen of 
the elcucn I P^y 

Prin. O monftrous! elcuen Buckrom men growne 
out of two ? 


--rn^oT^uTftknds? a plague vpon fuch bac 

that b3cm? > ' hcm that will faee me. Giue me a Cup 

king : 8 lU * r e „ c if I drunke to day. 

ofSacM a ^y ill( f n c, thy Lippes are (carce wip’d, fince 

fo^ar. Hednnkes. 

A of all Cowards ftdl.fay I. 

What’s the matter ? 

TlZ Wha* the matter? here be fours of vs, haue 
-..thoufand pound this Morning. 

. . . 

r is- Where is it ? taken from vs, it is; a hundred 

fn poore fourc of vs. 

What, a hundred, man? 

Falst. I am a Rog«c,if I were not at nalfe Sword With 
/, n0 f them twohourcs together. 1 naoe leaped by 
do ,' , a . n eiplu times thruft through the Doublet, 

through the Hofe, my Buckler cut through and 
°‘. ic .h mv Sword backt like a Hand-faw, ecce fignwm. 
wuer dealt better fince I was a man: all would not doe. 
Anb-meof all Cowards: let them fpeakc; if they fpeake 
more or lelTe then truth,they are villages, and the lor.'nes 

of darknefle. 

trim. Speake firs,how was it ? 

Cud. We foure fee vpon fome dozen. 

Falft. Sixtecne,at lea(t,my Lord. 

Gad. And bound them. / 

Pete. No.no, they were not bound. 

Tai/l. You Rogue, they were bound, cuetyman of 

them, or I am a lew tile,an Ebrcw lew. 

Gad. As wc were (hating.fomc fixe or feuen frefh men 
fetvponvs. 

Taljt. Andvnbound the reft, and then come in the 
other. 

^nce. What ; fought yce with them all ? 

Falft. Ml? I know not what yee call all : but if I 
fought not with fiftic of them, I am a bunch of Radiln: 
if there were not two or three and fifeie vpon poorc olde 
fact, then am I no two-legg’d Creature. 

Poin, Pray Heaucn, you haue not numbered fome of 
them. 

Falft, Nay, that’s paft praying for, I haue pepper’d 
two of them; Two I am Cure I haue payed, two Rogues 
in Buckrom Sines. I tell thee what, Hal , if I tell thee a 
Lye,fpit in my face,call me Horfe: thou knoweft my olde 
word: here I lay,and thus I bore my point; foure Rogues 
inBuckrom let driue at me. 

Prince. What,fourc? thou fayd’ft but two,euennow. 
Falft. Fourc Hal ft, told thee foure. 

Porn. I,I,he faid foure. 

Falft . Thefe foure came all a-front,and mainely thruft 
at me; I made no more adoe, but tooke all their feuen 
points in my Targuet,thus. 

Prince . Seuen ? why there were but foure,eucn now. 
Falft. InBuckrom* 

Poin. I,foure,in Buckrom Sutes. 

Falft . Seuen,by thefe Hilts,or I am a Villaine elfe. 
Prin. Prcthee let him alone,wc fliall haue more anon. 
Talft. Doeft thou hearc m c,Hal? 

Prin. Land marke thee too, lack. 

Falft. Doc fo,for it is worth the liftnipg too : thefe 
nine in Buckrom,that I told thee of. 

Prin. So,two more alreadic. 

Falft. Their Points being broken. 

Pom. Downc fell his Hofe. 

Falft. Began to giue me. ground : but !followed me 


t or two r . i ■ r i 

Fafl. But as theDeuill would haue it, three mil-be¬ 
gotten Knaues,in Kendall Greene, came at my Back,and: 
let driue at me; for it was fo darke,H*/,ihai thou could ft 

not fee thy Hand. , , 

Prm. Thefe Lyes are like the Father that begets them, 

erofic as a Mountaine,open,palpablc. Why thou Chy- 
bray .vd Guts,thou Knotty-paced Foole.thou Horfon ob- 

feerife ereafic Tallow Catch. • , 

Fafl. What,art thou mad? art thoiynad . ts not the 

truth,the truth ? < r 

Prin. Why, how could'ft thou know tne.e men in 

Kendall Greene, when it was fo darke, thou could’ft not 
Ice thy Hand i Come,tell vs your realomwhat iay’ft thou 

Poin. Come,your rcafon lacf, yourreafpp. 

Fafl, What,vpon compulfion ? No ; were I at tne 
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not 
tell you on compulfion. Giuc you a rcafon cn compulsi¬ 
on ? If Rea)ons were as plcntic as Black-bcrries,I would 
oiue no man a Rcafon vpon compulfion,!. 

° Prim lie be no longer guiiticof thisfigHC, This fan- 
guine Coward,this Bed-prcflcr,this Hotl-back-brcakcr, 
this huge Hill ot Flefli. 

Falft. AwayyouScar.ieling,youElfe-skin.ycudried 
Neats tongue, Bullcs-piflell, you ftocke-fi(T.:0 for bretn 
to vtter. What is like thee? You Tailors yard,you fhcath 
you Bow-C3fe,you vile (landing tuckc. 

Prin. Well, breath a-while,and then to’t againc: and 
when thou haft tyr’dthy fclfc in bafe comparifons, heare 
me fpeake but thus. 

Poin. Marke Iacke. 

Prin. We two,faw you foure fet on foure and bound 
them,and were Mafters oftheir Wealth : mark now how 
aplaineTalefhallputyoudowne. Then did we two, fet 
on you fourc,and with a word, outfac'd you.from your 
prize,and hauc it -.yea.and can (hew it you in the Houfe . 
And Faljhffe } yoi\ caried your Guts away as nimbly,with 
as quickc dextcritie,and roared for mercy, and ftill ranne 
and roar’d, as cuer I heard Bull-Calfc. W hat a Slaue art 
thou, to hacks thy fword as thou haft done, and then fay 
it was in fight. What trick? what deuicc|? what flatting 
hole canft thou now find out,to hide thee tram this open 
and apparant {Fame ? 

Poines. Come, let’s heare Iacke : What tricke haft 
thou now? 

Fal. I knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why heare 
ye my Mafters, was it for me to kill the Heirc apparant ? 
Should I turnc vpon the true Prince? Why,thou knoweft 
I am as valiant as Hercules : but bewaie Inftin#, the Lion 
will not touch the true Prince; Inftin#is a great matter. 
I was a Coward on Inftin#r I fhall thinke the better of 
my felfe, and thee, during my life: I, fora valiant Lion, 
and thonfor a true Prince. But Lads, I am glad you haue 
the Mony. Hoftelfe.clap to the aoores: watch to night, 
pray to morrow. Gallants, Lads,Boyes, Harts of Gold, 
all the good Titles ofFello wlhip come to you. What, 
fhall we be merry? (hall we haue a Play extempory. 

Prin. Content,and the argument (hall be, thy runing 
away. 

Fal. A,no mote of that Hall, and thou loueft me* 
Enter Hoftefte. 

Hoft. My Lord, the Prince ? 

Prin. 
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Prin. How now my Lady the Hoftefle * what fay’ft 
thou to me ? 

Hoftefle. Marry,my Lord, there is a Noble man of the 
Court at doore would fpeake with you; hec fayesjhee 
comes from your Father. 

Prin. Giue him as much as will make him a Royall 
man,and fend him backe againe to my Mother. 

Falft. What manner of man is hec? 

Hoftefle. An old man. 

F^lft. What doth Grsuitie out or his Bed at Midnight? 
Shall 1 giue him his anfwere ? 

Prin . Prethce doc/achy. 

Fa/ft. ’Faith,and lie fend him packing. Exit. 

Prince. Now Sirs: you fought foirc; fo did you 
Peto, fo did you Bardol: you arc Lyons too, you ranne 
away vpon inftin£I: you will no: couch the true Prince j 
no, fie. 

Bard. ’Faith,I ranne when I faw others runne. 

Prin. Tell mee now in earneft, how came Falftaffes 
Sword fohackt i 

Peto. Why,he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid,hec 
would fwcare truth out of England,but hec would make 
you bclccue it was done in fight,and perfwaded vs to doc 
the like. 

"Bard. Yea,and to tickle our Nofes with Spcar-grafle, 
to make them bleed, and then to beflubber our garments 
with it, and fwcare it was the blood of true men. I did 
that I did not this feuen y teres before, I bluflit to heare 
his monftrous dcuiccs. 

Prin. O Villamc, thou ftolcft a Cup of Sacke cigh- 
teene yecres agoe, and were taken with the manner, and 
eucrfince thou haft bluflit extempore : thou liadft fire 
and fword on thy fide, and yet thou ranft away ; what 
inftin£t hadft thou for it ? 

Bard. My Lord, doe you fee thefe Meteors ? doe you 
behold thefe Exhalations ? 

Prin. I doe. 

Bard . What thinke you they portend ? 

Prin. Hot Liucr$,and cold Purfes. 

Bard. Choler,my Lord,if rightly taken, 

Prin. No,if rightly taken, Halter. 

Enter Falftaffe* 


Hcere comes leatie facile, heere comes bare-bone. How 
nowmyfweet Creature of Bombaft, how long is’eagoe, 
Pttckf y fince thou faw’ft thine owne Knee ? 

Falft. My owne Knee? When I was about thy yceres 
{Hal) I was not an Eagles Talent in the Wafie, I could 
haue crept into any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring: a plague 
of fighing and griefc, it blowcs a man vp like a Bladder. 
There’s villanous Nevves abroad: heere was Sir Iohn 
Braby from your Father you muft goc to the Court in 
the Morning. The fame mad fellow of the North, Percy; 
and hee of Wales, that gau c^Amamon the Baftinado, 
and made Lucifer Cuckold, and fworetheDeuill his true 
Liege-man vpon the Crolfe of a Welch-hfookc; what a 
plague call you him? 

Poin. O, G (endow er* 

Falft. Owen,Owen \ the fame, and his Sonne in Law 
LM<rrtimer y and old Northumberland, and the fprightly 
‘Scot of. Scots, Dowgl<is y that runnes a Horfc-backe vp a 
: Hill perpendicular. 

j Prin. Hee that rides at high fpeedc,and with a Piftoll 
• kills a Sparrow flying, 
j Falft . You haue hit it. 


The FirflTart cf lying Henry the Fourth. 


Prim So did he ncuer the Sparrow. 

Falft. Well, that Rafcall hath good meir n • 
hee will not runne. * h in 

Prim Why.what a Rafcall art thou then 
fo for running? > t0 Prayfchi, 

Falft, A Horfc-backe (ye Cuckoe) but a , 

not budge a foot. ' Duta toothy 

“Prin. Yes lacke, vpon inftinfr. 

Falft. I grant ye, vpon inftinft: Well,hee i, ,l 
and one Ulfordake, and a thoufand blew-Ca theret0 ° 
Worcefter i$ ftolne away by Night: thv ®on 

turn’d white with the Newes • - • er *® 


rn’d white with the Newes ; you may b U v V ° Mr(l ' 
as chcape a* (linking Mackrell. ^ Hoy 

Prtn. Then ’tis like,if there come a hot Sunn. , 
ciuill buftetting hold, wee /hall buy Afeiden 

they buy Hob-nayles.by the Hundreds. t 

Falft. 3y the Maffc Lad,thou fay’ft true it is lit 
(ball haue good trading that way. But cell me 
not thou horrible afear’d? thou beino Hei 
could the Wor d pickc thee out thre^f uc h p #yy,rant i 
gaine, as that Fiend Dowglat, that Spirit Percy 
Deuill Glendowerf Art not thou horrible afraid ? r! ? 
not thy blood thrill at it? ? ^ 01 1> 

Prin. Not a whit: 1 lacke fome of thy inftinA 

Falft. Welfthou wilt be horrible chidde to m'n- 
when thou commeft to thy Father; if thou doc iouf 0 *’ 
praeftife an anfwere, cmc > 

Prin. Doe thou (land for my Father,and examiners 
vpon the particulars of my Life. c 

Falft. Shall 1 ? content: This Chayre (hall bee nr 
State, this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cufhion mi 
Crownc. 1 

Pr,n. Thy State is taken for aloyn’d-Stoole.tbyGol 
den Scepter fora Leaden Dagger, and thy precious riel 
Crownc.for a pittifull bald Crovvne, 

FalSl. Well.and the fire of Grace be not quite outol 
thee,now fhaJt thou be moued. Giue me a Cup ofSacke 
to make mine eyes lookc redde, that it may bethought] 
haue wept, for 1 mud fpeake in paffion, and I will doc it 
in King Cambyfes vaine. 

Prin . Well,hccrc is'jny Legge. 

Falft. And heere is my fpeech: ftand afideNobilicie, 

Hoftefe. This is excellent fport,yfaith. 

Falft. Weepenoc, fwcetQueenc, for tricklingceares 
are vaine. 

Hoftefle. O the Father, how hee holdes his counte¬ 
nance? 

Falft.FovGods fake Lords ; conuey my truftfuli Queen, 
For ceares doe ftop the floud-gates of her eyes# 

hoftefle. O rare,he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry 
Players,as euerlfee. 

Falft . Peace good Pint-pot,peace good Tickle-braine. 
Harry , I doe not onely maruell where thou fpendeftthy 
time; but alfo, how thou art accompanied: For though 
the Camomile,the more it is troden,thefafteritgrowes; 
yet Youth, the more it is wafted, the fooner it wearer, 
Thou art my Sonne : I haue partly thy Mothers Word, 
partly my Opinion • but chiefely, a villanous tricke of 
thine Eye,and a foolifh hanging of thy nether Lippc,that 
doth warrant me. If then thou be Sonne to mee, heere 
lyeth the point: why, being Sonne to me, art thou fo 
poynted at ^ Shall the bleffed Sonne of Heauen prouea 
Micher, and eacc Black-berry es ? a queftion not to bee 
askt. Shall the Sonne of England proueaTheefe, and 
take Purfes ? a queftion to be askt. There is a thing, 
Harry f which thou haft often heard of,and it is knowneto 

many 
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The Fiffi Part ofKjn&Henry the Fourth _ 

_ _-^-Tb^theNa"* of Pitch .-this Pitch (as " not him thy^T"coenpaniej bani(b plumpc/^and 

.iinV » n oor 1 ' an i ’ dehlecfo doth the com- 


fliny ‘“uSrs cioe re P ort)doih defile;fo doth the com- 
ieepeft: for Harry, nowj doe not fpeake to 


ai* 161 ”; ' 1 • for Harry, now l aoww <= to 

P aniet Drinkefbut in Tcarcs? not in Pleafure,but inPaf- 
th« e,n t ; n Words onely, but i« Woes alfo : and yet 
(v>a 5 *1 v «tuoos man, who® I haue often noted in thy 
th £te 18 . i. uc i Jcnow not h(5.Nam e ' 
co^ aiamwrof and it hke your Ma- 

icA‘ c )n . goodly portly man y faith, and a corpulent, 
f fireful 1 Looke. a plcafing Eye and a raoft noble 
° f „ c and as I chinke.ihif-age io inc or(byrlady) 

Or^Vto threelcore j and now I remember mee, his 
inclining „ j'c t l iat nian fhould be lewdly giuen, 
f^eceiues mafia for Harry , Ifee Vcrtoe inhis Lookes. 
f ce , he Tr$ertiay,fep knowhe by the Fruit,as the Fruit 

[' uTree.thcnperemptoiilyH'peakeit^hcrcisVertue 

by u,r valMi: him kcepe with, the reli banifh. And 
'cl! mee now, thou naughuc Varie;, tell mee, where haft 
Umt Heene this moneth l 

p-iet Da ft thou fpeake like a King ? doe thou ftand 

e “Ze ’ and lie play my father. < ? 

°"f4sl Depofemc: if thou do’ft it haife fo grauely,fo 
; ’Pical)y,both in word and matter,hang me vp by the 
I®‘jel for a Rabbet-fuckcr,ora Poulters Hare. 
frin. Wclljhecrcl am fee. 
fsl/l. And heere I ftand: iudge my Maftcrs. 
pr'in. Now //^.whence come you ? 

Ftilfi. My Noble Lord,from Eaft-cheape. 

Prw. The complaints I heare of thee,are grieuous. 
Tdil. Yfaith, my Lord, they are falfc: Nay,lle tickle 

ye for a young Prince. . / , 

Trin. Sweareft thou, vngracious Boy ? hencerortn 
ne're looke or. me: thou art violently carrycd away trom 
Grace; there is a Deuill haunts thee,in the hkenefleof a 
(at old Man; aTunne of Man is thy Companion: Why 
do’ftthouconucrfc with thatTrunke of Humors, that 
Baulting-Hutch of Bcaftlinelfe, that fwolne Parcel! of 
Dropfies,that huge Bombard,.LSackc, that liuftCloake- 

baggeof Guts, that rofted Manning free One with the 
Pudding in his Belly, that rencrend Vice, that grey Ini- 
quitie, that Father Ruffian,that Vanitie in yeeres?where- 
inishegoodjbuctotafte Sacke, and drinkeit? wherein 
neat and cleanly,but to carue a Capon,and eat it ? where¬ 
in Cunning, but in Craft? wherein Crattie, buc inVillc- 
nie? wherein Villanous,but in all things ? wherein wor¬ 
thy,but in nothing i 

fdil .' I would your Grace would take me with you: 
tvhom meanes your Grace i 

Prince. That villanous abhominable mis-leader of 
Youth, Falttaffe, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Falft. My Lord,the man I know. 

Prince. Iknowthoudo'ft. 

Falft. But to fay, I know more liarme in him then in 
rcyfelfe.were to fay more then 1 know. That hec is olde 
(the more the pittie) his white hayres doe witneffe it: 
but that hee is (fauing your reuercnce) aWhore-ma- 
Ihr, that I vtterly deny. If Sacke and Sugar bee a fault, 
Heauen helpc the Wicked : if to be oldc and merry,be a 
linne,then many an olde Hoftethat 1 know, is damn’d : 
it to be fat, be to be hated, then Pharaohs leane Kine are 
mbeloued. No, my good Lord, banifli Pete, banilb 
Bardolph, banifh Potties : but for fweete lacke Falftajfe , 
kinde lacke Falftaffe.txue lacke Falslafe,- valiant lacke Fal- 
^jf^and therefore more valiant.being as hec is olde lack. 
Falftajfe ) banidinot him thy Harryes companie, banifh 


baniftt all the World. 

Prince. I doe, I will. 

Enter "Bardolph running. 

Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherife, with a rood 
moft monftrous Watch,is at the doore. 

Falft. Out you Rogue,play out the Play:I haue much 
to fay in the behalfc ot that Falftaffe. 

Enter the Hoftefe. 

Hofteffe. Q t my Lord, my Lord. 

Falft. Heigh, heigh, the Deuill rides vpon a Fiddle- 
fticke: what a the matter f 

Hoftefe. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the 
doore: they are come to fearch the Houle, lhall I let 
them in ? 

Falft. Do’ft thou heare Hal , ncuer call a true peece of 
Gold a Counterfeit: thou art cffentiaUy made, without 

Teeming fo. 

Prince. And thou a naturall Coward 3 without in- 

ftinft. 

Falft. I deny your rJMaior: if you will deny the 
Shertfc,fo : if not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart 
as well as another man, a plague on my bringing vp : I 
hope I fball as foone be ftrangled with a Halter^ as ano¬ 
ther. 

Prince . Goc hide thee bchinde the Arras, the reft 
walke vp abouc. Now my Mafters, for a true Face and 
good Conscience. 

Falft. Both which I haue had : but their date is out, 
and therefore He hide me. Exit • 

prince. Call in the Sherife. 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier. 

Prince. Now Mafter Sherife, what is your will with 
mee ? 

She. Firft pardon me,my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 
followed certaine men vnto this houfe. 

Prince . What men? 

She. One of them is well knowne,my gracious Lord, 
a grofle fat man. 

Car . As fat as Butter. 

Trtnce. The man,I doe affure you,is not heerCj 
For I my felfe at this time haue imploy’d him; 

And Sherife^I will engage my word to thee. 

That I will by to morrow Dinner time. 

Send him to anfwere thee, or any man, 

For any thing he fhall be charg’d withall: 

And fo let me entreat you,leaue the houfe. 

She. I will,my Lord: there are two Gentlemen 
Haue in this Robberie loft three hundred Markes. 

Prince , It may be fo: if hehauerobbM thelemcn. 

He fhall be anfwcrablc: and fo farewell. 

She. Good Night,my Noble Lord. 

Prince. I thinke it is good Morrow,is it not ? 

She. Indeede,my Lord, I thinke it be two a Clocke. 

Exit. 

Prince. This oyly Rafcall is knowne as well as Poulcs: 
goe call him forth. 

Peto. Falftaffe t faft afleepe bchindc the Arras, and 
fnorctnglike aHorfe. 

Prince # Harke, how hard he fetches breath; fcarch his 
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He Jearcheth hie Pockets , and findcth 
cert Awe Papers. 

Prince. What haft thou found ? 

Pete. Nothing but Pipers, my Lord. 

Prince, Let’s lee, what be they ? reade them. 

Pete. Item,a Capon. ii.s.ii.d. 

Item,Sawce. i'tii.d. 

Item,Sickc,two Gallons. v.s.viii.d. 

Item Anchoues and Sacke after Supper. ii.s.vi.d. 

Item Bread. Q b. 

Prince. O monftrous, but one halfe penny-worth of 
Bread to this intollcrable dealc of Sacke i What there is 
elfe,keepc dofc.wcc’lc reade it at more aduaniage: there 
let him fleepc till day. He to the Court in the Morning: 
Wee muft all to the Wanes,and thy place fhall be hono¬ 
rable. lie procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, 
and | know his de3th will be a Match of Tvvclue-fcore. 
The Money {hall be pay’d backcagaine with aduantage. 


The Firfl Tarto/K, in? Henry the Fourth. 


Steeples,and mofle-growne Towers. At 



Be with me betimes in the Morning 

O 


row Peto. 

Pete. Good morrow,good my Lord. 


and fo good moi- 


Exeunt. 


ABus Tertlus. Seem Trima. 


Enter Hotjpnrre y Worcefter, Lord Mortimer, 

Owen Glendowcr. 

More. Thefe promifes arc fairc,thc parties fure. 

And our indu&ioti full of profperous hope. 

Hotty. Lord c JMorUmcY, and Coufin Glendower, 

Will you fit downe ? 

And Vnckle Worce/Icr 5 a plague vpon it, 

I haue forgot the Mappe. 

Glend. No,hcreitis: 

Sit Coufin Percy fit good Coufin Hotjpnrre: 

For by that Namc,as oft as Lnncafter doth fpeake ofyou, 
His Cheekes lookcpale,and with a rifing figh. 

He wjfheth you in Heauen. 

Hotjp. And you in Hell,as oft as he hcares Owen Glen- 
dower {poke of* 

Glend . I cannot blame him : At my Natiuitic, 

The front of Heauen was full of fierie fhapes. 

Of burning Creffcts : and at my Birth, 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak’d like a Coward. 

Hotfp. Why fo it would hauedone at the fame feafon, 
if your Mothers Cat had but kitten’d, though your fclfe 
had ncucr beene borne. 

Glend . I fay the Earth did fliake when I was borne* 

Hotfty. And I fay the Earth was not of my mindc. 

If you iuppofe* as fearing you,it (Lookc. 

Glend . The Heauens were all on fire, the Earth did 
tremble. : < 

Hetty. Oh, then the Earth ftiooke 
To fee the Heauens on fire. 

And not in feare of your Naciuitie. 

Difeafed Nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In ffrange eruptions; and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kinde of Colltck pinchc and vexr, 

Bytheimprifonmg of vnruly Wiridc 

Within her Worobe: which for enlargement ftriuing, 

Shakes the old Beldame Earth,and tombles downe 


Glend. Coufin: <jf many'men 
1 doe not bearc thefe Croffings: Giue m. i 
To tell you'onteagaine, that at my Birth - UC 
The front of Heauen wasTull of fierre (W 
The Goatesranne from the MountainesJiA 
Were ftrangely clamorous to the frighted 

Thefe fignes haue markt me extraordinary’ 

And all the courfcs of my Life doe fhew ’ 1 - 1 

I am not in the Roll of common men. * 

Where is the Liuing.dipt in with the Sea < 

And bring him out,that is but Womans Sonne 
Can trace me in the tedious wayes of Art ’ 

And hold roe pace in deepe experiments * 

th "“"° man f p eak '> b «»« w* 

Hotjp. Why lo can I,or fo can any man: P 
But will they come.whenyoudoe call for them? 

D why -' *“ 

Hotjp .And Lean teach thee.Coufin.to fhamethch., •, 
By telling truth. Tell truth,andjl } ame the DeuiH ^ 
It chou hauC power to ray fe him>ring him hither 
And lie be fwomej haue power to flLe£l e 
Oh,while you liue, tell truth,and fliamethcDeuill ‘ 

Ch^ l ° rt ' C T C> COmC ’ 110 m ° rC ° f this vn P r °fitab!i 

Glend. Three times hath Henry Bullingbroohe madeheac 
Againft my Power: thrice from the banks of Wye 
And fandy-botcom’d Seuerne,hauc [ hent him * 
Bootleffc home,and Weather-beaten backe, 

Hotjp. Home without Bootes, 

And in totile Weather to**, 

How fcapes he Agues in theDeuilsname? 

Glend. Come,hecre’s the Mappe: 

Shall wee diuidc our Righr, 

According to our three-fold ordcrta’ne ? 

Mort. The Arch-Dcacon hath diuided it 
Into three Limics>very equally : 

England, from Trent,and Seuerne.hitherto, 

By South and Eaft,is to my part alfign’d: 

All Weftw ard, Wales, beyond the Seuernc ffiore, 

And all the fertile Land within that bound, 

To Owen Glcndower: And dcare Couzc,to you 
The remnant Northwarddying off from Trent, 

And our Indentures Tripartite are drawnc : 

Which being fealed entercbangeably, 

(A Bufinefle that this Night may execute^ 

To morrow,Coufin Percy y ycu and I, 

And my good Lord of Worccftcr,will fet forth, 

To meetc your Father,and the Scotcifh Power, 

As is appointed vs at Shrewsbury. 

My Father Glendower is not readie yet. 

Nor fhall wee neede his heJpe thefe fourcteene dayes: 
Within that fpace,you may haue drawne together 
Your TenantSjFriends,and neighbouring Gentlemen. 

Glend. A fhortcr rime (hall fend me to you, Lords: 
And in my Conduct {hall voar Ladies come. 

From whom you now muft fteale,and take no leauc. 
For there will be a World of Water (bed, 

Vpar 
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- -— C7ZZ,\n° of yout Wives and y° u * 

Vp° n c . n t huik&my Moicy,North from Burton here, 

^ equal* n°t ouc of yeurs: 

Iffj‘hisRiucr comes me crankingm=, 

S‘ c ’ “ ftom the beft of ail my Laud, 

u halfe Moonc,aanpHft;tousCamle out. 

!A L 6 .,rhe Currant in thisplaceidaron’d Vp, 
l 1c , t he fmug and Siluer Trent fhall runne, 

11 /\r winde with luch a^deepe indent, 

T °rW Notwinde? it fhall.it muft,you fee it doth. 

‘ y e3> biit marke how he bcarcs his courfc, 

. Amnnes me vp,w.ith-ljkeaduantageon thcother fide, 
Sd™g.fewo«Con t -,n.„ tl .raucl,, 
t he other fide it takes from you. 

^fTtrc Yea,but a little Chajrge will trenqh him here. 
And on this North fide winne tins Cape ef Land, 

And then he rnnnes ftraight and cuen. 

Jtotfp. H e l\auc it,(belittle Charge will aoc it. 

Glecd. lie not haue it alter'd. 

MW ill not you?, 

Glend. No, nor you fhall not. 

Http. Whofhall/ay-mc nay ? 

Glotd. Why,that will I, . 

Eotfp. £et rftenot vnderftand you then, fpeake it in 

^Gkn'd. IcantpeakeEngli(h,Lord,aswell as you: 

Fori was uayn’d vp in the Englifh Court; 

Where,being but youiag,.! framed to the Harpc 

Many an Englifh Dittie,lonely well, 

And gaue the Tongue a hclpefull Ornament; 

A Vcrtuethat-was neuer feene in you, 

HotQ>. Marry,and I am glad of it with all my heart, 

I had rather be a Kitten,and cry mew. 

Then one of tnefe fame Meeter Ballad-mongers: 

I had rather heare a Brazen Candleftick turn’d. 

Or a dry Wheele grate on the Axle-tree, 

And that would fee my teeth nothing an edge, 

Nothing fo much,as mincing Poetrie; 

’Tis like the forc’t gate of a fhuffling Nagge. 

Glend. Come,you {hall haue Trent turn’d. 

Ho/p. I doe not care: lie giue thrice fo much Land 
Toanywell-deferuing friend; 

But in the way of Bargaine,matke ye me, 

Ilecauill on the ninth part of a hayre. 

Are the Indentures drawne? {hall we be gone ? 

Glend. The Moonc (bines faire, 

You may away by-Nighc: 

liehafte the Writer; andwithall, 

Breake with your Wiues,of your departure hence: 

1 am afraid my Daughter will runne madde. 

So much {he doteth on her Mortimer. Sxit. . 

- Mort. Fie, Coufin Percy , how you croffe my Fa¬ 
ther. 

Hotjp. I cannot chufe : fometime he angers tnc. 

With telling me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant, 

Of the Dreamer iJMerlw, and his Prophecies; 

And of a Dragon, and a finne-lefle FUh, 

Adip-wing’d Griffin.and ^ moulten Rauen, 

A couching Lypn.and a ramping Cat, 

And fuch a deale of skimble-akamble Stuff:, 

As puts me from my Faith. I tell you what, 
de held me laft Nio,ht,at leaft,nine howres, j 

In reckning vp rhpfcuerall Deuils Names, 

That were his Lacqueyes: 


' ?«i 


I cry'd ham, and well, goe too. 

But park’d him not a word. 0 ,he is as tedious 
As a tyred Horfc, a rayling Wife, 

Worie then a fimoakic Houfe, I had rather liue 
WithCheefcand Garlick inaWindmill farre, 

Then feede on Cates,and haue him talke to me, 

In any Sumroer-Houfc inChriftendomc, 

Mort. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 
Exceeding well read,and profited, 

In ftrange Concealments: 

Valiant as a Lyon.and wondrous affable. 

And as bountifull,as Mynes of India. 

Shall I tell you,Coufin, 

He holds your temper in a high refpedf. 

And curbes himfelfe,euenof his naturall fcope. 

When you doe croffe his humon’faicb he does^ 

I warrant you,that man is not aline, 

M ight fo haue tempted hifUias you haue done, 

Without the tafte of danger,and reproofe: 

But doe notyfc it ofc,let me enneat you. 

Were. In faith,my Lord,you are too wilfull blarney 
And fincc your comming hithfer-,haue done enough. 

To put him quite befides his patience. . . -vi 

You muft ncedes lcarne, Lord,to amend this fault: 
Though fometimes it fhew Greatncfle,Courage,Blocd, 
And that’s the deareft grace it renders you; . r , ‘ 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harfh Rage, 

Defe 6 i of Manners, want of Goucrnment, 
Pndc.HaughtinciTc,Opinion,and Difdaine: 

Theleaft of which,haunting a Nobleman, 

Lofeth mens hearts,and leaues behinde a ftayne 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hotfp. Well, I am fchooTd: 

Good-manners be your fpeede ; 

Heerc come your Wiues^nd let ys take pur leaue» 

Enter Glendower,with the Ladies. 

Mort.This is the deadly fpight,that angers*me. 

My Wife can fpeake no Englifh,I no WeHh. 

Glend .My Daughter weepes,ftiee’le not patt with you, 
Shee’lebe aSouldiertoo,(heeTe to the Warres. 

"Mort . Good Father tell hcr,that {he and my Aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your Conduift fpeedily. 

Cjler.dower Jpeakes to her in V/elfh , and (he *n~ 
jweret him in the fame. 

Glend. Shee is defperate heerc: 

A peeuifh felfe r wiU’d Harlotry, 

One that no perfwafion can doe good vpon. 

The Lady jpeaket in tVel(h. r 

Mort. I vnderftand thy Lookes: that pretty Welfh 
Which tlk^tponjvr'ft down from thefe fwelling Heauens, 
I am too perfect in: and but for fhame, 

In fuch a parley {hould I anfwere thee. 

The Lady againe in Welfh. 


Mort. I vnderftand thy Kifles.and thou mine. 
And that’s a feeling deputation: 

But I will neuer be a Truant, Loue, 

Till I haue Jearn'd thy Language: for thy tongue 


Makes ] 
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^_ The FiffiTf\jng Hemy the Fourth. 


Makes WcliE as fwect as Ditties highly penn’rf* 

Sang by a taire Quccne in a Summers Bovvrc, 

With rauifliing Diuifion to her Lute. ' ! hor : i- 
[jltnd . Nay,U thou n>elr^hen will fherunnemadde. 

The Lady .{peak*s agaive in Welfb* 

UMert.' 0,1am Ignorance it fdfc in this. ' 

(Jltnd . She bids you, U. - ... 

On the wanton Rudies lay you downe. 

And reft your gentle Head vpon her Lappe, 

And Ifhe will ling the Song that pleafeth you. 

And on your EyeJids Crowne the God of Slcepe, 

1 Charming your blood with pleafingheauineffe; 

* Making fticfc difference betwixt Wake and Sleepe, 

As is the differencebetwixt Day and Night* 
f The hours before the Hcauenly HarneisM Tccme 
Begins his Gulden Progteffe in the Eaft. 

With all my heart lie lit,and heareher ling: 
By that time will our Booke,I thinkc,be drawnc. 

Cjlcrtd > Doe fo: 

And thole Mufitians that fhali play to you, 

Hang in the Ay re a thoufand Leagues from thence; 

And ftrtighr they (hall be here: lit,and attend. 

TJotfpFCb tnc ,thou art perfect in lying downe: 

Come, quicke, quicke, that I may lay my Head in thy 
Lappe. "i- 

Lady. Goc*ye giddy-Goofc* 

Tht Lfifajicke pinyts: 

Hotfp. Now I perceiue the Deuill vnderftands Wellh, 
And *cis no marucll he is fo humorous : 

Byrlady hee's a good Mufitian. 

Lady, Then would you be nothing but Muficall, 

For you are altogether gouerned by humors: 

Lye ftili yc Theefe,and heare the Lady fing in Wclfo. 

Hotfp . I had rather hearc (Lady) my Br*ch howle in 
Irifh. 

Lady. Would ft haue thy Head broken? 

Hotfp . No. 

Lady. ThenbeftilL 

Hotfp . Neyther/tis a Womans fault. 

Lady. Now God hclpe thee. 

Hotfp . TotheWelfh Ladies Bed. 

What’s that ? 

Peace,(heefings. 

Hcere the Lady fings a IVeljh Sottg. 


Lady . 
Hetjp. 


/ 


Hotfp. Coroe,He haue your Song too. 

Lady. Not tnine,in good Tooth, 

Hotfp. Not yours,in good footh ? 

You Twcare like a Comfit-makers Wife: 

Not you,in good Tooth ; and.as true as lliue; 

And ,as God /hall mend me ; and,as fure as day i 
And giueftfuch Sarcenet furetie Tor thy Oathes, 

As if thou neuer walk’ft further then Finsbury. 

Sweare mc,Kate,\\V.e a Lady,as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling Oath: and lcaue in Tooth, 

And fuch proteft of Pepper Ginger-bread, 

To Veluci ; Guards,and Sunday-Ciiizens. 

Come, fing. 

Lady. 1 will not fing. 

hotfp. ’ Tis the next way to turne Taylor, or be Red- 
breft teacher: and the Indentures be drawnc, He away 


within thefc two howres: 
will. or - 
Glend. Come,come,LordA/m»»fr 5 y OUa 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to goe. '***" 

By this our Booke is drawne: wcc’lebutf ea u 
And then to Horfe immediately. * 

Mart. With all roy heart, Hxtur 





ScanaSecunda. 


Snter the King,Prince of Wales.and ethers. 

King. Lords, giue vs leaue: 

The Prince of Wales,and I, 

Muff haue Tome priuate conference: 

But be neere at hand, 

For wee fhall prefer.tly haue neede of you. 

Exeunt Lords 

I know not whether Heaucn will haue it To 
For Tome difplcafing feruice I haue done; * 

That in his Tecret Doomc,out of my Blood 
Hee’lc breedc Rcuengeme»t,and a Scomge’fortne- 
But thou do’ft in thy pafTages of Life, 

Make me bcleeue, that thou art onely mark’d 
For the hot vengeance, and the Rod ofheauen 
To punifh my Miftreadings. Tell me elfe. 

Could fuch inordinate and low defires. 

Such poore, fuch bare.fuch lewd,fuch meane attempts 
Such barren pleafures, rude focietie, ‘ * 1 

As thou artmatchcwithall,and grafted too 
Accompanie the greatnefle of thy blood, 

And hold their leuell with thy Princely heart ? 

Prince So plcafe your Maielly, I would I could 
Quit all offences with as clcare excufe, 

As well as I am doubtleffe I can purge 
My felfe of many I am charg’d withall; 

Yet fuch extenuation let mebegge. 

As in rep> oofe of many Tales deuis’d. 

Which oft the Earc ofGrcatncflc needes muft heare. 
By finding Pick-thankes,and bafe Newes-mongcrj; 

I may for Tome things true,wherein my youth 
Hath faultie wandred.and irregular, 

Finde pardon on roy true fubmiffion* 

King. Heaucn pardon thee: 

Yet let me wonder, Harry, 

At thy affedfions,which doe hold a Wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors. 

Thy place in Councell thou haft rudely loft, 

Which by thy younger Brother is fupply’de j 
And art almoft an alien to the hearts 
Of all the Court and Princes of my blood. 

The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruin’d,and the Soule of euery man 
Prophetically doe fore-thinke thy fall. 

Had I fo Iauifh of my prefence beene. 

So common hackney’d in the eyes of men. 

So ftale and cheape to vulgar Company; 
Opinion.that did helpe me to the Crowne, 

Had ftili kept loyall to pofleflion. 

And left me in reputeleffe banifliment, 

A fellow of no marke,nor likelyhood. 

By being feldome feene,I could not ftirre. 

But like a Comet,! was wondredar. 


That 
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wouiXteUtb^Children.This ishee: 

That m en - Where, Which is Bulltngbrooke. 
^nvftolc Ill Courtefie from Heauen, 

KiS m» » in f “ ch u 

An ‘ i did plucke Allege ance from mens hearts 
Tb,t j chnwts and Salutations from their tnouthes, 
L oVvd n th - prefence of the Crowned King. 

EuCn t did'keepe my Perfon frefh and new, 
^PreftnceTike a Robe Pontifical), 

W ( „ n . but wondred at: and fo my State, 
f Mome but fumptuous, (hewed like a Fcaft, 

dipping King hec ambled vp and downe, 

J JftKlov* ieflers,and rafh Banin Wits, 

.fmdled.and foonebumt.cardedhis State, 

u dhis ereat Name prophaned with their bcornes, 
J'jgaue his Countenance,againft his Name, 

Ilshat gybingBoyes,and ftand thepufh 
Ofcucry Beardlefle vaineComparatiue; 

Q reW a Companion to the common StTcetes, 

Enfeoff'd himfelfe to Popularitic: 

That being dayly fwallo wed by mens Eyes, 

Thev furfeted with Honey, and began to loathe 
jhe ufte of SweetnefTc,whereof a little 
More then a little,is by much too much. 

So when he had occafion to be feene. 

He was but 3 s the Cuckow is in June, 

Heard,not regarded: feene buewith fuch Eyes, 

Asficke and blunted with Communitie, 

Affoord no extraordinarie Gaze, 

Such as is bent on Sunne-like Maieftie, 

When it fhines feldome in admiring Eyes: 

But rather drowz’d,and hung their eye-lids downe. 

Slept in his Face, and rendred fuch afpeift 
AsCloudie men vfe to doc to their aduerfaries. 

Being with his prefence glutted,gorg’d,and full. 

And in that very Line,//wry, ftandeft thou : 

For thou haft loft thy Princely Priuiledge, 

Witnvile participation. Not an Eye 
But is awcarie of thy common fight, 

Saue mine,which hath defir’d to fee thee more: 

Which now doth that I would not haue it doe, 
Makcblinde it felfe with foolifli tendernefle. 

Prince. I fhall hereafter,my thtice gracious Lord, 

Be more my felfe. 

King For all the World, 

Ai thou art tothishoure,was Richard then. 

When I from France fet foot at Raucnfpargh; 
Andeuen3slwasthen,is Percy now: 

Now by my Scepter,and my Soule to boot. 

He hath more worthy intereft to the State 
Then thou,the fbadow of Succcffion ; 

Forofno Right, nor colour like toR'ght. 

Htdoth fill fields with Harncis in the Realrae, 

Turnes head againft the Lyons armed Iawcs; 

And being no more in debt to yccres.then thou, 

Leades ancient Lords.and reuerent Bifliops on 
To bloody Battailes,and to brufing Armes. 

What neuer-dying Honor hath he got, 

Againft renowned Dowglas ? whofe high Deedes, 
Whofehotlncucfions,and great Name in Armes, 

Holds from all Souldiers chiefe Maioritie, 

And Militarie Title Capitall. 

Through all the Kingdomes that acknowledge Chrift, 
Thtice hath the Hotjpttr (JWars, in fwathing Clothes, 


This Infant Warrior, in his Enterprifes, 

Difcomfited great Dowglas, ta’ne him once. 

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him. 

To fill the mouth of deepe Defiance vp. 

And fliake the peace and fafetie of our Throne. 

And what fay you to this ? Percy,Northumberland, 

The Arch-bifhops Grace of Yorke,. Dowglas,.Mortimer, 
Capitulate againft vs,and are vp. 

But wherefore doe I tell chefe Newes to thee ? 
Why,jF/<*r> 7 ,doeI tell thee of my Foes, 

Which art my necr’rt and deareft Enemie ? 

Thou,that art like enough,through vaflall Feare, 

Bafe Inclination,and the ftarc of Spleene, 

To fight againft me vndcr Percies pay. 

To dogge his heeles,and cunfie at his frow'nes. 

To fhew how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince. Doenot thinke fo, you fhall not finde it fo* 
And Heaucn forgiue them, that fo much haue fway’d 
Your Maiefties good thoughts away from me: 

I will redeeme all this on Percies head, 

And in the clofing of lome glorious day. 

Be bold to tell you.that I am your Sonne, 

When I will wearc a Garment all of Blood, 

And ftaine my fauours in a bloody Maske: 

Which waflu away,(hall fcowre my fhame with it. 

And chat fhall be the day,when ere it lights. 

That this fame Child of Honor and Renowne, 

This gallant Hotjpur, this all-prayfcd Knight, 

And your vr.thougnt-of Harry chance to meet: 

For euery Honor fitting on his Helme, 

Would they were multitudes,and on my heod 
My (harnes redoubled. For the time will come. 

That I fhall make this Northerne Youth exchange 
His glorious Deedes for my Indignities: 

Percy is but my Fa&or.good my Lord, 

To engrofTevp glorious Deedes on my behalfe: 

And 1 will call him to fo ftridt account. 

That he fhall render euery Glory vp, 

Yea,euen the fleighteft worlbip of his time. 

Or I will tearc the Reckoning from his Heart. 

This, in tht Name of Heaucn,! promife here; 

The which,if I performe,and doe furuiue, 

I doe befeech your Maicftie,may falue 

The long-growne Wounds of my intemperatttres 

If not,the end of Life cancclls all Bands, 

And I will dye ahundred thoufand Deaths, 

Ere breake the fmalleft parcell of this Vow. 

King. A hundred thoufand Rebels dye in this: 

Thou (halt haue Charge,and foueraigne cruft herein. 

Enter 'Blunt. 

How now good Blunt ? thy Lookes are full of fpeed. 

Blunt. So hath the Bufineffc that I come to fpeake of. 
Lord c Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word, 

That ‘Dowglai and the Englifh Rebels met 
The eleuenth of this moneth,at Shrewsbury: 

A mightie and a fcarcfull Head they are, 

(If Promifes be kept on euery hand) 

As cuer offered foule play in a State. 

King. The Earle of Weftmerland fet forth to day : 
With him my fonne,Lord hhn of Lancafter, 

For this aduertifement is fiue dayes old. 

On Wcdnefday next ,Harrj thou (halt fet forward : 

On Thurfday,wee our felues will march. 

Our meeting is Bridgcnorth: and Harry, you ftiall march 

f Through 



































































HHf" 


r**-' 

mil #■ 

Y 

Mibi: 

'ii! 5 ,f :< 


\ 


4UHMR1IP 

mam 

IWBh "-i - 

s&.m * i » ‘\k 


yi 


if • it jijj 






iwilSfP" 

Imllli., 

L IllJi Sf 

iillf [ m ■»:-.;■■ 

■a' If 

wl 

® ifi rprr'^ Sr 

dm A -jhiiSsiJi hm.*:? 


JiP; 

lifciii 




EfTf: 


mm 


■j | Xj 21 • * 4{%3 S v -v 

<M# fflafi; 

ft!* 


pi 


mi 




6± _ FheFirfl Fart of Kjng Henry the Fourth . 


Through Gloccftcrfhi re: by which account. 

Our BufinclTe valued fome twclue dayes hence. 

Our generall Forces at Bridgenorth (hall mcete. 

Our Hands are full of Bufinefle : let’s away, 
Aduantage feedes him fat,while men delay. Exeunt . 


Seem Fertuu 



Enter Falftaffe and Bardolph. 

Falsi. Bardolph , am I not falne away vilely, fince this 
laftaiftion? doe 1 not bate? doe I not dwindle? Why 
my skintie hangs about me like anolde Ladies looie 
Gowne : I am withered like an oldc Apple Iohn. Well, 
Ilerepent,'and that fuddenly, while I am in fome liking : 
1 (hall be out of heart (hortly, and then I (hall haue no 
ftrengch to repent. And I haue not forgotten what the 
in-fide of a Church is made of, lama Pepper-Come, a 
Brewers Horfe,thc in-fide of a Churc h. Company,villa- 
nous Company hath beene the fpoylcofme. 

Bard. Sir Iohn, you are fo fretfuil, you cannot liuc 
long. 

Falfi. Why there is it: Come.fing me a bawdy Song, 
make me merry: I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentle¬ 
man need to be ; vertuous enough, fwore littlc,dic d not 
aboue feuen times a wceke, went to a Ba wdy-houfe not 
aboue once in a quarter of an home, payd Money that 1 
borrowed, three or foure times ; lined well, and in good 
compaffe: and now Mine out of all order, out of com¬ 
paffe. 

"Bard Why, you are fo fat, Sir Iohn , that you muft 
needes bee out of all compalfe; out of all reafonable 
compaffe,Sir Iohn. 

Falfi Dae thou amend thy Face, and He amend thy 
Life : Thou art our Admirall, thou beared the Lanterne 
inthePoope, but’tis inthcNole of thee ; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lampe. 

Bard. Why,Sir Iohn, my Face does you no harme. 

Falfi. No,lle be fvvorne: I make as good vfe of it, as 
many a man doth of a Desths-Head,ora Memento Mori. 
I neucr fee thy Face,but 1 thinke vpon Hell firc,and Dines 
that liued in Purple; for there he is in his Robes burning, 
burning. .If thou wert any way giuen to vertuej would 
fweare by thy Face ; my Oath fliould bee, By this Fire: 
But thou art altogether giuen cucr; and wert indeede, 
but for the Light in thy Face,the Sunne of viter Darke¬ 
ned When thou ran 1 It vp Gads-Hdl in the Night, to 
catch my Horfc.if I did not thinke that thou hadft beene 
an Iqnis fattens a Ball of Wild-fire, there’s no Purchafe 
in Money. O.thou art a perpetuall Triumph, aneuer- 
laftingBone-fire-Light: thou haft faued me athoufand 
Markes in Linkes and Torches, walking with thee in the 
Night betwixt Tauerne and Tauerne: But the Sack that 
thou halt drunke me, would haue bought me Lights as 
good cheapens the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I haue 
maintain’d that Salamander of yours with fire, any time 
this two and thirtie yeeres,Heauen reward me for it. 

Bard. I would my Face were in your Belly. 

FalH. So fliould I be fure to be heart-bum’d. 

Enter Hofteffe. 

How now,Dame Portlet the Hen, haue you enquir’d yet 
who pick’d my Pocket ? 



its 

:crs c f 


no- 


Hofteffe. WhySirieKwhatdoeyw^T^r 
doe you thinke 1 kccpcTheeues in tnv H !r 
fearch’d, I haue enquired, fo haz my Husband V ^ 
Man, Boy by Boy, Seruant by Seruant: the ’ k nl '' 

hayre was neucr loft in my houfe before* of 

Falfi Ye lye Hofteffe: Bardolph wa's fc a „* d . ‘ 
manyahayre; and llebefworne my Pocket ’* ■ 
goe to,you are a Woman,goe. Was piolc’tj 

Hofteffe. Who 1 ? Ideficthce: I was neuer Ca l). 

in mine owne home before. CJ1 <i 

Falfi. Gocto,l know you well enouoh, 

Hofteffe. No,Sir Iohn ;you doe not know me «; 

I know you,Sir Iohn: you owe me Money Sir 
now you picke a quarrel!, to beguile me of it • 1 k' , * n< 
you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe. ” * “ 0u §l>t 

Falfi. Doulas. filthy Doulas : I hau e „ iu . 

away to Bokers Wiues,and they haue made Boul ,h ' 

them. Utts 

Hofteffi-Now as I am a true Woman,Holland e ■, 
(hillings an Ell: You owe Money here befides s° 
for your Dyet, and by-Drinkings, and Money L!^’ 
foure and twentie pounds. J 

Falfi. Hcc had his part of it. let him pay, 

Hofteffe. Hee ? alas hee is poore , h ec ^ 
thing* 

Palft How? Poore? Looke vpon his Face: What 

you Rich ? Let them coyne his Nofe,let them coyneh 
Checkes, lie net pay a Denier. What,will y ou JJL* 
Younkerofme? Shall I not take mine eafeinminelr, * 
bur I (hall haue my Pocket pick’d ? I haue loft a SeT’ 

Ring of my Grand-fatherSjWorch foaieMarke. **' 

Hofteffe. I haue heard the Piince tell him,IknowiH 
how oft,that that Ring was Copper. 

Falfi. How ? the Prince is a Iacke.a Sneake-(W 
and if hee were hcere,I would cudgellhimlikeaDoog. 
if hee would faylo. 85 ’’ 

Enter the “Prince marching,and Falfiaffe meets 
him, playing on hts Trtmchion 
like a Fife'. 

Falfi. How now Lad i is the Windc in thatDoorc; 
Muft we all march? 

Bard . Yea,two and two,Newgate fafhion, 
Hofteffe. My Lord,I pray you heare me. 

Brince. What fay ’ft thou, Miftreffe Qatcty? How 
docs thy Husband ? I loue him well, hee is an lioncfl 
man. 

Hofteffe. Good, my Lord,heare mce. 

Falfi. Prethee let her alone, and lift to mee. 

Prince. What fay’ft thoUj/tfflW 
Falfi. The other Night T fell afleepe heere bebindthe 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt: this Houfe is turn’d 
Bawdy-houfe, they picke Pockets. 

Prince. Whatdidft thoulofe ,lackfl 
Falfi. Wilt thoubeleeue me,?W?Three or fours Bones 
of fortie pound apeece, and a Seale-Ring of my Grand' 
fathers. 

Prince. A Trifle,fome eight-penny matter. 

Hoft. So I told him,my Lord; andlfaid.lheardyo® 
Grace fay fo: and (my Lord) hee fpeakes moft vilely of 
you, like a foule-mouth’d man as hee is, and (aid, 
would cudgel! you. 

Prince. What hee did not ? 

Hoft. There’s ncyther Faith,Truth,nor Woman-1 

inmeelfe. . 

Falfi There i 
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nomoreraith in.tothea. 
f*T “ 1 " Yrdth in thee, thenin a drawn* Fox: and for 
P° rn ° hood Maid-marian may be the .Deputies wife 
^ teWard to thee. Go you nothing: go. 

° say what thing? what thing ? 

what thing? why a thing to thanke heauen on. 
f f(i I am no thing to thanke heauen onfi wold thou 
. uftknowit: I am aoboneft mans wife: and fetting 
^° U J d hrhood afide, thou art a knaue to call me lo. 

£ by womad^hood afide,thou art a bcaft 

"MjjTwhat beaft,tHou krtaue thou ? 

S y What bcaft? Why an Otter. 
pt An Otter,fir l.hnl Why an Otter ? 
g wb y ? She’s neither fifh nor flefh; a man knowes 

. where to haue her. 

00 * a yhou art vniuft man in faying fo; thou, or ame 
vnnwes where to haue me,thou knaue thou. 

Upraise. Thou fay’ft true Hofteffe,and he (landers thee 

y ou > m y Lord, and fayde this other 
j, v You ought him a thoufand pound. 

Prince. Snrah.do I owe you a thoufand pound • _ 

Falfi. A thoufand pound Hall A Million. Thy loue is 
«onh a Million: thou ow’d me thy loue. 

Hofi Nayniy Lord,he call’d you lacke,and faid hee 

would cudgcil you. 

Ftl. Did I,Bardolph? 

flar. Indeed Sir Iohn , you faid fo. 

Fd> Yea,if he faid my Ring was Copper. 

Prince. I fay’tis Copper. Dat’d thou bee as good as 

thy word now ? , _ 

Fal. Why Hall thou know’ft.as thou art but a man,I 
dare: but,as thou art a Prince, I feare thee, a$ I feare the 
roaring of the Lyons Whelpe. 

Prince. And why not as the Lyon? 
pal. The King himfelfe is to bee feared as the Lyon: 
Do’ft thou thinke Ilefearethee,aslfearc ; thy Father?nay 
if I do, let my Girdle breake. 

Pnn. 0,if it (hould. how would thy guttes fall about 
thy knees. But firra: There’s no roomc for Faith, Truth, 
norHonefty,in this bofome of thine s it is all fill’d vppe 
withGuttes and Midriffc. Charge an honeft Woman 
with picking thy pocket ? Why thou horfon impudent 
iraboft Rafcall, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but 
Tauerne Reckningr, Memorandums of Bawdie-houfcs, 
and one poorc peny-worth of S ugar-candie to make thee 
long-winded: if thy pocket were enrich’d with anie o- 
theriniuries but thefe, I am a Villaine: And yet you will 
(land to it, you will not Pocket vp wrong. Art thou not 
alham’d ? 

Fal. Do’ft thou heare Hal ? Thou know’ft in the ftate 
of innocency, jitUm felf: and what (hould poore lacks 
f^^-dojin the dayes ofVillany ? Thou feed, 1 haue 
more fleftr then another man,and therefore more frailty. 
You confeffe then you pickt my Pocket l 
Vrin. ltappearcsfoby the Story. 

Fal. Hofteffe, I forgiue thee : 

Go make ready Breakfaft, loue thy Husband, 

Looke to tlw Seruants.atvd cherifli thy G uefts 1 : 

Thou (halt find me tractable to any honed rcafon; 

Thou feeft, I am pacified ftill, 

May, I prethee be gone. 

Exit Hofteffe. 

now Hal, to theoewes at Coyrt for the Robbery, Lad? 
iow« that anfwered ? 


Prin. Otny fweecBeefe: 

I muft ftill be good Angell to thee. 

The Monie is paid backe againe. 

Fal. 0,1 do not like that paying backe, tis a double 

Labour. * 

Prin. I am good Friends with ray Father,and may do 

^ ^Fal. Hob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou do’ft, 
and do it with vnwafh’d hands too. 

Bard. Do my Lord. r. 

Prin. I haue procured thee lacks * a Charge of Foot. 
Fal. I would it had beene ofHorfe.Where dial I finde 
one that can fteale well ? O, for a fine thecfei of two and 
twcntie.or thereabout: I am heyuoufly vnprouided. Wei 
Go<l be thanked for thefe Rebels, they offend none but 
the Vertuous. I laud them,I praife them. 

Prin. Bardolph . 

Bar. My Lord. 

Erin. Go beare this Letterto Lotdlohn ofLancaftcr 
To my Brother Iohn. This to my Lord of Weftnierland, 
Gopete, tohorfc : forthou,and i, 

Haue thirtie miles to ride yet ere dinner time. 
lacks, meet me to morrow in the Temple Hall 
Ac two a clocke in the afterr.oone. 

There (halt thou know thy Charge.and there rcceiue 
Money and Order for their Furniture. 

'The Land is burning, Bertie Hands on bye, 

* And either they, or we muft lower ly e. 

Fal. Rare words} braue world. 

Hofteffe.my breakfaft, come : 

Oh,I could wifii this Tauerne were my drumme. 

Exeunt omnes. 

- w --- 

Alius Quartus . Scoena Frima. •. 

Enter Harris Hotjpnrre, Wortefier, 
and Dqvp gifts. 

Hot. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if fpeaking truth 
In this fine Age,were not thought flattcrie. 

Such attribution fliould the Dowglas haue, 
AsnotaSouldiourofthis feafons ftampe, 

Should go fo gencrall currant through the world. 

By heauen I cannot flatter: I defie 
The Tongues of Soothers. But a Btatier place 
In my hearts loue,hath no man then youE Sclfe. 
Nay,taskeirie to my word: approueme Lord. 

Dow. Thouart the King of Honor: 

No man fo potent breathes vpon the ground, 

But 1 will Beard him. 

inter a Trleff eager. 

Hot. Do fo, and ’tis well. What Letters haft there ? 

I can but thanke you. 

Meff. Thefe Letters cotne from your Father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? 

Why comes he not hjmfelfe? , 

Mef. He cannot come; my Lord, , , ( t 

He is greeuous ficke,«. . . - . . 

Hot. How? haz he the leyfure to be ficke now. 

In fuch a iuftling time? Who leades his power ? 

Vnder whofe Gonernyicnt come they along? 
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Afeff His Letters beares his minde,not 1 firs mindc. 
Wor . I prethee tell me,doth he keepe hisUed ? 

Mejf He did,my Lord,fourc day es ere I fet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much fear'd by his Phy fician. 

VPor: I would the ftatc of time had firft beene whole. 
Ere he by fickncffe had beene vificcd: 

His health was neucr better worth then now. 

HotjpSxckc now? droope now? this fickncs doth infeft 
The very Life-blood of our Enterprife, 

'Tis catching hither,cuen to our Campe. 

He writes me herc,thatinward -fickncffe. 

And that hisTrietids bydepucation 

Could not fofoone be drawne: nor did he tliinke it meet, 

To lay To dangerous and deare a truft 

On any Soule rcmou’d,but on his owrte. 

Yet doth Ke giuc vs bold aduertifemenr. 

That with our final! coniun&ion we fhould on. 

To fee how Fortune is diipol’d to vs s 
For,as he writes,there is no quailing now, 

Bccaufc the King is certainely pofleft 
Of allourpurpofcs. What lay you to it? 

Wor • \ our Fathers fickncffe is a may me to vs. 

Hotjp. A perillous Gafb,a very Limme lopt off: 

And yet,in faith,it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we fhall findc it. 

Were it good,to fet the exadl wealth of all our dates 
All at oneCaft ? To fet fo rich a mayne 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful! houre, 

It were not good: for therein ffiould we reade 
The very Bottomland the Soule of Hope, 

The very Lift,the very vtmoft Bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

1Dong. Faith,and fo wee fliould. 

Where now reimaincs a fwcct rcuerfiom 
We may boldly fpend,vpon the hope 
Of what is to come in ; 

A comfort of recyrcment liues in this. 

Hotjp. A Randcuous,aHometoflye vhto. 

If that the Dcuill and Mifchancc looke bigge 
Vpon the Maydcnhead of our Affaires# 

Wor . But yet I would your Father had beene here: 
The Qxalicie and Heire of our Attempt 
Brookes no diuifion: It will bethought 
By fome,that know not why he is aw?y. 

That wifedome,loyaltie,and mecrc diflike 
Of our proceedings,kept the Earle from hence. 

And thinke,how fud) an apprehenfion 
May turne the rydelof fearefiiH Faftion, 

And breedeakinde of quefUon in our caufe: 

For well you know*;wee of the offring fide, 

Muft kecpe^aFdofeTromfiridl arbirrement. 

And flop all fight-holes,euery loope,from whence 
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs : 

This absence of your Father drawes a Curtainc, 

That fhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare. 

Before dtftf llfSWwS 

Hotjp. Youftraync too farre. * ■ ■ 

I rather of hi# aBTence make this Vfe: 

It lends a Luftre,and more greaVOpinidfl, * 

A larger Dare to your great Kute^prizej 
Then if the Earle were hire : for i^n mtift thiHke, 

If we without his hc!pe,c 3 n makea Head J :> : l 

To pafti the Kingdome $ *Uh his heljfe/ * 

[ We fhallo’rc-turne it topfic-turiy downe: 

| Y^t all goes well,yet all our* ibynfs ate whole. * 


Dctog. As heart can thinke: 

There is not fuch a word fpoke of in Scotland 
At this Drcame of Feare. * 

Inter Sir Richard Vernon. 

Notfi. My Coufin V rr»pw,welconae by c , 

Vern. Pray God my newes be Worth a ?’ 

The Earle of We(lmerland,feuen thoufand ft r • ^ 
Is marching hithcr-wards,with Prince fohn. 

Hotjp. Noharme: what more? 

Vern. And further, I haue JeafnM, 

The King himfelfe in perfon hath fet forth 
Or hither-wards intended fpcedily, * , 

With ftrong and mightie preparation. 

Hotjp. He (hall be welcome too. 

Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed Mad-Cap,Prince of Wales 
And his Comrades,that daftxhc World afide * 

And bid it paffe? 

- Vern. Allfiimifht r all in Armes, 

All plum'd like Ellridges, that with the Windc 
Bayted like Eagles,hauing lately bath'd. 

Glittering in Golden Coates dike Images, 

As full of fpirit as the Moneth of May, 

And gorgeous as the Sunne at Mid-fummer, 

Wanton as youthfull Goates,wilde as young Bulls, 

I faw young Harry with his Beuer on, 

His Cufhes on his thighcs,gallantly arm'd, 

Rife from the ground like feathered iJMercurj, 

And vaulted with fuch cafe into his Seat, 

As if an Angcll dropt downe from the Clouds, 

To turne and winde a ficrie Pegafw, 

And wicch the World with Noble Horfemanfhip, 
Hot/p. Nomore,nomore, 

Worle then the Sunne in March: 

This prayfe doth nourifh Agues; let them come, 
They come like Sacrifices in their trimme, 

And to the fire-cy'd Maid of fmoakie Wsrre, 

Al! hot,and bleeding, will wee offer them ; 

The mayledcJ^rr {hall on his Altar fit 
Vp to the eares in blood. I am on fire, 

To hearethis rich reprizalfis fonigh, 

And yet not ours# Come,let me take my Horfe, 
Who is to beare me 1 uir a Thunder-bolt, 

Againft thebofome of the Prince of Wales. 

Harry to fhall not Horfeto Horfe 

Mcete,and neVe pan,tili one drop downeaCoarfe* 
Oh,tbat were corner 

Ver. There is more newesfi ac . 7 *1 c: U 

I learned in Worcefter,as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his Powerxhissfourieceenardayfcs. 

Dowg , That's the word Tidings that .1 heart of 
yet. uerfT c . risifiW a^yuh ffeoh" 

Wor. I by my faith, that beares a froftyfound. 
Hotjp . Whfac may the Kings whole Battaile reach 
vnto? ' 

Ver. To thirty thoufand, ' s ^ . 

Hot. Forty let it be. 

My Father and Glendmerbtffl&fav&i oway^i * 

The powres of vs,may feme To great a day.:! -* - 
Come,lec vs take a rnufter lpeedily: ; ] * £ * 1 
Doomefday is neere; dye all,dye merrily. : 

Dove. Talkenot of dying, I am out of feare 
Ofdeath.or deaths hand% foi^ this onefoalfcyeard. 

Sxeftnt Ofnntu 
Scm a 
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<fhe Firjl I art ofKyng Henry the Fou rth _ 

“ Tut, ncucr feare me, I am as vigilant as a Cat,to 


SctenaSecmda. 


Enter Falfiafe and Bardolph. 

,& ‘Hardolpb.sfit thee before to Couentry, fill me a 
i V sack our Souldiers /ball march through:wee’Ie 
^».U.oN,gh,. 
toi “ ■ Will you giue me M° ne y.Cap ta i ne ? 


uin. Lay o ut > la y out - 

L i This Bottle makes an Angell. 
t [ft ’ And if it doe, take it for thy labour : and if it 
ke tvventie, take them all, He anfwere the Coynage. 
!?*“ I icutenant Peto meete me at the Townes end. 

I will Captaine : farewell. Exit. 

V Hi ’if I be not a(h 3 in’d of my Souldiers, I am a 
, ^.Gurnet: I haue mif-v»’d the Kings Prdfe dam- 
biv Ib 3 ue got, in exchange of a hundred and fiftie 
fuldiers,three hundred and odde Pounds. Iprcfleme 
one but oood Houfe-holders,Yeomens Sonnesrenquire 
meoutcontraftedBatchelers, fuch as had beene ask’d 
twice on the Banes: fuch a Commoditie of warme flaucs, 

-j had as !ie«e heare the Deuill, as a Drumme ; fuch as 
feare the report of aCaliucr.worfethena flruck-Foole, 
ora hurt wilde-Duckc. I preft me none but fuch Toftes 
ind Butter,with Hearts in their Bellyes no bigger then 
pimies heads, and they haue bought out their fcruiccs: 
And now, my whole Charge confifts of Ancients, Cor- 
porslj,Lieutenants,Gcnilcmen of Companies, Slaucs as 
raeeed as taz,arm in the painted Cloth,where the Glut¬ 
tons Dogges licked his Sores; and fuch, as indeed were 
neucr Souldiers, but dif-carded vniuft Seruingmen,youn- 
per Sonnes to younger Brothers, reuolted Tapfters and 
Oftlers,Trade-falnc, the Cankers of a calme World,and0 
long Peace, tenne times mote dis-honorable ragged, 
then an old-fac’d Ancient; and fuch haue I to fill vp the 
roomes of them that haue bough: out tbeir feruices: that 
you would thinke, that I hadfa hundred and fiftie totter’d 
Prodigalls,lately come from'Swine-keeping,from eating 
DraffeandHuskes. A mad fellow met me on the way, 
and told me,I had vnioaded all the Gibbets,and pre ft. the 
dead bodyes. No eye hath feene fuch skar-Crowcs: lie 
not march through Couentry with them,that’s flat. Nay, 
and the Villaines march wide betwixt the Legges, as if 
they had Gyues on; forintlecde, I had the moll of them 
out of Prifon. There’s not a Shirt and a halfe in all my 
Company : and the halfe Shirt is two Napkins tackt to¬ 
gether, andthrowne ouerthe fhouldcrs like a Heralds 
Coat,without fleeues: and the Shirt, to fay the truth, 
ftolne from my Hoft of S. Albones, or the Red-Nofc 
Inne-keeperof Dauintry. But that’s all one,they’le findc 
Linnen enough on euery Hedge. 

Enter the Prince .and the Lord oftVeJImerland. 

Prince. How now b^owne IackJ how now Quilt ? 
Falfi. What//<*//How nowmad War,what a Deuill 
do’flthou inWarwickfhire? My good Lord ofWcft- 
merland.I cry you mercy, I thought your Honour had al¬ 
ready beene at Shrewsbury. 

Wry?. FaithjSir/a^w/tis more then time that 1 were 
there, and you too: but my Powers are there alreadie. 
The King,I can tell you, lookes for vs all: we muft away 
all to Night. 


fteale Creame. , . , , e , , f 

Prince. 1 thinke to fteale Creame indeed,tor thy theft 
hath alreadie made thee Butter: but tell me/rff^whofe 
fellowes arc thefc that come after ? 

Falfi. Mine,Af<i/,mine. 

Prince. 1 did neuer fee fuch pittifull Rafcats. 

Falfi. Tut,tut,good enough to tofle: foode for Pow¬ 
der, foode for Powder: they’le fill a Pit,as well as better: 
tufh man,mortall men.mortall men. 

Wcflm. I, but Sir lohn, me thinke* they are exceeding 
poorc and barc,too beggarly. 

Talfi. Faith,for their pouertie.I know not where they 
had that 5 and for their bareneffe, I am fure they neucr 
learn’d that of me. 

7 >r/«cf.No,lle be fworne,vnleflc you call three fingers 
on thcRibbcs bare. But firra.makehafte,/^^ is already 
in the field. 

Falfi. What,is the King encamp’d ? 

Weftm. Hce is. Sir Ichn , I feare wee {hall flay too 

long. 

Talfi. Wel!,to the latter end of a Fray, and the begin¬ 
ning of a Feaft, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueft. 

Exeunt. 


Sccena Tenia. 


Inter Hotjpter^WorceJler^Dowglas.and 
Vernon. 

Hotjp. Wee'le fight with him to Night. 

Wore. It may not be. 

Dowg. Yougiuehimthcnaduaniage. 

Vern. Not a whit. 

Hot(p. Why fey you fo ? lookes he not for fupply? 

Vern . So doe wee. 

Hot/p. His is cercaine,ours is doubtfull. 

Wore . Good Coufin be aduis’d^ftirre not to night. 

Vern. Doe not,my Lord# 

Dowg. You doe not counfaile well: 

You fpeakc it out of feare^nd cold heart. 

Vern. Doc me no fanAzx y DorvgiM: by my Life, 

And I dare well maintaine it with ray Life, 

If wclUrelpciled Honor bid m" on, 

I hold as little counfaile with weake feare, 

A* you,my Lord,or any Scot that this day liues# 

Let it be feene to morrow in the Battell, 

Which of vs fearcs. 

Dowg. Yea,or to night. 

Vern. Concent. 

Hotjp. To night,fay I. 

Vern . Come,comc,it may not be. 

I wonder much,being me of fuch great leading as you arc 
That you fore-fee not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horfe 
Of my Coufin Vwons are not yet come vp. 

Your Vnckle Worceflers Horfe came but to day. 

And now their pride and mettall is afleepe, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a Horfe is halfe the halfe of himfelfe. 

Hotjp. So are the Horfes of the Enemie 
In generall iourney bated,and brought low: 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

f 3 Wor . The 
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_ The Firft Part tf Ffting Henry the Fourth, 


Wore. The rmmber of'theKing exceedeth ours: 

For Gods fake,Coufin,ftay till all come in, 

I \ 

The Trumpet founds' a Parley, Enter Sir 

'ff&frBhmt. 

Tlmf, I conic with gracious offers from the King, 

If you vouchfafcmc hearing,and refpedh 
Hotjp. Welcome,Sir WaltcrBlmt: 

•And would to God you were of our determination. 
Some of vs lone you well : and euen thofefome 
Enuie your great deferuings^nd good name, 

Becaufe you are not of cur qtialitie, 

But ftand againfl: vs hke an Enemte. 

Blunt .And Heaucn defend,bur ftill I fhould Band fo. 
So long as out of Limit, and true Rule, 

Yoa (land againft anoynted Maicftie. 

But to my Charge. 

The King hath fenttoknow 

The nature of your Gricfe$,and whereupon 

You coniure from the Brcft of Ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftilitie, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Crueltie. If that the King 
Haue any way your good Defcrts forgot. 

Which he confeffcth to be mamfo’d. 

He bids you name your Griefes,and with all fpced 
You (hall haue your defires,with intcrcft; 

And Pardon absolute for your felfe, and thefe. 

Herein mis-led,hy your fuggeftion. 

Hotjp. TheKingiskindc: 

And well wee know, the King 

Knowes at what time to promifc,when to pay. 

My Father,my Vnckle, and my felfe. 

Did giue him that fame Royaltie he vvcarcs: 

And when he was not fixe and twentie ftrong, 

Sicke in the Worlds regard,wrctched,and low, 

A poore vnminded Out-law, fneaking home, 

My Father gaue him welcome to the (Imre: 

And when he heard him fweare,and vcw to God, 

He came but to be Duke of Lancafter, 

To fue his Liucrie,and begge his Peace, 

With tc 2 res of Innocencie,and tC3rmes of Zealc; 

My Fathcr,in kiadeheart and piety mou'd, 

Swore him nfliflance,ahd perform’d it too. 

Now,when the Lords and Barons of the Realme 
Perceiu'd Northumberland did leane to him. 

The more and Idle came in with Cap and Knee, 

Met him in Borotfgfts/Cities, Villages, 

Attended him on Bridges,ftood in Lancs, 

Layd Gifts before him,proffer’d him their Oathcs, 

Gaue him their Keires,as Pages followed him, 

Euen at the hee!cs,m golden multitudes# 

He prefently,as Grcatnefieknowes it felfe, 

Steps me a little higher then his Vow 
Mad^to my Father,while his blood was poore, 
Vnbntbc'fiaked (hore at Raueftfpurgh : 

And now(forfooth) takes on him to reforme 
Some certaine Edi£b,and fomc ftrait Decrees, 

That lay too heauie on the Common-wealth; 

Cryes out vpon abufes,feemes to weepe 
Oucr his Countries Wrongs: and by this Face, 

This fecrhVngBrow of IufHcc,did he winne 
The hearts of all that hee did angle for. 

Proceeded furthc^cuc me oft the Heads 
Of all the FauorireSjthat the abfenc King 
la deputation left behinde him heere. 


WHen hce was perfonall in the Irffli War* 

Blunt. Tut,I came not to heare thisf * 

Hotjp . Then to the point. 

Infliort time after, hee depos'd the King, 

Soonc after that,depriu*d him of his Life • 

And in the neck of thatjtask’t the whole Star 
To make that worfc,fuffer’d his Kinfman tjJ' ? 
Who is,if cuery Owner were plac’d, 

Indcedc his King,tobe engag’d in Wales 
There,without Ranfome,to lye forfeited : 
Difgrac’d me in my happie Vi&ories, 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 

Rated my Vnckle from the Counccll-Boord 
In rage difmifs’d my Father from the Court * 

Broke Oath on Oath,commit ted Wrong on W 
And in conc!ufipn>drouc vs to feeke out FOn & 
This Head of fafetie; and withall,to pric 
Into his Title: the which wee finde 
Too indirect, for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I returnc this anfwer to the Kino i 
Hotjp . Not fo, Sir Walter, ° 

Wec’le with-draw a while : 

Goc to the King,and let there be impawn’d 
Some luretic for a fafe returne agame, 

And in the Morning early (ball my Vnckle * 

Bring him our purpofe: and fo farewell. 

Blunt, I would you would accept of Grace and T 
Hotj]). And’t may be,lo wee (hall. 

Blunt . Pray Heaucn you doe. Exeunt, 


Scena 0Marta. 


inter the Arch-Bi(bop ofYorke^nd Sir MitbtO. 

Arcb.YHe,good Sir Mtchellybeare this fealedBriefc 
With winged hafterothe Lord Marfhall, 

This to my Coufin Scrooge, and all the reft 
To whom they are dircdled. 

If you knew how much they doe import, 

You would make hade. 

Sir Mich. My good Lord,I guefle their tenor, 

Arch. Like enough you doe. 

To morrow,good Sir Michell. is a day, 

Wherein the fortune of ten thoufand men 
Muft bide the touch. For Sir,at Shrewsbury, 

As I am truly giuen to vnderftand. 

The King,with mightie and quick-rayfed Power, 
Mcetes with Lord Harry: and I feare.Sir Michell, 
What with the fickneffe of Northumberland, 
Whofe Power was in the firft proportion; 

And what with Owen Clew dowers abfence thence, 
Who with them was rated firmely tbo. 

And comes not in,ouer-rul d by Prophecies, 

I feare the Power of Percy is too weak?, 

To wage an inftant tryall with the. King. 

Sir Mich. Why,my good Lord, you need not feare, 
There \s Dowglas,and Lord CMortmer. 

Arch- No,(JWort/mer is not there. 

Sir Me. But there is Mordake,Yemen Barry t iti 

And there is my Lord of Worcefter, 

And a Head of gallant Warriors, 

Noble Gentlemen. 

Arch.. A' 


7 fa Birfl Part ofK. m/Henry the Fourth 

- ^rrA^fo'chere U ,buc yet the King hath drawnc \ 


. inv mo eCo«iua!5,and dearc Wen 
A^f 11 J .• ^eommaifdin Armes. 

° ?'T Doubt not my Lord, he (hall he well oppos’d 
a l I hope no leftc? Yet nctdfull Vis to feare, 

f (i 0 ,d Percy tliriue not, ere the King 
S‘ i(T e his power, he meanes to vifit vs: 
hath heard of our Confederacie, 

Vtis but Wifedome to make ftrong againft him ; 
Therefore wake haft, I muft go write agaioe 
p other Friends: and fo farewell,Sir MM. 


Exeunt, 


Acfus Quintus. Scena Trim a. 


Enter the Prince cf (Pales, Lord lobn ofLancaftcr, 

harle of IVeftmerUml,Str Walter Blunt, 
and FMJfaffe. 

Kin?. How bloodily theSunne begins copcerc 
Aboucyon busky hill: the day lookes pale 
Athi5 diftempcracurc. 

Pm . TheSoutherne winde 
Doth play the Trumpet to his purpofes, 

And by his hollow whiftlingAn the Leaucs, 

Ponds aTenipeft,and a blurt’ring day. 

King. Then with the lofers l^t ic fympathize, 
for nothing-can feeme foule to thofe that win. 

The Trumpet founds. 

Enter Worcefter. 

King. How now my Lord of Worfter? Tis not well 
That you and I fhoul<f meet vpon iuch tearmes. 

As now we meet. You haue decciu'd our cruft. 

And made vs dofte our cafic Robes of peace, 

To crulli our old limbes in vngentle Steele: 

This is not well, my Lord 5 thisis not well. 

What fay you to n? VVillyou againe vnkntt 

This churlifh knot of all-abhorred W arre? . 

And moue in that obedient Orbe againe. 

Where you did giue a faire^nd naturall light. 

And be no more an exhaH’ci Meteor, 

A prodigie of Feare, and a Portent 
Otbroached Mifcheefe, to the vnborne Times? 

Wor. Heare me,my Liege : 

Forroine owne part, I couldl?e well content 
ToentertainethcLagge-endofmy life . . * 

With quiet houres: For i do proteft, 

1 haue not fought the day -ofriiisdiflikc* 

King. You haue not fought it : how comes it then? 
Fal. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 

Prin, Peace,Chcwct,peace. 

Wcr. It pleas’d your Maicfty, to tuxne.your lookes 
Of Fauour, from my Sdfe, and all our Ho*fe ; 

And yet I rrruft remember you my Lord, 

VVewerc the firft, anddearcfl of your Friends ; 

ror you, my. (taftp of Office d^dl bxeakq: f Vv < 

RichardsWwc, and poaftpd.day and night 
i o mccte y ou : on the w ay/and kiffe y oiir h^nd, 


When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate, as I ; 

It was my Selfc, my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home,and boldly did cut-d*re 
The danger of the time. You fwore to vs, 

And you did fweare that Oath at Doncaftcr, 

Thatyou did nothing of purpofe’gainft the State, 

Nqr claime no further, then your new-falne right. 

The feate of Gaunt, Dukcdomc of Lancafter, 

To this, we fvvarc our aide : But in (bort fpace, 

Jt rain’d downc Fortune fibowring on your head. 

And fuch a ftoud of Greatnefie fell on you. 

What with our helpe,what with theabfent King, 
What with the injuries of wanton time, 

The feeming fufferanccs that you had borne. 

And the contrarious Windes that held the King 
So long in the vnlucky Irifti Warres, 

Thar all in England did repute him dead : 

And from this fwarme of faire advantages. 

You tooke occafion to be quickly woo’d. 

To gripe the general! fway mco your band, * 

Forgot your Oath to vs at Doncaftcr, 

And being fed by vs, you vs’d vs fo. 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowe; Bird, 

Vfeth the Sparrow, did oppreffe our Neft, 

Grew by our Feeding* to fo greatabulke, 

1 hat euen our JLoue durft not come necre.your fight 
For feare offwallowing : But with nimble wing 
We were inforc’djor fatety fak.e, to flye 
Out pfyonr light, and raifc this prefent Heady 
Whereby we Band oppofedby iuch meanes 
As you your felfe, haue forg’d againft your felfe. 

By vnkindc vfage,dangerous ^uptcHance 
And violation of all faith anduoth 
Sworne to vs in yongcr enterprize. 

Kin. Thefe things indeedc you haue 
proclaim’d at Market Cro(fes,tcad in Churches, 

To face the Gaiment of Rebellion 
With fome fine colour, that may plcafe the eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poore Difcoptents, - 
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at thenewes 
Of hurly burly Innouation ^ 

And neuer yet did Infurrcttion want 
Such vvacer-cclours, to impaint his caufc : 

Nor moody Beggars,ttaruing for a time 
Of pell-Tncll hauocke,ana confufion. 

Prin. In both our Armies, there is many a ibule 
Shall pay full dearely for this encounter, 
a] f once they ioyne in triall. Tell your Nephew, 

J The Prince of Wales doth icy nc with all the world 
I n praife of Henry Percie : By my Hopes, 

This prefent enterprize let off his head, 

, I do not thinke a brauer Gentleman, 

! More acfiue, yabaur,or morewaliant yong. 

More daring,or more bold,is rtow r 3liue, • 

To grace this latter Age with Noble deeds# . , 

Focmypa'rt, Tmay fpeakeit cp my lhame, 

I haue a Truant beene toChiualry, i:. 

And fo I heare s .he doth account me too : 

Yet this before my Fathers Maicfty, r -* 

I am content that he ftialUakt the oddes . 

Of his great name andeftimation, >, . . t 

And will,to faue the blood on ather fide, ; % t 

Try fortune with him, in a Single Figbt. f 

Ktng. An^d Prince of Waks,fo dare we. venter thee i 
Albeit, cohfideriitionsmfi^u-tq 
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7° _Tfe Firft Tart off ing Henry the Fourth. 



Do make againft it: No good Worfter,no, 

Wc loue our people well ; euen thofe we loue 
That are milled vpon your Coufins part ; 

And will they take the offer of our Grace : 

Both he, and they,and you ; yea,eucry man 
Shall be my Friend againe, and lie be his. 

So tell your Coufin, and bring me word,} 

What he will do. But if he will not yccld. 

Rebuke and dread corre&ion W3ite on vs. 

And they (hall do their Office. So bee gone. 

We will not now be troubled with reply, 

We offer fairc 5 take it aduifcdly* 

Exit W'orccfter. 

Prin. It will not be acccpted,on my life, 

The DovpgliU and the Hotfpurre both together. 

Arc confident againft the world in Armcs. 

King. Hence therefore, cuery Leader to his charge. 
For on their anfwer will we fet on them; 

And God befriend v*, as our caufc is iuft. Exeunt. 

Manet Prince and Fa/Jlaffe. 

FaL Hal, if thou fee me do wne in the battell. 

And beftride me, fo ; ’tis a point of friendfhip. 

Pr/».Notbing but a Coloflus can do thee that frendfhip 
Say thy prayers,and farewell. 

FaL I would it were bed time Hal ,and all well, 

Trin. Why,thou ow’ft heauen a death. 

Falft, * Tis not due yet: I would bee loath to pay him 
before his day. What ncede I bee fo forward with him, 
that call’s not on me ? Well, ’tis no matter,Honor prickes 
me on. But how if Honour prickc me off when 1 come 
on ? How then ? Can Honour fet too a legge? No : or an 
arme ? No : Or take away the greefe of a wound ? No. 
Honour hath no skill in Surgeric,then ? No.What is Ho- 
nour?Aword. What is that word Honour ? Ayre : A 
trim reckoning. Who hath it ? He that dy’de a Wednef- 
day. Doth hefeele it? No. Doth hee heareit? No. Is it 
infenfiblethen?yca,to the dead. But wil it not liue with 
the lining? No. Why ? Detraction wil not fuffer it,ther- 
fore lie none of ic. Honour is a meere Scutcheon, and fo 
ends my Catechifme. Exit . 


Seem Secunda . 


Enter tVorcejler , and Str Pochard Vernon. 

Wor. O no,my Nephew mull not know,Sir Richard , 
The liberall kinde offer of the King. 

V~er. were belt he did. 
fVor . Then we arc all vndonc. 

It is not poflible, it cannot be, 

The King would kcepe his word in louing vt, 

He will fufpeft vs ftill, and finde a time 
To punifh this offence in others faults: 

Suppositional! our lines, fhall be ftucke full ofeyes ; 
For Treafon is but trutted like the Foxe, 

Who n$*re fo tame, fo chcri{ht,and lock’d vp. 

Will haue a wilde tricke of his Anceftors : 

Lookc how be can, or fad or merrily. 

Interpretation will mifquotc our lookes. 

And we (hall feede like Oxen at a ftall, 

The better cheriiht, ftill the nearer death. 

My Nephewes trefpaflc may be well forgot. 

It hath the excufe ofyouth,and heatc of blood. 


And an adopted name of Ptiuiledge, 

A haire-brain’d Hotfpurre , gouern’d’bv a c„i 
All his offences liue vpon my head, ^ Cene 
And on his Fathers, We did traine him on 
And his corruption being tane from vs * 

We as the Spring of all, (ball pay for all • 
Therefore good Coufin, let not Harry k now 
In any cafe, the offer of the King. w 

Ver. Deliuer what you will,He f a y * t j s p Q 
Heere comes your Cohn. 

Enter Hotfpurre, 

Hot. My Vnkle is return’d, 

Deliuer vp my Lord ofWeftmerland. 

Vnkle, what newe-? 

ITor. The King will bid you battell prefentl,, 
2W. Dcfie him by the Lord ofWeftmerland 
Hot. Lord Dowglas : Go you and tell him fo< ' 
Dow. Marry and (hall,and verie willingly, ‘ 

Wot. There is no feeming mercy in the Kine^* 

Hot. Did you begge any? God forbid 

‘°W hl ™ 8 * lu ‘y of our grceuances, 

Ot his Oath-breaking: which he mended thus 
By now forfwearing that he is forfwornc, * 

He cals vs Rebels,Traitors,and willfccuree 
With haughty armcs, this hatefull name in vs, 

Enter Dowglas. 

* ? CW ’a ArracGe, ” lcmc "' co Armcs » for I hauethrov 

A braue defiance in King Henrtes teeth: 

And Weftmerland that was ingag’d did beareit 
Which cannot choofc but bring him quickly on 
Wok The Princccf Wales ftept forth before the kb 
And Nephew, challeng d you to hngle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrcll lay vpon our heads 
And that no man might draw fhort breath to day ’ 
But I and Harry Mo>mouth. Tell me,tell mee, 

. How Gttw’d his Talking ?Scem’d it in contempt? 

I Ht v. No, by my Soule : I neuer in my life 

Did heare a Challenge vrg’d more modeftly, 

Vnlefic a Brother fhould a Brother dare * 

To gentle exercife, and proofe of Armcs. 

He gaue you all the Duties ofa Man, ' 

Trimm’d vp your praifes with a Princely tongue, 
Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, ’ 
Making you euer better then his praife, 

By ft.ll difpraifingpraife, valew’d wirh you t 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 

He made a blufhing citali ofhirofeife. 

And chid his Trewant youth with fuch a Grace, 

As ifhe maftred there a double fpiric 
Of teaching, and oflearning inftantly; 

There did hepaufe. But let me tell the World, 

If he out-liue the enuic of this day, 

England did neuer owe fo fweet a hope, ’ 

So much mifeonftrued in his Wantonneffe. 

Hot. Coufin, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his Follies: neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo wilde at Liberty. 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a Souldicrs arme. 

That he fhall (hrinke vnder my curtefie, 

Arme,arme with fpeed. And Fellow’s,Soldiers,Friends, 
Better confider what you haue to do, 

That I that haue not well the gift of Tongue, 
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bloodvpwkh perfwafion. 

Caflli y £ n[e ya UHefenger, 

U'C MV Lord,heere arc Letters for you. 

^ 'umen the time of life is (hort; 

hat Ibortneffc bafely,wcrc too long, 
ride vpon a Dials point, 

^•!lendin° at ‘he arriuall of anlioure, 

S “! fwefiue, weUueto treadeon Kings: 
ifie -braue death, when Princes dye with vs. 
ol , r Confciences, the Atmes is faire, 

the intent for bearing them is iuft. - 
benthe 

, r My Lord prepare, the King comes on apace. 
i ‘ i thanke him, that he cuts me frommy tale: 

, j? Vrofeffe calkil, S : 0n *}l this > , 

r° ‘u man do bis beft. And heereI draw^Sword, 

IV-th the beft blood that I can meetc witball, 
in the aduenture oftiiis pcrillous day. 

Mpvy Efperance Percy, and fet on : 

Sd all the lofty Inftmments of Warre, 

And by th« Muiicke, let vs ail imbrace : 

For heauen to earth,fome or vs neuer fliall, - : 

A fecond time do.fuch a curtefie. 

A ffoy embrace,the Tmmyets found, the King entered) 

with hie power, alarum vnto the battell. 7 ten enter 
DoivglaSy(tnd Sir Walter Tilunt. 

V#.What1s thy name.tbat in battel thus^croffell me? 
What honor doft thou fecke vpon my head ? 

q)ow. Know then my name is Dowglas, 

And I do haunt thee in the battell thus, 

Becaule fomc tell me, that thou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Dow. The.Lfird ofStafford decre to day hath bought 
Thy likenefte : for infted of thee King Harry, 

This Sword hath ended him, fo fhall it thee, 

Vnlefiethou yeeld theeas aPrifoncr. 

Bin. I was not borne to yeeld,thou haughty Scot, 

And thou lhalt finde a King that will reuenge 
Lords Staffords death. 

Fight, Blunt ie flam,then enters Hotjpur, 

Hot. ODoivff/rfj'.hadft thou fought at Hoimcdoti thus 
] neuer had triumphed o’re a Scot. 

Dow. All’sdonc,all’s won,here breathlcs lies the king 
Hot. Where?- 
Dow. Heereir, -; 

Hot. This Dmeoglas? No,I know this face full well s I j 
A gallantKnight he. was, his nanltrwas Tilunt, 

Sernblablyfunli(lvicUiketheKmg.himfclfe,-/; 

Dow,. Ab fodlc;4gq with thy foule wheth'er-it-gpes, 

A bftJ^wed Tltle had thoulapught too decre.. 

Why did# chiju tdf,me, {hat;Hou-wer t a f 

Hot. The King hath many marighhagin hi^.Cdats. f 
VfDow. Nowby^tySword,J:5ftIil^itJ(all:hlACoates, 
l!c.murder all hjs;Wardrobe peect bypeece, C 
ytitiUI-meettheKi^g. . , vv 1 1 ; • • ffv : : ' 

Hot. V|.,and aw;iv, 

Our Souldicrs ftttnd fulljfairejy for the day. ... Exeunt 
utsJ, alarum,avdenter Faljiajf'e folu-s, _ 

b 'Though jiedlilu lcape lhor?-freeat Lopdoflil fear 
ftie.fljot heere !s her*’? nofc«riQ|gtfeHt vpoof ftepa.te.Sofc 
who a re you ? Sit Walter To hint', there's Honour, for you: 
here s no vanity, I am as hot as molten Lc?d,-an.d as hea-‘ 
uy toe; heaustdk^gpe LeJdqtu-iofftKe, »J ne.fde.no more 
weight-then truije owne Bovveiles; .1 haue led tay-rpg of 


Muffins where they are pepper d .-there’s not three ofmy 
150 . left aliue, and they for the Townes end, to beg du¬ 
ring life. But who comes heere i 
Enter the Prince. 

Pri. What,ftand’ft thou idle here?Lend me thy fword, 
Many a Nobleman likes ftarke and ttiffe 

Vnder the hoouesofvaunting enemies. 

Whole deaths are vnreueng d. Prethy lend-me thy fword 
Fal. O Hal ,I prethee giuc me leaue to breath awhile: 
Turke Gregory neuer did fuch deeds in Armcs, as I haue 
done this day. I haue paid Percy ,1 haue made him lute. 
Pr'tn. He is indeed,and lilting to kill thee: 

I prethee lend me thy fword. 

Falfi. Nay HA if Percy bee aliue, thou getft not my 

Sword; but take my Piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prin. Giuc it me: What, is it in the Cafe { 

Fal. I JIM, ’tis hot: There’s that will Sacke a City. 

The Trincedraws out a "Bottle of Sacke. 
Prin. What,isitatimetoicftanddallynow. Exit. 

7 hrowes it at him. t 

Fal. If Percy be aliue, lie pierce him: ifhe do come 1 in 
my way,fo: if-ht-dp not, if 1 come in his (willingly) let 
him make a Carbonado of me. Hikcnot fuch grinning 
honour as Sn Walter hath: Gide mee life, whichif lean 
iaue, fo: if not,honour comes vnlook’d for, and ther’s an 


end. 


Exit 


vy 
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ts4larum,excurfioM,enter the King,the Pftnce, 
Lordlohn ofLancafer, and Earle 
s. : 5 dar 2 ofWtfimrland » t ? /jy/ • •. 

:on - r r, j f .-rZ'Zilt / * - t .? zih 
King. I prethee Harry withdraw thy fclfe, thpp blee-: 
deft t<^o much: l.ord lohnefLanca/ler^o you with him. 

F Job. Now,my Lord,vJ>Uflfildki bleed too* 

Prin I befeechyour Jviaiefiy^makevp, 

Lead you retirement do amazf yout friends. 

King, I wijiid® lo: . ,w U , > 

My Lo> dof Wdtoierland Ua<ie him to hisTent. 
vrefl. Come.tny Lord, lie icade you to yoorTent. 
Prin, Lead hie my Lord? I dotf^r need your hclpe j 
And heauen forbid a fl\allow fetauh Hroulo a«ue 
.ThePrince,of!WalesfromlaclLa.fieldasthis, , 

VVhere Rain’d Nobility lyes tro^cn on, 
cAnci Rebels Axrocs triumph ip mAffacres. 

Job. We breath too long; Come cofin Weftmerlandi 
Our duty this w^V lies,for. hcaueas fake come. 

Prin. By heauen thqu haft me Lanf after, 

I did not-thisjcetheeLiOrdoffiichalpirit: ^ - 

Before, I lou’d theeihs A Brother, John ; ;o J 
But now,J dorcfpecbtbefcastny Soule. . , . 
f: ’'King .I law -Wcm hbldiLord7’.erc_y at the point, 

Wi«3ri lufticrmaintenance thenl did looke for :<nn 
Of fuch an vogrowne Warrioutii »*»u , -. r 1 :, t> - 
Prin. O thi* Boy, lends mettilkto vs all. 

. S’ir. b. Enter.JDjttglas. : ■ tfiin7. 

Dow. AnothfirKmgrTht'jt gWw.likcHy4ra>})ea<l*L 

lam the Dowglas , fatall t o all thofe- f>o< 

Thai weate thof*«ct) lours, on thtmr.Wh^t iklPtfipu 
Thac'councetfWfbthcpetfonofa.King?. Al/i 

King. The Kan®bimfclfejaAtbb Dowglas grjeUesAt b»rt 


T i 


-cfT 


Exit, 
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$o many of his ftiadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King. I hauc two Boyfis . r 

Secke Percy and thy felfe about the Field: 

But feeing thou fall’ft on me to luckily, 

I will aflay thee : fo defend thy felfe. 

Z>«r. 1 feare thou art another counterfeit: 

And yet infaith thou bear’ft thee like a King: 

But mine I am fure thou art,whoere thou be* 

And thus I win thee. 7 hey fight ^ the K.beirtgin danger, 

Enter Prtnce. 

Pritt. Hold vp they head vile Scot,or thou art like 
Neuerto hold it vp againe: the^Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly,Stafford,'Blunt ,arc in my Armcs; 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee. 

Who neuer promifech, but he meanes to pay. 

They Fight fDowglasfijeth. 
Cheerely My Lord: how fare's yourGracc ? 

Sir Nicholas Gem fey hath for fuccour fent. 

And fo hath Qifton : Jlc to Clifton fixdipftt. 

King. Stay,and breath awhile. 

Thou haft redeem’d thy loft opinion, 

And ihew’d thou inak’ft fomc tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to mee. 

Pritt, O heauen, they did me too'much iniury, 

That euer faid I hearkned to your death. 

Ifit were fo, I might hauc let alone 
The infulting hand of Dowglas ouer you. 

Which would haue bene as fpeedy in your end. 

As all the poyfonousPotions in the world. 

And fau’d the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 

K. Make vp to (lifton,We to Sir Nicholas Gattfey. Exit 
Enter Hotjpur. 

Hot, If I miftakc not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

Pritt, Thou fpeak’ft asifl would deny myname. 

Hot. My name is Harrie Percie. 

Prin. Why then I fee a very valiant rebel of that name. 
I am theTrince of Wales,and thinke not Percy t 
To Chare with me in glory any more; 

Two Starrcs kcepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one England br-aokc a double reigne, 

Of Harry Percy, and the.Prince ofWales. 

Hot, Nor fhall it Harny, for the houre is come 
To end the one of vs; and would to heauen, 

Thy name in Armes, were now as great as mine. 

Prin. lie make it greatsr^cre I part from thee. 

And all the budding Honor* on thy Creft, 
lie cropytomake a Garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy Vani t ies. Fight. 

‘ Enter Fnlfiaffe. 

hat. Well faid Hal.ta \tnd, Nay you fhall finde no 
Foyespfay hccrcj can tell you. 

Enter 13owglas,,he fights with Falfiaffeyvbofals down 

as ijphe tPetv dead.The Prince kiileth Percie. 

Hot. Oh /-/rttry ,tl>ouhslft rob’dme of my youth ♦ b 
I better brooke die lofle of brittle hfe, !■• • 

Then thole proud Titled thou haft wonne of me. 

They wound-my rhoghts worfe,then the fword my flefb: 
But thought 5 the fla«cofLife,and Lifc.Times foole} 

And Time, that takes fiffuey of all the world, 

Mtffth3uea ft6p. O, I could Prophcfic, 

But that the Eatth,and theeold hand of death, 
tyVs on rtW'Tongue- fNo Percy,thou art duft v 

And food for— -- 1 

Pritt. JPftr WortncSjbraue Percy .Farewell great heart: 
lll-weau’d Ambition,how much arctliou ftirunkc? 
Whetithac-this bodic didcontaine afpirit, • .1 
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A Kingdome for it was too fmall a bound^ 

But now two paces of the vileft Earthl 
Is roome enough. This Earth that bears* .i, j 
Bearcs not aliuc fo flout a Gentleman, ° e 
If thou wer’tfenfible of curtefie, * 

I fhould not make fo great a fhew ofZeale 
But let my fauours hide thy mangled face * 

And cuen in thy behalfe,Ile thanke my f e jf c 
Fordoing thefefayre Rites ofTenderncff e 
Adieu,and take thy pralfe with thee to heauen 
Thy ignomy fleepc with thee in the graue 3 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. * 

What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all thi. a a 
Keepe in a little Iife^Poore Iacke,farewell: 

I could haue better fpar’d a better man. 

O, I fhould haue a heauy miffc of thee 
If I were much in louc with Vanity. * 

Death hath not ftrucke fo fat a Deere to day 
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray ; 

Inibo well’d will I fee thee by and by, 

Till then,in blood,by Noble Peretelye, 
Falfiajfertfethvp. 

Talfi. Imbowell’d?lfthou imbowell mee to da - 
giuc you leauc to powder me,and eat me too to mi’ 
Twas time to counrerfet, or that hotte Termagants/ 
had paid me fcot and lot too.Counterleit?I am not 
terfeit; to dye, is to be a counterfeit, fprheeij bun' 
counterfeit of a man.who hath not the life of a man • ft” 
to counterfeit dying.when aman thereby liucth Utofc 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfcfl image of life ° 

deede. The better part of Valour, is Difcretion, i nt i 
which better parr, I haue faued my life. IamaffraidcJ 
this Gun-powder Ptrey though he be dead. Howifhc 
ftrould counterfeit too, and rife ? I am afraid hce v;out 
prouc the better count erfeitnherefore lie make him fun 
yea,and lie fweare I kill’d him. Why may not hcc rife t 
well as I: Nothing confutes me but eyes, and no-bodii 
fees me.Therefore firra,with a new wound in your this! 
come you along me. Takes Horff K rreonhuk»l 

Enter Prince and Iohn of Tone after. 

Prin. Conic Brother Iohn, full brauely haft thoufleft: 
thy Malden fword. 

John. But foft,who haue we heerc ? 

Did you not tell me this Fat man was dead ? 

Frin. I did, I faw him dead, 

Breathleffe.and bleeding on the groundr’Amhoualiut 
Or is it fantafic that playes vpon our eye-fight ? 

I prethee (pcake, we will not truft oureyes 
Without our cares. Thou art not what thou fcem’ft. 

Fal. No, that’s certaine: 1 am not a double man: bu 
ifl be not Iacke Faljlaffhyhen am I a Iacke: There it Ar 
«y,ifyour Father will do me any Honor, fo: if not, let kin 
kill the next Percie himfelfe. I looke to bccither £arleo 
Duke,I can affureyou. 

Pritt. Why .Percy I kill’d my felfe, and faw thee dead 
Fal. Did’ft thou? Lord,Lord, how the world is giu« 
to Lying? I grauntyou I was dovvne, and out ofBreatb, 
and fo was he, but we rofc both at an inftant,and foughi 
a long houre by Shrewsburie clocke. Ifl may beebelct. 
ucd,fo :if not,let them that fhould reward Valour,bean 
the ftnne vpon their owne heads. lie take’t on my deatii 
I gaue him this wound in the Thigh: if the man vverea- 
line and would deny it,I'would makehimeatca pew 
of my fword 1 . 

lobt. This is the fttangeft Tale that e’re 1 heard, 
Pritt, This is the lirangeft Fellow,Brother Iohn. 


Qocnc bring J . inay do thee grace, 
VVJXL tbebappieft tearmest hi 


The Firjl Tart of.K i ng Henry the Fourth. _ 

---- - * And I cmbracethis fortune patiently. 

Since not tohe auoyded, it fals on mee. 
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, .,-f n j V ^rluge»S' Nob'y on y«“ r bac »' ; 

Com c b‘ ,n » s r , i\ n foee eracc. ^ 1 


haue. 


lleg‘^ U t/f Retreat ts founded, 

„- M r 0 ufld Rctieat.thcday is ours: 
yheT r ^ n ’l i et » 9 to the higheft of the field, 

Cof pilends are lining, who are dead. Exeunt 
' T °&ftefollow as they fay, for Reward. Hee thatre- 
/fe •leinenfoVardhim. Ifl do grow great again 
'^'SipfTe ? For He purge, and leaue Sackc, andliuc 

Exit 


;SkvlWe?Forllcpurgcand 
5eanly» as a Nobleman fhould do. 


Scorn Omrta . 


The Trumpets found. 

P 1 t he Kin, Prince oftVa!es, Lord Iohn ofLancafier, 
L £ dr [ e ofrVefnserland, with tVorcejler & 
‘Vernon Prifoners. 

pne. Thus euer did Rebellion finde Rebuke. 
t|| fpirited Worceftcr.did wc not fend Grace, 

Pardon,and tearmes ofLoue to all of you i 
And would’fl thou turne our offers contrary ? 

Mil'ufe the tenor of thy Kinfmans truft? 

Three Knights vpon our party flaine to day, 

A Noble Earle,and many a creature elfc, 

Hadbeene aliuc this houre, 

jfiike a Chriftian thou had’ft truly borne 

Betwixt out Armies, true Intelligence. 

Wor . What I haue done, my fafety vrg’d me toy 


King. Beare Worcefter ro death,and Vernon too: 
OtherOffendcrswe will paufcvpon. ■ 

Exit mrcefer'and Vernon. 

How goes the Field ? 

Prin. The Noble Scot Lord Dowglas, when hee law 
The fortune ofthe day quite turn’d from him. 

The Noble Percy flaine,and all his men, 

Vpon the foot of feare,fled with the reft; 

And falling from a hill, he was fo bruiz. d 
That the purfuers tooke him. At roy Tent 
The Dowglas is, and I befecch your Grace. 

I may difpofe ofhim. 

King. With all my heart. 

Prin. Then Brother Iohn of Lancafter, 

To you this honourable bounty fhall belong: 

Go to the Dor»glas,zn<\ deliuer him 
Vp to his pleafurc, ranforoleffe and free: 

His Valour fhewne vpon our Ciefts to day. 

Hath taught vs how to chenfti fuch high deeds, 

Euen in the bofome of our Aduerfaries. 

King. Then this remaines: that wc diuide our Power. 
You Sonne Iohn, and my Coufin Weftmerland 
Towards Yorke fliall bend you,with your deereft fpeed 
To meet Northumberland.and the Prelate Scroope, 
Who(as wc heare)are bufily in Armes. 

My Selfe, and you Sonne Harry will towards Wales, 

To fioht with Glendower.ind the Earle ofMarch. 
Rebellion in this Land fhall lofe his way. 

Meeting the Checke of fuch another day: 

And fince this Bufineffe fo faire is done. 

Let vs not leaue till all our owne be wonne. Exeunt. 

































































































The Second Part of Henry the Fount 

Containing his Death: and the Coronation 

of King Henry the Fifi. ^ 


tzdtlus Trimus. Serna Trima, 


n d vexi o N. 


Enter Tumour. 

Pen your Eares ; For which of you will flop 
The vent of Hearing, when loud Rumor fpeakes? 
1; from the Orient* to the drooping Welt 
"(Making the winde my Port horie) Hill vnfold 
The Adis commenced on this Ball ofEarth. 

Vpon my Tongue, continuall Slanders ride* 

; The which, in cucry I anguage, I pronounce* 

Stuffing the Eares of them with falfe Reports: 

I fpcake oi Peace, while couert Enmitic 

the lmile of Safety) wounds the World : 

And who but Rumour, who but oncly I 
Make fearfull Mufters, and prepar’d Defence, 

Whil*ft the bigge ycare, fwolne with fome other griefes. 
Is thought with childe, by the fternc Tyrant, Warre, 
And no fuch matter? j\umour, is a Pipe 
Blownc by Sunnites, Icloufics, Conicdlures; 

And of fo eafic, and fb plaine a flop, 

That the blunt Montter, with vneounted heads, 

The rtill difeordant, wauering Multitude, 

Can play vpon it. But what ncedc I thus 
My wcll-knowne Body to Anathomizc 
Among my houfhold ? Why is Rumour hcerc ? 

I run before King Harries vidiory. 

Who in a bloodie field by Shrewsburie 

Hath beaten downc yong Hoifyurre ,and his Troopes, 

Quenching the flame of bold Rebellion, 

Eucn with theRebeU blood. But what meanel 
To fpcake fo true at firrt ?My Office is 
To noyfc abroad, that Harry [JMonmouth fell 
Vnder the Wrath of Noble Hotjpttrrcs Sword: 

And that the King, before the ‘Dowglas Rage 
Stoop’d his Annointed head, as low as death. 

This haue I rumoutM through the pcafant-Towncs* 
Bctweene the Roy all Field of Shrewsbunc, 

And this Wormc-eatcn-Hole ofragged Stone, 

Where Hotfomres Father, old Northumberland, 

Lyes crafty ficke. The Poftcs come tyring on. 

And not a man of them brings other newes < 

Then they haue learn’d ot Me. From Rumours Tongues, 
They bring fmooth-Comforts-falfe, worfc then True- 

far//. 


Seem Secunda. 


Enter Lord Bardolfc, and the Porter, 

L.Bar. Who keepes the Gate heere ho«? 

Where is the Earle? 

Por. What (hall I fay you are ? 

Bar. Tell thou the Earle 
That the Lord Bardolfe doth attend him heerc. 

Per. His Lordfhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard 
Pleafe it your Honor, knockebucat the Gate * 1 
Andhchimfelfcwillanfwer. * 

Enter Northumberland. 

L ."Bar. Heere comes the Earle. 

c , N Z\ W uV7 Ci lr d W # ? Eu ’7 minute noy 
Snoulo oe the Father of fome Stratagem; 

The Times are wilde: Contention (like a Horfe 

Full of high Feeding) madly hath brokeloofe. 

And bearcs downe all before him, 

L.Bar. Noble Earle, 

I bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury. 

Nor. Good,and heauen will, 

L.Bar, As good as heart can wilt: 

The King is almoft wounded to the death: 

And in the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 

Prince Harrie flaine out-right: and both the 
Kill’d by the hand oiDowglas, Yong Prince lohn, 
And Weftmerland, and Stafford,fled the Field, 

And Harrie Monmouth’s Brawne (the Hulke Sit John) 
Is prifoner to your Sonne, 0,fuch a Day, 

(So fought, fo follow’d, and fo fairely wonne) 

Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times 
Since Cafars Fortunes. 

Nor. How is this dertu’d? 

Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 

L.Bar .Ifpake with one (my L.)thatcame fidthwci 
A Gentleman well bred,and of good name. 

That freely render’d me thefe newes for true. 

Nor. Heere comes my Seruant Th»«rr,whoniI (cot 
On Tuefday laft, to liften after Newes. 

Enter Trauers , 

L.'Bar. My Lord,I ouer-rod him on the way, 
And he is furnifh’d with no certainties. 

More then he (haply)may retaile from me. 
A’er.Now Trauers, what good tidings comes fro you 
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Lord,Sir Iohn Vmfreuiil earn’d me backc 
cyclings; and (beingbetter hors d) 

"' ,tn , y me . After him, came fpurring head 

O' 11 ' 10 . . n /almoft forc-fpent with fpeed) 

>d [jy mc to breath his bloodied horfe. 
T^SKytoChefter^ndofhim 
ft. uemandwhat Newes from Shrewsbury: 
f/ lld me, that RcbeHion had ill lucke, 

.a that vong H*rr) Percies Spurre was cold, 
f She gaue his able Horfe the head, 
lid bending forwards ftrooke his able hecles 
JLift the panting fades of his poore lade 
J to the Rowell head, and ftarcing fo, 
uffeem’d in running, to deuoure the way, 

Ling no longer queftion. 

5 hath. HaPAgaine: 

J A k c V on 2 Harrie Percyes spurre was cold ? 
nf/J^rrc.cold-Spurre?) chat Rcbdiion, 

jjadniec ill lucke? , - / 

l Bar. My Lord : He tell you what, 

Tfmtf vone Lord your Sonne,haue not the day, 

Ln mine Honor, for a filken point 
Uegiuemy Barony. Neuer talke of it. 

Nir. Why Ihould the Gentleman that rode by Trauers 

Giue then fuch inftances of Loffe f 

L.Bar. Who,he? :on *'• 

He was fome hielding Fellow, that had ftolhe 

The Horfe he rode-on : anffvpon my life 

Speake at aduenturc. Looke,here comes more Newes, 
Enter CMorton. 

Nor. Yea, this mans brow, like to a Title-leafe, 
EoK-relsthcNatureofaTragicke Volume: 

Solookes the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 1 1*®° 
Hath leftawitneft Vfurpation. r 

Say Morton, atd’ft thou come from Shrewsbury ?j 
. Mor. I ran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) 

Where hatefull death put on his vglieftMaske -•>. ' 
Tofright our party. 

North. How doth my Sonne,and Brother? 
Thoutrembl’ft; and the whiteneffe in thy Chcekc 
Isapter then thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 

Eucn fuch a man, fo fainc,fo fpiritlcfle. 

So dull, fo dead in lookc, fo woe-be-gone. 

Drew Prisms Curtaine,in the dead of night. 

And woulij haue told him, Halfe his Troy was burn’d. 

But Priam found the Fire.ere he his Tongue v. 

And I, my Percies death, ere thou report’d it. 

This, thou would’ft fay: Your Sonne did thus,and thus : 
Yout Brother, thus. So fought the Noble Doxvglaty 
Stopping my greedy care,with their bold deeds. 

But in the end (to flop mine Earc indeed) 

Thou hafta Sigh, to blow away this Praife, 

Ending with Brother,Sonne,and all are dead. 

Mor. Towglasti liuing.and your Brother,yet: 

But for my Lord, your Sonne, 

North. Why.he is dead. 

See what a ready tongue Sufpicion hath : 

Tethat but feares the thing.he would not know. 

Hath by Inftin6T,knowledgc from others Eyes, 

That what he feard, is chanc’d. Yet fpcak tfMorton) 

I ell thou thy Earle,his Diuination Lrcs, 

And I will take it, as a Iwcct Difgrace, 

And make thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong. 

Mor, You arc too great, to be (by me) gainfaid : 


Your Spiric is too true, your Feares coo certaine. 

North. Yet for all this,fay not that Percies dead. 

I fee a ftrange Confeflion in thine Eye: 

Thou fhak’ft thy head, and hold’ft icFeare, orSinnc, 

To fpcake a truth. If he be flaine,fay fo: 

The Tongue offends not, that reports his death: 

And he doth finne that doth bclye the dead : r 
Not he,which fayes the dead is not aliue: 

Yet the firft bringer of vnwelcome Newes 
Hath but a loofing Office: and his Tongue, 

Sounds eucr after as a fullcn Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. ’ 

L.'Bar. 1 cannot thinke(my Lord)yoUr fdrt isHead. 
Mor. I am forry, 1 fhould force you to beleeue 
That, which I would to heauen, I had not feene. 

But thefe mine eyes,fawhim in bloody ftate, 

Rcnd’ring faint quittance (weatied,and out-breath’d) 

To Henrie Monmouth,vthoit fwifc wrath beate downe 
The neuer-daunted Percie to the earth, 

From whcnce(with lifc)he neuer more fprtmg vp. 

In few; his death (whofefpirit lent a fire,-’ ; !l 
Euen to the dulleft Peazant in his Campe) 

Being bruited once, tooke fire and heatc a Way 
From the beft temper’d Courage in his Trodpest 
For from his Mettle, was his Party ftcel’d; 

Which once,in him abated, all the reft ; '">i • 

Turn’d on thcmfelues, like dull and heauy Lead i 
And as the Thing; that’? heauy in ic felfe, ** - 

Vpon enforcementjflyes wirhgreateft foeede^ 5 .'. 

So did our Men,heauy in Hotjphrres loffe. 

Lend to this weight, fuch lighcneffe With th^iPFeare, 
That Arrowes fled not fwifter toward their ayme. 

Then did our Soldiers (ayming at their fafetjr) ’ 

Fly frop the field. Then was that Noble Wor’cefter 
Too foons ta’ne prifoner: and that furiods Scot, 

(The bloody Dowglas) wbofe well-labouring fword 
Had three times flaine th’ap pea rail ce of the King, 

Gan vailb his ftomacke, and did grace the (Tiame ~ - 

Of thofe that turn’d their backer: and in his flight, ! 
Stumbling in Fearc,was tooke. The fumme ofall. 

Is, that the King hath wonne: and hath fent out T 

A fpeedy power, to encounter you my Lord, 

Vnder the Conduct ofyong Lancafter 
And Weftmerland. This is the Newes at full. 

North. For thisjl fhall haue time enough to mournc. 
InPoyfon.thereis Phyficke : and this newes 
(Hauing beene wcll)that would haue made me ficke. 
Being ficke,haue in fome mcafurc,made me well. 

And as the Wretch,whofe Feauer-weakned ioynts. 

Like ftrcngthleffe Hindges,buckle vnder life, 

Impatienc of his Fit, breakeslike a fire 

Out of his keepers armes : Euen fo, my Limbes 

(Weak’ned with greefe) being now imag’d with greefr, 

1 Are thrice themfelucs. Hence therefore thou nice crutch, 
A lcalie Gauntlet now,with ioynts ofSteele 
Muft gloue this hand. And hence thou fickly Quoife, i ; 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which"Princes,fleflt’d withConqueft.ayme to hit. “— 
Now binde my Browes with Iron,and approach 
Theragged’ft houre,that Time and Spight dare bring _ 
To frowne vpon th’enrag’d Northumberland. 

Let Heauen kiffe Earth : now let not Natures hand 
Keepe the w ilde Flood confin’d : Let Order dye. 

And let the world no longer be a ftage 
To feede Contention in a ling’ring A<ft: 

But let one fpirit of the Firft-borne Caine 
_g Reigne 
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Reigne in all bofonoes, that each heart being fee 
On bloody Courfes, the rude Scene may end, 

And darkneffe be the burier of the dead. (Honor. 

L Bar. Sweet Earle,diuorce not wifedom from your 
T\1or. The liues ofall your louing Complices 
Leanc-on your health, the which if you giuc-o’re 
To ftormy Paffior., mull perforce decay. 

You calf th’euent of Warre(my Noble Lord) 

And fumm’d theaccomptof Chancejbeforeyou faid 
Let y s make head : It was your prefurmize. 

That in the dole of blowei,your Son might drop. 

You knew he walk’d o’re perils, on an edge 
M ofe likely to fall in, then to get o’tc: 

You were aduis’d his flefh was capeable 
Of Wounds, and Scarres ; and that his forward Spirit 
W ould lift him, where moft trade of danger rang’d. 

Yet did you fry go forth: and none of this 
I (Though ftrongly apprehended) could rertraine 
f The ftiffc-bornc Action: What hath then befalne ? 

Or what bach this bold enterprise bring forth. 

More then that Being, which was like to be ? 

L.Bar. Wcall that are engaged to this Ioffe, 

Knew that we ventur’d on fuch dangerous Seas, 

That if we wrought out life,was ten to one: 

And yet we ventur’d for the gainepropos’d, 

Choak’d the refpeft of likely perill fear'd, 

And (ince we are o’re-fet,venture againe. 

Come,we will all put forth; Body,and Goods, 

7W«r.’Tis more then time: And (my moft Noble Lord) 
I heare for certaine, and do fpcake the truth: 

The gentle Arch-bifhop of Yorkc is vp 
With well appointed Powres: he is a man 
I Who with a double Surety bindes his Followers. 

My Lord (your Sonne)had onely but the Corpes* 

But fhadowes, and the fhewes of men to fights ac ' 

For that fame word(Rebellion) did diuide - la ; v 
The adiion of their bodies, from their foules, rj-j 

And they did fight with queafineffe, conftrain’d! 

As men drinke Potions; that their Weapons only > 
Seem’d on our fide: but for their Spirits and Soules, 

This word (Rebellion)it had froze them vp, 

As Fifh are in a Pond. But now the Bifhop 
Turnes Infurreciion to Religion, 

Suppos’d fincere,and holy in his Thoughts: 

He ^follow’d both with Body,and with Mindc: 

And doth enlarge his Rifing, with the blood 
Offaire King Richard, Icrap’d from Pomfret ftoncs, 
Derbies from heauen,his Quarrell.and his Caufe: 

Tels them,he doth beftride a bleeding Land, 

Gafping for life, vnder great Bn!U»gbrooke, 

And morc,and leffc.do flocke to follow him. 

North. I knew of this before. But to fpcake truth. 
This prefent greefe had wip’d it from my rninde. 

Go in with me,and counccll cuery man 
The apteft way for fafety, and reuenge: 

Get Portland Letters.and make Friends with fpeed, 
Neuer fo few,nor neuer yet more need. Exeunt. 


Seen a Fertia. 


Enter Fa/fiafe.and Page, 

F<i/.Sirra,you giant,whac faies the Doft.to my water? 
Pag He faid fir,the water it fclfe was a good healthy 
rater:buc for the party that ow’d it,he might haue more 
ifeafes then he knew for. 

Men of all forts take a pride to gird at mcc t the 


brainc of this foolifh compounded Clay-man * ^ 

to inuenc any thing that tends to laughter ^ not ^ 
inuent,or is inuented on me. IamnolonelvJ!!;!! 1 '"! 
lelfc,but thccaulc that wit is mother men r? D| 


•vuv.juuiuiwiauiv «■»•«»• v¥iv in utner men i a' ^ 
walkc before thee, like a Sow, that hath 0 ’r evv u Q , C ^ er ' 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee int Cni,<ij 
uicc for any other reafon,then tofetmceoff * 

hauenoiudgement. Thou horfon Mandrake™ u tbtn 

fitter to be worne in my cap, then to v» a i t at m ’ ! hotl *tt 
was neuer mann’d with an Agot till now rb ut f 
you neyther in Gold, nor Siluer, but in vilde armi * ttlc 
fend you backe againe to your Maftcr, for a Ie 11 1 

luuenall (the Prince your Mafter) whofe Chm^ ' ^ 
fledg’d, I will fooner haue a beard grow in the P j 10 '^ 
my hand, then he fliall get one on his cheeke • v k 0 
not fticke to fay, his Face is a Facc-Royall. Heau '^ 
finifli it when he will, it is not a haire amiffe vet • T ^ 
keepe it ftill at a Face-Roy^U, for a Barber frail **9 
came fix pence out of it; and yet he will be crowing" 
he had writ man euer fince his Father was a Batch^ll* 1 ^' 
He may keepe his owne Grace, but he is almoft ' °“ r ' 
mine, I can affure him. What faid M .Dombledon °!k 
the Sattcn for my fhort Cloake,and Slops ? ’ bout 

Pag. He faid fir,you Ihould procure him better Air 
ranee,then Bardolfe: he wold not take his Bond 
he lik’d not the Security. ^ 

Pal. Let him bee damn’d like the Glutton, niv V 
Tongue be hotter,a horfon Achitophel ; a Raf C ally. ve " 
forfooth-knaue,to bcarc a Gentleman in hand, andth 
ftand vpon Security ? The horfon Smooth-pates doe no” 
wearc nothing but high (hoes, and bunches ofKeyes l 
their girdles: and if a man is through with them inho 
ncS Taking-vp, then they muft ftand vpon Securitie: I* 
had as liefe they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, « 
offer to ftoppe it with Security. Hook’d hee frouldhaue 
fent me two and twenty yards of Satten (as I am true 
Knight) and he fends me Security. Well,he may deep 
Security, for he hath the home of Abundance : andthe 
lightncffeofhis Wifefhines through it, and yet cannot 
he lee,though he haue his owne Lanthorne toli 
Where’s Bardolfe} 

Pag. He’s gone into Smithfield to buy your worlhip 
a horfe. 

Pal. I bought him in Paules,and hee’l buy mee a horfe 
in Smithfield. If I could get nice a wifeintheStewes, I 
were Mann’d,Hors’d,and Wiu’d. 

Enter Chiefe Iu(hce,and Servant. 

Tag. Sir, heere comes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for ftriking him,about 'Bardolfe. 

Pal. Wait clofe.I will not fee him. 

Ch.Iufi. What’s he that goes there? 

Ser. Falftafft^nd’t pleafe your Lordfbip. 

Iufi. He that was in queftion for the Robbery ? 

Ser. He my Lord,but he hath fince done good fetuice 
at Shrewsbury: and(a» I hcare)lisnow going with fome 
Charge,tothe Lord IohnofLancafier. 

Juft. What to Yorke? Call him backe againe. 

Ser. Sir John Fa/ftaffe. 

Pal. Boy,tclI him,I am deafe. 

Pag. You muft fpcake lowder,my Matter is deafe. 
lufi. I am fure he is,to the hearing of any thing gc 
Go plucke him by the EIbow,l muft Ipeake with him. 
Ser. Sir lohn, 

F/i/.What^a yongknaue aod beg ?I» there not wirw 
there not imployment/’Doth not the K.lack fubieifs?Do 
not the Rebels want SoldiersPThough it be a frame tone 
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- -—fvjTbutoneJ^' s worfe A 13 ™ to b e gg e > thc ” to 
0l iany fl or (j hcle,were it worfe then the name of Re- 

bC |inn l1 car' tell how’to make ic. 

l Youmiftake meSir. 

/ whv fit? Did 1 ky y° u wcrc 311 • ioneft man ? ;>et * 

* ifni/ht-hood, and my Souldicrfhip afide, I had 
» n §. t hroat, if 1 had faid fo. 

■‘H 10 T pray you (Sir) then fet your Knighthood and 
Cnulditr-mip afide, and giuc mcc leaue to tell you, 
pye in your throat, if you fay I am any other then an 

Wf. free leaue to tel! me lo ? I lay a-fide that 
Crowes to me? Ifthou get’ft any leaue ofmc.hang 
^ ifthou tak’ft lcaue,thou wer’t better be bang’d :you 

S„t-countcr,bence:Auant. 

S r Sir,my Lord would fpcake with you. 

,4 Fal/lafe^ word with you. 

good Lord :giuc your Lordfliip good time of 
! day.I am glad to fee your Lordfbip abroad: I heard 
fjvouf Lordfliip was ficke. I hope your tordfhip goei 
broad by aduifc. Your Lorelldp(though not clean part 
^ our y 0 uth)bath yet fome fmack ofage in you: fomc rel- 
Ifh of the falmeffe of Time, and I mofi humbly bcfccch 
1 ur pordlbip.to haue a rcuerend care of your health. 

Sir iohn } Ifentyou before your Expedition, to 

Sbrewsburie- 

fal. Ifit plcafc your Lordfliip, I heare his Maiefiie is 
return’d with fome difeomfort from Wales. 
lnft, I talke not of his Maiefly : you would not come 

when I fent for you? 

Fal. And I heare moreouer 5 hisHighnefleis falnc into 
this fame whorlbn Apopicxic. - (you. 

/^/?.VVclljheaucn mend him. I pray let me fpeak with 
Fal. This Apoplexie is(as I cake it)a kind of Lethar¬ 
gic, a fleeping of the blood,a horfon Tingling. 

* Ivft. What tell you me it? be it as it is. 

Fal* It hath it originall from much greefe; from ftudy 
and perturbation of the brainc. I haue read the caufe of 
hiseffeftsin Galen. Ic is akindeofdeafcncfic. 

Uft, I thinkt you arc falne into the difeaic : For you 
heare not what I lay to you. 

Fal. Very well (my Lord)vcry well: rather an't pleafe 
you) iristhedifeafeofnot Lirtning, the malady of net 
Marking, that I am troubled wichali. 

Iufi, Topunifhyou by thcheeles, would amend the 
attention of your eares,& 1 care not if I be your Phyfitian 
Fal. Iam as poore os/^,my Lord;buc not fo Patient: 
yourLordfhip may mioifter the Potion of imprifonmenc 
to me,in refpeft of Pouertic: but how I fhoold bee your 
Patient,to follow f your preferiptions, the wife may make 
fome dram of a fcruple,or indeede,a fcruplc it felfc. 

I*fi. I lent for you (when there were matters againft 
you for your life) to come fpcake with me. 

Pal. As I was then aduifed by my learned Councel,in 
thclawes of this Land-feruicc, I did not come. 
luft. Wcl ? the truth is(fir lohn )you line in great infamy 
W.He that buckles him in my beIt,canot liue in lefle. 
luft .Your Meanes is very (lender,and your waft great. 
Fal. I would it^were otherwife : 1 would my Meanes 
were greater, and my walk ilendcrer. 
hufi. You nauc tnifled the youthfull Prince. 

Fal. Theyong Prince hath miiled mec. Iam thcFel- 
lov; with the great belly,and he my Dogge. 

laft.W ell^l am loth to gall anew.heal’d wound: your 
daies fcruice at Shrewsbury, hath a little gilded ouc 
your Nights exploit on Gads-hili. You may thanke th 
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vnquiet time, for your quiet oTe-poftin g chat Aftion. 
Fa/. My Lord * (Wolfe. 

Iuft .But fince all is wel,kcep it fo: wake not a fleeping 
Fal. To wake a Wolfe,isasbadastofmelIaFox. 

In. VVhat?you arc as a candle,the better part burnt out 
Fal. A Waflell-Candle, my Lord; all Tallow : if I did 
fay cfwax,my growth would approue the truth. 

' Iufi. There is not a white haire on your face,but (Told 
haue his cfredl of grauity. 

F.al,. His effea of grauy, grauy, grauy. 

Iufi You follow theyong Prince vp and downe, like 
his euill Angel!. 

Fal. Not fo (my Lord) your ill Angell is light: but 1 
hope, he that lookes vpon mcc, will take mcc without, 
weighing: and yet. ; n fome reipe&s I grant,I cannot go : 

I cannot tell.Vei tue is of fo little regard in chefc Coftor- 
mongers,that true valor is turn’d Beare-heard* Pregnan- 
cieismadeaTapfter, and hath his quickc wit wafted in 
gluing Recknings: all the other gifts appertinenc to man 
(as the malice of this A gc fhapes them) are not woorth a 
Goofcberry. Youxhat are old, confidcr not the capaci¬ 
ties of vs that areyong: you mcaftire the heat of cur I.i- 
uers,with the bitteincs of your gals: & we chat are in the 
vavvnrd of our youth,I muft confdlc,are vvagges too. 

) Ivft. Do you fet downcyotir name in the fcrowlc of 
youth,that are written downc old, with all theCharrac- 
ters of agePHaue you not a moift eye ? a dry hand? a yel¬ 
low cheekePa white beard? a dccreafing leg? an increfin g 
belly? Is not your voice broken/your winde fhort?your 
wit Angle? and euery part about you blafted with Ant i- 
quity?and wilyou cal your Idfc yong?Fy,fy,fy, fir lohn. 

Fal\ My Lord,l was borne with^ white liead, & fom- 
thing a round belly.For my voice,l haue loft it with hal¬ 
lowing and finging of Amhemes. To approue my youth 
farther. I will nor: the truth is, I am ondy olde in judge¬ 
ment and vnder (landing: and he that will caper with mee 
for a thoufand Markes,lct him lend me the mony, gchaue 
at him. For the boxe of th’carc that the Prince gaue you, 
he gaue it like a rude Prince,and you rooke it like a lenfi- 
blc Lord. 1 haue checkt him for it,and the yong Lion re¬ 
pents : Marry not in afhes and facke-cloath, but innew 
Silke,and oldSacke. 

/^y?.Wcl,lieauen fend the Prince a better companion. 
Fal. Heauen fend the Companion a better Prince ; 1 
cannot rid my hands of him. 

Ittfi. Well,the King hath feuer’d you and Prince liar* 
ry ,I heare you are going with Lord lohn of Lancafter, a- 
gainft the Archbifhop,and the Earle of Northumberland 
Fal. Yes,I thankeyour pretty fwcet wit for it : but 
lookc you pray, (all you that kifle my Ladie Peace, at 
homc)th*t our Armies ioyn not in a hot day: for if I take 
but two fhirts out with me,and I meanc net to fweat ex¬ 
traordinarily -.ifitbeeahot day, ifl brandiftiany thing 
but my Bottle, would I might neuer (pic white againe r 
There is not a daungerous A ftion can pcepc out his head, 
but I am thruft vpon it. Well,I cannot laft eucr. 

/tfyL^Wclljbehoneftjbe honefhand heauen blelfcyour 
^ on. 

ill your Lordfhip lend mee a thoufand pound, 
e forth? 

lotapeny, notapenyiyou are too impatient 
to heare croffes. rare you well. Commend nice to my 
Colin Weftmerland. 

Fal. If I do,fillop me with athree-man-Beetlc. A man 
:an no more feparat* Age and Couetoufneffe,thcnhe can 
part yong limbes and letchery ; butthe Gowt galics the 
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onc,andthc pox pinches the other; and fo both the De¬ 
grees prenent my curfes. Boy ? 

P*ge. Sir. 

Fdi . What money is in my purfc ? 

Page, Seuen groacs,and twopence. 

Fal m I can get no remedy againft this Confumption of 
the puefe. Borrowing onely lingers ,1 and lingers it out, 
but thediieafc is incureable. Gobearethis letter to my 
Lord of Lancaster, this to the Prince, this to the Earle of 
Weftmerland, and this to old Miftris Vr[uU y whomel 
haue weekly fwornc to marry, fincel perceitfd the firft 
white hairc on my chin. About it: you know where to 
findeme. A pox of this Go wt> or aGowtofthisPoxe : 
for the one or th’oiher playes the rogue with my great 
toe: It is no matter, if I do halt,I haue the warres for my 
colour,and my Penlionfhallfeeme the more reafonable. 
A good wit will make vfe of any thing : I will turne dif- 
cafcs to commodity. Exeunt 


Seem Omrta, 


Enter is!rchbifh op , H'aft ings , Cl low hr ay, and 
Lord liardolfe. 

^/r.Thujhaue you heard our caufcs, 8 c knoour Means: 

And my moft noble Friends, I pray you all 
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes. 

And firft(Lord Marshall) what fay you to it ? 

Mow. I well allow the ocrafion ofour Armes, 

But gladly would be better facisficd, 

How (in our Mcancs ) we fhould aduancc our felues 
To lookc with forheid bold and big enough 
Vpon the Power and puifance of the King. 

Haft. Our prefent Mullers grow vpon the File 
To Hue and twenty thoufand men of choice: 

And our Supplies, liuc largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whole bolomc burnes 
With an incenfed Fire of Iniuries. 

L.Bar. The queftion t he n (L. o r d Hall ings) (1 2 n de tli thus 
Whether our prefent fine and twenty thoufand 
May hold* vp-hcad,without Northumberland: 

Haft. With him,we may. 

L-'Bar. I marry,there’s the point: 

Bat if without him we be thought to feeble. 

My Judgement is,we lliould not ftep too farre 
Till we had his Afsiftance by the hand. 

For in a Thcame fo bloody fac’d,as this, 

Conieifture, Expeclation.and Surmile 
Of Aydes incettaine^fhoiild not be admitted. 

Hrch ’Tis very true Lord ‘BardolfeSo r indeed 
It was yotig Hotjpurres cafe, at Shrewsbury. 

L.Bar. It vvas(my Lord)who lin’d himfelfwith hope, I O thou fond Many^ with what loud applaufe 


And when we fee the figure of thThoiife'"' 
j Then muft we rate the coft of the Eredlion 
Which if we finde out-wejghes Ability 5 

What do we then, but draw a-n.ew the Mod 11 
In fewer offices { Or at lead, defift 
To buildc at all ? Much more, in this great». t 
(Which is (almoft) to plucke a Kingdome d C ’ 
And fet another vp)fhould we furuey ° Wne > 

T he plot of Situation,and the Modcll • 

Conlent vpon a fure Foundation: 

Queftion Surueyors, know our owne eftate 
How able fuch a Worketovndcrgo, 1 
To weigh againft his Oppofite?Or elfe, 

Wc fortihe in Paper,and in Figures, 

Vfing the Names of men, inftead of men : 

Like one,that drawes the Modell of a houfe 
Beyondhis power to buildc it; who(halfe throiioM 
Giues o’re, and leaues his part-created Coft ° ' 

A naked fubieiSf to the Weeping Clouds 
And wafte,for churlifh Winters tyranny. 

Haft. Grant that our hopes(yct likely of 1 
Should be flill-borne. and that wenowpofleft * ^ 
The vemoft man ofexpedation; 

I thinke we arc a Body ftrong enough 
(Euen as we are) to cquall with the King. 

Zi.2for.What is the King but fine & twenty thoufan 

Haft. To f vs no more: nay not fo much Lord 2w' 

For his diuifions (as the Times do braul) * 

Arc in three Heads: one Power againft the French 
And one againft Glendomr: Perforce a third 
Muft rake vp vs: So is the vnfirme King 
In three diuided s and his Coffers found 
With hollow Pouerty,and Emptincffe. 
isx/r.That he fhould draw his feuerall ftrengthstogitht 
And come againft vs in full puiflir.ee 
Need not be dreaded. 

Haft. Ifhe fhould do fo. 

He leaues his backc vnarm’d, the French,and Welch 
Baying him at the heeles : neuer feare that. 

L.Bar. Who is it like fhould lead his Forces hither 
Haft. The Duke ofl.ancafter,and Weftmerland: 
Againft the Welfh himfelfe, and Harrie Monmouth. 
But who is fubfticuted’gainft the French, 

I haue no certaine notice. 
slrcb. Let vs on: 

And publifh the occafion of our Armes. 

The Common-wealth is ficke of their owne Choice, 
Their oucr-greedy loue hath furfetted: 

An habitation giddy, and vnfurc 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 


Eating the ayre, on promife of Supply, 

Flatt’ring himfelfe with Proicd of a power. 

Much fmaller, then the fmalleft of his Thoughts, 

And fo with great imagination 
(Proper to mad men) led his Powers to death. 

And (winking) leap’ll into deftrudion. 

Haft. But (by your leauc)it neuer yet did hu. 

To lay downe like!y-hoods,and formcs'of ho 
], L.Bar. Yes, if this prefent quality ofwarf 
Indeed the inftant adion: a caufe on foot, 

Hues fo in hope: As in an early Spring, 

We fee th’appcaring buds,which to proue fruite, 

Hope giue . not lo much warrant, as Difpaire 

That Frofts will bite them. When wemeanetobuild, 

Wc firft furuey the Plot,then draw the Modell, 


dhurA^ 

rrqH 




Did’ft thou beatc heauen with blcfling 
Before he was,what thou would'ft haue him be ? 
And being nowtrimmM in thine ownedefircs, 
Thou (beaftly Feedcr)art fo full of him, 

That thou prouok’ft thy felfe to caft him vp. 
So^o^thou common Dogge) didft thou difgorge 
Thy glutton-bofome of the Royall Rtchard y 
And now thou would’ft eatethy dead vomit vp, 
Andhowl ft to findcit. What truft is in thcfeTimes? 
They^hat when Richard\\w'i >would haue him dye, 
Arc now become enamour’d on his graue. 

Thou that threw’ft duft vpon his goodly head 
When through proud London he came fighingon, 
fter th admired heeles of'BttKivgbrooke, 
li’ft now, O Earth, yeeld vs that King agine, 
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The CecondTart of Fj inz Henry t he Fourt h. _ 7 [9 

“ H<f>. Oh my m^Vorlhipfull Lord,a.,d't pleafc your 


c , .I wc g0 draw our numbers,and fet on ? 
Wc arc Ti mcs lubiefts.and Time bids, be gon 


JBusSecundus . Scoena Trima. 

vitb two Officers, Fang, and Snare, 
fyfojfe. Mr.F^.haueyou entred the Aftion ? 

Whet’ s your Yeoman? Is it a lufty yeoman? 

W,U be ftaod to it ? < 

, f0r . Sirrah, where s Snare ? 

Mhffe. I,I,good M.We.. 
ire Hccre,heere. 

Snare, we muft Arrcft Sir Iohn Fa/ftafe. 

Hof. I good M.S*<*re,l haue enter’d hirn,iand all. 

5# Ic may chance coft fomc ofvs our liuesihe wil ftab 
Hollefe. Alas the day: take heed of him : he ftabd roc 
n mine owne houfe, and that moft beaftly: he cares not 
‘ hatmifeheefe he doth, if his weapon be out. Hee will 
foync like any diuell, he willfpare neitherman, woman, 

if I can c * ofic WIt ^ carc not ^ or ^‘ 5 t ^' ru ^* 

faftetfe. No,nor I neither: 1 lc be at your elbow. 
fang, if 1 but fift him once:ifhc come but within my 

^ I am vndone with his going:I warrant he is an 
infi«in ue thing vpon my fcore. Good M Fang hold him 
ftire:good M. Snare let him not fcape, he comes continu¬ 
ally to Py-Corner(fauing your manhoods)to buya fad- 
Jle and hee is indited to dinner to the Lubbars head in 
Lombardftrectjto M .Smoothes the Silkman.I pra yc,fince 
my Exion is enter’d,and my Cafe fo openly known tothe 
world.lethimbebrought into his anfwer: A ioo.Marke 
is a long one,for a poore lone woman to beare: & I haue 
borne,and borne,and borne, and haue bin fub’doff, and 
fub’d-off, from this day to that day, that it is a fhame to 
,bethoughton.There is no honefty in fuch dealing, vnlcs 
awoman fliould be made an Aflc and a Beaft, to beare e- 
uery Knaues wrong. Enter Fa/ftafe and Bardolfe. 
Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmefey-Nofe Bar- 
iolfe withhinuDo your Offices,do your officcsiM.F^, 
Jt lA Snarefto me,do mc,do me your Offices. 

Ai/.How nowfwhofc Mare’s dead?what’sthe matter ? 
Fang. Sir Iohn,l atreft you,at the fuit ofMift.£foic(//. 
Falft. Away Varlets.draw "Bardolfe : Cut me oft the 
Villaines head: throw the Qneane in the Channel. 

fl«/?.Throw me in the cbannell?l!c throw thee there. 
Wi!cthou?wiIt thoufthoubaftardly rogue.Murder,mur- 
der,OthouHony-fuckle villaine,wilt thou kill Gods of. 
fleets,and the Kings? O thou hony-feed Rogue,thou att 
»honyfecd,aMan-queller,and a woroan-queller. 
half Keep them off,Bardolfe. Fang. A rcfcu,a refeu, 

Hoft. Good people bring a refcu.Thou wilt not?thou 
wilt not? Do,do thou Roguc:Do thou Hcmpfeed. 

Page. Away you Scullion, youRampallian, you Fuftil- 
lirian:lie tuckeyourCataftrophe. Enter. Ch.Iuftice. 
lujl. What’s the matter? Keepe the Peace here, hoa. 
Hof Good my Lord be good to roee. Ibcfcechyou 
fland to me. 

(fh.Juft. How now fir lohnt What 3 rc you bratiling hctc? 
Doth this become your place.your time,ajui bufineffe ? 
You fhould haue bene well on your way to Yotke. 

Stand from him Fellow jwherefore hang’ft vpon him l 


Grace, I am a poore widdow ofEaftcheap, and he isarre- 
fted at my fuit. Ch.Ittft. For what fumnic ? 

Hof It is more then for fome(my Lord)it is for all: all 
I haue,he hath eaten me out ofhoulc and home} hee hath 
put allmy fubftance into that fat belly of his: but I will 
haue Lome of it out againe, or I will tide thee o’Nights, 
like the Mare. 

Falft. I thinke I am as like to ride the Mare, if I haue 
any vantage of ground,to get vp, 

Cb'.Ittft. How comes this,Sir Iohn ? Fy, what a man of 
good temper would endure this tempeft of exclamation ? 
Arc you not afbam’d to inforce a poore Widdowcto fo 

rough a courfe,to come by her owne ^ 

Falft. What is the grefle fumme that I o we thee? 

Hoft. Marry (if thou wer’t an honeft man)thy felfc,& 
the mony too. Thou didft fwearc to mee vpon a parcell 
gilt Goblet,fitting in my Dolphin-chamber at the round 
table,by a fca-cole fire,on Wedncfday in Whitfon week, 
when the Prince broke thy head for lik’ning him to a Tin¬ 
ging man of Windfor;Thou didft fweare to me then(as I 
was wafhing thy wound)to marry me,arid make mee my 
Lady thy wif&Canft f deny it ? Did not' good wife Keech 
the Butchers wife come in chen,and cal me goflip ^nief 
/ 7 ?comming in to borrow a mefle of Vinegar: telling vs, 
fhe had a good difh of Prawnesiwhcrcby didft defire to 
cat fome: whereby I told thee they were ill for a greene 
wound? And didft not thou (when fhe was gone downe 
ftaires)defire me to be no more familiar with fuch poore 
peoplc,fay ing,that ere long they fhould call me Madam ? 
And did’ft ^ not kiffc me,and bid mee fetch thee 3 o.s ? I 
put thee now to thy Book-oath,deny it it thou catifi? 

Fat. My Lord,this is a poore mad foule:and fhe fayes 
vp & downe the town.that her eldcft ion is ltkcyou.She 
hath bin in good cafe,& the truth is, pouerty hath diftra- 
(ffed her: but for thefe foolifh Officers, I befcech yoii, 1 
may haue redrefle againft them. 

Iuft. S\r lohnfu Iohn Jam well acquainted with your 
maner of wrenching the true caufe,the falfe way.lt is not 
a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that came 
with fuch (more then impudent)lawcincsfrom you, can 
thruft me from a Ieuell confideration,! know iyou ha’pra- 
dlis’d vpon the cafie-ycelding fpirit of this woman. 

Hoft. Yes in troth my Lord, 

Iuft. Prethee peace.pay her the debt you owe her, and 
vnpay the villany yoa haue done her:the one you maydo 
with fterling mony,& the other with currant repentance. 

Fal. My Lord, I will not vndergo this fneape without 
reply.You cal! honorableBoldnes,impudentSawcineffe: 
Ifa man wil curt’fie,and fay nothing,he is vertuous: No, 
my Lord(your humble duty remebred)! will not be your 
futor.I fay to you,I defire dciiu’rane? from thefe Officers 
being vpon hafly employment in the Kings Affaires. 

Iuft. You fpeake,as hauing power to do wrong: But 
anfwer in the cffe& of your Reputation, and fatisfie the 
poore woman. 

filft. Come hither Hoftefle. Enter 7ft, Gower 

Ch.Ittft. Now Mtfter Gower; Whatnewes? 

GW .The King(my Lord) and Henrie Prince of Wales 
Are ncerc at hand: The reft the Paper tclles. 

Falft. As I am a Gentleman. 

Hoft. Nay.you faid fo before. 

Fal. AsIamaGemleman.Come,nomorewordsofit 

Hoft. By this Hcaucnly ground I tread on, I muft be 
faine to pawnc both my Plate 3 and the Tapiftry of my dy- 
ning Chambers. 


gJ 


Falft. 
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FaI. Glaircs,glaffcs # is the onely drinking ; and for 
thy walies a pretty flight Drollery, orthe Storie of the 
Prodigall, or the Germane hunting in Watcrworke, is 
vtforih athoufandofthefe Bed-hanging*, and thefe Fly¬ 
bitten Tapiftries. I.etitbetennepound (ifthoucanft.) 
Come, if it were not for thy humors, there is not a better 
Wench in England. Go,wafhthy face, and draw thy 
A&ion: Come, thou muft not bee in this humour with 
me, come, I know thou wa*’c fet on to this. 

Hofl. Prethee (Sir John) let it be but twenty Nobles, 
:I loath to pawne my Plate,in good earned la. 

Fal. Let it alone, He make other fhifi: you j be a fool 
ftill. 

Hoff. Well, you (hall haue it although I pawne roy 
Gowne. Ihopeyou’l come to Supper: You’l pay me al¬ 
together? 

Fal. Will I liuej’Go with her,with her : hooke-on, 
hooke-on. 

Hofl, Will you baue DollTeare.[bcei meet you at flip¬ 
per ? 

Fal. No more words. Let’s haue her. 

Cb.lstfl. I haue heard bitter newes. 

Fal What’s the newes (my good Lord?) 

Where lay the King laft night ? 

Mef, Ac Bafingftokemy Lord. 

Fal. I hope (my Lord jail's well. What is the newes 
my Lord ? 

CbJufi . Come all his Forces backe? 

Mef. No: Fifteene hundred Foot,fiue hundred Horfc 
Are march’d vp to my Lord of Lancafter. 

Againft Northumberland,and the Archbifhop." 5 

Fal. Comes the King backe from Wales,my noble L? 

Ch.Iuft. You flhall haue Lcccers ofmeprefently. 
Come,go along with me, good M. Corvre. 

Fal. My Lord. 

CbJufi. What’s the matter ? 

Fal. Mafler Covere, fliall I entrcate you with mee to 
dinner ? 

Cove. I muft waite vpon my good Lord hecre. 

I thankeyou,good Sir lohn. 

CbJufi. Sir lohn, youloyter heeretoolong beingyou 
are to take Souldiers vp, in Countries as you go.i 
Fal. Will you flip with me,Mailer Govere'i 
CbJufi. What foolifh Mafter taught you thefe man- 
.nets. Sir hbn ? 

Fal. Mafter Goveer , if they become mee not, hee was a 
iFoole that taught them mee. This is the right Fencing 
fgrace (my Lord) tap for tap,and fo part faire. 

CbJufi. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great 
..Foole, Exeunt 



! 


Enter Prince Henry, Prints, y Tardelfe, 
and Page. 

Prin. Tru ft me, I am exceeding weary. 

Poin. Is it come to that? I had thought wcarines durft 
;not haue attach’d one offa high blood. 

! - Prut. Ic-dothme: though it difcolours the complexion 
ofmy Greatncfle to acknowledge it. Doth it not ftiew 
rfldciy in me, to delire fmall Becre ? 

Poin. Why,a Prince fhould not be fo loofely ftudied. 




as to remember fo weake a Compofition 
Prince. Belike then, my Appetite^ 
got; for (in noth) I do now i emcn.brr ihe Ptin cc| 

ture,SmallBeere. But indeedethefe ht in ,K| C ° ,e c r ta 
lions make me out of louc with a, } Greatiuff' 0 ^ 
difgrace is it to me, to remember thy name ? n ^ 
thy face to morrow ? Or to take note hovt-' ft0 too* 
Silk (lockings haftf (Viz.thefc, an d theft tl any pait «o 
peach-colour dones:)Ortobeare theInue 
Ihirts, as one for fuperfluity, and one other f ° n ® of th! 
that the Tennis-Court-keeper knowes bette k' Bu 
it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when'rK 1,f °' 
not Racket there, as thou haft not done a or, n °“ 
caufe the reft of thy Low Countries haue o' 
cate vp thy Holland. «»*“««« made, 

Poin. How ill it followes, after you h 3 „ P 1,1 
hard,you lhould talke fo idlcly? Tell roe how J ,0 " r ’ d f( 

yong Princes would dofo, their Fathers 1 vino r'7, g ° 0( 
yours is? 1 fc> 10 «cke ia: 

Prtn. Shall I tell thee one thing, Points* 

Poin. Yes : and let it be an excellent o C oft ,v 

Prin. It lhall feme among wittes of no hipherT , 

ing then thiue. oreed. 

Tori Goto : 1 ftandthepuft,ofyouronc thine a 
you 1 tell. mai 

Prin. Why, I tell thee, it is 

not meet, that I fh m 

fad now my Father is ficke: albeit I could tdl to 
to one it plcafes me,for faulc of a better to call n™ rV 
I could be fad,and fad indeed too. * 

Poin Very hardly ,vpon fuch a fubieft. 

Prin. Thou think’ft me as farre in the Diueh R nn t. 
thou,and Falfiaffe, forobduracieand perfiftencie L«ri* 
end try the man But I tell thee, my hart bleeds'in war i 
ly, that my Father is fo ficke: and keeping fuch vildcom 
pany as thou art, hath in rcaibn taken from me. all often- 
ration of forrow. 

Poin. Thereafon? 

Pr/W;What would’ft thou think ofme.if I /hold weep: 
Potn. I would thinke thee a molt Princely hypocrite. 
Prtn. It would be euery mans thought:’and thou art 
a blcfled Feiiovv,to thinke as euery man thinkes: neuera 
mans thought in the world, keepes the Rode-way better 
then thine : euery man would thinke me an Hypocrite in. 
deede. And what accites yourmoft worfhipful thoueht 
to thinke fo? 6 

Potn. Why.bccaufe you haue beene fo lewde, and fo 
much ingrafted to Falfiaffe. 

Prtn. And to thee. 

Peintze. Nay, I am well fpoken of, I can hearc it with 
mine owne cares :the worft that they can fay ofme is,that 
I am a fecond Brother, and that I am a properFelloweof 
my hands : and thofc two things I confcfle I canot belpe. 
Looke,looke,here comes Bardolfe. 

Prince . And the Boy that I gaue Falfiaffe, he had him 
from me Chriftian,and fee if the fat villain hauenoctrans 
form’d him Ape. 

Enter Bardolfe. 

"Bar. Saue your Grace* 

Prin. And yours,moft Noble Bardolfe. 

Poin. Come you pernitious Afle,you bafhfull Foole, 
muft you be blufhing ? Wherefore blufh you now f what 
a Maidenly man at Armes are you become ? Is it fucha 
matter to get a Pottle-pots Maiden-head ? 

Page. He call’d me euen now (my Lord)throiigh ared 
Lattice, and I could difeernenopart of his face from the 

window’ 
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7T7j j,(fjlh/dhi s eyes, and me thou ght he had 
window • • ^j c . w j ues n ew Petticoat, & pce- 

il)J( ietwono ies,u 

p C j through^ ^ the bojr p ro fi te( i ? 

' Away,y° u horfon vprjght Rabbet,away. 

Away,you rafcafly^A|!ic4/ dreamc.away. 
r T rt ^fii£i vs Boy: what dreamc, Boy f 

MarrV (my Lord)dream'd, fhe was de- 
^^'faFirebrand,and therefore I call him bir dream. 
A Crownes-worth of good Interpretation : 

Tl 'f e lt o fhat this good Bloffome could bee kept from 
_ . Well,there is fix pence to preferue thee. 

%ard.‘ Ifyou do not make him be bang’d among you, 
t,. Clowes fliall be wrong'd. 

Prmce. And how doth thy Mafter, Bardolph ? 

Well.^y S ooci Lort * : lic ^ eard y° ur ^ r3CCS 

Airimineto Towtve. There’s a Letter for you. 

C foi», Ocliuer’d with good rcfpe£i: And how doth the 

Martlemas,your Mafter ? 

•Berl I" bodily health Sir. 

fain Marry, the immortall part needes a Phynti3n. # 
but that moues not him: though that bee ficke, it dyes 

n °Pr,»«. I do allow this Wen to bee as familiar with 
m e,as my dogge : and he holds his place, for looke you 
he writes. 

potn. Letter. John Fa/Jtaffe Knight : (Euery man muft 
know that,as oft as hee hath occafion to name himfelfc:) 
Eucn like thofc that are kinne to the King, for they neucr 
pricke their finger ,buc they fay,there is lom of the kings 
blood fpilt. How comes that (fayes he) that takes vpon 
him not to conceiue ? the anfwer is as ready as a borrow¬ 
ed cap: I am the Kings poore Cofin,Sir, 

Prince. Nay, they will be kin to vs,but they wil fetch 
jt from Uphet. But to the Letter: -—Sir John Falfiaffe, 
Knigjot, to the Srmnc of the King, ncereft hie Father , Hams 
Prince of Wales .greeting. 

Poin . Why this is a Certificate. 

Prin . Peace. 

hiti imitate the honourable Romaines in breuitie . 

Point Sure he meanes breuitv in breatlulhort-winded. 
I commend me to thee , I commend thee,and I leaue thee. Bee 
not too familiar with Pointz, for hee mifufes thy Fauours fo 
much,that he fweares thou art to marrie his Stfier Nell. Re¬ 
cent at idle times as thou mayjl^andfo farewell. 

Thine,bjyea and no: which is as much as tjo fay, as thou 
vfefi him , Iacke Falftaffc:?^ my Familiars:. 
lohn with my Brothers and Sifter:& Sir 
, lohn, with all Europe . 

My Lord, I will ftcepethis Letter in Sack, and make him 
cate it. 

prin. That’s to make him eace twenty of his Words. 
But do you vfc me thus Ned} Muft I marry your Sifter? 

Pom. May the Wench haue no worle Fortune. But I 
ncucr faidlo. 

Prin. Well, thus we play the Fooles with the time.& 
thefpirits ofchewiie,fit in the douds.and mockc vs : Is 
your Mafter heerc in London ? 

Bard. Yes my Lord. 

Prin. Where fuppes he ? Doth the old Sore, feede in 
the old Franke? 

Bard. At the old place my Lord, in Eaft-cheape. 

Trin. What Company? 

Page. Ephcfians my Lord,of the old Church. 

Prin. Sup any women with him ? . - 


Page. None my Lord,but old Miftris Quicty ,and M. 

DollTearc-fheet . 

Prin. What Pagan may that be? 

Page* A proper Gentlewoman, Sir, and a Kinfwoman 

of my Matters. 

Prin. Euen fuch Kin, as the Parilh Hcyfors are to the 
Towne-Bull? 

Shall we fteale vpon them (Ne£) at Supper ? 

Poin. I am your fnadow,my Lord,lie follow you. 
Prin. Sirrah,you boy, and Bardolph^ no word to your 

Mafter that I am yet in Towne. 

There’s foryour filcnce. 

Bar. I haue no tongue,fir. 

Page. And for mine Sir,I will gouerneit. 

Prin. Fare ye well: go. 

This DollTcare-fhcet fhould be fomeRode. 

Pom. I warrant you,as common as the way betweene 
S.Albans,and London* 

Prin. How might w efeFalfiaffe beftow himfelfeto 
nighc, in his true colours,and not our fclues be lecnc/ 
Poin t Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and 
waite vpon him at his Table,like Drawers. 

Prin. FromaGod,toaBull?Aheauie dec!enfion:It 
was Ioues cafe. From a Prince,to a Prentire,alow tranf- 
formation, that fhall be mine: for in euery thing,the pur¬ 
pose muft v\ eigh with the folly- Follow me NedExeunt 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Northumberlandyhu Ladte,andHarrie 
Percies Ladte. 

North. I prethee louing Wife,and gentle Daughter 
Giue an euen way vnto my rough Affaires: 

Put not you on the vifage of the Times, 

And be like them to Percic, troubleibme* 

Wife. i haue giuen ouer, I will fpeak no more. 

Do what you will :your Wifcdome, be your guide. 

North , Alas(fwcct Wifc)rny Honor is at pawne. 

And but my'going, nothing canredceme it. 

La. Oh yet,for heauens fake,go not to thefe Warrs; 
The Tline was (Father) when you broke your word. 
When you were more endeer’d to it,then now. 

When your owne Percy,when my hcarc-deere Harry, 
Threw many a Northward lbokc,to fee his Father 
Bring vp his Powres : buthe did long in vaine. 

Who then perfwaded you to ttay at home? 

There were two Honors loft; Yours, and your Sonnes. 
For Yours,may hcauenly glory brighten u : 

For His, it ftucke vpon hipn,as the Sunne 
In the gray vault of Heauen :and by his Light 
Did all the Cheualrie of England moue • 

To dobiaue Abls. He was (indecd)cheGla(fe 
Wherein the Noble-Youth did drefle themfeiues. 

He had no Lcgges, thatpradic’d not his Gate : 

And fpeaking thicke (which Nature madehis blemiih) 
Became the Accents of the Valiant. 

For thofc that could fpeake low,and tardily, 

Would turne their owne Per£e$ion,to Abufcj, 
Tofcemelikchim. So that in Spccch^nGate, 

In Diet, ill Affections of delight, 

In Militaric Rules, Humors of Blood, 
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'The fccond Part of KJng Henry the Fo urth. 

a. Draw. He fee if Jl can findc out Sneaky 
Enter Hofiejfe, and Dol, 



He was the Marke,andGlaffc, Coppy,and Booke, 

That falhion’d others. And htm, O wondrous! him, 

O Miracle of Men! Him did you leaue 
(Second to none) vn-feconded by you, 

To looke vpon the hideous God ofWarre, 

In dif-aduantage,to abide a field. 

Where nothing but the found of Hot {purs Name 
Did feeme defenfible: fo you left him. 

Neuer,O neuer doe his Ghoft the wrong. 

To hold your Honor more precife and nice 
With others,then with him. Let them alone: 

The Marfhall and the Arch-bifhop are ftrong. 

Had my fweet Harry had but halfe their Numbers, 

To day might I (hanging on Hotfpurs Necke) 

Haue talk’d of tAionmotnbs Graue. 

North. Belhrewyourhearc, 

(Faire Daughter) you doe draw my Spirits from me. 
With new lamenting ancient Oucr-fights. 

But I muft goe,and meet with Danger there, 

Or it will feeke me in another place. 

And finde me worfe prouided. 

Wife. Oflye to Scotland, 

Till that the Nobles,and the armed Commons, 

Haue of their Puiffance made a little taftc. 

Lady. If they get ground,and vantage of the King, 
Then ioyne you with them, like a Ribbe of Steele, 

To make Strength ftronger, But.forallourloues, 

Firft let them trye themfelues. So did ycur Sonne, 

He was fo fuffer’d j fo came I a Widow: 

And neuer (hall haue length of Life enough, 
Torainevpon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 

That it may grow,and fprowt,as high as Hcauen, 

For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 

North.Come,come,go in with mer’tis with my Minde 
As with tbeTyde,fweird vp vnto his height. 

That makes a ftill-ftand,runningneytherway* 

Faine would I goe to meet the Arch-bi(hop, 

But many thouland Rcafons hold me backe. 

I will rciolue for Scotland: there ami. 

Till Time and Vantage crauc my company. Exeunt. 


Scotia Ouarta. 


Enter two Drawers. 

I. -Drawer. What haft thou brought there? Apple- 
lohns ? Thou know’ft Sir fohu cannot endure an Apple- 
lohn. 

1. Draw. Thou fay’ft true: the Prince once fet a Difti 
of Apple-Iohns before him, and told him there were fiue 
more Sir lobus: and,putting off his Hat,faid,I will now 
take my leaue of thefe fixe drie, round, old-wither’d 
Knights, It anger’d him to the heart: but hcc hath for¬ 
got that. 

l.Draw. Why then couer, and fet them downe: and 
fee if thou canft finde out Sneaker Noyfe; Miftris Teare - 
Jhcet would faine haue fome Mufique. 

a. Draw. Sirrha, heere will be the Prince, and Matter 
Points,anon : and they will put on two of our Jerkins, 
and Aprous, and Sir rnuft not know of it: 'Eardefph 
hath brought word. f r.: 

x.Draw. Then here wilibeold^/ir.* it will be an ex¬ 
cellent ftrata gem.. 


Hofi. Sweet-heart, me thinkes now you a • 

cellenc good temperalitie : your Pulfidge k m an ex. 
traordinarily, as heart would defire ; and '**** as 
(I warrant you ) is as red as anyR 0 Ve : But^ 0101 " 
dronke too much Canaries, and that’s a mar u ° U V 
ching Wine; and it perfumes the blood ere ° Us ftat * 
what’s this. How doe you now ? ’ VVcec »nf s , 

Dol. Better then I was: Hem. 

Hofi. Why that was well faid: A good he a »> 

Gold. Looke,here comes Sir John. E s Vvorth 

Enter Falfiaffe . • 

Fal/t. when Arthur firft in Court.-( ea) ptietheT 
andwat a worthy King: How now Miftris Dot} ^ 
Hoft. Sick of a Calme: yea.good-footh, 

Falff. So is all her Sea : if they be once in, r i 
they are fick. 7 emaCa K 

Dol. You muddieRafcall,is that all the comf ut , 0 
giueroe? On »orty ou 

Falfl. You make fat Rafcalls. Miftris Dol. 

Dol. I make them ? Gluttonie and Diieaie, „ i 
them, I make them not. 3lts mik ' 

Falfi. If the Cooke make the Gluttonie,vouhfln., 

make the Di fcafes (Dol) wc catch of you (Dol) We Ll 
of you: Granf that, my poore Vertue, grant that. 

Dol. I marry,ourChaynes,and ourlewels. 

Falfi. Your Brooches, Pcarles, and Owches • Forto 
ferue brauely,is to come halting off: you bnow.'toconie 
off the Breach,wnh his Pike bent brauely, and to $uro t . 
rie brauely ; to venture vpon the charg’d-Cbambcti 
brauely. 

Hofi. Why this is the olde farhion: you two neuer 
meete,but you fall to fome difeord: you are both (ii 
good troth) as Rhcumatike as two drie Toftes, you can, 
not one bcare with anothers Confirmicies. What the 
good-yerc ? One muft beare, and that muft bee you; 
you are the weaker Veffcll • as they fay, the empeiei 
Veffell. 7 F 

Dot. Can a weake emptie Veffell beare fuch a hi s 
full Hogs-head ? There’s a whole Marchants Venture 
of Burdeux-Stuffeinhim; you haue not feeneaHulke 
better ftuffc in the Hold. Come, He be friends with thee 
lack;: Thou art going to theWarres, and whether 1 
(hall euer fee thee againe, or no , there is no body 
cares. 

Enter Drawer. 

Drawer. Sir, Ancient PtfloB is below, and would 
fpeake with you. 

Dol. Hang him, fwaggering Rafcall, let him not 
come hither: it is the foule-mouth’dft Rogue in Eng. 
land. 

Hofi. If hee fwagger, let him not come here: I muft 
Hue amongft my Neighbors, He no Swaggerers: 1 a® 
in good name,and fame, with the verybeft: {hut the 
doore, there comes no Swaggerers heere : I haue not 
liu’d all this while, to haue fwaggering now: fhut the 
doore, I pray you. 

Falfi. Do’ft thou heare,Hofteffe ? 

Hoft.'Pray you pacific your felfc(Sir John) there comes 
no Swaggerers heere. 

6& falfl. Do'ft 
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---—--- ’ ZZ T rt_ nf\r*A Ancient. 


- hooheare? it is mine Ancient. 

ft®- ' fallv(Sir lohnficucv tell me,your ancient 
inmydootes. 1 before M.fta 
Swaggf er ie c he other day: and as hee faid to me, 
,hC 1( ^/ er agoe then Wednefday laft : Neighbour 
itWa l/°^ ms hee;) Matter lWe,our Minifter.was by 
inborn- Quickly (fayes hee; receiue thofe that 
then 5 . '%,/fayth hec) you ore in an ill Name: now 
! 7Tfo I can tell whereupon: for(fayes hee) you are 

• ft Woman, and well thought on; therefore take 

Jt> ^whatGuefts you receiue: Receiue (fayes hee) no 

heede „„romnanions.Thcre comes none heere. You 

folulfblelc you to hearc what hee faid. No,ile no 

^Hee’s no S waggcrer(Hofteffe:)a tame Cheater, 
JLm y ftro.ke biin as gently, as a Puppie Grey- 
£C ’a. hee will not fwagger with a Barbaric Henne, if 
her feathers turne backe in any fiicw of refittance. Call 

call you him ? I will barre no honeft 
an mV houfc; not no Cheater: but I doe not louc fwag- 
m jn „. urn the worfe when one fayes, fwagger: Feelc 
La„ s how I fhakc: looke you,I warrant you. 
M ^.Soyoudoe,Hofteffe. 

Haft. Doe I ? yea,in very truth doe I,it it were an Al- 
p en Leafe: I cannot abide Swaggerers. 

Enter ?ifiol,and ‘Bardotph and his Boy. 

Pift. ’Saueyou,Sir Iohn. 

palft. Welcome Ancient Pifiol. Wctt(Pifiol)\ charge 
you with a Cup of Sacke: doc you difeharge vpon mine 

Hofteffe. * , ‘ , 

Ptft. I will difeharge vpon her (Sir Iohn) with two 

Bullets. 

Falfi. She is PiftolUproofc (Sir) you fhall hardly of¬ 
fend her. 

jjofi. Come, He drinke no Proofes,nor no Bullets: I 
will drinke no more then will doc me good, for no mans 
pleafure, T. 

Pifi. Then to you (Miftris Dorothie) I will charge 
you. 

2 )ol. Charge me? I fcorne you (feuruie Companion) 
what ?you poore, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lacke-Linnen- 
Mate: away you mouldic Rogue,away; lam meat for 
yourMafter* 

Fiji. I know you,Miftris Dorothie. 

Dol. Away you Cut-purfc Rafcall, you filthy Bung, 
away: By this Wine,lie thruft my Knife in your mouldie 
Chappes,if you play the fawcic Cuttle with me. Away 
youBottle-Alc Rafcall,you Basket-hilt ftale IugIcr,you. 
Since when, I pray you^Sir? what, with two Points on 
yourfhoulder ? much, 

Tift. 1 will murther your Ruffe,for this* 

Hofi. No,good Captainc Pifiol: not heere, fweetc 
Captaine. 

Dol. Captaine? thouabhominabledamn’d Cheater^ 
art thou not afham'd to be call’d Captaine? If Captaines 
were of my minde, they would trunchion yon out/or ta¬ 
king their Names vpon you,before you haue earn’d them. 
You a Captaine? you flaue,for what ? for tearing a poore 
Whores Ruffe in a Bawdy-houfe? Hee a Captaine? hang 
him Rogue, hec Hues vpon mouldie ftc w'd-Pruines, and 
dry’.de Cakes. A Captainc ? Thefe Villaines will make 
the word Captaine odious : Therefore Captaines had 
needelookecoit# 


Bard. ’Pray thee goe downe,good Ancient 
Falfi. Hearke thee hither,Miftns Dol. 

Pitt. Not I: I tell thee what,CorporalI^r^6,I 
could teare her: lie be reueng’d on her. 

Paw. ’Pray thee goe downc. 

Pifi. lie fee her damn’d firft: to Pluto s damn’d Lake, 
to the Infernall Deepe, where Zrebzu and Tortures vilde 
alfo. Hold Hooke and Line, fay I : Downe : downe 
Dogges,downc Faces: haue wee not Horen here ? 

Hofi. Good Captaine Peefel be quiet, it is very late: 

I befeeke you now,aggrauate your Choler. 

Pifi. Thefe be good Humors indeede. Shall Pack- 
Horfes'and boilow-pamper’d lades of Afia,which can^ 
not j’oe but thirti^miies a day, compare with Cafiir, and 
with Caniballs,and Troian Greekes ? my, rather damne 
them with King Cerbemf>znA let the Welkin roare: (hall 
wee fall foule for Toyes? 

Hofi. By my troth Captainc, thefe are very bitter 
words. 

‘Bard. Be gone, good Ancient: this will grow to a 
Brawlc anon. 

Pifi. Die men.lske Doggesjgioe Crownes like Pinnes: 
Haue we not Htren here ? 

Hofi. On my word(Captaine)tbere’s none fuch here. 
What the good-yere,doe you thinke I would denye her ? 

I pray be quiet, 

Pifi. Then feed,and be fat (my faire f'alipolis.) Come, 
giuc me fome Sack, Si fortune me tormente , jperato me con - 
rente. Fcare wee broad-fidcs ? No,let the Fiend giuc fire: 
Giue me fome Sack : and Sweet-heart lyc thou there ; 
Come wee to full Points here , and are et cetera's no¬ 
thing ? 

pal. Pifiol I would be quiet. 

Ptft. Sweet Knight,I kiffc thy Neaffe: what? wee haue 
feene the feuen Starres. 

Dol. Thrult him downe ftayres, I cannot endure fuch 

a Fuftian Rafcall. 

Ptft. Thruft him downe ftayres? know we not Gallo¬ 
way Nagges? •• • • . 

Pal. Quoit him downe (Bardolph) like a fhoue-groat 
{hilling: nay,it hee doe nothing but fpeake nothing, hee 
fhall be nothing here. 

Bard. Come,get you downe ftayres. 

Pift. What? ftaallwee haue Incifion? {hallweecm- 
brew ? then Death rocke me afleepe,abridge my doleful! 
dayes: why then let grieuous, gaftly, gaping Wounds, 
vntwin’d the Sifters three: Come Atropos, I fay. 

Hofi. Here’s good ftuffe toward. 

Fal. Giuc me my Rapier .Boy. 

Dol. I prechce lack.. I prcthec doe not draw. 

Fal. Get you downe ftayres. 
ilofi. Here’s a goodly tumult: lie forfweare keeping 
houfe,beforeIle be in thefe tirrits,and frights. So-.Mur- 
thet I warrant now. Alas, alas, put Yp your naked Wea¬ 
pons,put vp your naked Weapons. 

Dol. I prethee lack .be quiet, the Rafcall is gone: ah, 
you whorfon little valiant Villaine,you, 

Ilofi. Are you not hurc i’th’Groyne? methoughthee 
made a ihrewd-Thruft at your Belly. 

Pal. Haue you turn’d him ouc ot doores i 
Bard. Yes Sir: the Rafcall’s drunkc: you haue hurt 
him (Sir) in the fhoulder. 

Pal. A Rafcall to braue me. 

Dol. Ah.you fweet little Rogue, you: alas,poore Ape, 
how thou fweat’ft ? Come,let me wipe thy Face: Come 
on,you whorfon Chops: Ah Rogue,I louc thee : Thou 
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art as valorous as Hector of Troy,worth fiiie of Agamem- 
non, and tenne times better then the nine Worthies: ah 
Viilaine. 

TaL Arafcally SIaue,I will tofle the Rogue in a Blan¬ 
ket. 

Dot. Doe.if thou dar’ft for thy heart: ifthoudoo'ft. 
He canuas thee betweene a paire of Shectes. 

Enter (JWufique* 

Page. The Mufiquc is come,Sir. 

Pal. Let them play: play Sirs, Sit on my Knee, Del. 
A Rafcalljbragging Slaue: the Roque fled from me like 
Quick-filuer. > 

Del, And thou followd’ft him like a Church: thou 
whorfon little tydie Sartholmew Borc-pigge,when wilt 
thou leauc fighting on daycs,and foyningon nights,and 
begin to patch vp thine old Body for Hcaucn ? 

Enter the Prince and Poines disguis'd. 

Pal. Peace (good Dol) doe not fpcake likcaDcaths- 
head: doe not bid me remember mine end. 

Del . Sirrha, what humor is the Prince of? 

Pal. A good (hallow young fellow ; hce would haue 
made a good Pander, hec would haue chipp'd Bread 
well. 

Dol. They fay Poines hath a good Wit. 

Fal, Hce a good Wit? hang himBaboonc,his Wit is 
as thicke as Tewksburie Muftard: there is no more con¬ 
ceit in him,thcn is in a Mallet. 

Dol . Why doth the Prince lone him fo then ? 

Pal . Bccaufc their Leggcs are both of a bigneffe: and 
hoc playts at Quoits well,and cates Conger and Fennell, 
and drinkes off Candies ends for Flap dragons,and rides 
the wiide*Mare with the Boycs,and iumpes vpon Ioyn’d- 
ftooles, and fweares with a good grace, and wcares his 
Boot very fmooth,like vnto the Signc of the Lcgge; and 
breedes no bate with telling of difereete ftorics; and fuch 
other Gamboll Faculties hec hath, that (hew a wcake 
Miodc,and an able Body/or the which the Prince admits 
him ; for the Prince himfelfe is fuch another : the 
weight of an lnyre will turne the Scales becwcenc their 
Habcr-de-pois. 

Prince. Wouldnot this N3iie of a Whccle haue his 
Eares cut off? 

Pom . Let vs beat him before his Whore. 

Prince . Looke, if the wither’d Elder hath not his Poll 
claw’d like a Parrot. 

Pom. Is it not ftrange, that Defirc (hould fo many 
yeeres out-liue performance ? 

FaL Kiffe me Dol. 

P 7 tnce. Saturne and Mentis this yecre in Conjunction ? 
Whacfayes the Almanack to that ? 

Tow, And looke whether the fierie Trigon his Man, 
be not lifping to his Maftcrs old Tablcs^is Notc-Booke, 
his Councelhkecper ? 

Pal. Thou do fl giuc me flatting Ruffes. 

Dol. Nay truely, 1 kitfc thee with a moft confhnt 
heart. 

Pal. I am olde, I am olc?e. 

Dol . I loue thee better^hen I loue ere a feuruie young 
Boy of them all. 

Pal. What Scuffe wilt thou haue a Kirtle of ? I (hall 
rcceiuc Money on 1 hurfday ; thou (halt haue a Cappe 
to morrow. A iperric Song, come : it growes late. 


wee will to Bed. 
gone 


Thou wilt 


>when i 

Dol. Thou wiltfetmea weepinp \f t u 

>uc that cuer I drefle my felfc hanVcm?ft 


ti] l tin 


'y r e . 


proue 

turne: well,hearken the end. 

Fal. Some S*cV } Francu. 

Pnn.Poin. Arton,anon,Sir. 

Fal. Ha? a Baftard Sonne of the Kino* > & . 
thou Poines,his Brother ? b • An< >artn^ 

Prince. Very true. Sir: and I come to draw » 
by the Eares. lw y°Uout 

Hoft. Oh, the Lord preferue thy good , 

come to London. Now Hcaucn blcflc that f 
of thine: what,are you come from Wales ? WCet * Face 
Fal. Thou whorfon mad Compound of Maieft' 
this light Flefh,and corrupt Blood.thouartweu!!'' 

Del. How?you fat FooIe,J fcorne you, ‘ rae * 
Poin. My Lord, hee will driuc you out of 
uenge, and turne all to a merryment, if Vou tab r , e ' 
heat. »ot the 

Prince. You whorfon Cand!c-myne you, how.iij, 
did you fpeakc of mecuen now, before this honeft ' 
tuou$,ciuiII Gentlewoman ? ,vcr% 

Hoft ’Bicfling on your good heart, andfofhceisU 
my troth. 

1 Pal Didft thou heareme? 

Vrmce. Yes: ai;d you knew me,as you did when V0I 
ran ne away by Gads-hill: you knew I was at your bad 
and (poke it on purpofe.to trie my patience. ’ ' 

Fal. No,no,no: not fo : I did not thinke, thou wall 
within hearing. 

Prince. I fhall driue you then to confcfle the wilful] 
abufe, and then 1 know how to handle you. 

Fal. No abufe (Hall) on mine Honor,no abufe, 

Prince. Not to difprayfe rm?and call me Pantlcr.and 
Bread-chopper, and I know not what? 

Fal. No abufe (Hal.) 

Poin. No abufe? 

Fal. No abufe (/Ved) in the World; honeft Mdnont, 

I difprays’d him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 
might not fall in loue with him: In which doing, 1 haue 
done the part of a carefull Friccd.and a true Subieti.and 
thyFatheristogiuemethankcs for it. No abufe (Huh) 
non e(Ned) noncj no Boyes,none. 

Prince. See now whether pure Feare,and entire Cow- 
ardife, doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle¬ 
woman,to dofe with vs? Is fhee of the Wicked ? Is thine 
Holtcfle heere, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 
Wicked ? Or honeft Bardo/pb (whole Zeale burnes in his 
Nofe) of the Wicked ? 

Poin. Anfwere thou dead Elme,anfwere. 

Fal. The Fiend hath prickt downc 2?dn&>/jj/drrecoiK- 
rable,and his Face is Lucifers Priuy-Kitchm, wberehee 
doth nothing but roft Mault-Wormes : for the Boy, 
there it a good Angell about him, but the Deuill out. 
bids him too. 

F>ince. FortheWomen? 

Fal. For one of them,fhee is in Hell alreadie, and 
burnes poore Soules : for the other, I owe her Mo¬ 
ney ; and whether fhee bee damn’d for that, I know 
not. 

Hoft. No,I warrant you. 

Fal. No, 
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-7*5art not: I thinke thou art quit 

ta ' Marry there is another Indiamcnt vpon thee, 
frfthat. M J> bec eatcn in [hy hou f Cj contrary to 

f or fufte ri "D l thinke thou wilt howle. 

t | ie LaW, ..yj^yaiiersdoe fo : What is a Ic 


u„fi All Viduallersi 
Mutton^or two.in a whole Lent ? 


Ioynt of 


„ « You Gentlewoman. 

m"! Wh3t faycsy our ^ ra<:c ' 1 

His Grace fayes that, which his fleth rebells 

Who knocks folowd at doore? Looke to the 

ioo^^rcjranas ? 

Enter Pett. 

Princt. Veto, how now? what newei? 

Veto. Th e King,your Fathers at Weftroinfter, 

A id there are t wentie wcake and wearied Poftcs, 

Come fro™ the North: and as 1 came aIong * 
met and ouer-tooke a dozen Captaines, 

Bare-beaded/weating,knocking at the Tauerhes. 

And asking euery one for Sir lohn Falftaffe. 

Prince. By Heauen (Poines)! feele me much to blame, 
So idly to prophanc the precious time, 
y/henTempeft of Commotion,like the South, 

Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to mdc, 

And drop vpon our bare vnarmed heads* 

GiuememySword,andCloake: 

f##,good night.- / £ xit ; 

Foist. Now comes in the fweetefl: Morfcll ok the 
night,and wee muft hence, and leauc itvnpickt. Moke 
knocking at the doore? -Howt now ? what’s the mat- 

; Bard . You muft away to Court,Sir,prefently, 

A dozen Captaines ftay at doore for you; 

Faljt. Pay the Mufitians, Sirrha? farewell Hoftefle, 
farewell Dol. You fee (my good Wenches) how men of 
Merit ate fought after: the yndefcrucr may fleepe,when 
themanof A6kion is call’d on. Farewell good Wenches; 
if I be not fenc away pofte, I will fee you againc, ere I 

goe. ' 

Dol. I cannot fpeake ; if my heart bee not readie 
to burft— Well (fwccte I ache ) haue a care of thy 
felfe. 

Foljt. Farewell, farewell. Exit. 

Hoft. Well, fare thee well: I .’haue knowne thee 
thefe twentie nine yeeres, come Pefcod-time; but an 
honefter ; and ttuer-hearted man—> Well, fare thee 

well.. 

Bard. Miftris Teare-fkect. 

Hofi. What’s the matter? = - 

Bard. BidMiftris Teare-fheet cometomy Mafler. 

Hoft. Oh runne Dol, ruiine: runne.good Dol. 

Exeunt, 


Actus Fertius. Seem Prim a. 


Enter the King, with a Page. 

Krwjt.Goe.call the Earlesof Surrey,and of Warwick: 
lut ere they come,bid them ore-reade thclc Letters, 
\nd well confider of them: make good fpeed. Exit. 


How many thoofand of my pooreft Subiefts 
Are ac this howre aflccpc ? O S!eepe,0 gentle Slcepc, 
Natures loftNurfe, how haue 1 frighted thee. 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe. 

And fteepe my Sences in ForgetfulnefTe? 

Why rather (Sleepe) lyeft thou in fmoakie Crib's, 

Vpon vneafie Pallads ftretching thee, 

Andhuiftn with bulling Night, fiyes to thy flumber. 
Then in the perfum d Chambers of the Great ? 

Vnder the Canopies of coftly State, 

And lull’d with founds of fwccteft Melodic ? 

O thou dull God,why lyeft thou with the vilde. 

In loathfome Beds,and lcau’ft the Kingly Couch, 

A Watch-cafe,or a common Larum-Bell ? 

Wilt thou,vpon the high and giddie Maft, 

Seale vp the Ship-boyes Eyes,and rock his Braines, 

In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 

And in thevification of the Windes, 

Who take the Ruffian Billowes by the top, 

Curling their monftrous heads.and hanging them 
With deaff’ning Clamors in the flipp’ry Clouds, 

That with the hurley,Death it felfe awakes i 
Canft thou (O parti all Sleepe) giue thy Repofe 
To the wet Sea-Boy,in an houreforude: 

And in the calmeft.and moft ftiilett Night, 

With all appliances, and meanes to boote. 

Deny it to a King ? Then happyt Lowe,lye downe a 
Vneafie lyes the Head,that wcares a Crowne. 

Enter FVarwicke and Surrey. 

War. Many good-raorrowes to your Maicftie. 

King. Is it good-morrow,Lords ? 

War. ’Tis One a Clotk, and paft. 

King .Why then good-morrow to you all(my Lords:) 
Haue you rcado*re the Letters that I fent you ? 

War, We haue (my Liege.) 

King. Then you perceiuc the Body of our Kjngdoine, 
How foule it is: what ranke Difeafcs grow. 

And with what danger,neere the Heart of it? 

War. IiisbutasaBody,yetdiftemper'd, 

Which to his former ftrength may be reftor’d, 

With good aduice,and little Medicine: 

My Lord PTorthumberlandvsWX foone be cool’d. 

King.Oh Heauen,that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And lee the tcuolution of the Times 
Make Mountains leuell,and the Continent 
( Wearie of folide firmeneffe)melt it felfe 
Into the Sea: and other Titn«» to fee 
The beachic Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for A7ifpw»w hippes; how Chances mocks 
And Changes fill the Cuppe of Alteration 
With diuers Liquors.’Tis not tenne yeeres gone. 

Since Richard, aud Northumberland, great friends, 

Did feaft together; and in two yeeres after. 

Were they at Warrcs. It is but eight yeeres fince, 

This Percie was the man,neereft my Soule, 

Who,like a Brother, toyl’d in my Affaires, 

And layd his Loue and Life vnder my foot: 

Yca,for my fake,cuen to the eyes of K^chard 
Gauchim defiance. But which of you was by 
(You Coufin Neutl ,as I may remember) 

When Richard,vt'nh his Eye,brim-full of Tearcs, 

(Then check’d,and rated by Northumberland) 

Did fpeake thefe words (now prou’d a Prophecie:) 
Northumberland, thou Ladder,by the which 
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J My Coufin Bulltngbroohe afccnds my Throne : 

(Though then.Heauen knowes,I had no fuch intent) 

Bat that neccfluie fo bow’d the State 

That I and Greatnefie were coropell’d to kifle:) 

The Time (hail come (thus did hee follow n) 

The Time will come.tbacfouleSinne gathering head, 

Shail breake into Corruption : fo went on 
Fore-telling this lame T imes Condition, 

And the diuifion of our Amitie. 

War. There is a Hiftoric in all mens Liues, 

Figuring the nature of the Times deceas’d: 

The which obferu’d, a man may prophecie 
With a necre ayme.of the mainc chance of things. 

As yet not come to Life,which in their Seedes 
And weakcbeginnings lyeentreafured: 

Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time j 
And by the ncceflarie forme of this. 

King Richard might creates .perfect guefle, 

That great Northumberland, tlujn falle to him, 7 ; 

Would of that Seed,grow to a greater falfenefle. 

Which fbould noefinde a ground to roote vpon, 

Vnlefle on you. 

King. Are thefe things then Neceflities ? Lt 
Then let vs rrieete them like Neceflities; .' C5 ,' 

And that fame word,euen now cryes out on vs: 

They fay ,thc Bilhop and Northumberland, 

Are fiftie thoufand ftrong. .77 

War. It cannot be (my Lord;) 

Rumor doth double,like the Voice,and Eccho, 

The numbers of.the feared.; Pleafe it your Grace 
To goc to bed, vpon my Life (my Lord) 

The Povv’ri that you alrcadie hauc fent forth, . 

Shall bring this Prize in very eafily. 1 

To comfort you the more,! haUe reeeiu.’d> .,T 
A ccrtainerifiltance,that (7/«r<A>«r jsdead.\< dW, 

Your Maicftie hath beetle this fort-ni.ght.ill. 

And thefe vnfeafon’d howres perforce muft #ddc 
Ynto.yout Sicknefle, M 

King. I will take your counfaile : 

And were thefe inward Warres once out of hand,- 
Wee would (deare Lords) vnto the Holy-Lapd. ■ . ’ 

'• : C ;iet : •: . . Exeu^ci irfW 




! . 


Scerui Secunda. 


£nter Sballow and Silence : with Monldtc, 5hadovp, n { 

• fVart, Feeble, Tdtill-calfc* 

ZU.. >ff! *:. !!•( •-] j ^ ' d 0 ■ ' " r , | 

ShaL Come-on,come-on,conie-on: giuemeeyour 
Handin’ 5 * gfue mee your Hand, Sir: an early Airrer ? by 
the Rood. And how doth my good Coufin Silence ? 

Sit. Good-morrow,good Coufin Shallow. 

( s Shat. Anchhow doth my Coufin, your Bed-fellow ? 
j and your faireft Daughter, and mine,my God-Daughter 
( Ellen ? 

Sil. Alaska blacke Ouzell (Ccufin Shallow.) 

ShaL By yea and nay,Sir* I dare fay my Coufin William 
I is become a good Scholler? hee is at Oxford flail, is hee 
not ? ’ 

SiL Indeede Sir,to my 

ShaL Hee mult then to the lnnes of Court fhortly: I 
was once of Clements Inne $ where (I thinke) they will 
talke of mad Shallow yet# 


Sil. You were call’d luftie Sh^^Bfr^ 
Shal. 1 was call’d any thing : and I Wo & ,fin -) 
o.and rrmn/4i..hau^ c j ) 


‘0n c 


any thing indeede too,and roundly coo Tu « 

little lohn Doit of Staffordfhire, and blacke*? 
and Francis Ptck^bone^nd Will Scpuele a Cot 
had not foure fuch Swindge-bucklers indLu M<« 
Courtagaine: And 1 may fay to you w ^, he Vs 0 

the Bona-Robas were, and had the befl 0 f k '’S 
commandcmcnt. Then was I ache Falfl^u then > all „ 
a Boy, and Page to Thomas CHowbraTtiT S «4, 
folke. J,Uuke ofN^ 

Sil. This Sir lohn (Coufin) that comes but, 
bout Souldicrs ? tllSr anon a. 

. Shal. The fame Sir John, the very f ame , f 
breake Scoggan's Head at the Court-Gate »v , k 
a Crack,not thus high: and thevery fame d* a- '"'a 
with one SampfonStocf-fifh, a Fruiterer, beh. n a'1% 
Inne. Oh the mad dayes that I haue (pent dc 
how many qf mine olde Acquaintance are t0 f " 
Sil. Wee fhall all follow (Coufin.) 7 d ? 
Shod. Certaine: ’tis certaine; very fur* 

Death is certaine to all, all (hall dye. How n’XX, : 
ofSullodks at Stamford Fay re? 8°°d Yok e 

Sil. Truly Coufin,I was notjthere. 

Shal. Death is certaine; iils old Double of 
liuingyejt? " To ' ,J 

Stl. .Dead,Sif. . .nsnw.rd 1 ’ 
Shal. DeadC See, Cce* hee drew a good Bow. 
dead? Iteelhot a fine flioote. hhn of Gaunt ln^ 
him well, and betted much Money on his head. Del? 
hee would haue xlapt in the Glowt at Twelue.fco rf , j 
carryedyouafore-hand.Shaft at.foureteenc,and W 
tcenc and a halfc, that it would hauc done a mans heart 
good toTce. How ? fcorc of Ewes now ? 

„ Sil - Thereafter as they be : a fcore of good Ewei 
may be worth tenne pounds. 

Shah And is olde DcwAfedfad / \ \\ 

fisrl'v.eqjrfi yrt,. >;mblNiV o.ic >■<, ■ 
j W hoi Enter'Bardol-fh and hie Boy. 

; -Ji-, > ■av: Kiw i , of - ( ,jc... uul| 

Sil. Hecre come two of Sir lohn Falftaffes Men (as 1 
'thinke.) ’ «r *ii ; 

Shal. : GQodrmorrow,honeft Gentlemen. 

Bard. I bcfecch yoti.which is luflice Sballm > 

Shall I am Robert J^//w(5if)apobtcEfquireofthis 
Countie, and one of the Kings Iufticcs of the Peace; 
What is your goodp’leafure with roe? V, 

Bard. My Capuine (Sit) commends..him to you; 
my Captaine,Sir lohn Faljlaffe : a tall Gentleman, and a 
moft gallant Leader. 

Shal. Hee greetes me well: (Sir) I knew him a 
goqd BackrS word-man. How doth the good Knight? 
may I askc.how my Lady his Wife doth ? 

Bard. Sir,pardon : aSouldieris better accommoda- 
ted.then with a Wife. 

Shal. It is well faid,Sir; and it is well faid, indeede, 
too: Better accommodated ? it is good,yea indeede is 
it: good p|irafes are fu rely .and euery where very com¬ 
mendable. Accommodated, it comes of jiccomtnoth: 
very good, a good Phrafe. 

Bard. Pardon, Sir, I haue heard the word. Phrafe 
call you it ? by this Day,I know not the Phrafe: but 
I will maintaine the Word with my Sword, to bee a 
Souldier-like Word, and a Word of exceeding good 
Command. Accommodated : that is, when a man is 
(as they.fay) accommodated: or, when a man is, being 
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S 7 


w h 7 reby hXthought to be accommodated, which is an 

excellent thing- 

Enter Faljlaffe. 

Shah It is vary, iufl : Lookc, hccre comes good Sir 
/ ha. G' ue M'S 0111 hand >,£W C mc y our Worfhips good 
U d-Truftme>y oU l° okc wc ^ : andbeare your yeares 
"!? v weli. Welcome,good Sit lohn. 

V f <t l lam glad to fee you well, good M. Robert Shal- 
l r Mafter Sure-card as ! thinke ? 

‘ shal No fir Zebu, ices my Cofin Silence: in Commifli- 

/jrt with mee. 

pel- Good Ml Silence fit well befits you (hould be of 

the pC3CC« jr t ; ■ ■ 

Sil. Your good Wprthip is welcome. 
fat Fyc, this is hot weather (Gentlemen) haueyou 
prouidedmeheerc halfe adozen offufficicntmen? 

‘ Marry haue we fir: Will you fit ? 

Fat. Let me fee them,I befcech you. 

Shal. Where’s the Roll? Where’s the Roll ? Where’s 
the Roll ? Let me fee, let me fee,lct me fee : fo,(o,fo,fo : 
vea marry Sir. Raphe MoulAie:\ex them appeare as I call: 
let them do fo, let them do fo: Let mec fee. Where is 


MmI. Hecre, if it pleafe you. 

Shal. What thinke you (Sir lohn) a good limb'd fcl.- 
low: yong.ftrong, and of good friends. 

Pal. Is,thy name Alouldte ? 

tMotd. Yea,ifit pleafe you. 

fat. ’Tis the more time thou wert vs’d. 

Shat. Ha,ha,ha, moft cxccllcnc.Things that are tnoul- 
dje,lackevfe: very fingular good. Well faide Sir John, 
very vy$li faid. 

Jal. Pricke him. 

Meal. I was prickc well enough before, ifyou could 
haue let ine alonermy old Dame will be vndone now,for 
oneto doe her Husbandry, and her Drudgery; you need 
not to haue prickt me, there are other men fitter to goe 
out, then I. 

fal. Go too: peace Mouldie, you fhall goe. t^Mouldie, 
it is time you were fpent. 

’Meal. Spent? 

Shallow,., Peace,fellow,peace; (land afide: Know you 
where you arc? For the other fir lohn: Let me f cc:Simon 


Fal. I marry, let me haue him to fit vnder: he’s like to 
beacold fouldier. 

Shal. Where’s Shadow} 

Shad. Hcere fir. 

Fat. Shadow, whofc fonne art thou i 
Shad. My Mothers fonne. Sir. 

Falft. Thy Mothers fonne Hike enough, and thy Fa¬ 
thers fhadow: fo the fonne of the Female, is the fhadow 
of the Male; it is often fo indeede, but not of the Fathers 
fubftance. 

Shal. Do you like him,fir John ? 

Faljl. Shadow will ferue for Summer: pricke him: For 
wee haue a number offhadowes to fill vppe the Mufter- 
Booke. 

Shal. Thomas Wart} 

Faljl. Where’s he? 

Wart. Heere fir. 

Faljl. Is thy name Wart} v 

Wart. Yea fir, 

Fal. Thou art a very ragged Wart. 


VH 




Shal. Shall I pricke him downe, 

Sir lohn} 

Faljl. ft were fuperfluous: for his apparrel is built vp* 
on his backe, and the whole frame ftands vpon pins.-prick 
him no more. 

Shal. Ha,ha,ha,youcandoitfir: yot} can doe it ; I 
commend you well. 

Francis Feeble. 15;; 

Feeble. Heercfir. 

Shal. What Trade art thou Feeble ? 

Feeble. A WomansTaylor fir. ;;l 

Shal. Shall I prickc him,fir? .1 t 

Fal. You may: r 1 

But if he had becnc a mans Tay lor,be would, hjftue prick'd 
you. Wilt chou make as many holes i : n ; an- enemies Batr 
taile,as thou haft done in a Womans petticqte ? 

Feeble. I will doc my goodwill fir, you can haveftO 
more, - ... ... , 

Faljl. Well faid,good Womans Tajlour: Well fayde 
Couragious Feeble ; thou wilt bee as vaJigptASthe wrath¬ 
ful! Doue,or moft magnanimous Moufc. Pricke the wo¬ 
mans Taylour well Mafter Shallow, deppeiMaifter • Shal• 
loro. 

Feeble. I would Wart might h?ue gone fir. , t }(lC 

Fal. I would thou were amans Tailor,that, y’might’ft' 
mend him, and make him fit to goc, Icannot put him to 
apriu 3 te fouldier, that is : tire Leader of iomany thou- 
fands. Let.tnat fuffice,cnoft Forcibic Feeble. 

Feeble . It fhall iufficc. 

•' Faljl. I am bound to thee, reuerend Feeble. Who is 
the next ? . 

Shal. Peter Bulcalfe of the Greene. 

Faljl, Yea marry, let vs fee Bulcalfe, 

Bui. Heercfir. . . 

Fal. Truft me,a likely. Fellow. Come,pricke me Bnl- 
calfeuW heroareagaine. ■ > • 

Bui. Oh, good my Lord Captaine. 

Fal. What? do ft thou roare before th’art prickt. 

Bui. Oh fir,I am a difeafedman. 

Fal. What difeafe haft thou? 

Bui. A whorfon cold fir, a cough fir, which I caught 
with Ringing in the Kings affayres, vpon his Coronation 
day,fir. 

Fal- Come^hou (halt go to the Warres in aGowne : 
we wilLhaue away thy Cold, and I will take fuch order,, 
that thy friends fhall ring for thee. Is heere all?. 

Shal. There is two more called then your number : 
you muft hauc but foure heere fir,and fo I pray you go in 
with me to dinner. - 

Fal. Come, I will goe drinke with you, but I cannot 
tarry dinner. I am glad to feeyou in good troth, Mafter 
Shallow. 

shat. O fir lohn, doe you remember fincc wee lay all 
night in the Winde-mill,in S Georges Field. 

Faljlaffe. No more ol that good Mafter Shallow: No 
more of that. 

Shal. Ha? it was a merry night. And is lane Hjght- 
sror^ealiue ? 

Fal. She \\ucs,M.Shallow. 

Shal. She ncuer could away with me. 

Fal. Ncuer,ncuer : (he would alwayes fay fllee could? 
not abide M. Shallow. 

Shal. I could anger her to the heart: (hee was then a j 
Bona-Roba. Doth fhc hold herowne well. 

Fal. Old,old, M. Shallow. 

Shal, Nay,(he muft be old, (he cannot choofc.tuf.Bc ] 
_‘ gg old:J 
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old: certaine (liee’s old: and had Robin Nigkt-wcrke, by 
old Night-worke, before I came to Clements inne. 

T Stl. Tliac’s fiftie fiue yeercs agoe. 

Shal. Hah, Coufin silence, that thou hadft leene that, 
that this Knight and I hauefeenc: hah, Sir/s/w, faid 1 
} toll ? ■ 

Falfi. Wee hauc heard the Chymes at mid-night,Ma¬ 
tter Shallow. 

Sbal. That wee haue,that wee baue; in faith,Sir lohn , 
wee haue : our watch-word was, Hcm-Boyes. Come, 
let’s to Dinner; come,lct’s to Dinner: Oh the dayes that 
wee haue feene. Come,come. 

Bui. Good Matter Corporate Bardolph, (land my 
'friend,attd becre is foure Harry tenne (hillings in French 
CWWh&lbr ybu: in very truth,fir,I had as lief be hang’d 
fir,as goe: andyet ( for mine owne part,fir,I do not care; 
tofot rather, beestufe I am vnwilling, and for mine owne 
part,hauc a defire to flay with my friends: eife, fir, 1 did 
Slot care,f©r mine owne part,fo much. 

-riWard. Go-too: (land afide. 

“O t’Mould. An'dgood Matter Corporall Captaine,for my 
^ldDartiw farkc, (land my friend : ihee hath no body to 
doe any thing^about her,when I am gone: and (lie is old, 
and cannot lielpe hfcrfelfc : you (hill hauc fortie,fir. 
■'''•Batd. Go*too: (land a fide, 
ot fFable,' 5 care not, a mart can die but once: wee owe a 
tteath. I will neuer beare a bafe minde: if it be roy detti- 
nie,fo: if it benotifo; no man is too good to feruehis 
Prince: and let it goe which way it will,he that dies this 
yecre,is quit-fdr the next. 

Bard. Well faid,thou art a good fellow. 

Feeble. N 3 y,I will beare no bafe mindc. 

Falfi. Comefifr^frhichmen (hall I hauc? 

Shal. Foure of which you plcafe. 

Bard. Sir, a< word with you: I haue three pound,to 
free tJMouldie and Bull-calfe. 

Falfi. Go-tooa’wdl. 

Shal. Gome,fir /o/j»,wliich foure will you haue ? 
Falfi. Doc you chufc for me. 

Shal. Marry then , tJHoUldie, Bull-calfe, Feeble , and 
’Shadow. ’ 

'’•'‘ Falfi. Xfbuldfe .and 'Bull-calfe: for you Mouldie ,(lay 
at home,till you are paft feruice: and for your part, Bnll- 
'caffeQccsvi till you come vnto it: 1 will none of you. 

Shkl. Sir Iobn,S\t lohn ,doe not your felfe wrong,they 
are your likclyeft men,and I would haue you feru’d with 
thebeft. 

;! c Falfi. Will you tell me (Mafter£M<w)how to chufe 
z man? Care I for the Limbe, the Thewes, the ftature, 
btflfkejand bigge aflcmblance of a man ? giue mee the 
(pirit (Matter Shallow.) Where’s Watt ? you fee what 
a ragged appearance it is: hee (hall charge you, and 
diftharge you, with the motion of a Pewterers Ham¬ 
mer : come off, and on, fwiftcr then hee that gibbets on 
tlie Brewers Bucket. And this fame halfc-fac’d fellow. 
Shadow, giue me this man : hee prefents no marke to the 
' Enemie, the foe-man may with as great ayme leuell at 
the edge of a Pen-kni(e: and for a Rccrak, how fwiftly 
will this Feeble , the Woman* Taylor, runne off. O, giue 
roe the fpare men, and fpare roe the great ones. Put roe a 
i Calyuer into Wartshznd.Bardolpb. 

Bard. Hold Wsrt.Trauerfe: thus,thus,thus. 

Falfi. Come.manage roc your Calyuer: fo. very well, 
go-too,very good,exceeding good. O.giue mealwayes 
a little,leanc,old,chopt,bald Shot. Well (aid Wart, thou 
art a good Scab: hold,thcre is a Tettcr for thee. 


Shal. Hee is not his Crafts-maftir, heedotl"^' 
it right. I remember at Milc-cnd-Greene L lll0t< W 
at Clements Inne, J was then SirTW,,,/* Cn 1 hy 
Show: there was a little quitier fellow, and I 
manage you his Peece thus : and hee 'woul'iT V I 0l,1(i 
and about, and coroc you in, and coinc you • ° Ut , 
tab, tah, would hee fay, Bownce would hee f * ^ 
away againe would hec goe,and againewonld u!^ N 
I (hall neuer fee fuch a fellow. * Co nic ; 

Falfi. Thefe fellowcs will doc well. Matter 

Farewell Matter Silence, I will not vfemany word ^ 

you: fare you well. Gentlemen both: I thank** 

I mutt a dozen mile to night. Bardolph eiuerk. c * 7° Ui 
Coates. * 'h'uetheS ou!diets 

Shal. Sir John, Heauen blefle you,and profn 

ffaires. anrl frnrl v< Poar^. A. ...... » * 


With 


Affai: 


yout 

retu **/vili, 


urcs, and fend vs Peace. As you 
myhoufe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed* 
aduenturel will with you to the Court. q: P et ’ 
Falfi. I would you would,Matter Shalltiy. 

Shal. Go-too: I haue (poke at a word Ih. 
well. Exit. * 4 ^ 

Falfi. Fare you well, gentle Gentlemen,' o n 7? 
dolph, leade the men away. As I returne, I will fo-L* 
thefe Iuftices: I doe' fee the bottome of l u fij ce ot°/ 
low. How fubiettt wee old men are to this vice of 1 
ing? This fameftaru’d IuftsCe hath done ^otfiitfebur 
prate to roe of the wildenctte of his Youth, and th 
Feates hee hath done about Turnball-flreet, and cner' 
third word a Lye, duer pay’d to the hearer, thenthe 
Turkes Tribute. I doe remember him at Clements Innt 
like a man made after Supper,of a Cheefe-parino.^ht. 
hee was naked, hee was, for all the world, like i forked 
Radifti, with a Head fantaftically earn’d vpon it with a 
Knife. Hec was fo forlorne, that his Dimenfions (to 
any thickc fight) were inuincible. Hec was the very 
Genius of Famine : hee came euer in the rere-ward of 
the Faftiion : And now is this Vices Dagger become: 
Squire, and talkes as familiarly of lohn of Gaunt as if 
hee had beene fwornc Brother to him: andllebe fworne 
hee neuer faw him but once inthe Tilt-yard,and then he 
burft his Head, for crowding among the Marlhalsmm, 
I faw it , and told John of Gaunt, hee beat his owne 
Name, for you might hauc trufs’d him and all his Ap- 
parrell into an Eelc-skinne: the Cafe of a Treble Hoe- 
boy was a Manfion for him : a Court : and now hath 
bee Land,and Beetles. Well, I will be acquainted with 
him,if I returne: and it (hall goe hard, but I will mate 
him a Philofophers two Stones to me. If the young 
Dace be a Bay t for the old Pike, I fee no reafon.inthe 
Law of Nature, but I mayfnapat him. Let time lhape, 
and there an end. Exeunt. 


ABmQuartus. Seem Trim. 


Enter the^irch-bifbop, {Ji-lcnvbrajJIaSlieg!, 
Weflmcrland , Colemlt. 

Bifh. What is this Forreft call’d ? 

Hafi. ’Tis Gualcree Forreft, and’r (hall pleafty® 111 
Grace. 

"Bifh. Here ftand(my Lord$)and fend difcouerersioiW) 
To know the numbers of our Enemies. 

Halt. We* 
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"The fecond c Part of Kjng Henry the Fourth . p i 


-jftfyjec hauc lent forth alreadie. 
rcrfi Tis welldo nc » 

. pfiends,and Brethren (in thefe great Affaires) 
ftormiaint you,that 1 hauerecciu’d 
1 nlU j rid Letters from Northumberland: 

New-dated. _ r K„, 



a rniehc hold fortancewitn ms Qiiamie, 
rL which hee could not leuie: whereupon 
?. n 'i.-etyt’djto ripe bis growing Fortunes, 
r Scotland ; and concludes in heartic prayers, 

That vot't Attempts m ay ouer-I i ue the hazard, 

W fearefull meeting of their Oppofite. 

Kov. Thus do the hopes we haue in hiro,toudt ground, 
A nddafluhemfducs to pieces. 

Enter a Mejfenger.. 

fid. Now? what newes ? 

Mef Weft of this Forreft,fcarccly off a mile, 
r n goodly forme, comes on the Enemie: 

And by the ground they hide, I iudge their number 
Vpoo,orneere,thc rate of thirtie thoufand. 

Mete. The iuft proportion that we gaue them out. 
Letvs fvvay-on,and face them in the fields 

Enter Wcfimirland. 

’Bills. What well-appointed Leader fronts vs here ? 

Mow. I thinkeit is my Lord of Weftmerland. 

Wef. Health,and faire greeting from our Generali, 
ThePrince,Lord Iohn,zad Duke of Lancafier. 

•Bijh. Say on (my Lord of Weftmcrland) in peace: 
Whac doth conccrne your comming ? 

West. Then (iny Lord) 

Vnto your Grace doc I in chiefc add re fie 
Thefubftanceof my Speech. If that Rebellion 
Came like it felfe,in bafe and abiettt Routs, 

Led on by bloodie Youth,guardcd with Rage, 

And countenanc’d by Boycs.and Beggerie ; 

I fay,if damn’d Commotion fo appeare. 

In his true,natiue,and mod proper (liape, 

You(Reuerend Father,and thefe Noble Lords) 

Had not beene here,to drefie the ougly forme 
Of bafe,and bloodie Infurre&ion, 

With your faire Honors. You,Lord Arch-bifliop, 

Whofe Sea is by a Citiili Peace maintain’d, 
WhofcBeard,theSiIucrHand of Peace hath touch’d, 
Whofe Learning,and good Letters,Peace hath tutor’d, 
Whofe white Inueftrocnts figure Innocence, 
TheDouc,and very blcfied Spirit of Peace. 

Wherefore doe you fo il! tranfiate your felfe. 

Out of the Speech of Peacc,thac beares fuch grace. 

Into the harfh and boyftrous Tongue of Warre ? 

Turning your Bookes to Graucs, yottr Inke to Blood, 
YourPcnnes to Launces,3nd your Tonguc diuine 
To a lowd Trampet,3nd a Point of Warre. 

Ti(ls. W herefore doe I this ? fo the (Yieftion ftands. 
Sriefely to this end: Wee are all difeas’d. 

And with our furfetting,and wanton howres, 

Hauc brought our felues into a burning Feuer, 

And wee mutt bleede for it a of which Difeafe, 

Our late King Richard (being infecTcd) dy’d. * 
lut (my moft Noble Lord of Weftmerland) 
take not on me here as a Phyfician, 

Not doe I,as an Enemie to Peace, 


Tvoope in the Throngs of Militarie men : 

But rather fhevv a while like fearefull Warre, 

To dycc rankc Mindcs,ficke of happinefle^ 

And purge th'obftrudtions, which begin to flop 
Our very Veines of Life: heare.me more plainely 
pi haue in equall ballaiice iuftly weigh’d, 

^ Whac wrongs our Arms may do,what wrongs wc fuffer. 
And findc our Gricfcs heauierthen our.Offenccs. 

Vv r ee fee which way the ftreame of Time doth runne^ 

And arc enforc’d from our moft quiet there, 

By the rough Torrent of Occafion, 

And hauc the fummarie of all our Gricfes 
( When time ll)all feruc) to fhew in Articles; 

Which long ere this,wee offer’d to the King, 

And might,by no Suir,gayne our Audience: 

When wee are wrong’d,and would vnfold our Gricfcs, 
Wee are dcny*d acccftc vnto his Perfon, 

Euen by thofc men,that moft haue done vs wrong* 

The dangers of the dayes but newly gone, 

Whofe memorie is written on the Earth 
With yet appearing blood; and the examples 
Of euery Minutes inftance(prcfcnc now) 

Hath put vs in thefe ill-beiecming Armes: . 

Not to breakc Pcace^or any Branch of it, 

But to eftablifb here a Peace indeede. 

Concurring both in Name and Qualitie. 

Weft. When eucr yet was your Appeale deny’d ? 
Wherein haue you beene galled by the King ? 

What Pccre hath beene fuborn’d,to grate on you. 

That you fhould fcalc this lawlcfle bloody Booke 
Of forg’d Rcbellion,wi:h a Seale diuine? 

Bifh • My Brother generall,the Common-wealth, 

I make my Quarrcll,in particular. 

Weft. There is no ncede of any fuch redrefle: 

Or if there were,it not belongs to you. 

Mow . Why not to him in part, and to ys all. 

That fccle the bruizes of the dayes before, 

And fuffer theCondition of thcfcTimes 
To lay a heauie and vneqtull Hand vpon our Honors ? 

Wifi. O my good Lord c JMowbray y 
Conftruc the Times to their Nccdfuics, 

And you fha!l fay (indeede) it is the Time 5 
And not the King,that doth you iniuries. 

Yet for your parent not appeares tome. 

Either from the King,or in the prefent Time, 

That you fhould hauc an ynch of any ground 
To build aGricfcon : were you not reftor’d 
To all the Duke of Norfolkcs Scignorics, 

Your Noble,and right wclLremembred Fathers ? 

Mow. What thing,in Honor,had my Father loft. 

That need to be reuiu’d,and brc3th s d in me ? 

The King that lou’d him,as the Scare ftood then. 

Was forc’djperforce compdl’d to banifh him : 

And then,that Flenry Biellingbrooke and hee 
Being mounted,and both rowfed in their Seatcs* 

Their neighing Courfcrs daring of the Spurrc, 

Theii: armed Stauei in charge,their Beauers do wne. 

Their eyes of fire,fparkling through fights of Steele, 

And the lowd Trumpet blowing them together: 
Thcn,then,when there was nothing could haue flay’d 
My Father from the Breaft of 'Bttllwgbrook *; 

0,whcn the King did throw his Warder downe, 

(His owne Life hung vpon the Staffe hee threw) 

Then threw hee downc himfelfe.and all their Liues» 

1 hat by Indi&menc,and by dint of Sword, 

H auc fince mif-carryed vnder Bullwgbrookf. 

g g 2 Weft. You I 
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•Weft. You fpcak(Lord Mowbray} now you know not what. 
The Earle of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the moll valiant Gentleman. 

Who knowcs,on whomForttme would then hauc fmird? 
But if your Father had bcene Vi&or there, 

Hee ne’re had borne it out of Couentry. 

For all the Countrey,in a generall voyce, 

CryM hate vpon him : and all their prayers,and loue, 

Were fee on Hcrford ,whom they doted on, 

And blefs’d,and grac’d,and did more then the King. 

But this is meere digreffion from my purpofe. 

Here come I from our Princely Generali, 

To know your Gricfes;to tell you,from his Grace, 

That hee will giue you Audience : and wherein 
It ftiall appeare,that your demands arc iuft, 

You (hall enioy thcm,euerv thing fet off, 

Tim might fo much as thinke you Enemies. 

Mow. But hee hath forc’d vs to compcll this Offer, 
And it procecdes from Pollicy,not Loue. 

Weft. CMowbray. you oucr-v/eene to take it fo: 

This Offer comes from Mercy,not from Fcarc. 

For loe,within a Ken our Army lyes, 

Vpon mine Honor,alI too confident 
To giue admittance to a thought of fearc. 

Our Bactaile is more full of Names then yours. 

Our Men more perfedi in the vfe of Armcs, 

Our Armor all as ftrong,our Caufe the beft; 

Then Rcafon will,our hearts fhould be as good. 

Say you not then, our Offer is compell'd. 

Mow. Wcll,by my will,wee (hall admit no Parley. 
Weft. That argues but the fhame of your offence: 

A rotten Cafe abides no handling. 

Haft. Hath the Prince John a full Commiffion, 

In very ample vertue of his Father, 

To heare,and abfolutely to determine 
Of what Conditions wee fhall ftand vpon? 

Weft. That is intendedin the Generals Name: 

I mule you make fo flight a Qucftion. 

,Bi(b.T\\cn take(my Lord of Weftmerland)this Schedule, 
For this containcs our generall Grieuances: 

Each feucrall Article herein redrefs’d. 

All members of our Caufc,both here,and hence, 

That are infinewed to this Adlion, 

Acquitted by a true fubftantiail forme. 

And prefent execution of our wills. 

To vs,and to our purpofes confin’d, 

Wee come within our awfull Banks againe. 

And knit our Powers to the Arme of Peace. 

Weft, This will I (hew the Generall. Pieafe you Lords, 
In fight of both our Battaues,wec may mcetc 
Ac eitherepd in peace: whichHeaucnfoframe. 

Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 

Which mud decide it# 

‘Bifh. My Lord,wee will doc fo. 

Mow. There is a thing within my Bofome cells me, 
That no Conditions of our Peace can ftand. 

Hast. Feare you not,that if wee can make our Peace 
Vpon fuch large tcrmes,and fo abfoluce. 

As our Conditions (hall confift vpon. 

Our Peace (hall ftand as firme as Rookie Mountaincs, 

C Mow. I,but our valuation (ball be fuch. 

That cueryflight,and falfc-deriucdCaufe, 

Yea,cuery idle,nice,and wanton Rcafon, 

Shall,to the King,tafte of this Action : 

I That were our Royall faiths,Martyrs in Loue, 

Wce (hall be winnowed with fo rough a winde. 


That eucn our Come (hall feemeas hghTaTcir^' 
And good from bad finde no partition. na ^ e * 

Bifb. No,no (my Lord) note this: the Kina* 

Of daintic^and luch picking Grieuances: blSVVear k 
For bee hath found,to end one doubt by Death 
Rcuiues two greater in the Heires of Life, * 

And therefore will hee wipe his Tables dcane 
And keepc no Tell-tale to his Memorie, * 

That may rcpcat,and Hiftoric his lofle, 

To new remembrance. For full well hee know 
Hee cannot fo preciiely wcede this Land 
As his mif-doubes prefenc occafion ; 

His foes are fo en-rooted with his friends 
That plucking to vnfixe an Enemie, 

Hee doth vnfaften fo,and (hake a friend. 

So that this Land,like an offenfiue wife. 

That hath enrag’d hjm on, to offer ftrokes 
As he is (hiking, holds his Infant vp. 

And hangs refolu’d Correction in the Arme 
That was vprear'd to execution. 

Haft. Bcfides,the King hath wafted all his Rods 
On late Offcnders,thathenow dothlackc 
The very Inftrumcnts of Chafticement: 

So that his power, like to a Fanglcffc Lion 
May offer,but not hold. 

Bifh. Tis very true: 

And therefore be affur'd (my good Lord Marfhal) 

If we do now make our attonement well, 

Our Peace,will (like a broken Lirabe vnited) 

Grow ftrongerffor the breaking. 

Mow. Beitfo : 

Hcere is return’d my Lord of Wcftmerland. 

Enter Wcftmerland* 

Weft .The Prince is here at handrpleafeth your Lordfii 
To meet his Grace, iuft diftancc’t weene our Armies? 

Mow. Your Grace ofYorke, in heauens name then 
forward. 

Bijh. Bcfore,and greet his Grace(my Lord)wccome, 


Enter Prince lohn. 

John .You are wel encountredhere(my cofin Tfiwbnj) 
Good day to you,gentle Lord Archbilhop, 

And fo to you Lord Haftings ,and to all. 

My Lord ofYorke, it better fhew’d with you, 

When that your Flockc (affembled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to heare with reuercnce 
Your expofiejon on the holy Text, 

Then now to fee you hecrc an Iron man 
Chearing a rowt of Rebels with your Drumme, 
Turning the Word, toSword; and Life to death: 
That man that fits within a Monarches heart, 

And ripens in the Sunnc-fhine of hisfauor, 

Would hee abufe the Countenance of the King, 
AIack,what Mifchiefcs might hec fet abroach, 

In (hadow of fuch Greatneffe? With you,Lord Biuiop, 
It is cuen fo. Who hath not heard it fpoken. 

How deepe you were within the Bookcs of Heauen? 
To v$,the Speaker in his Parliament; 

To vs^th’imagine Voyce of Heauen it fdfe; 

The very Opener,and Intelligencer, 

Bctwecne the Grace,the Sanctities of Hcaucnj 
And our dull workings. 0,who (hall belecuc, 

But you mif-vfc the rcucrence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance,and Grace of Heauen, 

As a falfe Fauorite doth his Princes Name, 

In dcedcs dif-honorable? You haue taken vp* ^ 
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--—'TT^ioterfcitcd Zeale of Heauen, 
l n<!cr of Heauens Subftitute, my Father, 
atinft «be Peace of Heauen,and him, 

Al ’ ,here vtfwarmed them. 

Hal i Good my Lord of Lancafter, 
nr here againft your Fathers Peace: 

Was I told my Lord of Wcftmerland) 

V imc ('mif-order’d) doth in common fence 
1 1C l vs and crufh vs,to this monftrous Forme, 
our fafetie vp. I Cent your Grace 
T° ,rr!s and particulars of our Griefe, 

^ uirh hath been with (come fhou’d from the Court: 
M/hereon this 2**-Sonne of Warre is borne 
JJJ dangerous eyes may well be charm’d afleepe, 
K lunt of our moft iuft and right defires; 
Sr5eObedience,of this MadneiTe cur’d, 

Stoope tamely to the foot of Maieft.e. 

9 JM 0 ' if notice readie are to trye our fortunes, 

To thelaft man. 

H 4 though wee here fall downe, 
WeehaueSupplyes, to fecond our Attempt: 
if thevmif-carry,theirs fhall lecond them. 

And fo fucceffe of Mifchiefc lhall be borne, 

And Heircfrom Heire (hall hold this Quarrell vp. 

Whiles England (hall hauc generation. 

You are too fhallow ( Hafiings) 

Much too (hallow. 

To found the botcome of the atter-Times. 

Weft- Plcafcth your Gracc,to anlwere>thcm dircflly, 
How farre-forth you doc like their Articles# 

Iobn. I like them all,and doc allow them well: 

And fwearc hete,by the honor of my blood, 

My Fathers purpofes hauc beenemiftooke. 

And fome,about him,haue too lauifhly 
Wreftcd his meaning,and Authorise. 

My Lor'djthefe Griefes fhall be with fpeed redreft: 

Vpon my Life,they fhall. J f this may plcafe you, 
Difcharge your Powers vnto their feuerali Counties, 

As wee will ours: and here,betweene the Armies, 

Let’s drinke together friendly,and embrace. 

That all their eyes may beare thole Tokens home. 

Of our reftored Loue^and Amitie. 

Bifb. I take your Princely word,tor thefc redreffes* 
lohn. I giue it you,and will maintaine my word : 

And thereupon I drinke vnto your Grace. 

Heft Goe Capt9ine,and deliuer to the Armie 
This newes of Peace: let them haue pay,and part: 

I know,it will well pieafe them. 

High thee Cap.taine. Exit. 

Bi/h. To you.my Noble Lord of Wcftmerland. 

Weft. I pledge your Grace: 

And if you knew what paines I hauc beftow’d. 

Tobreede this prefent Peace, 

You would drinke freely: but my loue to ye. 

Shall (hew it fclfe more openly hereafter. 

Bifh . I doc not doubt you. 

Weft. I am glad of it. 

Health to my Lord,and gentle Coufin LMowbray. 

Mow. You wifh me health in very happy icalon. 

For I am,on the fodaine,fornething ili. 

Bifh. Againft ill Chances,mcn are euer merry, 
Bucheauineffc fore-runnesrhe good euent. 

Weft .Therefore be merry (Cooz.e)fince fodaine lorrow 
Serues to fay thus: fome good thing comes to morrow. 
Bift. Bcleeue me,I am paffing light in fpirit. 

Mow. So much the worfe,if your owne Rale be true. 




\ lohn. The word of Peace is render'd : hearke how 
theyftiowt. 

Mow. This had been chearefuli\after Vitforie* 

Bifh. A Peace is of the nature of a Conqucft ; 

For then both parties nobly are fubdu’d. 

And neither partieloofcr. 

lohn . Goe (my Lord) 

And let our Army be difeharged too : 

And good my Lord(fo plcafe you)lec our Traincs 
March by vs,that wee may peruie the men Exitm 

Wee fhould haue coap’d withall. 

Bifh. Goe,good Lord Haftings: 

And ere they be difmifs’d,let them march by. Exit, 
lohn. I truft(Lords) wee fhall lye to night together. 
Enter Weftmerland . 

Now Coufin,wherefore Hands our Army ftill ? 

Weft. The Leaders hauing charge from you to ftand* 
Will not goe off,vntill they heare you fpeake. 

lohn. They know their duties. Enter Haftings. 

Haft. Our Army isdifpers’d: 

Like youthlull Steercs, vnyoak’d, they tooke their courfe 
Eaft, Weft,North,South:or like a Schoole,broke vp. 

Each hurryes towards his home,and (porting place# 

Weft. Good tidings(my Lord HaftingsJfor the which, 

I doe arreft thce(Traytor) of high Treafon: 

And you Lord Arch-bifhop, and you Lord Mowbray , 

Of Capitall Treafon,! attach you both. 

Mow. Is this proceeding iuft,and honorable ? 

Weft. Is your Affembly lo? 

; Bifh . Will you thus breakc your faith ? 
lohn. I pawn’d thee none: 

I promis’d you redreffe of thefe fame Grieuances 
Whereof you did complaine; which,by mine Honor, 

I will performe,with a moft Chriftian care. 

But for you (Rebels ) looke to tafte the due 
Meet for Rebellion,and fuch Adis as yours# 

Moft fhallowly did you thele Arme* commence. 

Fondly brought hcrc,and fooh(hly fent hence. 

Strike vp our Drummes,purfue rhe Matter’d ftray, 

Heauen,and not wee,hauc fafely fought to day. 

Some guard thefe Traitors to the Block of Death, 
Treafons true Bcd.and yeelder vp of breath. Exeunt. 

Enter Falftaffc and Co He title. 

Falft. What’s your Name,Sir? of what Condition are 
you ? and of what place,! pray ? 

Col. 1 am a Knight,Sir : 

And my Name is CoHeuile of the Dale. 

Fa/ft. Well then, Collenile is your Name, a Knight is 
your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. CoReutle fhall 
ftill be your Namc,aTraytor your Degree,and the Dun¬ 
geon your Place,a place deepe enough : fo fhall you be 
ftill Colleuile of the Dale. 

Col. Are notyouSir fobnFaiftaffe? 

Falft. As goodaman as he fir, who ere lam : doeyee 
ycclde fir,or fhall I fweatc for you ? if I doe fweate, they 
are the drops of thy Louers,and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowze vp Feare and Trembling, and do obfer- 
uance to my mercy. 

Col. 1 thinke you are Sir lohn Falftaftefti in that-thought 
yceld me. 

Fal. I haue a whole Schoole of tongues in this belly of 
mine, and not a Tongue of them all, fpcakes anie other 
word but my name: and I had but a belly of any indiffe- 
rencic, I were Amply the moft adliue fellow in Europe : 
my wombe, my wombe,my wombevndocs mec. Heerc 
comes our Generall. 

EnterI 
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Enter Prince Ioh netted Weft met land. 

Iohn. The heat is pad,follow no farther now: 

Call in the Powers ; good Ccufin WeBmerland. 

Now Falslafe ,where haue you beeneall this while ? 
When cucry thing is ended,then you come. 

Thefe tardieTricks of yours will (on my life) 

One time } or other,breake fome Gallowcs back. 

Falfi. I would bee forry (my Lord) but it fhould bee 
thus: I neuer knew yet, but rebuke and checke was the 
reward of Valour. Doeyouthinkeme aSwallow,an Ar¬ 
rowy a Bullet ? Haue I, in my poore and olde Motion, 
the expedition of Thought ? I haue fpceded hither with 
the very extreme!* ynch of poflibilitie. I haue fowndred 
nine fcore and odde Poftes : and heerc (trauell-taintcd 
as lam) haue,inmypurc and immaculate Valour, taken 
Sir Iohn ColUuile of the Dale, a mod furious Knight,and 
valorous Enemie: But what of that ? hec faw mce, and 
yeelded : that I may iuflly fay with the hookc-nos’d 
fellow of Rome, I came,faw,and ouer-came. 

Iohn. It was more of his Courtefic, then your defer- 
uing. 

Falfi. I know not: heere hce is, and heere I yeeld 
him : and I befeech your Grace, let it be book’d, with 
the reft of this dayesdeedes; orlfweare,! will haue it 
in a particular Ballad^with mine owne Pifture on the top 
of it (ColUuile killing my foot:) To the which courfc, if 
I be enforc'd, if you do not all (Lew like gilt two-pences 
to me; and I,in the cleare Skie of Fame, o’re-ftiine you 
as much as the Full Moone doth the Cynders of the Ele¬ 
ment (which fliew like Pinnes-heads to her) beleeue not 
the Word of the Noble: therefore let mee haue right, 
and let defert mount, 

Iohn. Thine s too heauie to mount. 

Falfi. Let it (Line then. 

Iohn. Thine’s too thick to (hine. 

Falfi. Let it doe fomething(my good Lord)that may 
doe me good, and call it what you will. 

Iohn. Is thy Name ColUuile ? 

Col. It is (my Lord.) 

Iohn. A famous Rebell art thou, ColUuile. 

Falfi. And a famous true Subiecl tooke him. 

Col. I am (my Lord) but as my Betters are. 

That led me hither: had they bcene rul’d by me. 

You fliould haue wonne them dearer then you haue. 

Talfi. I know not how they fold themfelucs, but thou 
like a kindc fellow,gau’d thy felfcaway; and I thanke 
thee,for thee. 

Enter Weslmerland. 

Iohn. Haue you left purfuit? 

Wefi, Retreat is made,and Execution flay’d. 

Iohn. Send fotleuile, with his Confederates, 

To Yorke,to prefent Execution. 

'Blunt,Ic^Ac him hence,and fee you guard him fure. 

Exit with ColUuile. 

And now difpatch we toward the Court (my Lords ) 

I heare the King.my Father,is fore fickc. 

OurNewes (hall goe before Y$,tohis Maiedie, 
Which(Coufin)you fhall beare,to comfort him: 

And wee with fober fpcede will follow you. 

Falfi. My Lord, I befeech you,giue me leaue to goe 
through Glouccflerfhire: and when you come to Court, 
Rand my good Lord,’pray,in your good report. 

Iohn. Fare you wel\,Falflafie: I,in my condition. 

Shall better fpeake of you,then you defer ue. Exit. 


Falfi. I would you had but the 
then your Dukedome. Good faith, this (im!?' 1 * b "'er 
ber-olooded Boy doth nor ioue me, nor a y ° Un 8 fe. 
make him laugh: but that’s no maruaile Can »ot 

Wine. There's neuer any of thefe demJre R Dkts no 
to any proofe: for thinne Drinke doth f 0 ° ycs c °n>e 
their blood, and making many Fi(h-Meal cs ° l ? r ' CClo le 
fall into a kinde of Male Grccne-fickncfle •* tBat 
when they marry,they get Wenches. They L?* thtD > 
Fooles,and Cowards; which fome of v s fh Q .£ C . ner % 
but forinflamacion. A good Shcrris-Sack hh* t9 °> 
fold operation in it: it afeends me into the R^ 0 3 tWo * 
me tlierc all the foolifh, and dull, and cruddiM/ f,<lt5,ts 
whichenuironit; makes it apprehenfiue Qu ; . Va ? 0Uts > 
tiue, full of nimble,ficrie,and deleftablc IhL! e ’ fot 8'- 
deliucr’d o’re to thcVoyce,thcTon C ue <Xl ' vhicl > 
Birth, becomes excellent Wit. The fecond o "■ ^ 
your excellent Sherris, is, the warming ofth! P ? of 
which before (cold,and fetled) left the Liue \ Boo(l: 
pale; which is the Badge of Pufillanimitie and r n<! 
dize: but the Sherris warmes it, and makes it 
from the inwards, to the parts extremes: it il|,w tfc 
the Face, which (as a Beacon) giues warning VT? 

r u ft xr fth , i ,U ittleKingdomc(Man ) tQ Arme • J 

the Vitall Commoners,and inland pettie Soiree « 
me all to their Captaine, the Heart; who a nft 
vp with his Rctinue,doth any Deed of Courage. J? 
Valour comes of Sherris. So, that skill in the W„ 
is nothing,without Sack (for that fets it a-workefl 
Learning, a meere Hoord of Gold, kept byaDeuilU 
Sack commences it, and fets it in aft, and v fe He 
comes it, that Prince Harrj is valiant: for the cold blind 
hee did naturally inherite of his Father, hee hath lit 
leant, ftirnU, and bare Land, manured, husbanded an 
tyll d, with excellent endcauour of drinking good ’ J 
good (lore of fertile Sherris,that hee is become vervhot 
and valiant. If I had athoufand Sonnc3,thcfirllPrinciple’ 

I would teach them, fliould be to fotfwcare thinnePota. 
tions,and to addift tlremfelues to Sack. EnterBariolti 
How now Tardolph ? 1 ‘ 

'Bard. The Armie is difeharged all, and gone. 

Falfi. Let them goe: lie through Gloucefterfliire, 
and there will I vifu Mader Robert Shallow, Elquire: I 
haue him alreadie tempering betweene my finger and my 
thombe,and (hortly will Ifcalc with him. Come away. 

Exeunt. 


Seem Secmcia , 


Enter King,Warwicke, Clarence , Gloucefier, 

King. Now Lords,if Heauen doth giue fucceflefull end 
To this Debate,that bleedeth at our doores. 

Wee will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 

And draw no S words,but what are fanftify’d. 

Our Nauie is addrcfled,our Power collefted, 

Our Subftitutcs.in abfence,well inucfled, 

And euery thing lyes lcucll to out wi!h; 

Onely wee want a little perfonall Strength: 

And pawfe vs,till thefe Rebels.now a-foot. 

Come underneath the yoake of Gouernment. 

War. Both which we doubt not,but your Maiefiie 
Shall foone enioy. 

King. Hm- 
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*"T ° f Gloac ^ “ 

to hunt (my lordjat Wind. 

And how accompanied ? • 

r/Tl doc not know (my Lord.) f ' . 

G 1 1 j s not his Brother, Thatouu of Clarentc, with 

Mo rmy eood Lord) heels in prefence heerc. 

: .F' What would iny Lord,aud Father ? 

TT Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence. 
^ h,n.-e thou art not with the Prince,thy Brother? 

thee, and thou do’ll ne^left him {Thomas.) 

SLll thv Brothers : cheri(h it (my Boy) u-m. 
Aii(iN°ble Ofircei thou may'Reffcft ' ; 

WMedia***® ^ ter I am dead) : 
rL eene his Greatneffe,and thy other Brethren. 

Therefore omit him not: blunt not his Lone, 
inrloofe the good aduantage of hisGrace, ; 

By leeming cold,or careleflfe'ofWsJ will. ,! 

Cor hee is gracious,if hce be obferu d: 

h«h aTeare for Pitie.and v Hand 
Open (as Day)ifor melting Charitie: 

Yet notwithllanding,being incens d.hee s Flint, 

As humorous hi Winter, and as hidden. 

As Flawes congealed in the Spring of day. 

Hi, temper therefore mud be well obferu’d : 

Chide him foc-fadlts,and doe it reuerently, . 

When you p«rceiuc his blood enclin.d to mittht 
But being moodie.giuc him Line,and fcope. 

Till that his paffions (like a-Whale on ground) 

Confound theipfelnes with working. Learcie this Thomas , 
And thou (halt prouea fhelter to thy friends j .; 
AHoopeof Gold,to binde thy Brothers in: 

That the vnited Vcffcll of their Blood 
(Mingled With Venome of Suggeftiori, 

As force, perforcc,the Age will powre it in) 

Shall neuer leake, thougli it doe workc as flrong 
A i Aconitum ,or rafh Gun-powder. 

[l.v. Khali obferue him with all care,and Ioue. 

Kmg. Why art thou not at Windfor with him (Tho- 
mul) 

Clar. Hee is not there to day : hee dines in Lon¬ 
don. 

King. And how accompanyed ? Canft thou tell 

that? 

Clar. With .Pointz., and other his continuall fol¬ 
lowers. : 

King. Mod fuhieft is the fatted Soyle to Weedes: 
Andhce(theNoblcImageof my Youch) 

Is oucr-iprtad with .them: therefore my griefe 
Stretches it feife beyond thehowreof death. 

The blood weepes from my heart, when.Ldoe fhape 
(In formes imaginarie) tivvnguided Dayes, 

And rotten TrmeS,that you diall lookc vpon, 

When I am flecping.wickmy Ancedors. 

For when hi* head-drongRiot hath noCurbe, 

When Rage and hot-Blood are his Counfailors, 

When Meanes and lauiflvManners meetc together; 

Oh,with what Wings (hall his Affcftions dye 
Towards fronting Peri!!,anil oppos'd Decay,? 

It'ar. My gracious Lord.-you lookc beyond him quite: 
The Prince but dudics’his Companions, ’ . 

Like a drange Tongue: wherciii,to gainethe Language, 
Tis needfiiU,thac the mod immoded word 7 i 


Be look’d vpon,and learn’d: which onceattayn’d, 

Your Highncfle ktiowes.comes to no farther vfe, 
Buttobeknowrie,ond hated. So.likegroCTetermes, 

The Prince will,in the perfeftnefle of time. 

Cad off his followers : and their memorie 
Shall as a Pattcrne,or a Meafure.liue; .-i.rf'i 
By which his Grace muftmete the,hues of others, V 
Turning pad.-euiils to adnantagesi . i 

Kvtg.'Tu feldomc, when the Beddoth leaue her Combe 
In thede3tiGarrion. .. --J. J. 

Enter Wefimerland. 1 

Who’s heerc ? Wefimerlandi > ’ t.ixl .tW> 

Wefi. Health to my Soueraignc,and newhappinefle 
Added to that,that 1 am to delioer. 

Prince Iohn, your Sonne,doth kiffe your Graces Hand; 
<JMoivbray,K.\v:E<\faoi?iScroopc,Hafitngs,Md all, ■ 

Arc brought to the Correftion of your Law. . n.Y > 
There is not now a Rebels Sward vnfheath’d, \ = Y\. 

But Peace puts forth her Oliue euery where.:! j S • 

The manner how this Aftion hath beene borne* 

Here (at more leyfure) may your Highneffe reade, 

VVith euery courfe,in his particular. _ ■ 

: King. O Wefimerland, thou art a Summer Birid^ 

Which euer in the haunch of Winter lings . Vi’ 

The lifting vp of day., .i, 

t- EnterHarcourt. • 7 . 

Lookc,heere's more newes.. .,,i-.Y 

Hare. From Eocmies,Hcauen keepe your Maiellie: 
And when they dand againd you,may they fall. 

As thofe that I am come to tell you of. ' i 

The Earl cNorthumberland, and,the Lord Bardolfie 1 
With a great Power of Engli(h,and of Scots, 

Are by theSherifc of Yorkclh-ire ouerthrowne j 
The manner,and true order of the fight, 7; 

This Packet (pleafc it you).clHuaines at large. 

King. And wherefore fliould thefe good newes 
Make meficke?’ 

Will Fortune neuer come with both hands full, 

But write lierfaire words dill in fouled Letters ? 

Shee eythet giues a Stomack, and noFoode, ■ 

(Such are the poore,in health) or clfc a Fcad, 

And takes away the Stomack (fuch arc the Rich, .- y 

That haue aboundance,and enioy it not.) 

I (hould reioyce now,at this happy newes. 

And now my Sight fayles,and my Braine is gkldic. - r, 

O me.come neere me,now I am much ill. 

Clo. Comfort your Maiedie. p 

Cla. Oh,my Royall Father. 

Wefi. My Soueraignc Lord,cheare vp your fclfe^okje 
vp. . . . . 'll ■ 

War, Be patient (Princes) you doe know>thefe Fjitisv 
Arc with h\s Highncfle very ordinaric* * 

Stand from him, giue him ayre : . \,\r i 


Hee'le ftraight be well. 




Clar. No,no^hee cannot long hold oUt: thefe 
TlVinceflant care,and labour of his Mindc, - r :- ur* n /. 
Hath wrought the Mure,that fliould:cp^fineit in, . 2 j 

So thinne,that Life lookcs.through^and/W.ill breakeput# 
Glo* The people feare me: for they doc obferue 
Vnfather'd Hcires,and loathly Births of Nature : 

The Seafons change their mannerSjias the Yeere 

Had found fome Moneths afleepe.and leap*d themouer. 

Clar .The Riuer hath thrice flow’d,tio ebbe bctwccnc: 
And the old folke (Timcs doting Chronicles) 

Say it did.fo,a little time before 
That our great Grand-fire Edward fick r d,and dy’dc* 
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94 The fecond Tart o t 

War. Speake lower (Princes ) tor the King reeo- 
uers. ' n . 

Gfo. This Apoplexie will (certaine) be his end. 

King. I pray you take me vp,and beare me hence 
Into fome other Chamber: foftly ’pray. 

Let there be no noyfe made (my gemle friends) 
Vnleffejome doll and fauourablc hand 
Will whifper Muficke to my wearie Spirit. 

War'. C^H for the Muficke in the other Roome. 

King. Set me the Crownc vpon my Pillow here. 

Clar. His eye is hollow,and hee changes much. 

War. Lcffc noyfe, leffc noyfe. 
sRomqqr.d v'.'' i ■ ' 

Enter “Prince Henry. 

; bncHaiij'fcw iucvsf);;. r < ; 

P.Hen. 1 Who faw the Duke of Clarence? 

Clar. I am here (Brother) full of heauineffe. 

P.Hen. How now? Raine within doores, and none 
abroad? HowdotbtheKing? 

Clo. Exceeding ill. 

P.Tgcn. Heard hee the good r.ewcs yet ? 

Tell ic him, 

Clo. Hee alter’d much,vpon the hearing it. 

P.Hen. If hee be ficke with Ioy, 

Hee’le recouer without Phyficke. 

War. Not fo much noyfe (my Lords) 

Sweet Princefpeakelowc.- 

The Km£,your Father,is difpos’d to fleepe. 

Clar. Let vs with-draw into the other Roome. 

War. Wil’c plcafe yont Grace to goe along with vs ? 
P.Hen. Not I will fir.and watch herc,by the King. 
Why dotlttbe Crowne lye thereupon his Pillow^ 
Being fatroublefomeaBedifellow? 

O pollith’d Perturbation!' Golden Care! 

That keep’ftrhe Ports of Slumber open wide. 

To many a watchfull Night: fleepe with icnow. 

Yet not fo found, and halfe fo deepely fweecc. 

As hee wfioft Brow (with homely Brggen bound) 
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Maieflie! 

When thou db’fl pinch thy Bearer,thou do’ft fit 
Like a rich Artnor.wornc in heat of day, 

Thac fcalctfff with fafetie : by his Gates of breath, 

There lyes a doydney feather,which ftirres not: 

Did hee fufpite.that light and weightlcffe dowlne 
Perforce muft mouc* My gracious Lord,my Father, 

| This fleepe is found indeedc: this is a fleepe. 

That from this Golden Rigollhath diuorc’d 
So many EngliCh Kings. Thy due,froni me, 
TsTearcs.and heauicSorrdwes of the Blood, 

Which Nature, Loue,and fiiiall tenderneffe. 

Shall (O deare Father) pay thee plenteoufly. 

My due,from thee.is this Imperiall Crowne, 

Which(as immediate from thy Place.and Blood) 

Deriues it felfc to me. Loe,heere it fits, 
WfirclvHeiutn'fhall guard : 

And put the worlds whole ftrength into one gyant Arme, 
It thallriot force this Lineall Honor from me. 

THii.from thee,will I to mine leaue. 

As’tis left tome. Sxit. 

Enter Warwick#,Gloucefter,Clarence, 

■ 'Kbig. War wick#.G/onctfier,Clarence. 

Clar. Doth the King call ? 

War. What would your Maieflie ? how fares your 
Grace? 



Wythe Fourth. 
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ar wick: 


■Kb, 


King. Whydidyoul^uTm^i^J^r—p ^ 
Cla. We left the Prince(my Brother'iher^r ^ 

Who vndertooke to fir and watch by you, ^ ^ lc gc) 

King. The Prince of Wales ? where is W >, 
fee him, , ti Ce? let 

War. This doore is open,hee isgoncthiiw 
1 G/tf. Hec came not sbroughthe Ch*nb,,VT’ 
flayd. *' 

King. Where is the Crowne ? whotooke * 
Pillow ? s - it ft 

War. When wee witb-drew (my Li eee ) 
heere. B “ 

King. The Prince hath ta’ne it hcoce r 
Goe feeke him out. ■ , 

Is hee fo haftie,that hee doth fuppofe 
My fleepe,my death ? Finde him(my Lord oftt? 
Cnide him hither: this part of his conioynes *** 
With my difeafe,8nd helpes to end me. t : - w 
See Sonnes, what things you arc: 

How quickly Nature foils into reuolt. 

When Gold becomes her Obieift? 

For this,the foolifh ouer.carefull Fathers 
Haue broke their fleepe* with thoughts, - 

Their braines with care,their bones with induft™ 

For this,they baue ingrofled and pyl'd vp ** 

The canker’d heapes of ftrange-atchieued Gold: 

For this,they haue beene thougbtfull.to inueft 
Their Sonnes with Arts,and Martiall Exercifes: 
When,like the Bee,culling from cuery flower 
The vertuous Sweetes.our Thighes packt with Wax 
Our Mouthes with Honey,wee bring it to theHiue •’ 
And like the Bees,arc murthered for our paines. ’ 
This bitter tafle ycelds his engroffements. 

To the ending Father. 

Enter Warwick#. ; 

Now,where is hee, that will not flay fo long, 

Till his Friend Sickneffe hath determin’d me? 

War. My Lord,I found the Prince in the next Roomt 
Wafhing with kindly Teares his gentle Cheekes, ’ 
With fuch a deepe demeanure,in great forrow, 
ThatTyranny,whichneuer quafft but blood, 
Would(by beholding him)haue wafli’d his Knife 
With gentle eye-drops. Hee is comming hither. 

King. But wherefore did lice take away the Crowne? 
Enter Prince Henry, 

Loe, where hee Comes. Come hither to 
Depart the Chamber, leaue vs heere alone. Sxit. 
P.Hen. I ncucr thought to heare you fpeake againe. 
King. Thy wilh was Fathcr(//<srry)to that thought: 

I flay too long by thee, I wearie thee. 

Do’fl thou fo hunger for my emptie Chayre, 

That thou wilt needes inueft thee with mine Honors, 
Before thy howre be ripe? Ofoolifh Youth! 

Thou feck’ft the Greatnefle, that will ouer-whclrac thee. 
Stay but a little: for my Cloud of Dignitie 
Is held from falling.with fo weake a winde, 

That it will quickly drop : my Day is dimme. 

Thou haft ftolne that,which after fome few howrei 
Were thine,without offence: and at my death 
■ Thou haft feal’d vp my expectation. 

Thy Life did manifeft,thou lou’dft me not, 

And thou wilt haue me dyeaffur’d of ir. 

Thou hid’ft a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haft whetted on thy ftonie heatt, 

To ftab at halfe an howre of my Life. 

What? canft thou not forbeareme halfcan howte? 

Then 


The 



Then alld di £g c n *y g fauc th y fcIfe > 

1 /bid the merry Bels ring to thy eare 

A ,° d rhou art Crowned, not that I am dead. 

Thac „ rh , Teates, that fhould bedew my Hearfe 

Sop* of Baimc, to thy head: 

n compoond me with forgotten duft. 

■ ■ • hat which gaue thee life, vnto the Wormes : 

olSedowne my Officers, breake ray Decrees j 

r , nrt wa time is come, to mockeat Forme. 

Sydbefifti* Crown d:Vp Vanity, 

*'L RoV** 1 State: All you fage Counfailors,hence: 
K,b.Bng>-P'C r «,.ff™b! e „ow 

Fromeu’ry Region, Apes ofldlenefTe 

ii^neienbor-Confincs,purge you of your Scum : 
o V you a Ruffian that fwill 1 weare? drinke? dance l 
Reuell the rvight? Rob?Murdcr?and commit 
ThcoldtRfinnes, the neweft kindeofwayes ? 
a.KacPV^c will trouble you no more: 

Sand, Ifiall double gill’d, his trebblc guilr. 
rLel»nd,rt>ali g' uc him Office, Honor, Might: 
for the Fife Harrj, from curb’d Licenfe pluckes 
The muzzle of Reftraint; and the wildeDogge 
Shall fleffi his tooth in cuery Innocent. 

0 my p» ore Kingdome (ficke,with ciuill blowes) 
When that my Care could not with-hold thy Ryots, 
What wilt thou do, when Ryot is thy Cate ? 

0 thou wilt be a Wilderneffe againe, 
peopled with Wolues (thy old Inhabitants. 

Prince. Opardonmc(my Liege) 

JJut for my Teares, 

The moft Impediments vnto my Speech, 

I had fore-ftall’d this deere, and deepe Rebuke, 
fire you (w«h greefe) had fpoke, andl had beard 
The coutleof itfo farre. There is your Crowne, 

And hethat weares the Crowne immortally, r 

Lon» guard it yours. I f 1 affeft it more. 

Then as your Honour, and as your Renowne, 
let me no more from this Obedience rife. 

Which my moft true, and inward duteous Spirit 
Teacheth this proftratc, and exteriour bending; 

Heauen witneffe with me, when I heere came in, 
Andfound no courfe of breath within your Maieftie, 
How cold it flrooke my heatt. If I do faine, 

0 let me, in my prefent wildenefle, dye, 

Andneuer liue, to fliew th’incredulous World, 

The Noble change that I haue purpofed. 

Comming to looke ors you, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almoft(my Liege)to thinke you were) 

Ifpake vnto the-Ctownc (as hauing fenlc) 

And thus vpbraided it. The Care on thee depending. 
Hath fed vpon the body of my Father, 

Therefore, thou beftofGok), art wot ft of Gold. 

Other, leffefine in Charradt, is more precious, 
Preferuing life,in Med’cine potable: 

But thou, moft Fine, moft Honour’d, moft Renown’d, 
Haft eate the Bearer vp. 

Thus (myRoyall Liege) 

Accufing it, I put it on my Head, 

To try with it (as with an Encmie, 

That had before my face murdred my Father) 

The Quarrell of a true Inheritor. 

But if it did infaft my blood with loy. 

Or lwell my Thoughts, to any ftrainc of Pride, 
IfanyRebell, or vaine fpirit of mine, 

Did, with the leaft Affe<ftion of a Welcome, 

Giuc entertainment to the might of it. 


a.i 


ill 


Let heauen, for cuer, keepe it from my head. 

And make me, as the pooreft Vaflaile is* 

That doth with awe, and terror kncelc tdit. 

King. O my Sonne! 

Heauen put it in thy niinde to take it heiicd. 

That thou might’ft ioyne the more, thy Fathers loiie, 

Pleading fo wifely, in excufe of it. 

Come hither Harrit. fie thou by my bedde, 

And heare (I tbinke, the very latcft Counfell 
That cuer I fliall breath - Heauen knowes,my Sonne) 

By what by-pathes, and iodiredtcrook'd.wayes - 
I,met this Crownc: and I my felfeknow wdl 
How troublcfome it fate vpon my head. 

To thee, it ftiall defeend withbetterQuiet, 

Better Opinion, better Confirmation : 

For all the fdyle of the Atchieuement gpis 
With me, into the Earth. It feem’d in mee. 

But as an Honour fnatch’d with boyftxousfiandaL 
And I had many liuing, to vpbraide 
My gaine ofit, by their Affiftance^, 

Which dayly grew toQjurrell, and toBlood-lhcd, 
Wounding luppofed Peace. 

AlltbeCchtolditeares, i. 

Thou fejft (with perill) I haue anfwered: 

For all my Rtigne, hafhfaeene butas a Scene 
-Afking that argument. Andnow my death 
. Changesthe Moode: For.what in me,was purchas'd, . 
Falles vpon thee, in a metre Fayrer fort. 

So thou, the Garland wear’ft fuccefliuely. 

Yet, though thou ftand’ft more fure,tben I could doi 
Thou art hot firmc enough, fince gteefes arc greene: 
AndmR thy Friends, which thou muft make thy Friends 
Haue but their flings,and teeth,newly tak’n.out, , 

-By whofrfcU working, I was firft advanc’d, 

Andby whofe power, Lwell, might lodge afeare 
To be againe difplac’d. Which to auoyd, 

I cut them off: and had apurpofe now 
To leade out many to the Holy Land; 

Leaft reft, and lying ft ill, might make them looke 
Too neerc vnto my State. 

Therefore (my Harrie ) 

Be it thy courfe to bufie giddy Mindes 
WithForraigne Quarrels -.that Aiftion hence borne OUt ; 
May waftethe memory of the former daye's. 

More wouldl, but my Lungs ate wafted to. 

That ftrength of Speech is vtterly deni’de mee. 

How I came by the Crowne, O heauen forgiuc r 
And grant it may,with thee, in true peace liue. 

Prince. My gracious Liege: 

, You wonne it, wore it: kept it,gaue it me. 

Then plainc and right muft my pofleflion be ; 

Which I,with more, then with a Common paine, 
’Gainft all the World, will rightfully maintaine. 

Enter Lord/ohn ofLancafter , 

- and Warwick#, 

King. Looke,looke, 

.Heere comes my I ohn ofLancafter; 

John. Health, Peace, and Happineffe, 

To my Royall Father. 

King. Thou bring’ft me happineffe and Peace 
(Sonne Iohn: 

But health (aiackc) with youthfull wings is flowoc 
From this bare, wither’d Ttunke. Vpon thy fight 
My worldly bufineffe makes a period. 

Wher 
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Where is my Lord of Warwicke i 

My Lord of Warwicke. .-Hi;, 

King. Dpth any name partiajlar,beIong 
Vnto the Lodging,where I firft did fwoon’d ? 

War. ’Tiscall’d Ierufalem, my Noble Loid-- 
King. Laud be to heauen : 

| Euen there my life muft end. 

It hath becncfrDphefi’detQine many yeares, 

I (hould nocdye*but in Ieruf4ertf : 

Which (vainly)I fuppos’d the Holy-Land. 

But beare ruc.$y that Chamber, there He lye: 

In that IertfafetfnfdyiA Harry dye. Exeunt. 



Alius Quintus. ScaenaTrima. 


£ vter Shallow, Silence, Falfiafe.Bardelfe, 

Page, and D/ruie. 

Shal. By Cocke and Pye,you {hall not away to night. 
What Dauy,l fay.i a 

Pal. You muftexcufe me, M .Robert Shatter*. 

Shal. I will nqt excufe you :you (hall not be excufed. 
Excufes (hall not be admit ted : there is no cxcufe (hall 
ferue: you (hall not be excus’d. 

Why Dante. - ; • * . 

Dauie. Heere fir. . '■ \ 

Shal. Dauy, Dauy, Dotty, let me fee (Dauy) let mefee: 
ffiHiatn Cooke, bid him corne hither. Sir lokn,f ou (hal 
not be excus'd. •« *'• 

Dauy. M‘arry fir,thus: thdfe Precepts cannot bee 
feru’d : and agame fir, (hall we fowe the head-landwith 
Wheatc; « 

Shal. With red WheatcDawj. But for William Cook: 
arc there no yong Pigeons? 

Dotty. Yes Sir. 

Heere is now the Smithes note, for Shooing, 

And Plough-Irons. 

Shal. Let it be caft, and payde: Sir John, you (hall 
Hbt be excus’d'. : *i 

Dauy. Sir, a new link? tothe Bucket muft needes bee 
had:And Sir,doeyoumeaneto ftoppeany of Williams 
Wages,about the Sacke he loft the other day,at Hinckley 
Fayre ? 

Shal. He (hal I anfwer it: 

Some Pigeons Dauy ,a couple of fhort-legg’d Hennes: a 
ioynt of Mutton,and anypretty little tine Kicklhawcs, 
tell William Cooke. 

Dauy. Doth the man of Warre.ftay all night fir ? 

Shal. Yes Dauy : 

I will vfe him well. A Friend i’th Court, is better then a 
penny in purfe. Vfehismen wellfor they are ar¬ 
rant Knaues, and will backe-bite. 

‘Dauy. No worfe then they arc bitten, fir : For they 
haue rraruellous fowle linnen. 

Shallow. Well conceited Dauy: about thy Bufineffc, 

D**y. - C A : - - J::; ; • 

Dauy. I befeech you fir. 

To countenance WtlliamVifer of'Woncot, againft Cle¬ 
ment Perket of the hill. 

Shal. TherearemanyComplaints Dauy± againft that 
Vi for, thnVfor is an arrant Knaue, on my know- 
! ledge. - 


Dauy. Irgrmint your Worftii }M hat 
But yet heauen forbid Sir,but a Knaue (houldR laoeS fc 
Countenance, at his Friends requeft. An h jj 0 * 
is able to fpeake for.himle]Id,.when a Knaue \i "' Jn fi t 
feru'd your Worfhippc truely fir, thefc C iPh t v 0t ’ Ihj «< 
ifl cannot onccpr twice in a Quarter beare yCates:,1 >< 
againft an hondhroan, I haue buta very lid.° Ut , a ''“‘I: 

your Worfoipps. , J he Knaueis mine honeft P?‘ 
therefore 1 beleech your Worftup, I ct hi m be? 
nanc’d. f ■ • 

Shal. Go too, 

I fay he (hall haue no wrong: Looke about Day. 
Where are you Sir lohnl Conte, off with vo ~!t 
G iue me your hand M. Bardolfe. “Qots, 

Bard. I am glad to fee your Worfhip., .. '• 

Shal. I thankc thee,’with all my heart kind u 
Bardolfe : and welcome my tall Fellow: *■ ■ 

Come Sir Iohn. ■ , 

Falfiajfe. He follow you, gOpdMafi« t ,i;,^ (? , .. 
Bardolfe, looke to our Horffes. If I werefaw’d^* 
Quantities, I (ltould make fog re dozen of fuch K ? 
Hermitesftayes, as Maftcr Shadow. It» aw w ; 
thing to fee the femblable.Goherence oflus men, r 
^hist^pb^in^himAbeare^ 
like foolifti Indices: Hee, by conuerfing with them • 
turn’d into a Iuftice-like Serujngman. Their- LjJ 
fo married in Coniun4lion, with the participation of cl 
ciety, that they flocke together in confcut, like fo mi 
ny Wildc-Geefe. Ifl haffa fuiteto Mayfter Shall m ■ 
would humour his men, with the imputation of beeini 
neere their Mayfter. If to his Men, I would currie witl 
Maiftcr Shallow, that no man could better command hi, 
Seruants. It is certaine, that cither wife beating, orig. 
r.orant Carriage is caught, as men take difeafes, one oi 
another: therefore, let men take heede of their ’Coim 
nie. I will detiifc matter enough out of this ^//«» t0 
keepe Prince Harry in continual] Laughter, the wearing 
out of fixe Fafhions (which is foure Tearmes)or two Ac¬ 
tions, and he (hall laugh with Interuallumt. 0 it is much 
thataLye (with a flight Oath) and a ieft (withafadde 
brow) will doc, with a Fellow, that ncuer had theAche 
in bis (houldcrs. O you fhall fee him laugh, tillhisjaee 
be like a wet Cloake, ill laid vp, 

Shal. Sir Iohn. ~ 

Falfi. I eome Mafter Shallow, I come Maftcr &//«». 

Extrn 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter the Earle of fVarrvicke, and the Lord 
Chiefe lufticc. 

Warwicke. How no w, my Lord Chietc lufticc, whe¬ 
ther away ? 

ChJuft. How doth the King ? 

U?arw. Exceeding well this Cares 
Are now, all ended. 

Cb.Iujl. I hope,not dead. 

JParw. Hee r s walk'd the way of Nature, 

And to our purpofes,he liucs no more. 

Ch.Ittfi . I would his Maiefly had call’d me with him, 

Theferuice,that I truly did his life, ' : 

Hath left me ooen to alliniuries. - 

4 m 
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indeed I thinke the yong King loues you not. 
T'a j uno w he doth not,and do arme my felfe 
Ch \ com e the condition of the Time, 

Shich cannot looke more hideoufly vpoo me, 

Slh*ucdrawncititxmyfantafie. 

Enter Iohn ofLuncafler, Gltucetter, 
and Clarence. 

Wxr Heer e come the heauy Iffue of dead Harriet 
a thattheliuing Harrie had the temper 
aH im the worft of thefe three Gentlemen : 
u w many Nobles then, (hould hold their places, 

?h°at muft fttike fade, to Spirits of vildc lore? > 
fh luft. Alas, I fcare,all will be ouer-turn d. 

John. Good morrow Cofin Warwick,good morrow. 
Clou. Cla. Good morrow, Cofin. 

Iohn. We meet, like men,that had forgot to fpeake. 
yVur. We do remember: but our Argument 
* -11 t oo heauy, to admit much talke. 

1 /ufj.Well ; P eaicc ^ evv ' t ^^‘ m ’ t ^ al ^ at ^ made vs heauy 
Ch.Iufi. Pea cc be with vs,leaft we be heauier. 

Glott.O, good my Lord,you haue loft a friend indeed: 
And I dare iwcare,you borrow not that face 
Offeeming forrow, it is fure your owne. 

lobe. Though no man bcaffur’d what grace to finde, . 
You (land in coldeft expeftation. 

I am the forrier,would 'twere otherwife. 

C/<r.Wd,you muft now fpeake Sir Iohn Falslaffe faire, 
Which fwimmes againft your ftreame of Quality. 

fbjirfk. Sweet Princes: what I did, I did in Honor, 

Led by tb'Imperiall Conduct of my Soule, 

And neuer (hall you fee, that I will begge 
A ragged, and tore-ftall’d Rcmilfion. 
ifTroth, and vpright Innoccncy fayle me, 

He to the King (my Mafter) that is dead, 

‘And tell him, who hath fent me after him. 

War. Heere comes the Prince, 

Enter Prince Henrie. 

Ch.Iud.G ood morrow: and heauen faue your Maiefty 
Prince. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Maiefty, 

Sits not fo eafie on me, as you thinke. 

Brothers,you mixe yourSadtieffe with fome Fearc : 

This is the Englifh.not theTurkifh Court :■ 

Not Atnurah, an Anturah fuccecds. 

But Harry, Harry : Yet be fad (good Brothers) 

For (to fpeake truth) it very well becomes you: 

Sorrow,!© Royally inyouappeares. 

That I will deeply put the Fafhion on. 

And wcare it in thy heart. Why then be fad, 

But entcrcaine no more of it (good Brothers) 

Then a ioync burthen, laid vp'on vs all. 

For me, by Heauen (1 bid you be affur’d) 

He be your Father, and your Brother too : 

let me but beare your Loue, lie bearcyour Cares; 

But wcepe that Home’s dead,and fo will I. 

But Harry Hues, that (hail conutrt thole Tearcs 
By number, into houres of Happineffe. 
lohnjfrc. We hope no other from your Maiefty. 

Prin. You all looke ftrangely on me: and you mod, 
You are (l thinke) affur'd,! loue you not. 

Ch.Iufi. I am affur’d (ifl be meafur’d rightly) 

) our Maiefty hath no iuft caufc to hate mcc. 

Pr .No?How might a Prince ofmy great hopes forget 
So great Indignities you laid vpon me ? 


What? Rate? Rebuke? and roughly fend to Pnfon 
Th’immediate HcireofEnglandfWasthiseafie ? 

May this be wafh’d in Lethe, and forgotten f 

Ch.Iufi. I then did vfe the Perfon ofyour Father; 

The Image ofhis power, lay then in me. 

And in th’adminiftration ofhis Law, 

Whiles I was bufie for the Commonwealth, 

Your Highneffe pleafed to forget my place. 

The Maiefty, and power of Law,and lufticc. 

The Image ofthe King, whom I prefented. 

And ftrooke me in my very Seate of ludgemem \\ 
Whereon (as an Offender to your Father) ■ 

I gaue bold way to my Authority, 

And did commit you. Ifthc deed were ill. 

Be you contented, wearing now theGarland, 

To haue a Sonne, fet your Decrees at naught ? 

To plucke downe lufticc from your awefull Bench? 

To trip the cour fc of Law,and blunt the Sword 
That guards the peace, and fafety ofyour Perfon ? 

Nay more, to fpurnc at your raoft Royall Image, 

And mockeyour workings.in a Second body ? 

Queftion yout Royall Thoughts,make the cafe yours ; 

Be now the Facher.and propofe a Sonne; 

Heare your owne dignity fo much prophan’d, 

See your moft dteadfull Lawes,fo loofely flighted; 

Behold your felfe,Co by a Sonne difdained: 

And then imagine me,taking you part. 

And in your power, foft filcncing your Sonne: 

After this cold confiderancc, fcntcncc me; 

And,as you arc a King.fpeake in your State, 

What I haue done, that misbecame my place, 

My perfon, or my Lieges Soueraigntie. 

Pun. You are right iuftice,and you weigh this well: 
Therefore ftill beare the Ballance, and the Sword : 

And I do wifii your Honors may enereafe, 

T ill you do Hue, to fee a Sonne of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 

So (hall I liuc, to fpeake my Fathers words: 

Happy am I, that haue a man fo bold. 

That dares do lufticc, on my proper Sonne 5 
And no lefle happy, hailing (uch a Sonne, 

That would deliuer vp his Grcatnefle fo, 

Into the hands of lufticc. You did commit me: 

For which, I do commit into your hand, 

Th’vnftained Sword that you haue vs’d to beare:} 

With this Remembrance; That you vfe the (ame 
With the like bold, iuft, and impartiallfpirit 
As you haue done’gainft me. There is my hand. 

You (ball be as a Father, to my Youth: 

My voice fhall found, as you do prompt mine care,S 
And I will ftoope, and humble my Intents, 

To your well-praftis’d, wifeDiredhons. 

And Princes all, beleeue me, I befeech you: 

My Father is gone wilde into his Graue, 

(For in his Tcmbe,lyc my Affections) 

And with bis Spirits, fadiy I furuiue, 

Tomockethe expectation ofthe World; 

To fruftrateProphefies,and toraceout 
Rotten Opinion, who bath writ me downe 
After my feeming. TheT'de ofBloodinme, 

Hath prowdly flow’d in Vanity, till now. 

Now doth it turne, and ebbe backe to the Sea, 

Where it (hall mingle with the date ofFlootls, 

And flow henceforth in formall Maiefty. 

Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 

And let vs choofe fuch Limbes of Noble Gounfaile, 

That, 
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That the great Body of our State may go 
Tn equall rankc, with the beft gouern’d Nation, 

That Warre, or Pcace^or both at once may be 
As things acquainted and tamilur to vs, 

In which you (Father) fhall hauc formoft hand. 

Our Coronation done, we will accitc 
(As I before remembred) all our State, 

And heauen (configning to my good intents) 

No Prince, nor Peere, {hall hauc iuft caufe to fay, 
Heauen (horten Harries happy life, one day. Exeunt . 


Seem Ter tin. 


Enter Faljlaffe , Shallow, Silence , B ardolfe, 

Page,and Pifioll. 

Shal Nay, you (hall fee mine Orchard: where, in an 
Arbor we will cate a laft ycarcs Pippin of my ownc graf- 
fing, with a difh ofCarrawayes,and fo forth.(Come Co¬ 
fin Silence, and then to bed. 

Fal. You haue hecre.a goodly dwelling,and a rich. 

Shal. Barren, barren,barren: Beggers all.beggcrs all 
Sir lohn: Marry,good ayre. Spread ‘Danffytad Dante : 
Well faid Dauie. 

Faljl. This Dauie ferues you for good vfes.* he is your 
Seruingman,and your Husband. 

Shal. A good Varlet,a good Varlet,a very good Var- 
let, Sir lohn: I haue drunke too much Sacke at Supper. A 
goodVarlet. Now fit downe, now fitdowne : Come 
Cofin. 

5/7. Ah firra(quoth-a) we fhall doe nothing but cate, 
and make good cheere, and praife heauen for the merric 
yeere: when flefh is cheape,and Females deere,and luftie 
Lads tome heere,and there ; to merrily, and euer among 
fo merrily. 

Fal. There’s a merry heart, good M.Silsnce, Uegiue 
you a health for that anon. 

Shal. Good M.Bardolfe: fome wine, Dauie. 

T)a. Sweet fir, fit: lie be with you anon : moftfweete 
fir,fit. MaftcrPage,good M-Pagc,fit: Proface. What 
you wantinmeate,wee’lhaueindrinkc: but you bcare, 
the heart’s all. 

Shal. Be merry M. Bardolfe , and my little Souldiour 
therc,be merry. 

Sil. Be merry, be merry,my wife ha’s all; 

For women are Shrcwcs,both ftiort.and tall : 

*Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wagge all; 

And welcome merry Shrouetide. Be merry.be merry. 

Fal. I did not thinke M .Silence had bin a man of this 
Mettle. 

Sil. Who IiM haue beene merry twice and once, ere 
now. 

T>auy. There is a difii of Lether-coats for you. 

Shal. EDauie. 

Dau. Your Worftiip: He be with you ftraight. A cup 
of Wine,fir? 

Sil. A Cup ofWine,that’s briske and fine, & drinke 
vnto the Leman mine: and a merry heart Hues long-a. 

Fal. Well faid,M.5/7we. 

Sil. Ifwc fhall be merry ,now comes in the fwecce of 
the night. 

Fal. Health.and long life to you,M.5//e*w. 


l-illtheC.nppe,andlet it come 
mile to the bottome 


p!cd §eyou a 

Shal. Honcft Bardolfe ,welcome : If ch 0Uw 
thing,and wilt not call, bcfhrew thy heart. W ^ 
little tyne theefe,and welcome indeed too", )\ 

M.B ardolfe,and to all the Cauileroes about Lo d^ etc 
Dau. I hope to fee London.oncc ere I die Ondon • 
Bar. Ifl might fee you there, Dauie. 

Shal. You’lcracke a quart toBether ? Ha ...mi 
M. Bardolfe i ,WllI y°Un 0 | 

Bar. Yes Sir,in a pottle pot. 

Shal, Ithankethec : the knaue will fticke b h 
can affine thee that. He will not out,he is trueh 1 a *' ^ 
Bar. And He fticke by him,fir. ted * 

5W.Why there fpoke aKingdack nothing be 
Looke.who’s at doore therc.ho: who knockes? 

Fal Why now you haue done me right. 

Sil. Do me right,and dub me Knight, Samir,,. », 
noefo? Js < 

Fal . ’Tisfo. 

5//.Is't fo? Why then fay an old man can do fom»L 
T>au. If it pleafe your Worfhippc, there’s one S'/ 
come from the Court with newes. ™ 

Fal. From the Court? Let him come in. 


Enter Pifioll, 

How now Pifioll ? 

Fiji. Sir lohn , Taue you fir. 

Fal. What winde blew you hither, Pifioll ? 

Ptjl. Not the ill winde which hlowes nonetogood 
fweet Knight : Thou art now one of the greateft men in 
theRcalme. 

Sil. Indeed, I thinke he bee, butj Goodman Ptfit 0 f 
Barfon. 

Pill. Puffe? puffe in thy teeth,moft recreant Coward 
bafe. Sir lohn, I am thy Pifioll, and thy Friend : helm 
skelter haue I rode to thee, and tydings do I bring, and 
luckic ioyes, and golden Times, and happie Ncwesof 
price. 

Fal. Ipretheenow deliucr them, like a manof this 
World. 

Fiji. A footra for the World,and Worldlings bafe, 

I fpcake of Affrica.and Golden ioyes. 

Fal. O bafe Aflyrian Knight, what is thy newes ? 
Let King CouithaVnovi the truth thereof. 

Sil. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and lohn. 

Pifi. Shall dunghillCurres confront theHcllicom'! 
And (ball good newes be baffcl’d ? 

Then Pifioll lay thy head in Furies lappe, 

Shal. Honeft Gentleman, 

I know not your breeding. 

Pijl. Wby then Lament therefore. 

Shal. Giue me pardon,Sir, 

If fir, you come with news from the Court, I take it,there 
is but two wayes, either tovtterthem, or to conceale 
them. I am Sir, vnder the King, in fome Authority. 

Pijl. Vnder which King? 

EBexonian, fpeake.or dye. 

Shal. Vnder King Harry. 

Pijl. Harry the Fourth? or Fift ? 

Shal Harry the Fourth. 

Pijl. A footra for thine Office. 

Sir lohn. thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King, 

Harry the Fife's the man, I fpcake the truth. 

When Pifioll lyes, do this, and figge-me; like 
The bragg in gSp 3n i ar d* 
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King dead ? 

4 * 

Tk ''r^,yV^AS.dl»n.yH OT l5y 

„ lJS hallow, choofe what Office thou wilt 
Mf'td Vis thine. Pfiel, I will double chargethee 
lathe L anu ’ 

, „ 

^ n not take a Knighthood for my Fortune. 

1 W °f What? I do bring good newes. 

r, rr j C Mafter Silence to bed : Mafier Shallow, my 
‘cUloW be what thou wilt,I am Fortunes Steward. 
r° ! on thy Boots, wee 1 ride all night. Oh fweet Pifioll: 
Gt pJdolfe : Come Pifioll, vttermoretomee: and 
AW 2l deui fe fomething to do thy felfe good. Boote, 
r h f . Mafter Shallow , I know the young King is fick for 
let vs take any mans Horfles: The Lawcs otEng- 
f' at my commandment. Happie are they, which 
hauebeene my Friendes: and woe vnto my Lord Chicfe 

^ Let Vultures vil’de feize on his Lungs alfo: 
Whereis the life that late I led,fay theyf? 

heere it is,welcome thofe pleafant dayes. Exeunt 

Seem Quarta. 


Enter Hojlcjfe Quickly, Dol Teare-fieete, 
andBeadles. 


jjoftejfe. No, thou arrant knaue: I would T might dy, 
that I might haue thee hang’d : - Thou haft dravvnemy 
ftiouldcr out ofioynt. 

Of The Conftablcs haue deliucr’d her ouertomec: 
and lliee fhall haue Whipping cheere enough, 1 warrant 
her. Thcrchathbecncaman or two (lately )kill , d about 

her. . 

<J)oL Nut-hooke, nut-booke, you Lye: Come on,Ile 

tell thee what, thou damn’d Tripe-vifag’dRafcall, ihhe 
Childc I now go with, do mifearrie, thou had’ft better 
thouhad’ftftrookc thy Mother, thou Paper-fac’d Vil- 
lainc. 

Hof O that Sir lohn were come, hee would make 
this a bloody day to fome body. But I would the Fruite 

I ofherWombc might mifearry* 

Oficer ♦ If it do, you fhall haue a dozen of Cufhions 
againc, you haue but eleuen now. Come, I charge you 
both go with me: for thcmanis.dcad, thatyou andPi- 
ftollbeateamongyou. 

Dol. lie tell thee what, thou thin man in a Cenfor; I 
willhaueyou as foundlv fwindg’d for this, youblew- 
Botterd Rogue: you filthy famifli’d Corre&ioncr, ifyou 
benot fwingd, lie forfwearc halfe Kirtles, 

Of Come, come, you fhee-Knight-arrant, come. 
Hof O, that right flaould thus o’recomc might. Wei 
offufferancc,comes eafe. 

Dol . Come you Rogue, come : 

Bringmetoaluftice. 

Hof Yes, come you ftaru’d Blood-hound. 

Dol. Goodman death, goodman Bones. 

Hof Thou Anatomy, thou. 

Dei . Come you thinne Thing; 

Come you RafcalL 

Off. Very well. Exeunt. 


Seem Quinta. 


Enter two Groomes. 

i.Groo. MoreRufiies-more Rnfhes. 

z.Groo. The Trumpets haue founded twice. 

i.Groo. It will be two of theClocke, ere they-come 
from the Coronation. ExitGroo. 

Enter Faljlaffe^Shallow, Pitt oil, 'Bardoife.and Page. 

Faljlaffe. Stand heere by me, M. Robert Shallow,! will 
make the King do you Grace. I will leere vpon him, as 
he comes by: and do but markc the countenance that hee 
will giue me. 

Piffol. Blefle thy Lungs,good Knight. 

Faljl. Come heere Pijloljd and behind me. O if I had 
had time to haue made new Liuerics, I would haue be¬ 
llowed the thoufand pound I borrowed ofyou.But it is 
no matter, this poore fhew doth better: this doth inferre 
the zeale I had to fee him. 

Shal. ltdothfo. 

Faljl. ItlfiewcsmyearneftncfTein affe£lioo. 

Pijl. ltdothfo. 

Fal. Mydeuotion. 

Pijl. It doth.it doth.it doth. 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night, I 

And not to deliberate, not to remember. 

Not to haue patience to fhift mc.t 

Shal. Itismoftccrtaine. . I 

Fal. But to ftand Rained with Trauaile, and fweatlng 
with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elle, putting 
all affayres in obliuion,as ifthcre were nothing els to bee 
done, but to fee him. 

Pijl. ‘Tisjetnper idem: for obfqtte hoc nihil eft. ’Tisall 
ineuerypart. 

Shal. ’Tis fo indeed. i 

Pifi. My Knight,I will enflame thy Noble Liuer, and | 
make thee rage. Thy Dejznd Helen of thy noble thoghts I 
is in bafe Durance, and contagious 1 prifon :\ Hail’d thi¬ 
ther by moft Mechanicall and durty hand. Rowze vppe 
Rcuenge from Ebon den, with fell Alefto’sSmke, for,/ 
Dol is in. Piftol,fpeakes nought but troth. 

Fal. I will deliucr her. 

Pfiol. There roar’d the Sea: and Trumpet Clangour 

founds. 

The Trumpets found. Enter King Henrie the 
Fife, Brothers, Lord Chiefe 
luflice, 

Faljl. Sane thy Grace.King Hall, my Royall Hall. 

Tijl. The heauens thee guard,and kcepe, moft royall 
ImpcofFame. 

Fal. ’Sauc thee my fweet Boy. 

King. My Lord Chicfe Iuftice, fpeakc to that vaine 
man. 

Ch.IuJt. Haue you your wits? 

Know you what ’tis you fpcake ? 

Faljl. My King, my Iouc ; I fpcake to thee, my heart. 

King. 1 know thee not,old man: Fall to thy Prayers: 
How ill white haires become a Foole, and Iefter ? 

_I haue/ 
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'Theftcond T art of ly ing Henry the Fourth . 

Shut. I cannot 


i haue long dream’d offuc’n akindcof man. 

So furfeit-fwcll’d, fo old, and fo propbane: 

But being awake, I do defpife my drcamc. 

Make lefic thy body (hence) and more thy Grace, 

Leauc gourmandizing ; Know t'neGrauc doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider then for other men. 

Reply not to me, with a Foole-bornc left, 

Prclumc not, that I am the thing I was. 

For heauen doth know (fo lhall the world perceiue) 
That I haue turn’d away my former Sclfe, 

So will I thofe that kept me Companie. 

When thou doft heare I am, as I haue bin. 

Approach me, and thou fhalt be as thou was’t 
The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riot*: 

Till then, I banifli thee,on paine of death. 

As I haue done the reft of my Mifleaders, 1 
Not to come neere our Perfon, by ten mile. 

For competence oflife, I will allow you. 

That lackeofmeanes enforce you not to cuill: 

And 3s we heare you do reforme your fclues, 

VVe will according to your ftretigth.and qualities, 

Giue you aduancemenc. Be it your charge (my Lord) 

T o fee perform’d the tenute of our word. Set on. 

Exit King. 

Fal. MaftcrSWW,Toweyou athoufand pound. 

Shal t I marry Sir Iobn, which I bcfeech you to let me 
haue home with me. 

Zvi/.That can hardly be,M .Shallove, do not you grieue 
at this: I fhall be fent for in priuateto him: Looke you, 
he muft feeme thus to the world: feare not your aduance- 
ment: I will be the man yct,that fhall make you great. 


y°u ii 


ieete. 


well pcrceiue how vnuT 
puemeyour Doubler,and ftuffeme’outSuc 
beiccch you, good Sir Iohn, lot niee haul fi t Stra "\ 
mythoufand. efi u< hund^ 

Fal Sir Iwillbeasgoodasmyword. T hu . 

heard, was but a colour. nis ^nacy 0(| 

Shall. A colour i feare,that you will dye • 

Fal. Feare no colours, go with me to din,? S ‘ r/ ^. 

Gome Lieutenant Piflei, come Tardclfi et: 

I fhall be fenc for foonc at night. 

Ch.Iufi. Go carry Sir lebnFalftaffeto .k.ri 

Take all his Company along with him. ' e 

Fal. My Lord.my Lord. 

Ptjl. St for tun a me torment ofitra me content 

TU Tit ffitpcMAnet Lancafter and ChU M 
Mu. Hike this faire proceeding of the Kings • ' 

He hath intent his wonted Followers ® ’ 
Shall all be very well prouided for; 

But all are banifht.till their conuerfations 
Appeare more wifc,and modeft to the world 
Ch./u/t. And fo they are. * 

John. The King hath call’d his Parliament. 

My Lord. “ 

Ch.Iufi. He hath. 

John. I will lay oddes,that ere this yeereexpire 

We bearc our Ciuill Swords, and Natiue fire * * 

As farre as France. I heare a Bird fofing, 

Whole Muficke (to my thinking)pleas’d the King 
Come,will you hence ? 


FINIS. 
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^EPlllQGVE, 





II(ST,my 'Starr, my Quhfxe: LSI, my Speech. 
My Feare, uyourDiSpleafure : My Qurtfie, my Dutie: 
Jnd my Speech, to Beggeyour Tar dons. If you looke for a 


\(1 doubt) prooue t0 thedPurpofe, 

and fo to the Venture • Be it knomfie to you (as it Is^uery 
-toetl)lwas lately heere in the end of adiSpleafingTlay, to pray your Tatience 
for it, and to promifeyou a Better: Ididmeane (indeede) to pay you trith this, 
vbicb if (like an ill Venture) it come unluckily homey I breake- andyoujny gen* 
tie Creditors lofe. Heere Ipromift you I wouldfee, and heere I commit my Bodie 
toy our Mercies : Bate mefeme, and Iwillpay you feme, and(as moft Debtors do) 
promifeyou infinitely. 

If my Tongue cannot etitreateyou to acquit me : trillyou command me to <vfe 
my Legges ? Andyet that were but light payment, to Dance out of your debt: But 

a good Qmfcience,will make any pofsible fatisf allion, and Jo trill I. All the Ge)if 

tlewomen heerefeaue forgiuen me, if the Gentlemen trill jiotfihen the Gentlemen 

do not ao-ree with the Gentlewowen, which tr as neuerfeene before, in fetch an Afe 
6 

feembly. 

One word more, I befeeechyou: if you be not too much cloid with Fat Meate, 
our humble Author will continue the Story (truth Sir Iohn in it) and make yon 
merry,frith faire Katherine of France : Tb here (for any thing I knofr) Fal- 
ftaffe fhall dye of a fiweat ,nmleffe already he be kilfd with your hard Opinions: 
For Old-Caftle dyed a Martyr, and this is not the man. My Tongue is dearie, 
when my Levs are too, I will bidyougoodnight; andfe kneele downe beforeyou: 
font (indrp/i ) to hrnv for the Oueene. 
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r _^pV M O V R the Prefcntor. ; 

■ ^^^ing Hi/try the Fourth. 

_jr Prince Henry ^ afterwards Crowned King Htnrie the Fifr. 

Pr luctfehyt of Lancafter. T 

Humphrey of Gloucefter. SSonncs to j Henry theFourchj& brethren to Henry 5. 
Thomas ofClarence. \ 


m 


m\ \ 


Northumberland. '> 

The Arch By (hop ofYorke. 
Mowbray. c 
Haftings. 

Lord Bardolfe. 

Trailers. 

Morton. 

Cdeuilc; 
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Oppofitcs againft King Hwrstthc 
^Fourth. 


.1^ i 


(i 

\Y^> 

\W\,V, 
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wiak 
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Warwjcicc. 'l 

Wcftmerlaod. 

Surrey. Lofthe Kings 

Gowre. j Partie. 

Harccourt. 

Lord Chiefeluftice. j 

Shallow. v ? Both Country 
Silence. Jluftices. 
Dauie,Scruant to Shallow. 
Phang,and Snare, 2.Sericants 
Mouldic. >. 

Shadow, s 

Wart. >Country Soldiers 
Feeble. L 
Bullcalfe. 


Point2. 

FalftafFc. 

Bardolphe. 

Piftoll. 

Peto. 

Page. 


Irregular 

Humorifis. 


Drawers 

Beadles. 

Groomes 


Northumberlands Wife. 
Percies Widdow. 
Hoftefle Quickly. 

Doll Tearc-fhecte. 
Epilogue. 
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The Life of Henry the Fift. 


Enter Prologue. 


O Fora (JMufi of Fire, that would a fiend 
the brightefi Heaven of /mention : 

A mdmefir* Stage, Princes to Alt, 

Jnd tjffloxarchs to behold the [welling Scene, 
fke* Should the Warlike Harry, iky himfilfe, 
iffftjne (he Port of Mars, and at hts heelts 
(Lcsfht i», Hkg Hounds) (heuld Famine, Sword,and Fire 
Crouch for employment. Tut par don,Gentles all : 
fa flat vnrayfid Spirits, that hath dard, 

On thu vuworthy Sea fold, to bring forth 
So mat an Ob-eB. Can thu Cocks Pit bold 
phevaftie fields of France ? Or may we cramme 
Within this Woodden 0. the very Cashes 
That did aff.right the Ayre at Agincourt l 
0 pardon: fince a crocked Figure may 
Atteft in little place a Million, 

And let vs, Cyphers to this great Accompt, 


On your imaginarie Forces work*. 

Suppofe within the Girdle of thefi Walls 
Are now confin’d two mightie Monarchies, 
whofe high;vp-reared,and abutting Fronts, 

The perilous narrow Ocean parts a/under. 

Teece out our imperfettions with your thoughts: 

Into a thou fund parts diuide one Man, 

And make imaginarie Puifiance. 

Thinke when we talke of Horfes, 'hat you fie thenu 
Printing their prowd Hoofes tth’ reeeiuing Earth : 
For ’tis jour thoughts that now mufi deck, our Kings , 
Carry them here and there : lumping o’re Times ; 
Turning th'accomplifhment of many yeeres 
Into an Howre.glafie: for the which fupplie , 

Admit me Chorus to this Historic ; 

Who Prologue-ltke,jour humble patience pray , 
Gently to heare, kindly to iudge our Play. 


afifBus Trim us . Scama ^Prima. 



Enter the two Bi/bops of Canterbury and Ely . 

2 life. Cant. 

<V9|Y Lord,lie tell you,that felfe Bill is vrg*d, 
.Which in th’eleuech yere ofj?laft Kings reign 
Was like,andhad indeed againft vs paft. 

But that the fcambling and vnquiet time 
‘Did pufh it out of farther queftion. 

%fh.Ely. But how my Lord fhall we refift it now? 
'Bifb.Cant. It muft be thought on;if it paflc againft vs. 
We loofe the better halfe of our Pofleflicn : 
ForallehcTcmporall Lands, which men deuout 
ByTeftament haue giuen to the Church, 

Would they ftrip from vs; being valu’d thus, 

Asmuch as would maintainc,co the Kings honor. 

Fullfifeeene Earles,and fifeeene hundred Knights, 

Six thoufand and two hundred good Efquires: 

And to rclicfe of Lazars,and weakc age" 

Ot indigent faint Soules,paft corporall toyle, 

Ahundred Almes-ho*»fes,right well fupply’d : 
AndtotheCcfFers of the King befide, 

A thoufand pounds by th’yeerc Thus runs the Bill. 
Tifh.Ely. This.would dnnke deepe. 

‘B'fhoCant ?Twould drinke the Cup and all. 

*Btlh.Uy, But what preuention ? 


Bijh. Cant . The King is full of grace, and faire re¬ 
gard. 

Bifh.gly* And a true louer of the holy Church. 

Btfb Cant. The courfes of his y outh promis’d it not. 
The breath no fooner left his Fathers body. 

But that his wildneire,mortify*d in him, 

Seem’d to dye too: yea,at that very moment. 
Confederation likeanAngcll came. 

And whipt th'offending-^/rfw out of him 
Leauing his body as a Paradife, 

T’inuelop and containe Celeftiail Spirits. 

Neuerwas fucha fodainc Scholler made: 

Neuer came Reformation in a Flood, 

With fuch a heady currancc fcowring faults * 

Nor neuer Hidra- headed Wilfulneffe 
So foonc did loofe his Scat; and all at once; 

As in this King. 

Bifh Ely. We are blefled in the Change. 

Btfb.fint. Heare him but reafoninDiuinicie; 

And all-admiring,with an inward wiili 
You would defire the King were made a Prelate: 

Heare him debate of Common-wealth Affaires; 

You would fay,it hath been all in all his ftudy: 

Lift his diicourfe of Warre; and you (hall heare 
A fearefull Baccaile rendred you in Mufique. 

h 
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Turne him to any Caufc of Pollicy, 

The Gordian Knot of it he will vnloofe. 

Familiar as his Garter: that when he fpeakes. 

The Ayre,a Charter’d Libertine,is [till. 

And the mute Wonder lut keth in mens earcs, 

To fteale his fweet and honyed Sentences: 

So that the Art and Pradtique part of Life, 

Muft be the Mittrefleto thisTheoriquc. 

Which is a wonder how his Grace fhould glcane it, 

Since his addition was to Courfes vaine, 

His Companies ynletter’d,rude,and fhallow. 

His Houres fill’d vp with Ryots } B^nqucts,Sports; 

And neuer noted in him any ftudic, 

Any retyrement, any fequefiration, 

From open Haunts and Populaiitie. 

B.Sly. The Strawberry gtowes vnderncath the Nettle, 
And holefome Berryes thriuc and ripen beft. 
Neighbour’d by Fruit of bafer qualitie: 

And fo the Prince obfeur’d his Contemplation 
Vnder the Veyle of Wtldneflc,which (no doubt) 

Grew like the Summer Grafle, fafteft by Night, 
Vnfeene,yet crefliue in his facultie. 

B.Cant. It muft be fo; for Miracles are ccaft : 

And therefore we muft needes admit the meancs. 

How things are perfe&ed. 

B.Ely* But my good Lord : 

How now for mittigation of this Bill, 

Vrg’d by the Commons ? doth his Maicflie 
Incline to it,orno? 

B.fant. Hefeemes indifferent: 

Or rather fwaying more vpon our part. 

Then cherifhing th’exhibiccrs againft vs: 

For I haue made an offer to his Maieftie, 

Vpon our Spiritual! Conuocation, 

And in regard of Caufes now in hand, 

Which I haue open’d to his Grace at large, 

As touching France, to giue a greater Summe, 

Then cuer at one time the Clcrgic yet 
Did Co his Predeceflors part withalL 

B. Sly. How did this offer feeme receinV^my Lord ? 

B.Cant. With good acceptance of his Maieftie : 

Sauc that there was not time enough to heare. 

As I perceiu’d his Grace would fainehauc done. 

The leueralls and vnhidden paflages 

Of his true Titles to fomc certainc Dokedomes, 

And generally,to the Crownc and Seat of France, 
Deriu'd from Edward ^his great Grandfather. 

B.Ely. What was th’impcdimcnt that broke this off? 

B.Cant. The French Embaffador vpon that inftant 
Crau’d audience; and the hovyre I thinke is come. 

To giue him hearing: Is it foure a Clock ? 

B. Ely. It is# 

B.Qant. Then goe we in,to know his Embaffie: 
Which I could with a ready guefie declare, 

Before the Frenchman fpcake a word of it# 

B.Ely. lie wait vpon you,and I long to heare it# 

Exeunt. 

Enter the King, hlumfrey , Bedford y Clarence , 
Warwick , iVeslmerland, and Exeter. 

King. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury ? 

Exeter. Not here inpiefence# 

King . Send for him>good Vnckle# 

IVefinu Shall we call in th’Ambaffado^my Liege ? 

King . Not yet,my Coufin: we would be refolu’d, 
i Before we heare him,of feme things of wei ght, 

| That taske our thoughts,conccrning vs and France# 


The Life of Henry the Fift. 


Enter twoTiJheps. 

V.Cant God and his Angels guard your f acred T , 
ftnd make vou lone become ir. vu 



And make you long become it, 

King. Sure we thanke you. 

My learned Lord.wepray you to proceed 
And iuftly and religioufly vnfold, 

Why the Law Salike,t hat they haue in France 
Or fhould or fhould not barre vs in our Clav ’ 
And G od forbid,my dcare and faithfull Lor d 
That you fhould faftiionjWreftjOr bow your r A' 
Or nicely charge your vndcrftandino Mdin 


font, 


S) 


cely charge your vndcrftanding Soule 
With opening Titles mifereate, whofe right 
Sutes not in natiue colours with the truth 
For God doth know,how many now in health 
Shall drop their blood,in approbation 
Of what your reuercnce fhall incite vs to. 

Therefore take heed how you impawne our P Cr f on 

How you awake our deeping Sword of Warrc- ' 

We charge you in the Name of God take heed • 

For neuer two fucli Kingdomes did contend 
Without much fall of blood, whofe guiltlefTe dron 
Are euery onc,a Woe,a fore Complaint, 

’Gainft him,whofe wrongs giucs edge vnto the Sword 
That makes fuch wade in briefe mortalitie. fl!l 
Vnder this Conjuration,fpcake my Lord: 

For we will heare,note,and beleeue in heart, 

That what yoti fpcake.is in your Confcicnce wa/ht 
As pure as finne with Baptilme. 

2.£>/.Then heare me gracious Souer3ign > & youPcers 
That owe your felues,your liues,and feruires, 

To this Imperiall Throne. There is no barre 
To make againfi: your Highncde Claymc to France 
But this whi ch they produce from Pbaramo-,id i 
In terram Salic am Mulicrts nt (uccedaul. 

No W T oman diall fuccced in Salike Land: 

Which Salike Land,the French vniuftly glozc. 

To be the Realmc of France, and PharamoU 
The founder of this Law, and Female Barre. 

Yet their owne Authors faithfully affirmc, 

That the Land Salike is in Germanic, 

Betwccr.e the Flouds of Sala and of Elue: 

Where Charles the Great hailing fubdu’d the Saxons, 
There left behind and fettled certaine French: 

Who holding in dffdaine the German Women, 

For fomc difhoneft manners of their life, 

Eftablidit then ti ts Law; to wit,NoFemale 
Should be Inheritrix in Salike Land; 

Which Salike (as I faid)‘cwrxt Elueand Sala, 

Is at this day mGcrmanie,call’d Meifen. 

Then doth it well appeare, the Salike Law 
Was notdeuifed for the Realme of France: 

Nor did the French pofieflc the Saltke Land, 

Vntill foure hundred one and twentic yeeres 
Afcer deftmftion of King Pharamond, 

Idly fuppos’d the founder of this Law, 

Who died within the yeere of our Redemption, 
Foure hundred twentic fix: and Charles theGreat 
Subdu’d the Saxons,and did feat the French 
Beyond the Riuer Sala, in the yeere 
Eight hundred fuse. Bcfides,their Writers fay, 

King Pepin ,which depofed Childerike , 

Did as Heire Generali,being defeended 
Of Blithild ,which was Daughter to King Clothair, 
Make Clayme and Title to the Crowne of France* 
Hugh Capet alfo,who yfurpe the Crowne ^ 


The Life of Henry the Fift 


-T^hTDukeTf Loraine, foie Heire male 
■22S Line and Stock of Charles theGreat: 
GnA his Title with fomelbewes of truth, 

T u ?.h to P urc truth i£ was C ° rrUp C and ° aUght ’ 
Tb ° fv’d hdnfelfe as th’Heire to th’ Lady Ltngare, 

C ° nU hcer to Cb*rlm*ine i 'H hd was the Sonne 
J*°L«the Emperour.and Lewes the Sonne 
Ir Charles the Great: alfo King Lewes the Tenth, 
0 foie Heire to the Vlurper Capet, 




the Crowne of France/till fatisfied, 


That fa^e Qneene Ifabel, his Grandmother, 
r ineall of the Lady Ermengare, 

T c-hter to Charles the forcfald Duk c of I orame: 
DsU ° Marriage,the Lyneof Char.es theGreat 


vL re-vnited to the Crowne of France. 

Co that as clcare as is the Summers Sunne, 

Kina Tepias Title.and Hugh Capets Clayme, 

King hewes his fatisfaftton, all appeare 
To hold in Right and Title of the Female: 
to doe the Kings of France vnto this day. 

Howbeit,they would hold vp this Salique Law, 

To barre your Highneffe clayming from the Female, 

And rather chufe to hide them in a Net, 

Then amply to imbarre their crooked Titles, 

V’furut from you and your Progenitors. 
ji><r.May I with right and conference make this claim? 
Sif.Cant .The finne vpon my head,dread Soueraigne: 
For in the Booke of Numbers is it writ. 

When the man dyes, let the Inheritance 
Delcend vnto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 

Stand for your owne,vnwind your bloody Flagge, 

Looke back into your mightie Anceflors: 

Goe my dread Lord, to your great GrandfiresTombe, 
from whom you clayme; inuokc his Warlike Spirit, 
AndyourGreatVnckleSjfisfivWthe Black Prince, 

Who on the French ground play’d a Tragedic, 

Making defeat on the full Power of France: 

Whiles his mod mightie Father on a Hill 
Stood finding,to behold his Lyons Whelpe 
Forrage inblood of French Nobilitie. 
ONobleEnglifh.that could entertaine 
With halfe their Forces* the full pride of France, 

And let another halfe (land laughing by, 

All out of worke,and cold for a$ion. 

%fh. Awake remembrance of thefe valiant dead. 

And with your puiflant Arme renew their Feats; 

You are their Heire, you fit vpon their Throne: 

The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
RuminyourVetnes: and my thrice-puiflant Liege 
Is in the very May-Morne of his Youth, 

Ripe for Exploits and mightie Entcrprifes. 

Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of theEarth 
Doe all expe&,thac you fhould rowlc your felfe, 

As did the former Lyons of your Blood. (might; 

W?j?.They know your Grace hath caufe,and means,and 
So hath your Highnefic : neuer King of England 
had Nobles richer, and more loyall Subiedls, 

Whofe hearts haue left their bodyes here in England, 

And lye pauillion’d in the fields 6f France. 

Bifh.Can. O leciheirbodyes follow my dcare Liege 
With Bloods,and Sword and Firc.to win your Right: 
fnaydewhereof,weoftheSpiritualtie ii 

Will ray fe your Highneffe luch a mightit Summe, 

As neuer did theClergie at one time 
Bring in to any ofryour Anceflors. - i f c-'- 


King.Wc muft not onely arme t'inuade the French, 
3ut lay dovvne our proportions, to defend 
Againft the Scot,who will make roade vpon vs. 

With all aduantages. 

Bi(b.Can. They ofthofe Marches,gracious Soueraign, 
Shall be a Wall fufficient to defend 
Our in-land from the pilfering Borderers. 

King. We do not meane the courfing fnatchers onely. 
But fearc the mainc intendment of the Scot, 

Who hath been (till a giddy neighbour to vs; 

For you fhall reade,chat my great Grandfather 
Neuer went with his forces into France, 

But that the Scot,on his vnfurniflit Kingdome, 

Came pouring like the Tyde into a breach, 

Wich ample and brim fulneffe of his force. 

Galling the gleaned Land with hot Affaycs 
Girding with gtieuous ficge,Caftles and Townes s 
Th 2 t England being emptic of defence, 

Ha:hihooke and trembled atth’ill neighbourhood, 
B.Can .She hath bin the more fear’d the harm’d,my Liege: 
For heare her but cxampl’d by her felfe. 

When all her Cheualrie hath been in France, 

And fliee a mourning W T iddowofher Nobles, 

Shee hath her felfe not onely well defended, 

Bm. taken and impounded as a Stray, 

The K ng of Scots: whom fhcedid fend to France, 

To fill King Edwards fame with prifoner Kings, 

And make their Chronicle as ric h with prayfe. 

As is the Owle and bottomc of th ’ Sea 
With funken Wrack,and fum-}effeTreasuries. 

B/fh.Elv. But there’s a faying very old and true, 
Ifthatjou will France win, then with Scotland fir si begia « 
For once the Eagle (England) being in prey. 

To her vnguarded NelLthe Weazell (Scot j 
Comes fneaking,and fo lurks her Princely Egges, 
Playing the Moufe in abfence of the Cat, 

To tame and hauockemorethcn (lie can cate. 

Exet. It followcs theu, the Cat muft flay at home. 
Yet that ;s but a crufh’d necefsity. 

Since we haue lockes to fafrgard neccffaries. 

And pretty traps to catch the petty theeues. 

While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Th’aduifed head defends it felfe at home: 
ForGouernment, thoughhigh,and low,and lower. 

Put into part*,doth keepe in one confent, 

Congreeing in a full and natural dofe, 

LikeMuficke. 

Cant. Therefore doth heauen diuide 
The ftate of man in diuers fun&ions. 

Setting endeuour in continual motion: 

To which is fixed a* an aymeorbutt, 

Obedience: for fo worke the Hony Bees, 

Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 
The A& of Order to a peopled Kingdome* 

They haue a King,and Officers of forts, 

Where fomc like Magiftrates corre<ft at homes 
Others,like Merchants venterTrade abroad: 

Others,like Souldicrs atmed in their flings, 

Makeboote vpon the Summers Veluctbuddes: 

Which pillage,they with merry march bring home i 
ToiheTent-royaloftheirEmperor : 

Who bulled in his Maiefties furueyes 
The fiuging Mafons building roofes ofGold, 

The ciuil Citizens kneading vp the hony; 

Thepoore Mechanicke Porters,crowding in 
Their heauy burthens at his narrow gate: 

h * 
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ThefacLey’dluftice with his furly huramc. 

Delivering ore to Executors pale 
The lazie yawning Drone: I this inferre, 

That many things hauing full reference 
To one content, may worke contrarioufly. 

As many Arrowesloofed feuerall wayes 

Come to one marke : as many wayes meet in one towne. 

As many fre(h ftream cs meet in one fait fea; 

As many Lynes clofe in the Dials center: 

So may a thoufand actions once a foote. 

And in one purpofc, and be all well borne 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Diuide your happy England into fourc. 

Whereof, take you one quarter into France, 

And you withall fhall make all Gallia (hake. 

Ifwc with thrice fuch powers left at home. 

Cannot defend our owne doores from the dogger 
Let vs be worried, and our Nation lofc 
The nameofhardinefle and policic. 

King. Call in the Mefiengers fent from the Dolphin. 
Now arc we well refolu’d, and by Gods helpe 
And yours, the noble finewes of our power, 

France being ours, wee’l bend it to our Awe, 

Or breake it all to pceccs. Or there wee l fit, 

(Ruling inlarge and ample Emperic, 

Ore France, and all her (almoft) Kingly Dukedomcs) 

Or lay thefc bones in an vnworthy Vrnc, 

Tomblcffe, with no remembrance ouer them : 

Either our Hiftory fhall with full mouth 
Speake freely of our Afts, or clfe our graue 
Like T urkifh mute, (hall haue a todgueiefle mouth, 
Notworfliipt with a waxen Epitaph. 

Enter Ambaffaiors of France* 

Now are we well prepar'd to know the plcafurc 
Of our faire Cofin Dolphin : for vve heare. 

Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 

Amb ♦ May’c pleafe your Maicftie tc giue vs Iejue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge ; 

Or (hall we fparingly (hew you farre off 
The Dolphins meauing, and our Embafsie. 

King. We are no Tyrant, but aChriftianKing, 

Vnto whofe grace our pafsion is as fubiedi 
As is our wretches fettred in our prifons, 

Therefore with franke and with vncuibcd plainneffe. 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Amb . Thus than in few: 

Your Highneffe lately fending into France, 

Did claime fome certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
Of your great Predeceffor,King£^ir^thcthird. 

In anfwcr of which claime, the Prince our Matter 
Say es, t hat you fauour too much of your youth, 

And bids you be aduis’d : There’s nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne: 

You cannot reuell into Dukedomes there. 

He therefore fends you mceter for your fpirit 
This Tun of Treafure; and in lieu of this. 

Defires yeu jet the dukedomes that you claime 
Heare no more of you. This the Dolphin fpeakes. 

King . What Treafure Vncle? 

£xe. Tennis ballcs, my Liege. 

Kin f Wc are glad the Dolphin is fo plcafant with vs, 
HisPrefent, and your paincs we thanieyoufor : 

When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe Ballcs, * , 
We will in France (by Gods grace) play a fet, • r 

Shall ftrike his fathers Crowne into the hazard. n 

Tell him, he hath made a match wittvfuch a Wrangler, 
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That all the Courts of France will bcdifWkTT 
With Chaces. And we vnderftand him w e ft d 
How he comes o ic vs with our wilder dav ’ 

Not meafuring what vfe wc made ofthem ’ 

Wcneuer valew’d thispoorcfeateofEnela j 

And therefore liuing hence, did giue ourkif’ 

To barbarous licenfc r As :tis curr com m ™ ' 

That men are merneft, when they are from u 
But tell the Dolphin, I will keepe my 
Be like a King, and fhew my f a yi e ofGreatnp/r 
When I do rowfe me in my Throne ofFran UC> 
For that I haue layd by my Maicftie, CC * 

And plodded like a man for working da Vc , . 

But 1 will rife there with fo full a glorief * 

That I will dazle all the eyes ofFrancc * 

Yea ftrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs 
And tell the pleafant Prince, this Mocke of his 
Hath turn’d his ballcs to Gun-ftones, and hie c . 
Shall ftand fore charged, for the waftefull veno?' 
That fhall flye with them: for many a thoufanV 110 .? 
Shall this his Mocke, mocke out of their deer h W (! °* 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mock CalHe"!! ' 
And fome are yet vngotten and vnbotne, S d0 " 111 
That fhal haue caufc to curfe the Dolphins f corn . 

But this lyes all within the wil of God, 

To whom I do appeale, and in whofe name 
Tel you the Dolphin, I am comming on 
To venge me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightfull hand in a wel-hallow’d caufe. 

So get you hence in peace : And tell the Dolphin, 

His left will fauour but of fhallow wit. 

When thoufands weepe more then did laugh atit. 
Conuey them with fafe condu& Fare you well, 

Exeunt 

txe. This was a merry Meflage, 

King. Wc hope to make the Sender blufli at it: 

Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy howre, 

That may giue furth’rance to our Expedition: 

For wc haue now no thought in vs-but France, 

Saue thofe to God,that runne before our bufinelfe. 
Therefore let our proportions for thefe Warres 
Be foonc colle<ftcd,and all things thought vpon, 
That may with reafonablefwiftnefle adde 
More Feathers to our Wings: for God before, 
Wee’le chide this Dolphin at his fathers doore. 
Therefore let euery man now taskc his thought, 
That this faire A&ion may on foot be brought, Extm 

Flourish. Enter Chorus. 

Now all the Youth of England are on fire. 

And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobelyes; 

Now tbriue the Armorers, 3 nd Honors thought 
Reignes folely in the breaft of euery man. 

They fell thcPaflure now,to buy the Horfe; 
Following the Mirror of all ChriftianKings, 

With winged heeles,as Englifli Mercuries. 

For now fits Expedition in the Ayre, 

And hidesaSwordjfrom Hilts vnto thePointj 
With Crownes Imperiall, Crownes and Coronet!,, 
Promis’d to Harry, and his followers. 

The French aduis d by good intelligence 
Of this:tfjoft dreadful! preparation, 

Shake in their fearc,and wu;h pale Pollicy 
Seekepodwert rise Englifh purpofes. 

O England: MoHell tatty inward Greatnefie, 

1 Like little Body with a mightie Heart:* 
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men: 


Exit 


' -“hTftThou do, that honour would thee do, 

children kinde andnaturall: 

We r IhvTault France hath in thee found out, 

B ut ft of hollow bofomes, which he filles 
A ° e J treacherous Crownes, and three corrupted 
mh vL r d Earle of Cambridge, and the fecond 
0ne ’ T ord Scroove of C Mafham, and the third 
St* Gref Kn ; ght ^Northumberland, 

S L the Gilt of France (O guilt indeed) 

H jue , . 1 Confpiracy with fcarefull France, 
ffbV theit hands, this grace of Kings mull dye, 

W and Treafonhold their promiles, 

1 i «ke fliip for France ; and in Southampton. 
rJeer your patience on, and wee’l digeft 
rli’abule of diftance; force a play: 

JL fumme is paydc> ' he Traitors are agreed, 

I Sr is fet London, and the Scene 
r,now tranfported (Gentles) to Southampton,- 
Therei* the Play-houfe now, there mult you fit, 

And thence to France fhall we conucy you fafe, 

J*l br,n S yo» : Cbatmmg tb« .mrow ft,, 

To giue you gentle Paffe : for,{ wc may, 

We e’l not offend one ftomackc with our Play.! 

But till the King come forth.and not till then, 

Vnto Southampton do we (hift our Scene. 

Enter CorporaU Hym, and Lieutenant Hardolfc . 

'Bsr. Well met Corporall Nym. 

fym. Good morrow Lieutenant r Bardo/fe. 

Bar. What, are Ancient Pifioll and you friends yet ? 

pjjm. For my part, I care not :1 fay little: but when 
time lhall ferue, there fhall be fmiles, but that fhall be as 
itmay. I dare not fight, but I will winkeand holdcout 
mineyron : it is a fimple one, but what though? It will 
toftc Cheefe, and it will endure cold, as another mans 
(word will: and there’s an end. 

"Bar. I will beftow a breakfaft to make you friendes, 
and wee’l bee all three fworne brothers to France : Let’t 
be fo good Corporall Nym. 

A^w.Faiih, I will Hue fo long as I may .that’s the cer- 
taineofit: and when I cannot Hue any longer, I will doe 
asl may: That is my reft, that is the rendeuous of it. 

"Bar. It is ccrtaine Corporall, that he is ma ryed to. 
M Quickly, ar >d certainly fhc did you wrong, for you 
were troth-plight to her. 

Nym. I cannot tell, Things miift be as they may :men 
may flccpe, and they may haue their throats about them 
atthat time, and lomefay, kniues haue edges : It muff 
beas it may, though patience be a tyred name, yetfhee 
willplodde, there mud be Conciufions, well, I cannot 
tell. 

Enter Tifio'l, & Quickly. 

Bar. Hecre comes Ancient Piftotl and his wife: good 
Corporall be patient heere. How now mine Hoafte Pi~ 
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Fiji. Pilh for thee, Ifland dogge: thouprickeard cur 
oflfland. 

Hofi Good Corporall Nym Ihew thy vaIor,andput 
vpyourfword. 

Nym. Will you fhogge off? I would haue you folus. 
Ptjl. Solus, egregious dog ? O Viper vile; The folus 
in thy mg>ft meruailous face, the folus in thy teeth, and 
in thy throate, and in thy hatefull Lungs,yea in thy Maw 
perdy; and which is worfc, within thy naftie mouth. 1 
do retort the folus in thy bowels, for 1 can take, and Pi~ 
flols cocke is vp, and flaftiing fire will follow. 

Nym. I am not ‘Barbafon, you cannot conjure mee: I 
haue an humor to knockeyou indifferently well: Ifyou 
gro w fo wle with me Piftoll, I will fcoure you with my 
Rapier, as 1 may, in fayre tearmes. Ifyou would walke 
off, I would pricke your guts a little in good tearmes, as 
I may .and that’s thehumor ofit. 

Pi ft. O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight. 
The Graue doth gape, and doting death is nccre 
Therefore exhale. 

Bar. Heare me, heare me what I fay: Hce that ftrikes 
the firft ftroake, Ilerun him vp to the hilts,as I am a fol- 
dicr. 

Pift. An oath ofmickle might,and fury fhall abate. 
Giue me thy fift, thy fore-footc to me giue: Thy fpirites 
aremoft call. 

Nym. I will cut thy throate one time or other in faire 
tenues, that is the humor of it. 

Piftoll. Couple agorge, that is the word. Idefietheca- 
gaine.O hound of Crccc, think’ft thou my fpoufe to get ? 
No, to the fpittlc goe, and from the Poudring tub of in- 
famy, fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Crcjfids kinde, Doll 
Teare-Jbeete, fhc by rame, and herefpouie. I haue, and I 
will hold the Quondam Quickely for the onely fhee: and 
Pauca, there’s enough to go to. 

Enter the Bey. 

Boy. Mine Hoaft fiftoll, you rnuft come to my May- 
fter, and your HoftefferHe is very ficke,& would to bed. 
Good Bardolje , put thy face betweenehis fheets, and do 
the Office of a Warming-pan: Faith,he’s yery ilL 
Bard. Away you Rogue. 

Hoft. By my troth he’l yecld the Crow a pudding one 
of thefe dayes: the King has kild his heart. Good Huf- 
band come home prefently. Exit 

Bar. Come,fliall I make you two friends. Wcemuft 
to France together:why the diucl fhould we keep kniues 
to cut one anothers throats ? 

Pift. Let floods ore-fvvell, and fiends for food howle 


Ptft. BafeTyke, cal’ft thou mee Hofte, nowbythis 
land I fwearclfcornc the terme: nor fhall my Nel keep 
' odgers. 

Ho^.No by my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteene Gentlewomen that hue 
lonelily by the pricke of their Needles, but it will bee 
thought wc keepe a Bawdy-houfe ftraight. O welliday 
-ady.ifhe be not hewne now, we iliall Ice wilful adulte¬ 
ry and murthcr committed. 

Bar. Good Lieutenant,good Corporal offer nothing 
heere. Nym . piffi. 


on. 

Nym. YouTpay me the eight {Billings I won of you 

at Betting? 

Tift. Bafe is theSlaue that payes. 

Nym. That now I wil haue: that’s the humor ofit. 

Pift. As manhood fhal compound:pufh home. Draw 

Bard. Bythisfword, heethatmakes thefirft thruft, 
lie kill him : By this fword.I wil. 

Pi. Sword is an Oath,& Oaths muft haue their courfe 

Bar. Coporall Nym,Sc thou wilt be friends be frends, 
and thou wilt not, why then be enemies with me to:pre- 
theeputvp. 

Pift. A Noble fhatt thou haue, and prefent pay, and 
Liquor likcwife will I giue to thee, and friendlhippe 
fhall combyne, and brotherhood. Heliue by Nymmeftji 
Nymme (lull liue by me, is not this iuft? Fori (hal Sut¬ 
ler be vnto thofCampe, and profits will acctue.Giue mee 
thy hand. 

h 3 Nym. 


) 
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Nym. Ifli?llhauemy Noble? 

Pifi. In cafh, moft luftly payd. 

Nym. Well, then chat the humor of’e. 

Enter Hofieffe. 

Hofit As euer you come of women, comein quickly 
to fir lohn : A poore heart, hec is fo (hak’d of a burning 
quotidian Tertian, that it is moll lamentable to behold. 
Sweet men, come to him. 

Nym. The King hath run bad humors on the Knight, 
that’s the euen of it. 

Pifi. Nym, thou haft (poke the tight, his heart is fra¬ 
med and corroborate. 

Nym. The Kingis'agood'King, but it mufl bee as it 
may : he paflesfome humors, and carrcercs. 

Pifi. Let vs condole the Knight,for (Lambeldns)we 
willliue. , 

Enter Exeter, Bedford, & Weft wetland. 

’Bed Fore God his Grace is bold to truft thefe traitors 
Exe. They fhall be apprehended by and by. 
WefiHovt finooth and euen they do bear thcmfelues. 
As ifallegeance in their bofomes face 
Crowded with faith, and conftant loyalty. 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 

Ey interception, which they dreamc flot of! 

Exe: Nay,but the man that was his bedfellow, 
Whom he hath dull’d and cloy’d with gracious fauours; 
That he fhould for a forraigne purfc, fo fell 
His Soueraignes life todeachand treachery. 

Sound Trumpets. 

Enter the King, Scroope,Cambridge,and Cray. 

King. Now fits the winde faire, and we will aboord. 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kinde Lord of Trlajham, 
And you my gentie Knight, giue me your thoughts: 
Thinke you not that the powres we beare with vs 
Will cut their paflage through the force of France ? 
Doing the execution, and the a<5le, 

For which we haue in head aflcmbled them. 

Sero. No doubt my Liege.ifcach mando his beft.- 
King. I doubt not that, fince we are well perfwaded 
jWecarry notahearc with vsfrom hence, 
jThat growesnotinafaireconfcnt with ours: 

Nor leauc notone behinde, that doth not vvifh 
Succefle and Con quell to attend on vs. 

Corn. Neuer was Monarch better fca.r’4 and lou’d. 
Then isyour Maiefty; there’s not I thinke a fubieft 
at fits in heart-greefe and 1 vneafinefle 
Vnder thefweet fhadeefyour gouerrwncpt. 

Kni. Trite: thofe that were your Fathers enemies, 
Haue fteep’d their gauls in hcny.’and do ferueyou 
With hearts Create of duty, and ofzcalc. 

King. We therefore haue great caufe of thankfulnes. 
And fhall forget the office of our hand 
Sooner then quittance of defert and merit. 

According to the weight and wortbinefls, 

Sero. So feruiee fhall with fteeled finewes toyle, 
nd labour fhall refrefh it fclfe with hope 
!o do your Grace incefTaot feruiccs. 

■. Ktng. We Iudge nd lefle, Vnklc of Exeter, 

Tdarge the man conuni tted y efterday. 

That rayl’d againftour perfon: Weconfider 
It wasexcdfe.of Wine, that fet him on, * 

And on hisrriore.aduice, We pardon him, 

Sero. That’s mercy, br»t tOQ,much fecurity: 

Let him bd pohi ft)’.d Soueraigne, leaft example * 

Dreed (byTri sfufferance) more of fuch a kind. 

King. Oletvsyetbemercifull. , 
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Cam. So may your Highnd^^ v „ „ 

. f re J- Si ^y° u great mercy if y 0| f 1 

After the tafte of much corrcaion * ^ U g,Ue femjj, 
King. Alas, your too much l OUe an d ,, 

Ate heauy Orifons ’gainft this poore wre?u ° fo,e . 
If little fruits proceeding on difiemper h: 

Shall „ot be wink’d at, bow fhall We ft rcrr . 

W hen capicall crimes, chew’d, fwallow’d , °. Ure y* 
Appeare before ys ? Wce’l yet inlarge that d d Wc< 
Though Cambridge, Scroope , and Gray , 'l man > 
And tender preferuation of our perfon hcir ^ e crc Car 

Wold haue him pumfh’d. And now to our P 
Who are the late Commiffioncrs ? ' Fren «h% 

Cam. I one my Lord 
Your Highneflc bad me aske for it to dav 
Sero. So did you me my Liege, ^ 

Gray. And 1 my Royall Soueraigne 
King. Then Richard Earlt of Cambridge th 
There yours Lord ScroopeofC^afiam^uV^ 
Gray of Northumberland, this fame is y ours . ^ 
Rcade them, and know I know your worth;,. 

My Lord o five ft mer land, and Vnkle£ w l ^ 

We will aboord to night. WhyhownoTc , 

What lec y°« in thofe papers, that you l 00 fe CntIcnjtD? 

So much complexion? Looke ye how they chanp, 

I heir chcekes are paper. Why, what re a de Vft „ g f 
That haue lo cowarded and chac’d your bl 0 Jd ^ 
Out ofapparancc. 

Cam. I do confefle my fault, 

And do fubmit me to your Highneflc mercy, 

Gray. Sero. To which we aliappealc. 

Ktng. The mercy that was quicke in V3 but L 
By your ovyne counlailc is fuppreff and kill'd • ' ’ 
You muff not dare (for fhame) to taike of lne ! cy 
For your owue rcafons turtle into your bofom e /‘ 

As dogsvpon their maiffers, worrying you:' * 

See you my Piinces, apd my Noble Pceres 
Theie Engl iff, monftets; My Lord offimhidyth",. 
You Know how apt out lout* was, to accord * ’ 

To furniffi with all appertinents 
Belonging to his Honour j and this man, 

Hath for a few light Crownes, lightly confpir'd 
And iwome vnto the.prafUfes of France 
To kill vshee/.e in Haihptop. To the which. 

This Knight no leffe for bounty bound to Vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewife fworne. ButO, 
What {hail I fay to thee Lord Scraope,ihou ctutll, 
Jngratefull, fauagejandinhuaiane Creature?. 

Thou that d idfl beare the key of ail my compiles, 

That knew’ft the very.bpitome of my fouler, 

That (almoftj might’fl haue coyn’dme into Golde, 
Would’fl thou hauepradfiski on me,for thy vie? 

May it be pofsible, that fbrrajgne hycr 
Could out oftheeextraft one Iparkeofcuill 
That might annoy my finger ? 'Tis fo ftrange, 

That though the truth of it (lands off as grpfle 
As blacke and white, my-eye will lcarfely fee it. 
Treaion.and murther, euer kept together, 

As two yoake diueis fworne to eychcrs purpofe, 
Working fo groflely in an nacurall caufe, 

That admirarinn did not hoope at them. 

But thou (gainft all proportion) didft bring in 
Wonder to waite on rreafon, and on murther: 

And whatfoeucr cunning fiend it was 
That wrought vpon thee fo prepofteroufly, 

Hath got the voyce in hell for excellence 


Am 
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andother diueis-that fuggeft by treafons, 

Ho botch and bungle vp damnation, 
ttTth patches, colours, and with formes being fetcht 
alift’rinefcmblanccs of piety: 

£ be that temper’d thee, bad thee ftand vp, 
rue thee no inHance why thou fhouldft do treafon, 

V leffe to dub thee with the name of Traitor, 

TTchac ftmc Daemon that hath gull’d thee thus, 

A hol ,id with his Lyon - gate walke the whole world, 
u e mi°ht returnc to valbe Tartar backc, 

Jnd ‘ell the Legions, I can neuer win ‘' 

Afoulefo eafie as that Engliihmans. 

Oh how hart thou with icaloufie infe^ed 
Tbefweetneffe of affiance? Shew men dutiftlf, 
mbyfo didft thou : feeme they graucand learned ? 

W T hy fo didft thou. Come they of Noble Family ? 

Why fo didft thou.Seeme they religious ? 

\Vhv fo didft thou. Or are they {pare in diet, 
free from groffe pafsion, or of mirth, orangery 
Conftant in fpiric, not fwerumg with the blood, 

Garnifh’d and deck’d in modeft complement, 

Not working with the eye,without the C3re, 

And but in purged iudgement trufling neither. 

Such and fo finely boulced didft thoulecme: 

And thus thy fall hath left a kinde of b!or, 
y 0 ma ke thee full fraught man, and beft indued 
With feme fufpition, 1 will weepc for thee. 

For this reticle ofthinc, me thfnkes is, like 
Another fall of Man. Their faults arc open, 

Arreft them to the anfwcr of the La w,; 

And Godacquit them of their pra<Sifes* 

Exe . I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of 
Richard Earle of Cambridge . 

I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
Lord Scroope of iJH.rrJham, 

I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name ofThomas 
Grey , Knight of Nor thumb erUnd. 

Sero . Out purpofes, God iuftly hath difcoucr’d. 

And I repent my fault more then rr\y death. 

Which I bcfeech your Highneflc to forgiue 3 i 
Although my body pay the price of it. 

Cam . For me, the Gold of France did not feduce,? 
Although I did admit it as.vmotiue, 

The fooner to effeeft what I intended : 

But God be thanked for preuention, 

Which in fufferance heartily will reioyce, 

Befeeching God, and you, to pardon mec. 

Gray. Neiler did faithfull fubieil more rcioyce 
At the difeouery of moft dangerous Treafon, 

Then I do ar this honre ioy ore my felfe, 

Preuentcd from a damned enterpnze ; 

Myfau!c,but not my body,pardon Soueraigne. 

King. God quit yoirin his mercy: Hear your fentence 
You haue confpir’d againft Our Royall perfon, 

Ioyn’d with an enemy proclaim'd,and from his Coffers, 
Receytfd the Golden Eameft ofOur death: 

\Vherein you would haue fold your King to fhughtcr, 
HisPrinces, and his Peercs to feruitude,i 
HisSubie&sto opprefsion, and contempt^ 

Andhis whole Kingdome into defolation : 

Touching our perfon, feeke we no rcuenge. 

But we our Kingdomes fafety tuuft fo tender, 
Whoferuine-you fought, that to her Lawee 
^edodeliuer you. Get you therefore hence, 
jPoore mifcrable wretches)to your death: 
a he tafte whereof, God ofhis mercy giue 


Sait. 


You patience to indure, and true Repentance 
Of all your deare offences. Beare them hence. 

Now Lords for France: the enterprife whereof 
Shall be to you a* vs,like glorious. 

We doubt "not of a faire and luckie Warre, 

Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light 
This dangerous Trcafon,lurking in our way. 

To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now, 

But curry Rubbe is fmoothed on our way. 

Then forth,deare Countreymen : Let vs deliuer 
Our Puiflance into the hand ofGod* 

Putting it ftraight in expedition. 

Chearely to Sea,the fignes of Warre aduance, 

No King of England,if not King of France. Flcnrifh . 

Enter T'iflod^NimfBardoIfhfBoy^and Flofieffe . 

Hoftejfe. ’Pry thee honey fweet Husband,lec me bring 
thee to Staines. 

Piftoll. No: for my m3nly heart doth erne. ‘Bardolpbj 
be bly the: Nim, rowie thy vaunting Veines: Boy,briftle 
thy Courage vp : for Faljiajfe hee is dead, and wee muft 
erne therefore. 

'Bard. Would I were with him, wherefomere hee is, 
eytherin Hcauen,or in Hell. 

Hofieffe ; Nay fure,bee’s not in Hell: lice's in Arthurs 
Bofome,if euer man went to Arthurs Bofomc: a made a 
finer end,and went awav and it had beenc any Chriftonie 
Child: a parted eu’n iuft betweeneTwclue andOnejeifn 
at the turning o’ch’Tydc: for after I favv him fumble ‘with 
the Shcets,and play with Flowers,and fmile vpon his fin¬ 
gers end,I knew there was but one way: for his Nofe was 
as fharpe as a Pen,and a Table of grcenc fields. How now. 
Sir I&hn (quoth If) what man ? be a good chcare : ft>a 
cryed ou^God^od.God,three or foure times : now I, 
to comfort him, bid him a ftiould not thinke of God; I 
hop’d there \Vas no neede to trouble himfelfe with any 
fuch thoughts yet: fo a bad me hy more Clothes on his 
feet: 1 put my hand into the Bed,andfclc them,and they 
were as cold as any ftone : then I felt to his knees, arid fo 
vp-pecr‘d,and vp ward,and all was as cold as any flbncAr 1 

Nim . T hey fay he cryed out td Sack, 

Flofieffe . J ? thac a did. 

Bard. An d of Women. 

Hoftejfe. Nay,that a did not. 

Boy. Yes that a did, and faid they were Deules incar¬ 
nate, 

W'oman. A 


js v8 


ati 


• f , J 

could neuer abide Carnation, ’twas aCo- 
lourheiieueiTik’d. 

Boy. A faid once, the Deulc would bane.him about 
Women. 

Hofieffe. A did in fome fort(indeed)handle Women : 
but then hee Was rumanque, and talk’d of the Whore of 
Babylon. 

Boy. Doe you not remember a faw a Flea fticke vpoh- 
Bardolphs Nofe,and a faid it was a blacke Soule burning 
in Hell. 

Bard . Well,the fuell is gone that maintain’d that fire: 
that's all the Riches I got in his feruicc. 

Nim. Shall wee fhogg ? the King will be gone from 
Southampton. 

Pifi. Come,let’s away. My Loue,giue me thy Lippes: 
Looke to my Chattels, and my Mdueablcs^ Let Sc'nies 
rule :The world is,Pitch and pay: truft none: forOatbes 
are Strawes, mens Fauhs are Wafer-Cakes and hold-faft 
is the oncly Dogge: My Ducke, therefore Catteio. bee 
thy Counfailor, Goe, cleare thy Chryftalls. Yoke# 
fellowes in Aimes, let vs to France , like Hdffe- 
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leeches myBoycs,to fucke,to fuckc, the very blood to 
fucke. 

Boy. And that’s but vnwholefome food,they fay. 
Vifi. Touch nerfoft mouth,and march. 

Bard. FarwellHoftefle. 

Nirfc. I cannot kiffe, that is the humor of it: but 
adieu. 

Pift. Let Hufwiferie appeare: keepc clofe, I thee 
command. 

Hopefe. Far well: adieu. Exeunt 

Flourijb. 

Enter the French Kingyhe Dotphmfhe Dukes 
of Berry and Brit awe. 

JGzg.Thus comes the Englifh with full power vpon vs, 
And more then carefully it vs conccrnes. 

To anfwcr Royally in our defences# 

Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine, 

Of Brabant and of Orleance,fhall make forth. 

And you Prince Dolphin,with all fwift difpatch 
To lyne and new repayre our Townes ofWarrc 
With men of couragc,and with meanes defendant: 

For England his approaches makes as fierce, 

As Waters to the fucking of a Gulfe. 

It fits vs then to be as prouident, 

Asfearc may teach v$,out of late examples 
Left by the fatall and neglected English, 

Vpon our fields. 

Dolphin. My moft redoubted Father, 

It is moft meet wc arme vs ’gainft the Foe: 

For Peace it felfe fhould not fo dull a Kingdome, 
(Though War nor noknowne Quarrel were in queftion) 
But that Detence$,Mufters,Preparations, 

Should be maintain’d,aficmbled,and collected, 

As were a Warre in cxpe&ation. 

Therefore I fay/tis meet we all goc forth, 

To view the fick and feeble parts of France: 

And let vs doe it with no fhew of feare. 

No, with no more,then if we heard that England 
Were bufied with a Whitfon Morris-dance: 

For,my good Liege,(hee is fo idly King’d, 

Her Scepter fo phantaftically borne. 

By a vaine giddie (hallow humorous Youth, 

That feare attends her not. 

Const. O peace,Prince Dolphin, 

You are too muchmiftaken in this King : 

Queftion your Grace the late Embaffadors, 

With what great State he heard their Embaflie, 

How well fupply’d with Noble Counccllors, 

How modeft In exception ; and withall, 

How terrible in conftant rcfolution: 

And you (hall find,his Vanities fore-fpent. 

Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus , 

Couering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly ; 

As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thofe Roots 
That (hall firft fpring,and be moft delicate. 

Dolphin. Well/tis not fo,my Lord High Conftable. 
But though wethinke it fo,it is no matter: 

Jn cafes of dcfence/cis beft to weigh 
The Enemie more migbtie then he feemes. 

So the proportions of detence are fill’d: 

Which of a weake and niggardly proie&ion, 

Doth like a Mifer fpoyle his Coat,with fcanting 
A little Cloth* 

King. Thinke we King Harrj ftrong i 
And Prinecs,looke you ftrongly arme to meet him 
The Kindred of him hath bcenc flelht vpon vs: 
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And he is bred out of that bloodie fRame 
That haunted vs in our familiar Pathes: * 

WitnefTe our too much memorable lhame 
When Crefly Battell fatally was ftrucke * 

And all our Princes captiu’d.by the hand 
Of that black Name,E</»wJ,black Print. 

Wh.les thjt his Mountaine Sire,on Mountai?^ 
Vp in the Ayre.crown’d with the Golden “"S 

Saw his Heroicall Secd,and foul'd to fee hi ^ 
Mangle the Worke of Nature,and deface ^ 

The Patternes,that by God and by Frensh c l 
H ad twentie yceres been made. This i s a c, ers 

Of that Vi&orious Stock: and let vs fe 3re ' em 
The Natiue mightineffe and fate of him. 

Enter 4 UWeJfcnger. 

CMeff. Embafladors from Harry Kir.p of F i 
Doe craue admittance to your Maieftjef ° 

King. Weclc giue them prefent audience 
Goc,and bring them. * 

You fee this Chafe is hotly followed friends 
. D^WTumchead and B»pp„ r 6, iKforc ; 

Moft ipend their mouths,whe what they f cem rn a ?l 
Runs tarre before them. Good my Soiieraio, le UCa “ 
Takevp theEnglilhaaort.and let them know 
Ot what a Monarchic you are the Head: 

Sclfe- loue.my Liege,is not fo vile a finne, 

As fclfc-negle£ting. 

Enter Exeter. 

King. From our Brother of England ? 

Exe. From him,and thus he greets your Maieftie* 
He wills you in the Name of God Almightie 
That you deueft your felfe.and lay apart * 

The borrowed Glories,that by gift of Heaucn 
By Law of Nature,and of Nations.longs 
To him and to his Hcires, namely the Crowne 
Andallwide-ftrctchcd Honors, that pertaine ’ 

By Cuftome.and the Ordinance of Times, 

Vino theCrowne of France: that you may know 
Tis no fin : fter,nor no awk-ward Clayme, 

Pickt from the worme-holes of long-vanilhtdaycs, 
Nor from the duft of old Obliuion rakt, 

He fends you this moft memorable Lyne, 

In euery Branch truly demonftratiue; 

Willing you ouer-looke this Pedigree: 

And when you find him cucnly denu’d 
From his moft fam'd,of famous Anccftors, 

Edward the third; he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome,indiredHy held 
From him.thc Natiue and true Challenger. 

King. Orelfewhacfollowes? 

Exe. 31oody conftraint: for if you hide the Crowne 
Euen in your hearts,there will hcrakeforit. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeft is he comming, 

In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a hue: 

That if requiring faile,hc will compell. 

And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 

Dcliuer vp the Crowne,and to take mercie 
On the poorc Soules,for whom this hungry Warre 
Opens his vaftie Iawes.-and on your head 

Turning the WiddowesTeares, the Orphans Cryes, 
The dead-mens Blood,the priuy Maidens Groancs, 
For Hu?bands,Fathers,and betrothed Louers, 

That ftiall be fwallowed in this Controuerfie. 

This is his Clayme.his Threatning,and my Meflage i 
VnleCTe the Dolphin be in prefence here} 

To whom expreffely I bring greeting to. 

King For 


t ,r For vs, we will confider of this further: 
To m 'orrow (liallyou beare our full intent 
T -Brother of England. 
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Back 


to our 


T)M- For the Dolphin, 
t ft,nd here for him: what to him from England ? 

Exe. Scorne and defiance, Height regard,contempt, 

. „ j any thing that may not mif-become 
miphtie Sender, doth he prize you at. 

Sat *y King:and if your Fathers Highneffc 
I” n ot,in graunt of all demands at large, 
weeten £ he bitter Mock youfent his Maieftie; 
u t>le call you to fo hot an Anfwcr of ir, 

JLcaues and Wombie Vaultages of France 
J,; U chide your Trcfpas,and rcturne your Mock 
lnftcond Accent of his Ordinance. 

1 Q 0 ipb. S?v: if my Father render faire returnc, 

It „agsinftmy will: fori defire 

Mothiiv’ but Oddes with England. 

fothacend,asmatching to his Youth and Vanitie, 

r did prelent him with the Paris-Balls. 

gxc, Hee’le make your Paris LouerfnaVe (or it, 

^ erc it the Miftrefle Court of mightic Europe: 

An d be affur’d,you’lc find a diff’rence, 
we his Subietls haue in wonder found, 

Berweene the promife of his greener dayes, 

And thefe he matters now: now he wcigbcsTime 
Euen tothevtmoftGraine: that you lhall reade 
Jnyourowne Lottes,if he ftay in France. 

'King- To morrow lhall you know our mind at full. 

Elottrifh, 

Exe. Difpatch vs with all fpeed, leaft that our King 
Come here himfelfe to queftion our delay; 

For he is footed in this Land already. 

King. You lhalbe foone difpatchr,with faire conditions. 
A Night is but fmall breathe,and little paw fe, 

Toaufwer matters of this confequence. Exeunt. 


(tAUus Sccundus . 


Flourifh. Enter Chorus. 

Thus with imagin’d wing our i wife Scene fives, 

In motion of no leffccelcritie then that of Thought. 

Suppofe, that you haue feenc 

The well-appointed King at Douer Peer, 

Embarke his Royaltic: and his braue Fleet, 

With filken Streamers,the young Phebtts fayning; 

Play with your Fancies: and in them behold, 

Vpon the Hempen Tackle,Ship-boyes climbing; 
Heare the Thrill Whiffle, which doth order giue 
To founds confus'd : behold thethreaden Sayles, 
Borne with th’inuifible *nd creeping Wind, 

Draw the huge Bottomes through the furrowed Sea, 
Brefting the lofcie Surge. 0,doc but thinke 
You ftand vpon the Riuage.and behold 
A Citie on th’inconftant Billowes dauncing: 

For fo appeares this Fleet Maiefticall, 

Holding due courfe to Harflew. Follow, follow: 
Grapple your minds to fternage of this Nauie, 

And lcauc your England as dead Mid-night, ftill, 
Guarded with Grandfircs,Babycs,and old Women, 
Eyther paft,or not arriu’d to pyth and puifiance; 

For who is hc,whofe Chin is but cnricht 


WithoneappeaHng Hayre,that will not follow 
Thefe cull’d and choyfe-drawne Caualiers to France? 
Worke, workeyour Thoughts,and therein fee a Siege: 
Behold the Ordenancc on their Carriages, 

With fatall mouthes gaping on girded Harflew. 

Suppofe th’Embaflador from the French comes back: 
Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him 
Katherine his Daughter,and with her to Dowrie, 

Some petty and vnprofitablc Dukedomes. 

The offer likes not: and the nimble Gunner 
With Lynftock now the diuelliih Cannon touches, 
jilat um Y and Chambersgoe of. 

And dovvne goes all before them. Still be kind, 

And eech out our performance with your mind. Exit . 

Enter the King , Exeter , Bedford, and Glottceflet . 
Alarum: Scaling Ladders at Harflew . 

King. Once more vnto the Breach, 

Deare friends,once more; 

Or clofe the Wall vp with our Englifli dead : 

In Peacejthere’s nothing fo becomes a man, 

As modeft ftillneflc,and humilitie: 

But when the blaft of Warre blowcs in our earcs* 

Then imitate the atftion of the Tygcr: 

Stiffen the finewes,commune vp the blood, 

Difguife faire Nature with bard-fauour’d Rage: 

Then lend the Eye a terrible afpeft : 

Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 

Like the Brafle Cannon: kt the Brow o’rewhelme ic> 

As fearcfully,as doth a galled Rocke 
O’re-hangand iutty his confounded Bale, * 

Swill'd with the wild and waflfull Ocean. 

Now fet the Teeth,and ftretch the Nofthrill wide. 

Hold hard the Brcath,and bend vp euery Spirit 
To his full height. On,on,you Nobhfh Englifh, 

Whofe blood is fet from Fathers of Warre-proofe: 
Fathers^hat like fomany Alexanders , 

Haue in thefe parts from Morne till Euen fought. 

And fheath’d their Swords,for lack of argument. 
Difhonournot your Mothers: nowatteft. 

That thofe whom you call’d Fathers,did beget you. 

Be Coppy now to me of grofler blood. 

And teach them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen, 
Whofe Lyms were made in England; (hew vs here 
The mettcll of your Pafture: let vs fweare, 

That you arc worth your breeding; which I doubt not 
For there is none of you fo meanc and bale, 

That hath not Noble liifter in your eyes. 

I fee you ftand like Grey-hounds in the flips, 

Straying vpon the Start. The Game's afoot: 

Follow your Spirit; and vpon this Charge* 

Cry,God for Harry , England,and S .George% 

Alarum , and Chambers goe of . 

Enter Nim^Bardolph y Pifloll>and Boy . 

Bard. On, 00 , 011 , 0 ^ 00,10 the breach,to the breach. 
Nim. Tray thccCorporall ftay, the Knocks are too 
hot: and for mine ownepartJhauenotaCafcof Liues: 
the humor of it is too hot, that is the very plainc-Song 
of it. 

Ttfi. The plaine-Song is moft iuft: for humors doe a- 
bound: Knocks goc and come: Gods Vaffals drop and 
dye: and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field,doth winne 
immortall fame. 

Boy. Would I were in an Ale-houfe in London, I 
would giue all my fame for a Pot of Ale,and fafetie. 

Vift.And 
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Pift. And I: If willies would preuayle with me, my 
purpoie fiiould not fayle with me: but thither would I 
high. 

*Boy. As duly, but not a$ truly, as Bird doth fingon 
bough. 

Enter Flue Hen, 

Tiu. Vp to the breach, you Dogges ; auaunt you 
Cullions. 0 

Ptft. Be mercifull great Duke to men of Mould : a- 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage ; abate thy Rage, 
great Duke. Good Bawcock bate thy Rage; vfe lenitie 
fweet Chuck. 

Nirn. Thefc be good humors: your Honor wins bad 
humors. Exit. 

'Bey. As young as I am , I hatie cbferu'd thefe three 
S wafhers: I am Boy to them all three,but all they three, 
though they would ferue me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three fuch Antiques doe not amount to a man: 
for Bardolph, hee is whitc-liuer’d, and red.fac’d ; by the 
meanes whereof,a faces it out,but fights not: for Pifloll , 
hee hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the 
meanes whereof, a breakes Words , and keepes whole 
Weapons : for Nim, hcc hath heard, that men of few 
Words are the beft men,and therefore hee fcornes to fav 
his Prayers, left a fhould be thought a Coward but his 
few bad Words are matcht with as few good Deeds; for 
a neuer broke any mans Head but his ownc, and that was 
againft a Port,when he was drunke. They will ftealcany 
thing, and call it Purchafc, Bardolph ftole a Lute-cafe, 
bore it twclue Leagues, and fold it for three halfepcnce. 
Nim and Bardo/ph are fwornc Brothers in filching : and 
in Callice they ftole a firc-fliouell. I knew by that peece 
of Seru’ce, the men would carry Coales. They would 
haue me as familiar with mens Pockets, as their Clones 
or their Hand-kerchers : which makes ranch againft my 
Manhood, if I fhould take from anothers Pocket, to put 
into mine ; for it is plaine pockerting vp of Wrongs. 
I muft leaucthem,and feckc fome better Scruice: their 
Villany goes againft my wcake ftomackc, and therefore 
Imuftcaftitvp. Exit. 

Enter Gower. 

Gower, Captaine Fluellen, you muft come prcfently to 
the Mynes; the Duke of Glouccftcr would lpcake with 
you. 

Flu. To the Mynes ? Tell you the Duke, it not fo 
good to come to the Mynes: for looke you, the Mynes 
is not according to the difciplincs of the Warre;the con- 
cauities of it is not fuflficicnt: for looke you, th’athuer- 
faric,you may difeufle vnto the Duke, looke you, is cigt 
himfelfe fourc yard vnder the Countermines: by Chefhu , 

I thinke a will plowe vp all, if there is not better directi¬ 
ons. 

Gower . The Duke of Gloucefter, to whom the Order 
of the Siege is giuen, is altogether directed by an lrifh 
man, a very v aliant Gentleman yfaith. 

Welch. It is Captaine Mahynorrice, is it not ? 

Gower. I thinke it be. 

Welch: By Chefhtt he is an Afie, as in the World, I will 
verifie as much in his Beard : he ha’s no more directions 
in the true difciplincs of the Warrcs, looke you, of the 
Roman difciplines,then is a Puppy-dog. 

Enter Makmorrice^and Captaine lAmy. 

Gower. Here a comes,and the Scots Captainc,Captaine 
lamyynxth him. 

Vetch. Captaine Iamy is a maruellous falorous Gcn- 
t!enaan,chat is certain,and of great expedition and know- 
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ledge in th’aunchiant WarreTvnonT^ ~r~- 
ledge of his direftions : by Cbcfktt « 

Argument as well as any Militarie man in T 'i ntai «ebi 
the difciplincs of the Priftine Wanes of th ^ ^ 0rl(i i 
1 fay gudday,Captaine F/helJ ^ 

laZT' G ° ddCnt ° y° Ur Woi %; g ood Ca 


'Ptain, 




Gower. How new Captaine Mackjn.rrice v 
quit the Mynes? haue the Pioners giuen ^ 

lrifh. By Chrifh Law tifli ill done • th^w 
giue ouer, the Trompct found the Retreit R V ° rkt 

} f ™ carc > and m y fathers Soule, the Worke id mi ? J| 
it ifh giue ouer : I would haue blowed vn tl t ° Dt 
fo Chrifh fauemelaWjin anhourc. Otifli iiu , Wnt 
done: by my Hand tifh ill done. a ° ne >tiflii 

Welch. Captaine Mackmorricc, I befeech 
will you voutfafe me, looke you, a few difput J° U n ° w 
you, as partly touching or concerning the difri?"' 1 
the Warre.the Roman Warrcs, in the way of 7^ 0 
looke you,and friendly communication: partlv! 8 ?*?* 
my Opinion,and partly for the fatisfaflion look! ‘ a ‘ lsS 
my Mind : as touching thediredion of the Mil; 
cipline,that is the Point. carie dil 

^ It fall be vary gud,gud feith,gud Cap, ens U 

lrifh. It is no time to difeourfe, fo Chrifli fane 
the day is hot, and the Weather.and the Wanes anil 
King,and the Dukes: it is no time to difeourfe th c T, 
is befeech’d : and the Trumpet call vs to the breech 1 
wctnlke and be Chrifh do nothing, tis ftiamc forvsaJI 

foGod fa me c.s flume to Band ftill, ,t is lh ame b Vni 
hand: and there is ) hroats to be cut, and Workestob 
dor.e.and there ifh nothing dcne,fo Chrift ia'me 1> W 

Scot. By the Mcs, ere theife eyes of mine taketbem 
felues.to flomber, ayle de gud feruice, or J| e 
grund h i it ■ ay or goc to death: and lie pay'tasvalo 
roufly as i may, that fal I fuerly do. that is the breffara 
the long: rnary, I wad full fainc heard fome queftioi 
tween you tway. * 

Welch. Captaine C JMackmorrice, I thinke, looke you, 
vnJcr your correction, there is not many of your Na^ 
tion. 

Trip?, Of my Nation ? What i(h ray Nation? Ifii a 
Villaine, and a Bafterd.and a Knaue, and a Rafcall. What 
ifhmv Nation? Who talkes of my Nation? 

Welch, Looke you, if you take the matter other wife 
then is meant, Captaine tJMackmorrice } peraduenture I 
fliall thinke you doe not vfeme with that affabilities in 
diferetion you ought to vie rae,looke you, being as good 
a man as youi fclfe, both in the difciplincs of Warrc, and 
in the deriuation of my Birth > and in other particular 
rities. 

lrifh. I doe not know you fo good a man as my fclfe; 
fo Chrifh fauc me,I will cue off your Head. 

Gower. Gentlemen both,you will miftakc each other, 

Scot. Achat's a foulc faulc. A Peril). 

Gower. The Towne founds a Parley. 

Welch . Captaine c Mackrnorrtce y when there is more 
better oportunitie to be required, looke you, I will be 
fo bold as to tell you, I know the difciplines ot Warrc; 
and there is an end. Exit . 

Enter the Kipg and aU his Traine before the Cates. 
King. How yet rcfolues theGouernour of theTownc? 
This is the latcft Parle wc will admit: 

There- 
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k-Z- to our beft mercy glue your felues, 

Th , men crowd of deflruaion, 
n Kswour word: for as lam a Souldier 
1 that in my thoughts becomes me bed j 

Win the batfric once againe 

1 n leaue the halfe-atchieued Harflew, 
heraftes fl^e lye buryed. 

Ill Gates of Mercy fliall be all fliuc vp, 

flefli’d Souldier, rough and hard of heart, 

* n ,.. r t ie of bloody nand,fliall raunge 

Confcience wide as Heli,mo wing like GrafTe 
v rfrcfli faire Virgins.and your flowring Intants. 

«Lc is it then to me,if impious Warrc, 
yjLa in flames like to the Prince of Fiends, 
n f Vwith his fmyrcht complexion all fell feats, 

Enlynckt to wad and defojatibn ? 

What is’t to me, when you your felues arc caufc, 

J„I ur pure Maydcns fall into the hand 

Of hot and forcing Violation? 

(ivhatReync can hold licentious Wickednefle, 
VVhendowne the Hill he holds his fierce Carricrc? 

1 ro3 y as boctlefle fpend our vaine Command 
V P on th’enraged Souldiers in their fpoyle, 

As fend Precepts to the LtHiathan, to come afiiore. 
Therefore, you men of Harflew, 

Takcpitty of your Townc and of your People, 

Whiles yet my Souldiers arc in my Command, 

Whiles yet the code and temperate Wind ot Grace 
0 ’re-blowes the filthy and contagious Clouds 
Ofheadly Murther,Spoyle,and Villany. 

not: why in a moment looke to fee 
The blind and bloody Souldier,with toule band 
Defire the Locks of your flirill-fhriking Daughters: 
your Fathers taken by thefiluer Beards, 

And their mod reuerend Heads daflu to the Walls: 
Yournaked Infants fpitted vpon Pykes, 

Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howlea confus’d. 
Doe breake the Cloudsjas did the Wiues of lewry, 

At Herois bloody-hunting flaughtcr-mcn. 

What fay you? Willyouyccld,and this auoyd? 

Orguiltie in dcfcnce,be thus deflroy’d. 

Enter Gonerncur. 

Goner. Our expeftarion hath this day an end : 
TheDolphin,whomof Succours we entreated, 

Returnes vs,that his Powers are yet not ready, 

Torayfe fo great a Siege: Therefore great King, 
Weyceld our Townc and Liues to thy foft Mercy: 

Enter our Gates,difpofe of vs and ours, 

For we no longer are defenfible. 

King. Open your Gates: Come Vnckle Exeter , 
Goeyou and enter Harflew; there remaine, 

And fortifie it ftrongly ’gainft the French: 

Vfe mercy to them all for vs,deare Vnckle. 

The Winter commingon^nd Sickncfle growing 
Vpon our Souldiers,we will retyre to Calis, 

Tonight in Harflew will wc be your Gueft, 

To morrow for the March are wc addreft. 

Flounfhy and enter the Towne. 

Enter Katherine and an eld Gentlewoman. 

Kathe. Alice 9 tu as efie en Angleterregr tu Inen parL 
le Language. 

Alice. En pen Madame. 

K*tb. Ie teprie menfigmex^il faut qtte ie apprend a pat 
leu: Comient appetlc votu le maw en Anglois <* 

Ahce. Le main it & appelle de Hand, 


vthetitt. 




Kath. Tie Hand. 

Alice . Eledoyts . 

Kat. Le dcyts 9 mafiy le oublie.e doyt mays.ie nefotumeray 
ledoyts te penfe qutls ont appelle de fingresy oh de fingres. 

Alice . Le main de Handfe doyts le Fingresfe penfe qne ie 
fuu le bon efeholier. 

Kath. Faygaynie diux mots d y Anglois viftementfoment 
appelle vouele onglesl 

Alice. Le onglcsfes appellons de Nayles. 

Kath. De Nayles efcotite: ditesmoy.fi te parlebien: de 
Hand , de Fingres } e de Nayles. 

Alice. C'eft bien ditt Madame f l &fort bon Anglois. 

Kath. DitesmoyV Anglois pour le bras. 

Alice. De Arme> Madame. 

Kath. Edecoudee. 

Alice. D y Elbow. 

Kath. D Elbow: lc men fay le repiticio de touts les mots 
que vons maves^apprins des aprefent. 

Alice. II & trop difficile Madame fomme 11penfe. 

Kath . Exeufe moy tsflice efconte, d'Hand> de Fingre } de 
Nayles , a Arm a y deBilbow. 

Alice . D'£lbow> Madame, 

Kath. O Seigneur Dienfie men cublie d*Slbowfoment ap - 

peUe votes lc col. 

Alice . DcNick^*Madame. 

Kath. De Nick^ } e Ie menton. 

Alice. De Chin. 

Kath. De Sin : le col de Nicle menton de Sin. 

Alice . Ouy . Saufvoflre honneur en verite vow pronoun- 
ties les mots aufi droid , que le Natifs d'Angletcrre. 

KAth. Ie ne doutc point d'apprendre par de grace de Diets y 
(fr en psu de temps • 

Alice. H’aue vosy defia. oublie ce que ie vow a enflgnie. 

Kath. Nome ie reciter a a vow promptement y d'Hand> de 

Fingre, de May lees. 

Alice. De Nayles, Madame. 

Kath. De Nayles,deArme y de Ilbowl 

c A lice. Sans vofire h o new d ’ Elbow . 

Kath. Ainfide ie d'Elbow.de Nick^ y & de Sin: coment ap¬ 
pelle vow les pied & de rob a. 

Alice. Le Foot Madamele Count. 

Kath. Le Foot y & le Count: O Seignieur Diets, tl font le 
mots de fon mauvals corruptible groffe & iwpudtque. & non 
pour le Dames de Honeur d'vfer : le ne voudraypromunceY ce 
mots deuant lc Seigneurs de France , pour toute le monde y fo le 
Foot (fr le Count, neant moy s fie reciter a vn autrefoys ma lecon 
enfembe , dl Handy de Fingre , de Nayles , <L Arme 9 dlElbow> de 
Nicks de Sin, de Foot , le Count. 

Alice. Excellent^ Madame. 

Kath. Cefi ajfes pour vnefoyesflons nous a diner. 

Exit. 


Enter the King of France, the Dolphin , the 
(fonflable of France fnd others. 

King. Tis certainc he hath paft the RiuerSome. 

Conft. And if he be not fought withall,my Lord, 

Let vs not liue in France: let vs quit all. 

And giue our Vineyards to a barbarous People* 

Do/ph. O Dieu v iv ant: Shall a few Sprayes of vs. 

The emptying of our Fathers Luxuric, 

OurSyens,put in wilde and fauage Stock, 

Spirt vp fo fuddenly into the Clouds, 

And ouer-looke their Grafters^ 

Brit. Normans,but baftard NormanSjNorman baftards: 
Ttfort dumaviefxf they march along 
Vnfought withall,but I will fell my Dukedomc, 
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To buy a flobbry and a durtie Farmc 
In chat nooke-fhotcen lie of Albion. 

Conjl. TDieu de Battatles,vt\\tt^ haue they this mettell ? 
Is not their Clyraate foggy.raw^nd dull? 

On whoni,as in deipight.the Sunne Iookes pale. 

Killing their Fruit with frownes. Can fodden Water, 

A Drench for fur-reyn’d lades,their Early broth, 

Deco6t their cold blood to fuch valiant heat ? 

And (hall our quick blood,fpiritcd with Wine, 

Sceme froftie i 0,for honor of our Land, 

Let vs not hang like roping Iiyckles 
Vpon our Houics Thatch,whiles a more froftie People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich fields: 

Poore we call them,in their Natiue Lords. 

* Dolphin . By Faith and Honor, 

Our Madame* mock at vs,and plainely fay, 

Our Mettell is bred out, and they will giue 
Their bodyes to the Luft of Englifh Youth, 
Tonew-ftore France with Baftard Warriors. 

Brit. They bid vs to the Englifh Dancing-Schooles, 
And teach Latiolta s high,and fwitc Carr auto's. 

Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heelcs, 

And that we are mod loftic Run-awayes. 

King. Where is Montioy the HeraldPl'peed him hence, 
Let him greet England with our ftiarpe defiance. 
VpPrinccs,at)d with fpirit of Honor edged, 

More fharper then your Swords,high to the field: 
Charles Delabretl), High Conftable of France, 

You Dukes of Orleance ,B urbon ,iaCi of Berry, 
tsflanfon,Brabant,Bar,md Bur gome, 

Iaquet ChattiHion, Rambures, Vandemont, 

Beumont, Cjrand Free, Roteffi, and Faulconbridge ; 
hoys, Lefir ale, Bouci<jUaU,md Charalyes, 

High Dukes,great Princes,Barons,Lords,and Kings; 

For your great Seats,now quit you of great flumes: 
Barre Harry England,that l\vecpes through our Land 
With Penons painted in the blood of Harflew: 

Rufli on hisHoaft,as doth the melted Snow 
Vpon the Valleycs.whofc lowVaffall Sear, 

The Alpes doth fpit,and void his rhewme vpon. 

Goc downc vpon him,you haue Power enough. 

And in a Captiuc Chariot, into Roan 
Bring himourPrifoner. 

Court. This becomes the Great. 

Sorry am I his numbers arc fo few. 

His Souldicrs fick,and famiftit intheirMarch: 

Fori amfure,whenhe fhail fee our Army, 

Hee’lc drop his heart into the finck of feare. 

And for atchieucment,offer vs his Ranfome. 

King. Therefore Lord Conftable,haft on Montioy, 

1 And let him fay to England,that we fend, 

To know what willing Ranfome he will giue. 

Prince Dolphin, you fliali ftay with vs in Roan. 

Dolph. Not fo,f doc befeech your Maieftic. 

King. Be patient,for you fliall remaine with vs. 

Now forth Lord Conftable,and Princes all, 

And quickly bring vs word of Englands fall. Exeunt. 

Enter faptaines, Englif!) and Welch, Cj enter 
and Flue lien. 

Cower. How now Capcaine Ilue!le»,comc you from 
the Bridge? 

Flu. I affure you,there is very excellent Seruiccs com¬ 
mitted at the Bridge. 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Aga- 
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memnon and a man thaTlb^^]^—- 7 -^ 
and my heart, and my dutie, and m v li„? 
and my vttermoft power. He is f 

bleffed, any hurt in the World, but wf pr ¥<, 
moft valiantly,with excellent difcipljr* n the Brid, 
chient Lieutenant there at the Pridge I *thi t issn »i 
conscience hee is as valiant a man as^" k j m »yv ei , 
hee is a man of no cftimation in the World f *S,fc 
him doe as gallant feruice. didf^ 

Cower. What doe you call him? 

Fla. Hee is call’d aunchient Ttfioll. 

Gower. 1 know him nor. 

Enter Pifioll. 

Flu. Here is the man. 

taJSSS.*" * f »»** 

hiftd .'. 1 P ' ayf ' G< ’ d,a "'‘ 1 

Pifl. Bardolph, a Souldierfirme and found n 
and of buxome valour, hath by cruell Far j hfJtl 
Fortunes furious fickle Wheele.that GoddrS ^ 
ftands vpon the rolling lcftleffe Stone. lnd A 

Flu. By your patience, aunchient FiftoB . p A 
painted blinds, with a Muffler afore his ev« 
to you, that Fortune is blinder and (heei, 
wh K .c, t ofig„ iSe ,» 

it, thatftiee is turning and inconftant andm,,. u 0 
and variation: and her foot, looke yoVis 
SpUcMcon Stone, which rowlee^d Lta£ft 
in good truth,the Poet makes a mo ft excellent defat 
onot it; Fortune is an excellent Moral!, P 

Pifi. Fortune is Bardolphs foe, and frownes M v 
for he hath ftolne a Pax,and hanged muft a be • adii"! 
denth: let Cello.,,. g,pe fottfogge.^ ft 
and let not Hempe his Wind-pipe futf5'cateibut£nl 

hath giucn thedoome of death, forP ax of little price 
7 hereforc goe fpeake, the Duke will hcare thyvovcf 
and let not Bardolphs vitall thred bee cut with edge of 
Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speak.e Captainefor 
his Lifc,and I will thee requite, 

Fla. Aunchient Tifioll, I doe partly vnderflandrai 
meaning. 1 

Pifi. Why then reioycc therefore. 

Flu. Certainly Aunchient, it is not a thingto reioyte 
at: for if,looke you,he were my Brother, 1 woulddefm 
the Duke to vie his good pleafure, and put him to execu¬ 
tion ; for difeiplinc ought to be vied. 

Pft. Dye,and be darn’d,and Figo for thy friendibip. 

Flu. It is well. 

Pifi. The Figge of Spaine, Exit, 

Flu. Very good. 

Gower. Why, this is an arrant counterfeitRafcall,I 
remember him now: a Bawd,aCut-purfe. 

Fla. lie affure you, a vct’rcd as praue words at tit 
Pridge,as you (hall fee in a Summers day : but it is very 
well: what he ha’s fpoketo me,that is well I warrant you, 
when time is ferue. 

Gower. Why Vis a Gull,a Foole,a Rogue,that no wind 
then goes to the Warres, to grace himfclfe at hisreturcc 
into London, vnder the forme of a Souldier: and filth 
fellowes are perfit in the Great Commanders Names, and 
they will learne you by rote where Seruiccs were done; 
at fuch and fuch a Sconce,at fuch a Breach,at fuch a Con- 
uoy : who came off brauely, who was (hot, who dil- 
grac’d,what termes the Enemy flood on: and this they 
conne perfidy inthephrafeof Warre; which they trick 


|| 


801 101 901 SOL MU £01 201 L0L 001 66 06 26 96 S6 W £6 26 







. 


111111111111111111 111 111111111 11111 1 1 

98 f8 £8 28 18 08 62 82 LL 92 92 U U IL U 02 69 89 29 99 99 » 

1 1 1 1 1 | 1 | 1 1 1 | 1 | 1 1 1 1 1 

9 £9 29 19 09 69 99 29 99 99 K 



The Life of Henry the Fife. 


St 


•.K new-tuned Oathes: and what a Beard of the Ge- 
an d a horride Sute of the Campc,will doc a- 
o« ,U, r“ j’ Bottles, and Alc-waflit Wits, is wonder- 
nio n § .u^iohton: but you muft learne to know iuch 
Jfdersof the 8 age, orclleyou may bcmaruellouflymi- 

fi°° ; ke * r , c [[you what,Captaine Gower : I doeperceiue 
vnt the man that hee would gladly make (hew to 
h £C '* n y [ iee js : if I finde aholein his Coat,I will tell 
the XV ? m inde : hcarke you, the King is comming, and I 

5? eake with him ftom thc pnd§c * 

<jy r m and Colours. Enter the King and his 
poore Sottldters. 
vk God pleffs your Maieftic. 

r \ How now Flaetlen, earn’ft thou from thc Bridge? 
r'lf] fopleafeyourMaieftie : The Duke of Exeter 
, . sve " r v gallantly maintain’d the Pridge; die French is 
I’ooke you, and there is gallant and moft praue 
^fooes’: marry, th’athucrfarie was haue poffeffion of 
P, 3 p^iJcre, but he is enforced to retyre,and thc Duke of 
Exeter nMafar of the Pridge ; I can tell your Maieltie, 
[beDuke is a praue man. 

Whst men haue you \oCx,Flaellen ? 
flu. The perdition of th’athucrlarie hath beenc very 
rreat.reafonnable great: marry for my part,I thinkc thc 
Duke hatbloft neuer a man,but one that is like to be exe¬ 
cuted for robbing a Church, one Bardolph, if your Maic- 
ftie know the man: his face is all-bubuklcs and whelices, 
and knobs, and flames a fire, and hi* lippes blowes at his 
nofc.and it is like a coale of fire, fometin.es plew,aod 
fometimesred , but his nofe is executed,and his fire’s 
out. 

ting* Wee would haue all fuch oftendors focutofr: 
and we giue expreffc chargc,thac in our Marches through 
theCountrey, there be nothing compell’d from the Vil¬ 
iams; nothing taken, but pay'd for: none of the French 
vpbrayded or abufed in difdainefuli Language;for when 
Leuitie and Crueltie playforaKingdome, the gentler 
Gameftcr is the fooneft winner. 

Tucket. Enter Mount toy. 

Mornioy . You know me by my habit. 

Km. Well then, I know thee: what fliall I know of 
. * 
thee ? 

Mountioj. My Mafters mind. 

King. Vnfold it. 

Mountioj. Thus fares my King: Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we feem’d dead,we did but fleepe: 
Aduantage is a better Souldier then rafhncffe. Tell him, 
wee could haue rebuk’d him at Harflewe, but that wee 
thought not good to bruife an iniurie, till it were full 
ripe. Now wee fpeake vpon our Q^and our voyce is icn- 
periall; England (hall repent his folly, fee his weakc- 
neffe, and admiie our lufferance. Bid him therefore eon- 
fiderof his ranfome,which muft proportion the Ioffes wc 
haue borne, the (ubiedb we haue loft, the difgrace we 
hauedigefted; which in weight to re-anfwer, hispetti- 
nefife would bow vnder. For our Ioffes, his Exchequer is 
too poore; for th'effufion of our bloud,thc Mufter of his 
Kingdomc too faint a number; and for our difgrace, his 
wneperlon kneeling at ourfeet,but a wcake and worth- 
nic latisfaiftion. To this addc defiance: and tell him for 
conclufion, he hath betrayed his followers, whofccon- 

S" : So farrc ray Klag and Mafteri 


King. What is thy name? I know thy qualitie. 
Meant. CMountioj. 

Khz- Thou doo’ft thy Office fairely.Turne thee back. 
And tell thy King, 1 doe not feeke him now. 

But could b: willing to march on to Callice, 

Without impeachment: for to fay the footb. 

Though ’tis no wifdomc to confcffe fo much 
Vntoan enemie of Craft and Vantage, 

My people are with fickneffe much enfeebled. 

My numbers leffen’d: and rhofe few I haue, 

Almoft no better then fo many French; 

Who when they were in health,! cell thee Herald, 

I thought.vpon one payre of Englifli 1 egges 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgiue me God, 

That I doe bragge thus; this your ayre of France 
Hath blowne that vice in me. I muft repent: 

Goe therefore cell thy Mafler, heere I am; 

My Ranfome,is this frayle and wovthlcffe Trunke; 

My Army,but a wcake and fickly Guard: 

Yet God before,tell him we will come on, 

Though France himfelfe, and fuch another Neighbor 
Stand in our way. There’s for thy labour c Jbiotentioy. 

Goe bid thy Mafter well aduife himfelfe. 

If we may paffc,we will; if we be hindred, 

Wc fliall your tawnie ground with your red blood 
Difcolour : and fo (JMountioy , fare you well. 

The fumme of all our Artfwer is but this: 

We would not fcckc a Batcailc as we are, 

Nor as we are.wc fay we will not fliua it: 

So teft ycur Mafter. 

GMount. I fliall dcliuer fo: T’nankes to yourHigh- 
neffe. 

Clone. I hope they will not come vpon vs now. 

King. We aresin Gods hand,Brother, not in theirs: 
March to the Bridge, ; t now drawes toward night. 
Beyond the Riucr wee’le cncampe our fclues. 

And on to morrow bid them march away. Exeunt. 

Enter the Csnfiable of France, the Lord Ramburs t 
Orleance, Dolphin, with others. 

Confl. Tut, I haue thc belt Armour of the World: 
would it were day. 

Orleance. You haue an excellent Armour: but let my 
Horfe haue his due. 

Confl . It is the beft Horfe of Europe. 

Orleance. Will it neuer be Morning i 

Dolph. My Lord of Orleance,and my Lord High Con¬ 
ftable,you t3lke of Horfe and Armour ? 

Orleance. Yen are as well prouided of both, as any 
Prince in the World, 

Dolph. What a long Night is this? I will not change 
my Horfe with any that treadcsbucon foure poftures; 
ch’ ha: he bounds from the Earth,as if his entrayles were 
hayres: /.• Ckeuatvolante, thePegafus, chesles Marines de 
feu. When I be ftrvdc h:m,I foare,I am a Hawkc;.he trots 
the ayre: the Earth fiugs,when he touches it: thebafeft 
borne of his hoofe, is more Muficall then the Pipe of 
Hermes. 

Orleance. Hce’s of thc colour of thc Nutmeg, 

Dolph. And of thc heat of thc Ginger. It is a Beaft 
for Per feat : hee is pure Ayre and Fire; and the dull Ele¬ 
ment* of Earth and Water neuer appeare in him,but on¬ 
ly in patient ftillneffe while his Rider mounts him: hee 
is indeede a Horfe, and all other lades you may oall 
Beads. 

s Conti. In- 
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I hauc heard a Sonnet begin fo to ones Mi- 


Conft . Indeed my Lord, it isamoft abfolutc and ex¬ 
cellent Horfe. 

Dolph. It is the Prince of Palfrayes, his Neigh is like 
the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces 
Homage. 

Orleance. NomoreCoufin. 

Dolph . Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from 
the riling of the Larke to the l°dging of the Lambe, 
varie deferued prayfc on my Palfray : it is a Thcame as 
fluent as the Sca:Turnc the Sands into eloquent tongues, 
and my Horfe is argument for them all : "tis a lubicft 
for aSoueraigne to realon on,and for aSoucraigncs So- 
ueraigneto ride on; And for the World/amiliar to vs, 
and vnknownc, to lay apart their particular Functions, 
and wonder at him, I once writ a Sonnet in his prayfe, 
and began thus t Wonder of Nature. 

Orleance. 
ftrefle. 

Dolph . Then did they imitate that which I compos’d 
to my Courfer,for my Horfe is my Miftreflc. 

Orleance. Your Miftreflc bcares well. 

Dolph. Me well,which is the prefeript prayfc and per- 
fe£lion of a good and particular Miftreflc, 

Conft. Nay, for me thought yefterday your Miftreflc 
fhrewdly ihooke your back. 

Dolph. So perhaps did yours. 

Conft . Mine was not bridled. 

Dolph. O then belike file was old and gentle,and you 
rode like a Kerne of Ireland,your French Hofc off,and in 
your ftrait Strollers. 

finft. You hauc good iudgemenc in Horfeman- 
fhip. 

Dolph. Be warn’d by me then: they that ride fo, and 
ride not warily, fall into foule Boggs: I had rather haue 
my Horfe to my Miftreflc, 

Conft . I hadas liue haue my Miftrcfle a lade. 

Dolph. I cell thee Conftable, my Miftrefle we3re$ his 
ownchayre 

Conft. I could make as true a boaft as that, if I had a 
Sow to my Miftreflc. 

Dolph . Le chien eft retourneafon propre vemiffement eft 
la lexye Unee ah bonrbicr :thou roak’ft vfe of any thing. 

Conft. Yet doe I not vfe my Horfe for my Miftrcfle, 
or any fuch Proucrbe,fo little kin to the purpofe. 

Ramb. My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in 
your Tent to night,are thofe Starres or Sunncs vpon it;? 
Conft. Starres my Lord. 

Dolph. Some of them will fall to morrow,I hope. 
Conft: And yet my Sky fhallnot want. 

Dolph. That may be, for you bearc a many fuperflu- 
oufly,and 'cwere more honor fome were away. 

Conft. Eu’n as your Horfe beares yourprayfes, who 
would trot as yvell^were fome of your bragges difmoun. 
ted. 

Dolph . Would I were able to loade him with his de- 
fert. Will it neucr be day ? I will trot to morrow a mile, 
and my way fhall be paued with Englifh Faces. 

Conft. I will not fay fo, for feare I fhould be fae’e out 
of my way: but I would it were morning, for I would 
jfaine be about the eares of the Englifh. 

Ramb. Who will goc to Hazard with roc for twentie 
Prifoners ? 

Conft. You muft firft goe your fclfe to hazard,cre you 
haue them. 

Dolph .’Tis Mid-night, lie goe arme my fclfe. Exit. 
Orleance .The Dolphin longs for morning. 
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Ramb. He long* to cate thcEnglifl,. 

Confi. I thinkc he will eate all he kills 
Orleance. By the white Hand of m y £ ad „ v 
lant Prince. * 

Conft. SwearebyherFootjthatlhe 


Oath 


: may tread 


Orleance. He is fimply the moftaaiueC 
France. w 


OUtt], 


'title, 


; maa c 


twilit 


Conft Doing is aaiuitie, and he will fliiiu . 

Orleance. He neucr did harmc, that T h M „i 7°‘"S' 

Conft. Nor will doe none to morrow- T,, °' - 

that good name ftill. * c 

Orleance . I know him to be valiant. 

Conft. I was told that, by one that kno\v e * l 
then you. ' s mmbi 

Orleance. What’s hee ? 

Conft. Marry hcc told me fo himfelfe.and hee r, 
car’d not who knew it. C J 




'ttttr 


a ydhei 


Orleance. Heeneedesnot, it is no hidden 
him. 


venue 

Conll. By my faith Sir,but it is: neuer anvUw 
it,but his Lacquey: ’tis a hooded valour 
appeares, it will bate. * ncn 

Orleance. Ill will neuer fayd well. 

Conft. I will cap that Prouerbe with, There ijfla tr . 
in friendfhip. CI 

Orleance. And I will take vp that with,GiucthcD tu ;i 
his due. 11 

Conft. Well plac’t : there ftands your friend forthe 
Dcuill: hauc at the very eye of that Prouerbe with a 
P oxoftheDeuill. 1 

Orleance. You are the better at Prouerbs.by howmucb 
a Foolcs Bolt is foonefhot. 

Conn. You haue Hr or oucr. 

Orleance. ’Tis not the firft time you were oner-fhoi. 

Enter a diefte tiger. 

Meft. My Lord high ConfTable,the Enghfli lye within 
fiftecnc hundred paces of your Tents. 

Conft. Who hath meafur’d the ground ? 

Me)(J] The Lord Cjrandpree. 

Conft. A valiant and moft expert Gentleman. Would 

it were day? Al.tspoorc Harry of England; hee lone 
not for the Dawning,as wee doe, 

Orleance. What a wretched and peeuifh fellow is this 
King of England, to mope with his fac-brain’d followers 
fo farre out of his knowledge. 

Conft. If the Englifh had any apprehenfion, they 
would runneaway. 

Orleance. That they lack: for if their heads had any in* 
tcllcdluall Armour, they could neuer weare fuch beauie 
Head-pieces. 

Ramb. That Hand of England breedes very valiant 
Creatures; their Maftiffes arc of vnmatchable cou¬ 
rage. 

Orleance. Foolifh Currcs, that runne winking into 
the mouth of a Ruffian Beart, end haue their headscrufht 
like rotten Apples: you may as well fay, that s a valiant 
Flea, that dare cate his breakefaft on the Lippe °* 1 
Lyon. 

C»*ft- Iuft, iuft: and the men doe iympathizewitn 
the Maftiffes, in robuftious and rough comming on i 
leauing their Wits with their Wiues: and then gins 
them great Meales of Beefe, and Iron and Steelcjt .ey 
will eate like Wolucs,and fight like Deuils. 

Orleance. 1, 
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^r^^buTthefc Engfilh are fbrowdlyout of 

B ce ^ e * * Thc0 fjiall we finde to morrow.they haue only 
C0 't: to C ate, and none to fight. Now is it time to 
0tnJ rnmc fhall we about it ? 

^ C ;Z ‘ It is now two a Clock: but let me fee,by ten 

fe fhall haue each S hundred Englifh men. Exeunt. 

<iA clus Tertius. 


Chorus. 

Mow entercaine conieaure of a time, 
when creeping Murmurc and the poring Darke 
Fills the wide VcfTcll of the Vniuerfe. 

From Camp to Camp.through the foule Womb ofNigbt 
The Homme of eythcr Army Hilly founds; 

That the fiat Centinels almoft receiue 
Thefecret Whifpers of each others Watch. 

Bic anfwers fire,and through their paly flames 
Each Battaile fees the others vmber’d face. 

Steed threatens Steed, in high 3iid boaftfull Neighs 
piercing the Nights dull Eare: and from the Tents, 

The Armourers accomplifhing the Knights, 

With bufie Hammers cloflng Riuets vp, 

Giuedreadfull note of preparation. 

The Countrey Cocks doe crow,the Clocks doe towle: 
And the third howre of drowfie Morning nam’d, 
Prowdof their Numbers,and fecurc in Soule, 
Theconfidentandouer-luftie French, * 

Doechc low-rated Englifh play at Dice; 

And chide the creeple-tardy-gatcd Night, 

Who like a foule and ougly Witch doth limpe 
Sotedioufly away. The poore condemned Englifh, 
LikeSacrificcSjby their watchfull Fires 
Sitpatiently, and inly ruminate 
IheMornings danger: and their geflurc fad, 

Tnuefting lanke-leane Cheekes,and Warre-worne Coats, 

Prefented them vnto the gazing Moone 

Somany horridc Ghofts. O now,who will behold 

TheRoyallCaptaine of this ruin’d Band 

Walking from Warch to W atch,from Tent to Tent; 

Let him cry,Pray fe and Glory on his head : 

For forth he goes,and vifits all his Hoaft, 

Bids them good morrow with amodeft Smyle, 

And calls them Brothers,Friends,and Countrcymen, 

Vpon his Royall Face there is no note, 

How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 

Nor doth he dedicate one iot of Colour 
Vntothe wearie and all-watched Night: 

Butfrefhly lookes,and ouer-bearcs Attaint, 

With chearefull femb!ancc,and l’weet Maicftie: 

That eucry Wretch,pining and pale before. 

Beholding him,plucks comfort from his Lookes. 
ALargeffcvniuerfalljlike the Sunne, 

Hisliberall Eye doth giue to euery one. 

Thawing cold feare,that mcane and gentle all 
Behold,as may vnworthineflc define. 

A little touch of Harry in the Night, 

And fo our Scene muft to the Battaile flye: 

Where,O for pitty,we fhall much difgracc. 

With foare or flue mojt vile and ragged foyles, 

Right ill difpos’d, in brawle ridiculous) 


The Name of Agincourt: Yet fit and fee. 

Minding true things, by what their Mock’ries bee. 

Exit. 

Enter the King, Bedford,and Gloucefter. 

King. Glofter- ’tis true that we are in great danger, 

The greater therefore fhould our Courage be. 

God morrow Brother 'Bedford: God Alinightic, 

There is fome foule ofgoodncflcin things euill, 

Would men obferuingly diftill it out. 

For our bad Neighbour makes vs early ftirrers. 

Which is both healthfull, and good husbandry. 

Betides, they are our outward Confciences, 

And Preachers to vs all; admonifhing. 

That we fnould drefle vs faircly for our end: 

Thus may wc gather Honeafrom the Weed, 

And make a Morall of th(A9iuell himfelfe. 

Enter Erpingbam. 

Good morrow old Sir Thomas Erpingham: 

A good fofc Pillow for that good white Head, 

Were better then a churlifh turfc of France. 

Erpmg. Not fo my Liege,this Lodging likes me better 
Since 1 may fay, now lye i like a King. 

King.' Tis good for men to loue their prefent paines, 

Vpon example.fo the Spirit is eafed : 

And when the Mind is quickncd,out of doubt 
The Organs,though defumST and dead before, 

Breake vp their drowfie Graue. and newly moue 
With called flough,and frefh legeritic. 

Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thcmas: Brothers both. 
Commend me to the Prince* in our Campej 
Doe my good morrow to them,and anon 
Dcfire them all to my Pauillion. 

Glofter. We fhall, my Liege. 

, Erpjng. Shall I attend your Grace? 

King. No, my good Knight: 

Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England: 

I and my Bofonie muft debate awhile, 

. And then I would no other company. 

Erping. The Lord in Heaucn blefie thee , Noble 
Iiarry. Exemt. 

King. God a mercy old Heart, thou fpeak’ft chearc- 
fully. Enter Piftoll. 

Pift. fthe votes la ? , 

King. A friend. 

Ptft. Difcufle vneome, art thou Officer, or art thou 
bafe,common,and popular ? 

King. I am a Gentleman of a Company. 

Ptft. Trayl’ft thou the puiffantPyke? 

King. Euen fo: what are you ? 

Pfft. As good a Gentleman as the Emperor. 

King. Then you are a bectcr then the King. 

Pift The King’s a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a 
Lad of Life, an Impc of Fame, of Parents good, of Fift 
moft valiant: I kifife hisdurtie fbooe, and from heart- 
firing I loue the louely Bully. What is thy Name? 

King. Harry le Roy. 

Ttft.Le Roy ? a Cornifh Name: art thou ofCornifh Crew? 
King. No, I am a Welchman. 

Pift. Know’ft thou Flnelleni 
King. Yes. 

Tift. Tell him lie knock His Leeke about his Pate ypon 
S. ( Datties day. * 

King. Doe not you weare your Dagger in your Cappe 
that day,lead he knock that about yours. 

; - Art 
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Tift. Art thou his friend ? 

King. And his Kinfman too* 

Ptil. The Figo for thee then. 

King, 1 thanke you: God be with you. 

Pifi. My name is PiFlol call’d. Exit. 

King. It forts well with yoiirfierceneffe, 

Manet King, 

Enter Flue lien and Gower. 

Gower. Captaine Fluellen. 

Flu. ’So,. intheNamcoficfuChrift, fpeake fewer: it 
is the greateft admiration in the vniuerfali World, when 
the true and aunchienc Prcrogatifes and Lawes of the 
Warres is not kept: if you would take the paines but to 
examine the Warres of Pompey the Great,you (hail finde, 
I warrant you 3 that there is no tiddle tadlenor pibble ba- 
ble in Pompeyes Gampc : I warrant you , you fhall finde 
the Ceremonies of the WarrS^afid the Cares of it, and 
the Formes of it.and the Sobrietie of it,and the Modeftie 
of it,to be otherwife. 

Cower. Why the Enemic is lowd, you heare him all 
Night. 

Flu. If the Enemic is an Afle and a Foole, and a pra¬ 
ting Coxcombe • is it meet, thinke you, that wee fiiould 
alfo,looke you,be an Afl'c add a Foole,and a prating Cox¬ 
combe,in your owne confidence now ? 

Gow. I will fpeake lower. 

Flu. I pray you,and bcfcech you,that you will. Exit. 

AT/^.Though it appeare a little out of fafhion, 

There is much care and valour in this Welchman. 

Enter three Souldicrs,Iobn 'BatesAlexander Court, 

. and Michael Williams. 

Court. Brother Iohn Bates , is not that the Morning 
which breakes yonder ? 

Bates. I thinke it be: butweehaucnogreatcaufcto 
defire the approach of day. 

Williams. Wee fee yonder the beginning of the day, 
but I thinke wee (hall ncuer fee the end of it. Who ooes 
there? 0 

King. A Friend. 

Williams. Vnder what Captaine feme you i 

King . Vnder Sir Iohn Erpingbam. 

Williams. A good old Commander, and a mod kinde 
Gentleman : I pray yo^what thinkes he of our eflate ? 

Kmg. EuenasmenwracktvpouaSand,thatlooketo 
be waflrt off the next Tyde. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King ? 

King. No: nor it is not meet he (hould : for though I 
fpeake it to you, I thinke the King is but a man, as I am : 
the Violet fmells to him, as it doth to me; the Element 
fhewes to him, as it doth to me; all his Scnces haue but 
humane Conditions: his Ceremonies layd by, in his Na- 
kednefle he appeares but a man ; and though his affe&i- , 
on s are higher mounted then ours,yet when they (loupe, 
they (loupe with the like wing : therefore, when he fees 
realon of fcares,as we doc; his (cares,out of doubt,be of 
the fame relli(h as ours are: yet in reafon, no man fhould 
; po(fefie him with any appearance of fcarc; lead hee, by 
(hewing it,(hould dis-hcarren his Army. 

Bates. He may (hew what outward courage he will: 
but I bcleeue.as cold a Night as’tis, hee could wi(h him- 
felfc in Thames Vp to the Neck; and fo I would he were, 
and I by him,at all aduentures,fo we were quit here. 

King, By my troth,! will fpeake my confcience of the 
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"Bates. Then I would he were here alon r „ ‘ 
fure to be ranfomed.and a many poor Cn S r 
Kmg. Idarefay, y oulouehimno;S llUes C 
here alone : howloeuer you fpeake th« 
mens minds, me thinks I could not Sy c anv °/ cele % 
tented,as in the Kings company; his Cau( e \ J!' refoc °». 
hisQuarrcll honorable. Dcin § md,an( 

Williams. That’s more then we know 
Bates. I,or more then wee (hould fecke aft. r 
know enough, if wee know wee are the Kin !’ f° rWe t 
if bis Caufe be wrong, our obedience to 
theCrymcofit out of vs. hc Kin gWip Cj 

Williams. But if the Caufe be not good th.tr 
fclfe hath a heauie Reckoning to make f l CK ii, § V 
Leggcs, and Armcs, and Heads, chop: off 
fh ul icyne together at the latter day.and cryallw '!'■ 
ed at fuch a place, fomc lwearing, (ome crvlm f ^ CC >’ - 
gean; fome vpon their Wiues, left poore bell?’ a L Sur - 
fom- vpon the Debts they owe,fomc vpon their a' I" ; 
rawly left: Iamafear’d, there are few dve 
in a Battaile : for how can they charicabfy 
thing,when Blood is their argument ? Now ,K ^ 
doc not dye well, it will be a black matter forthe X ** 
that led them to it; who to difobey,werc S o ain n ,, n & 
portion of lubiedhon. o n ftallp l0 - 

King. So, if a Sonne that is by his Father fent ,h 
Merchandize,doe (infully inifearry vpon the SeaT 1 ° Ut 

P .-«,o TO fh, s »i £ w„, l r t b n oVU;r^t 

poled vpon his Father that f en t him: or if a Serua,. 
dcr his Matters command, tranfporting a fuoune of jfc 
ncy,b(?all ay led by Robbers,and dve in many irreconril'J 
Iniquities: you may call the bufineffe of the Maflerthe 
authm of the Seruants damnation: but 1 his is no-ft. 

cl K ' n8 ,' J SnOC h , 0mld IO anfwer the particular ending 
ot h,s Souldiers the Father of his Sonne, nor theMafter 
of his beruant; for they purpofe not their death, when 
they purpofe their feruices. Befides,there is noKmo.be 
his Caufe neuer fo fpotkfle, if ic come to the arbitre- 
menc of Swords, can rrye ic out with all v-nfpotted Sou], 
diers: fome ( peraduenture ) haue on them the guilt of 
premeditated and conrriued Murther; fome,of be^ui- 
ling Virgins with the broken Scales of Periurie; foW, 
making the Warres their 3ul warkc,that hauebeforego- 
red the gentle Bofome of Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
ne. Now, if thefe men nauc defeated the Law, and out- 
runne Natiue punifhmcnt ; though they can out-ftrip 
men, they haue no wings to flye from God. Warrc is 
his Beadle, Warre is his Vengeance: fo that here men 
are punifhc, for before breach of the Kings Lawes,in 
now the Kings Quarrell: where theyfeared the death, 
they haue borne life away; and where they would bcc 
fafe, they perifh. Then if they dye vnprouided,nomorc 
iithe King guilcie of their damnation, then hee was be¬ 
fore guiltie oi thole Impieties, for the which they arc 
now vificed. Euery Subicfts Dutie is the Kings, but 
euery Sublets Soule is hi* owne. Therefore fiiould 
euery Souldier in the Warres doc as euery fickc man in 
his Bed, wafh euery Moth out of his Confcience: and 
dying fo, Death is to him aduancage ; or not dying, 
the time was blefledly loft,whcrein fuch preparation was 
gayned : and in him that elcapes, it were not finneto 
thinke, that making God fo free an offeree let him out- 
liuethatday,tofcehisGreatncfle > and to teach others 
how they ihould prepare. 



. -rfij Tisccrtaine^euery man that dyes ill,the ill vpon 
Jo*ae head,the King is n°c to anfwer it. 

^ ‘Bates. I d<> c not defire hee (hould anfwer for me, and 
j , determine to fight luftily for him. 

I my lclfe heard the King fay be would not be 

t,n S//' If, hee (aid fp, to make vs fight chearefully : but 
hrtl our throats are cut, hee may be ranfom’d, and wee 


"W Yoa P»y !limthen: tl,3t s 3 P erilIou s (hoc out 
f 3 nElder Gnune,that a poore and a pritiatc difplcpfure 
° ndoeagainft a Monarch : you may as well goe about 
mturne tne Sunne to yce.with fanning in his face with a 
peacocks feather : You’lc ncuer trull his word after; 
con , e ; t i3 a fooli(h faying. 

Your reproofe is fomething too roundel fhould 
bean^ry with you,if the time were conuenicnc. 
fl/jll' Let it bee a Quarrell betweene vs, if you 


li'-ie. . 

ging. I embrace it. 

mi How (hall I know thee againe? 

Giue me any Gage of thine, and I will wcare it 
in my Bonnet : Then if euer thou dar’ft acknowledge it, 
I will make it my Quarrell. 

Wtil, Hccre’s my GIouc : Giuc nice another cf 
thine. 

King- There* 

WtH. This will I aifo wcare in my Cap : if euer thou 
come to me, and lay,after to morrow,This is my GIouc, 
by this Hand I will take thee a box on the eare. 

King. Ifeucr I liue to fee it,I will challenge it. 

Wit Thou dar’ft as well be hangV). 
fang. Well, I will doe it, though I take thee in the 
Kings companie* 

Mil. Keepc thy word : fare thee well. 

"Bates. Be friends you Englifh fooles, be friends, wee 
haue French Quarrels enow,if you could tell how to rec¬ 
kon. Exit Souldiers. 

King. Indeedc the French may lay cwentic French 
Crownes to one, they will beat vs, for they bearc them 
on their fhoulders : but it is no Englifh Trcafon to cut 
French Crownes,and to morrow the King himfclfe will 
bea Clipper. 

Vpon the Kingjet vs our Liues,our Soules, 

OurDebts,our carefull Wiues, 

OurChildren,and our Sinncs,lay on the Kin*’: 

Wemuft beare all. 

0 hard Condition,Twin-horne with GreatnefiV, 

Subieft to the breath of euery foole, whole fence 
No more can feele,buc his owne wringing. 

What infinite hearts-eafe muft Kings neglecl. 

That priuatemen enioy ? 

And what haue Kings,chat Priuates haue not too, 
SaucCereraonic, laue gcnerall Ceremonie ? 

And what arc thou, thou Id oil Ceremonie ? 

What kind of God art thou? that fuffer’ft more 
Of mortall griefes,then doe thy worflaippers. 

What are thy Rents* what are thy Commings in ? 

0 Ceremonie,fhew me but thy worth. & 

What ? is thy Soule of Odoration ? 

Art thou ought elfe but Placc,Degrec,and Forme, 
treating awe and feare in other men ? 

Wherein thou art lefle happy # bein£ fear’d. 

Then they in fearing. 


What drink’ft thou ofc,in fteacl of Homage fwcec. 

But poyfon’d flatcerie ? 0,be fick, great Greacnefic, 
And bid thy Ceremonie giue thee cure. 

Thinks thou the ficrie Feuer will goe out 
With Titles blowne from Adulation ? 

Will ic giue place to flexure and low bending ? 

Canft thou,when thou command s the beggers knee. 
Command the health ot \ii No,chouprowd Drcamc, 
That play’ft fo fubtilly with a Kings Ilcpofe. 
lama King that find thee : and I know, 

Tis not the Batme,the Scepter.and the Ball, 

The Sword,the Mafe.the Crownc Imperial!, 

The enter-tiffued Robe of Gold and Pearle, 

The farfed Tide running Yore the King,’ 

The Throne be fits on: nor the Tyde of Pompc, 

That beates vpon the high {Lore of this World: 

No,not all thefe,thrice 7 gorgeous Ceremonie ; 

Not all thefe,lay’d in^ed Maiefticall, 

Can fleepe fo iour.dly,as the wretched Slaue: 

Who with a body fili’d^and vacant mind. 

Gees him to reft, cram’d with diftrefiefull bread, 

Neuer fees horride Night,thc ClnTd of Hell: 

But l.ke a Lacquey, from the Rife to Set, 

Sweates in the eye of Phebns ; and all Night 
Slcepcs in SlizJum: next day after dawne, 

Doth rife and helpe Hiperio to his Horfc, 

And followes fo the eucr-running yeere 
V/ich profitable labour to his Graue: 

And but foi Ceremonie,fuch a Wretch, 

Winding vp Daves With toyIe } and Nights with fleepe. 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 

The Slaue,a Member of the Courrtreyes peace, 

Enioyes ic; but in grofife braine little wots. 

What watch the King keepes,to rnaincaine the peace; 
Whole howres,the Pcfanc beft aduantages. 

Enter Srpwgham. 

Erp . My Lord,your Nobles jealous of yourabfence, 
Seeke through your Carnpe to find you. 

King. Good old Knight,col!e£t them ail together 
At my Tent: lie be betorc thee. 

Erp. I fliall doo’tjtny Lord. Exit, 

Kwg. OGod of Batcailes^celc my Souldiers hearts, 
Poffeffe them not with feare: Take from them now 
The fence of rcckningof th’oppofed numbers: 

Pluck their hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord, 

O not to day, thinke not vpon the fault 
My father made,in comparing the Crowne. 

I Richards body haue interred new. 

And on it haue bellowed more contrite teares* 

Then from it ilfued forced drops of blood. 

Fiue hundred poore I haue in yeerely pay. 

Who twice a day their wither'd hands hold vp 
Toward Heauen,to pardon blood: * 

And I haue builc two Chauntries, 

Where the lad and folemne Priefts fingftill 
For Richards Soule. More will I doe: 

Though all that I can doe,is nothing worth $ 

Since chat my Penitence comes after all. 

Imploring pacdon. 

Enter (jloucefter. 

Gloue. My Liege. 

King . My Brother GUuccftcrs voyce ? I: 

I know thy errand, I will goe with thee: 

The day,my friend,and all things ttay forme. 

Exeunt. 
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Enter the Dolphin, Orleance, Rgmbursy and 
'Beaumont. 

Orteance . The Sunne doth gild our Armour vp, my 
Lords. 

( Dolph 0 Monte Cheual: My Horfe, Ver/ot Laajuaj: 
Ha. 

Orteance . Oh braue Spirit. 

Dolph. Via les ewes or terre . 

Orleance. Ricn puis le air erfiu. 

*Dolph . CV/»,Coufin Or leaflet, Enter Conftable. 
Now my Lord Conftable? 

Confi . Hearkc how our Stccdes, for prcfcnc Seruice 
neigh. 

Dolph, Mount them,and make incifion in their Hides, 
That their hot blood may fpin in Englifh eyes. 

And doubt them with luperfluocs courage : ha. 

Ram. What,wil you haue them weep our Horfes blood? 
How (hall we then behold their tmurall tcares ? 

Enter UHeJfenger, 

CMeJfeng. The Englifh are embattaiPd, you French 
Peeres. 

Confi, To Horfe you gallant Princes,ftraighc to Horfe. 
Doe but behold yond poorc and ftarued Band, 

And your faire fhc w {ball fuck away their Soules, 
Leauing them but the fhales and huskes of men. 

There isnotworkc enough for all our hands. 

Scarce blood enough in ail their ficMy Veines, 

To giuc each naked Curtleax a ftayne, 

That our French Gallants fhall to day draw our. 

And fhcath for lack of fport. Let vs but blow on them, 
The vapour of our Valour will o’rc-turnc them. 

*Tis pofitiue againft all exceptions,Lords, 

That our fuperfluous Lacquies,and our Pefants, 

Who in vnneceflarie a&ion fwarme 
About our Squares of Batcaile, were enow 
To purge this field of fuch a hilding Foe; 

Though we vpon this Mountaines Bafis by, 

Tooke ftand for idle fpeculation: 

But that our Honours muft not. What’s to fay * 

A very little little let vs doe, 

And all is done: then let the Trumpets found 
The Tucket Sonuance,and the Note to mount: 

For our approach fhall fo much dare the field. 

That England fhall couch downc in fe 3 rc,and yeeid. 
Enter Granndpree . 

Grandpree.W hy do you flay fo long,my Lords of France? 
Yond Hand Carrions, defperate of their bones, 
Ill-fauorcdly become the Morning field : 

Their ragged Curtaines poorcly are let loofe. 

And our Ay re fliakes them pacing fcornefully. 

Bigge tJMars feemes banqu’rout in their begger’d Hoafi, 
And faintly through a ruftie Beucrpeepes. 

The Horfemen fit like fixed Candlesticks, 

With Torch-ftaues in their hand: and their poore lades 
Lob downc their heads,dropping the hides and hips: 

The gumme uowne roping from their pale-dead eyes. 

And in their pale dull mouthes the lymold Bitt 
Lyes foule with chawVl-grafTe,ftiH and motionleflc. 

And their executors, the knauifh Crowes, 

Flye o're them all,impatient for their howre. 

Defcription cannot fute it felfc in words. 

To demonftrate the Life of fuch a Battailc, 

In life fo liuele{Te,as it (he wes it felfe. 

Confi • They haue faid their prayers. 

And they flay for death. 

Dolph. Shall we goe fend them Dinners,and frefh Sutes, 
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And giue their farting Horfes Prou^T 
And after fight with them? * 

Iftay but for my Guard: on 

To the field,I will the Banner from a Trnm 

And vfe it for my hafte. Come,come away^ ^ 

The Sunne is high,and we out-wcare thedav 

a y. 


Ext 


'Hint, 




-xetcr, 


Enter Gloucefter ^Bedford Fxeter Fy* • ; 
Weftmerland. 

Glow. Where is the King ? 

The Kin § himfc,fe «* rode toyiew their 8at , 

fand^* ° ffishting men the y haue Mthreefco re ^ 

£xe. There’s flue to one,befides they all f a 

Salub. Gods Arme ftrike with vs/tis a f earp r 
God buy’you Princes all; HetomyCharo e . Ul0t ^ Cl 
If we no more meet, till we meet in Heauen • 

Then ioyfully.my Noble Lord ot Bedford ’ 

My dear? Lord Gloucefter.and my good LordE 
And my kind Kiniman, Warriors all,adieu 
2W/.Farwcll good Salisbury & good luck go with , 
And yet 1 doc thee wrong,to mind thee of it CC: 
For thou art fram’d of the firme truth of valour 
Exe. Farwell kind Lord: fight valiantly toL 
Bedf. He is as full of Valour as of Kindnefl> ’ 
Princely in both* 

Enter the King, 

Weft. O that we now had here 
But one ten thoufand of thofe men in EiHand, 

Tnat doe no worketoday. 

King. What’s he that wiflies fo ? 

My Coufin Weftmerland. No,my faire Coyfin : 

Jf we arc marke to dye,we 3reenow 
To doe our Countrey lo(Te : and if to Hue, 

The fewer men,the greater (hare of honour. 

Gods will,I pray thee wifh not one man more. 

By lone , I am not couecous for Gold, 

Nor care I who doth feed vpon my coft: 

Icyernes me not,if men my Garments wcare 5 
Such outward things dwell not in my defires. 

But if it be a finne to couct Honor, 

I am the moft offending Soule aliue. 

No ’faithjmy Couze,wifh not a man from England: 
Gods peace,I would not loofe fo great an Honor, 

As one man more me thinkes would fharc from me, 
For the beft hope I haue. O,doe not wifh onemore: 
Rather proclaimc it ( ’Weftmerland ) through my Hoaft, 
That he which hath no ftomack to this fight, 

Let him depart,his Pafporc fhall be made, 

And Crownes for Conuoy put into his Purfc: 

We would not dye in that mans companie, 

That fearcs his fellowfhip, to dye with vs. 

This day is call’d the Feaft of Crijpian: 

He that out-liucs this day,and comes fafe home, 

Will ftand a tip-toe when this day is named, 

And rowfe him at the Name of Crifiian , 

He that fhall fee this day, and line old age, 

Will yeerely on the Vigil feaft his neighbours, 

And fay,co morrow is Saint (jifiian. 

Then will he ftrip hisfleeue,and fhew his skarres: 

Old men forget; yet all (hall be forgot: 

But hee’le remember, with aduantages, 

What feats he did that day. Then (hall our Names, 
Familiar in his mouth as houfehold words. 
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^TTTTKine, Bedford and Exeter, 

^fick .and Talbot, Salisbury and gioucefter, 

^ flowing Cups frefhly remembred. 

Jf v ft 0 ry (hall the good man teach his fonne: 
fd Crilfitie Crifiian fhall ne’re goe by, 

Promts day to the ending of the World, 

r it we in it flia11 bc remem , bre< ! ; f , , 

Sw 3 we happy few.we band of brothers. 

g . , t0 day that flheds his blood with me, 

F U 1 be niy brother: be he ne’re fo vile, 

£5 day fh»H g ent >5 hi f C « ndition * 

I, d Gentlemen in England,now a bed, 

challthinke themfelues accurft they were not here; 

A A bold their Manhoods cheape,whiles any fpeakc., 
rhit fought with vs vpon Saint Crifims day. 

* Enter Salisbury. 

Sal-My Soueraign Lord.bertow your felfe with fpeed: 
The French arc braucly in their battailcs fet. 

And will with all expedience charge on vs. 

A )'(inf. AH things are ready ,if our minds be fo. 

Mel* Pcrifh the man,whofc mind is backward now. 
jThou do’ft not wifh more hclpe from England, 

Gods will,my Licgc,wou!d you and I alone, 
Without more helpc, could fight this Royall battailc. 

Xm^.Why now thou haft vnwifht fine thoufand men: 
Which likes me bettcr,then to wifli vs one. 

You know your places: God be with you all. 

Tucket. Enter Zlortioy. 

Mont. Once more I conic to know of thee King Harry , 
If for thy Ranfomc thou wilt now compound. 

Before thy moft a (lured Oucrthrow: 

For certainly,thou art fo ncere cheGulfc, 

Thou needs niuli bc engluttcd. Befides.in mercy 

The Conftablc defires thee,thou wilt mind 

Thy followers of Repentance; that their Soules 

May make a peacefull and a fwcet retyre 

From off thefe fields: where(wretches)their poore bodies 

Muft lye and fcftcr. 

King. Who hath fent thee now ? 

Mont. The Conftable of France. 

King. I pray thee bcare my former Anfwer back : 

Bid them acchieue me,and then fell my bones. 

Good God,why fhould they mock poore fellowes thus ? 

The man that once did fell the Lyons skin 

While the bead liu’d,was kill’d with hunting him. 

A many of our bodyes fhall no doubt 
FindNatiueGraues: vpon the which,I truft 
Shall witnefle Hue in Brafle of this dayesworke. 

And thofe that leaue their valiant bones in France, 

Dying like men,though buryed in your Dunghills, 

They fhall be fam’d: for there the Sun fhall gteet them, 
And draw their honors recking vp to Heauen, 

Leauing their earthly parts to choake your Clyme, 

The fmcll whereof fhall breed a Plague in France, 

Marke then abounding valour in our Englifh: 

That being dead,like to the bullets crafing, 

Breake out into a fecond courfe of mifehiefe. 

Killing in relapfe of Mortalitie. 

Let me fpeakc prowdly : Tell the Conftable, 

We are but Warriors for the working day: 
OurGayneffe and our Gilt are all befmyrcbt 
With raynie Marching in the painefull field. 

There’s not a piece cf feather in our Hoaft: 

Good argument(I hope)we will not flye: 


And time hath worne vs into flouenrie. 

But by the MafTe,ourhearts arc in the trim: 

And my poore Souldicrs tell me,yet ere Nighc, 

Thcy’le be in frefher Robcs,or they will pluck 
The oay new Coats o’re the French Souldiers heads. 

And turne them out of feruice. if they doe this. 

As if God pleafe, they fhall; my Ranfome then 
Will foonebeleuyed. 

Herauld,faue thou thy labour : 

Come t'nou no mote for Ranfomc,gentle Hetauld; 

They fhall b 3 ue none,I fweare,but thefe my ioynts. 

Which if they haue,as I will leaue vm them, 

Shall yeeid them little,tell the Conftablc. 

Mont. I fhall,King Harry. And fo fare thee well: 

Thou neuer fhalt heare Herauld any more. Extt. 
King. I feare thou wilt once more come againe for a 

Ranfome, 

Enter Torke. 

Ttor\c. My Lord,moft humbly on my knee I begge 
The leading of the Vaward. 

King. Take it, braue Torke. 

Now Souldicrs march away, 

And how thou pleafeft God,difpofe the day. Exeunt. 

Alarum. Excttrfions. 

Euler Pijloll,French SouldierfBoy. 

Fifi. Yecld Curre. 

French . le fenfe que votes ejles le Gentilhomt de bon qttA- 
litee. 

Ptft. Qualtitiecalmiecuftureme.Art thou a Gentle-, 
man ? What is thy Name ? difeufle. 

French. O Seigneur Dieu. 

Fift. O SignicurDewe fhould be aGentleman: per¬ 
pend my words OSignieur Dewe,and marke: O Signieur 
Dewe, thou dyeft on point of Fox, except O Signieur 
thou doe giue to me egregious Ranfome. 

French. Oprennes miferecordie aye pttez. de mej. 

Ttft. Moy fhall not ierue,I will haue fortie Moyes:for 
I will fetch thy rymme out at thy Throat, in droppes of 
Crimfon blood. 

French. Ejl il impofliblc d'efehapper le force de ton bras. 
Fiji. Brafle,Currc?thou damned and luxurious Moun- 
taine Goat, offer’ft me Braffe ? 

French. O perdonne moy. 

Fifi. Say’ft thou me fo ? is that a Tonne of Moyes ? 
Come hither boy,aske me this flaue in French what is his 
Name. 

r Boy. Efcoute comment ejles votes appcllc? 

French. Ttlounjieurle Fer. 

'Boy. He fayes his Name is M .Fer. 

Fift. M.Fer.-Ile fer him,andfitke him, and ferret him! 
difeuffe the fame in French vnto him. 

Boy. I doe not know the French for fer,and ferret,and 
firke. 

Fift. Bid him prepare,for I will cut his throat. 

French, ftfitse dit il Mounfieur ? 

Boy. lime commande a votu dire que votu faite votes 
preft , car cefoldat icy efl dijpofee tout afittre de cottppes voftre 
gorge . 

Ptft. Owy, cuppele gorge permafoy pefant, vnkfle 
thou giue me Crownes,braue Crownes;or mangled fhalt 
thou be by this my Sword. 

French. O Ievotu fupplicpour l'amourdeTDiett: mapar¬ 
don?: or, leftiis le Gentilhome de bon maifon,garde ma vie-eft le 
voHsdonneray deux cent efeus. 

Fift. What are his words# 

Boy. He 
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Boy. He prayes you to faue his life, he Is a Gentleman 
or a good houfc, and for his ranfona he will giue you two 
hundred Crownes. ° 

Pift. TcjI him my fury fhall abate,and I the Crowncs 
will cake, 

Fren.Tetit (Jfytonfteurque ditill 

Boj. Encore qu i(et contra fort lurementfte pardonner att- 
ctttte prifonner: near, t-mons pour Us 'fates que vous lay t a pro- 
met s,t left content a vow donnes le.liberte lefranebifimeut. 

I t Fre ’ Sur l met & eNetix f e vp*s donnes mill's remercious,et 
Ic mceftimt heurex que le intombecentre les main, d'vn Che. 
ualter Ie pettfe le pint br.tue valiant et tres Mime fignieur 
d'Angleterre. JS 

Pift. Expound vnto me boy. 

Boy. He giues you vpon hii knees a tboufand thanks, 
and he efteemes himfelfc happy, that he hath falne into 
t e hands of one (as he thinke») the moll braue, valorous 
and thrice-worthy figneur of England. 

Btft' As 1 mcke blood, I will fonie mercy fliew. Fol¬ 
low niee, J 

'Boy. Saaue vent le grand Capitainel 
I did ncuer know fo full a voycc ifluefrom fo emptiea 
heart: but the faying is true. The empty veflel makes the 
greateft ionnA 3 Bardolfe and Nym had tenne tinicsmore 
valour, then this roaring diuell i’th oldeplay, that euerie 
one may payre his nayles with a woodden dagger, and 
they are both hang’d, and lo would this be, if hee durft 
ftcalc any thing aduenturoufly. I muft flay with the 
Lackies with the luggage ot our camp, the French might 
haue a good pray of vs, if he knew of it, for there is none 
to guard ic but boyes. Exit. 

Enter Cottftable , Orleance , Burban. Dolphin , 
and Ramhurs. 


Con. O Liable. J 

Or/, Oftgueur le tour et petdia, toute et perdie. 

Do/. <JMor Dietsma vie, all is confounded all. 
Reproach, and cuerlafting fiiamc 
Sits mocking in our Plumes. A fl,ort Alarum. 

O mefthante Fortune , do not runne away. 

Con, Why ail our rankes are broke. 

Dol, O perdurable fliame, let’s flab our felues: 

Be thefc the wretches that we plaid at dice for? 

Orl. Is this the King wc fent coo, for his ranfbme ? 
"Bur. Shame,and eternr.ll fhame, nothing but fhame, 
Let vs dyein once more backe againe, 

And he that will not follow Burbon now. 

Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand 
| Like a bale Panderhold the Chamber doore, 

Whilft a bafe flaue, no gentler then my dogge. 

His faireft daughter is contaminated. 

Con. D fordcr that hath fpoyl’d ys,fricnd vs now. 

Let vs on heapes go offer vp our liues. 

Orl. Weareenovvyetliuing in the Field, 

To imothervp the Englifhin our throngs. 

Ifany order might be thoughtvpon. 

"Bur. The uiucll take Order now, lie to the throng; 
Let life be fhort, elfe fhame will be too long. Exit. 
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Alarum. Enter the King and his trayne, 
with Prifvners. . 

Bvf.Well haue we done.thrice-valiant Countrimen, 
But all’s not done, yet keepe the French the field. 

Exe. The D, of York commends him to your Maiefty 


■K'y.Lines hegood Vnckle: thrice ~. 

lading the plaine: andbyhTs bbodj^ 1 'H', 

( i oakc-fcllow to his honour-owiim * ae » 

The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo ] y ^ g Wounds ) 
Suffolkc firft dyed and Yorke all hagled 0Uf 
Comes to him, where in nore he lav mfl° UCr 
And takes him by the Beard, kifTes the 0 'n Pe(l * 
That bloodily did yawne vpon his facc & 

He cryes aloud; Tarry my Cofin Suffolk 
My ioule fhall thine keepe company to he-. 

Tarry (fwectfoule) for tLe, thSn ff* 

As in this glorious and wcll-foughten fi P u ’ 

We kept together in our Chiualric 
Vpon thefc words I came, and chelr'd him Vp 
He foul d me in the face, raught me his hand P> 

And with a feeble gripe, fayes: Deere my Lord 
Commend my feruice to my Soucraionc ’ 

So did he turnc, and ouer Suffolkcs necke 
He threw his wounded armc,and Jcifthis I 1Dpcs 
And lo efpouj d to death, with blood he leal’? 

A Teflament ofNoble-cnding-loue: 

I he prettie and fwcct manner ofit forc’d 
Thofi; waters from me, which I would haue |W| 

But I had not fo much of man in mee, l ) 

And all my mother came into mine eyes 
And gaue mevp to teares. 

King. I blame you not. 

For hearing this, 1 muft perforce compound 
With mixtfull eyes, or they will ifl'ne to. j, 
Put hearkc, what new alarum is this fame? 

Tfie French haue re-enforc'd their fcattei’d men • 

J hen eucry fouldiour k.ll his Prifoncrs, 

Giue the word through. * c 

* o r v 


aJ&M Quartns. 


£ liter Fine lien and Gower, 

FIh. Kill the poyes and the luggage, ’Tisexprell 
again ft the Law of Armes, tis as arrant a peece ofha 
ry mark e you now, as can bee offeit in your Confciei 
now, is ic not? 

Cow a Tig certaine, there’s not a boy left a liue,and 
Cowardly Rafcalls that ranne from the battaile ha’dc 
this flaughter: befidcs they haue burned anti carried 
way all that was in the Kings Tent, wherefore theKi 
mod worthily hath causdeuery foldicurto cut his p 
loners throat. O ’tis a gallant King. 

Hh, I, hee was pome at Monmouth Captaine Cm 
W hat call you the Townes name where Alexander t 
pig was borne? 

Govt. Alexander the Great* 

Flu. Why I pray you, is not pig, great ? The pig, 
thegrear, or the mighty, or the huge, orthemagnar 
mous, are all one reckonings,faue the phrafe is a litlc v 
riations. 

Gower. I thinke Alexander the Great was borne 
CWaccdon, his Father was called Phillip of Macedo*, * 
take ir. 

Flu$ I thinke it is in Macedon where t AlexAnder 
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-—TtelfvouCaptainc, if you looke in the Maps of 

L°nrid I warrant you fall finde in the comparifo.is be- 

tbC ’Maetdon & Monmouth ,that the fituations looke 

;CD alike# There is a Riuer in c fttacedonfr there 

w,.« 

^ Luth • but it is out of my praincs, what is the name 
rtfothcr Riuer: but ’tis all one, tis alike as my fingers 
C mv finders, and there is Salmons in both. l f you 
Ve .Alexanders life well, Harry of Monmottthes life is 

^ after it indifferent well, for there is figures in all 

Alexander God knowes, and you know, in his 
and his furies,and his wraths, and his chollers, and 
ra S cS ’ o des, and his difpleafures, and his indignations, 
bcin^ a little intoxicates in his praines, did in 
A | CS and his angers (looke you) kill his beft friend 

Our King is not like him in that, he neucr kill’d 

an y of his friends. . . 

fla. It is not well done (marke you now) to take tnc 

lesoutofmy mouth, crc it is made and finifhcd.I fpeak 
but in the figures, and companions ofic : as Alexander 
kildhisfricnd^/,being m his Ales and his Cuppes; fo 
all* o Harry OMonmourh being in his right wittes, and his 
a 0 od iudg«tients, turn’d away the fat Knight with the 
orcat belly doublet: he was full of iefts, and gypes, and 
knaucries, and mockes, I haue forgot his name. 

Or. Sir lohn Falftafe. 

fin. Tbflt is he: ilc tell you,there is good men pome 
atC Monmouth. 

Ge*. Hecre comes his Maiefty. 

Alarum . Fnter King Harry and Bur fan 
with prifoners . hlotirifh . 

[ King. I was not angry fincc'l came to France, 
Vntillthisinftaut. Take a Trumpet Herald, 

Ride thou vnto the Horfcmen on yond hill: 

Ifthey will fight with vs, bid them come downe, 

Orvoyde the field : they do offend our fight# 
lfthey'1 do neither, we will come to them. 

And make them sker away, as fwife as ftoncs 
Enforced from the old Affyrian flings: . 

Befides, wee’l cut the throats of thofe wc haue, 

And not a man of them that we fhall take. 

Shall tafte our mercy# Go and tell them fo. 

Enter Montioy. 

Fxe . Here comes the Herald ot the French,my Liege 
Clou. His eyes are humbler then they vs’d to be. 

King. How now, what mcanes this Herald ? Knowft 
thou not. 

That I haue fin'd thefe bones of mine for ranfome? 

Com’ft thou againe for ranfome ? 

Her. No great King.- 
I come to thee for charitable Liccnfe, 

That we may wander ore this bloody field, , 

To bookc our dead, and then to bury them, 

To fort our Nobles from our common men. 

For many of our Princes ( woe the while) 

Lye drown’d and foak’d in mercenary blood : 

So do our vulgar drench their pcafant hmbes 
Iijblood ofPrinces, and with wounded ftecds 
Fret fct-locke deepe in gore, and with wilcierage 
Yerkc out their armed heelcs at their dead matters. 

Killing them twice. O giue vs leaue great King, # 

To view the field in lafety, and difpolc 
Of their dead bodies. 
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~Kin I tell thee truly Herald, 

•I know not if the day be ours or no. 


For yet a many of your horfcmen pccrc. 

And gallop ore the field. 

Her. The day is yours. 

Kin. Praifcd be God, and not our ftrength for it: 
What is this Caftle call’d that ftands hard by. 

Her . They call it Agincowrt. 

King. Then call we this the field of Agincom, 

Fought on the day of Crtfpin(rijpianus. 

Flu. Your Grandfather of famous memory(an , t pleafe 
your IVlaiefty) and your great V^ncle Edward thePlacke 
Prince of Wales,as I haue read in the Chronicles, fought 
a moft praue pattlc here in France# 

Kin. They did FlucRen. 

Flu. Your Maiefty fayes very true: If your Maiefties 
is remembred ofit, the Welchmen did good feruice in a 
Garden where Leekes did grow, wearing Leckes in their 
Monmouth caps, which your Maiefty know to thishoure 
is an honourable badge of the feruice: And I do beleeue 
yourMaieftytakesnofcornctoweare the Leekevppon 
S. Tauies day. 

King. I weare ic for a memorable honor: 

For 1 am Welch you know good Countriman. 

Flu. Alltiie water in Wyc, cannot wafh your Maie¬ 
fties Welfhplood out ofyourpody, I can tell you that: 
God plcffe it, and preferue ic, as long as it picafeshis 
Grace,and his Maiefty too. 

Km. Thankcs goad my Countrymen. 

Flu. By Iefhu, I am your Maiefties Countreyman, I 
care not who know it: I will confeflc it to all the Orld, I 
need not be afhamed ofyour Maiefty,praifedbeGod 
fo long as your Maiefty is an honeft man. 

King # Good keepe me fo. 

Enter Williams. 

Our Heralds go with him, 

Bring me iuft notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither. 

Exe . Souldier, you rnuft come to the King. 

Kin Souldier, why wear’ft thou that Gloue in thy 
Cappe ? 

Will. And’c pleafe your Maiefty, tis the gage of one 
that I fhould fight wnhall,if he be aliuc. 

Kin. An Englifhman ? 

Wil. And’t pleafe your Maiefty, a Rafcall thatfwag- 
gci’d with me laft night : who if aliue, and euer dare to 
challenge this Gloue, I haue fwornc to take him a boxe 
aTh ere : or if I can fee my Gloue in his cappe, which he 
fwore as he was a Souldier he would w4are(if aliue^I wil 
ftrike it out foundly. 

Kin. What thinke you Captaine Flucllen y is it fit this 
fouldier keepe his oath. 

llu. Hec is a Craucn and a Villains elfe# and’t pleafe 
your Maiefty in my confciencc. 

King . It muy bee, his enemy is a Gentleman of great 
.fort quijte from the anfwer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as good a Ientlcman as the diuel is, 
as Lucifer and Belzcbub himfclfe, it is neceflary (looke 
your Grace) that he keepe his vow and his oath: If hee 
bee periur’d (lee you now) his reputation is as arrant a 
villaioe and a lacke fawce, as euer his blacke (hoo trodd 
vpon Gods ground, and his earth, in my confidence law 

Kmg. Then keepe thy vow firrah, when thou meet’ft 
the fellow. 

VFtl. So, I wil my Idege, as I liuc. 

King. Whofcru’ft thou vndcr? 

Wil. 
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fViU. Vndcr Captaine Gower ,my Liege. 

Flit. Gower is a good Captaine, and is good know¬ 
ledge and liccracurcd in the Warrcs. • 

King. Call him hither to me,Souldier. 

WiL I will my Liege. Exit. 

King. Here Flttellen.weare thou this fauour for me,and 
ftickc it in thy Cappe: when Alanfon and rny fclfe were 
downe together,I pluckt thisGlowc from his Hclme: If 
any man challenge this, hec is a friend to eAlanfon,and an 
enemy to our Perfon; if thou encounter any fuch, appre¬ 
hend him,and thou do’ft me louc. 

flu. Your Grace doo’s me as great Honors as can be 
defir’d in the hearts of his Subieds: I would faine fee 
the man,that ha’s but two legges, that ftull find himfelfe 
agreefd at this Glouc; that is all: but I would faine fee 
iconce.and plcafcGod of his grace that I might fee. 

King. Know’ll thou Gower ? 

Tit*. He is my dcare fricnd,and pleafe you. 

King. Pray thee goe feeke him, and bring him to my 
Tent. 

Tin. I will fetch him. Exit. 

King. My Lord of Warwick, and my Brother Clojler, 
Follow Fluellen ilofely at the hcclcs. 

The Gloue which I hauc giuen him for a fauour 
May haply purchafc him a box a'th'care. 

It is the Souldiers: I by bargainc Pnould 
Weare it my felfe. Follow good Coufin Warwick.: 

If that the Souldier ftrike him,as 1 mdge 
By his blunt bearing,he will keepc his word j 
Some fodaine mifehiefe may atife of it: 

For I doe know Fluellen valiant, 

And toucht with Choler,hot as Gunpowft^r,^ 

And quickly will rcturne an iniurie. 

FolloWjand fee there be no harme bctwcenc them. 

Goe you with me,Vncklc cf Exeter. Exeunt. 


FbeJJfg of Henry the Fift. 


Eater Gower and Williams. 

WiU. I warrant it is to Knight you,Captaine. 

Enter Fins lien. 

Fits. Gods will,and his pleafure, Captaine,I befeech 
you now, come apace to the King : there is more good 
toward you peraduenture, then is in your knowledge to 
dreame of. 

Will. Sir,know you this Gloue? 

Flu. Know the Glouef I know the Gloue is a Gloue* 
Wid u I know this,and thus I challenge it. 

Strikes him. 

Flu. ’Sblnc^an arrant Traytbr as anyes in the Vniuer- 
fall World,or in France,or in England. 

Gower. How now Sir? you Villainc. 

Will. Doc you thinke lie be forfworne ? 

Flu. Stand away Captaine Gower ,1 will giue Tteafon 
his payment incoplowcs,I warrant you* 

WiH. I am noTraytor. 

Flu. That’s a L ye in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
Maicfties Name apprehend hjm,hc # s a friend of the Duke 
jilanfons. 

Enter Warwick and Cjlouceflcr. 

Warn, How now,how now,what’$ the matter? 

Flu. My Lord of Warwick, hecre is, pray fed be God 
for it, amoft contagious Trcafon come to light, looke 
you, as you/hall defire in a Summers day. Hccrc is his 
Maieftie, Enter King and Exeter. 

King. How now, what’s the matter ? ; 

Flu. My Liege, heere is a Villaine, and a Traytor, 
that looke your Grace, ha’s ftrookc the Glouc which 



rowncj, 


is take 


your Maicftic 

fin. 

mU. My Liege,this was my Gloue b. . 

ofit:and he that I gaueit to in change prom- ,S .f ef < 
“ , in hls Cappe: I promis’d to ftrikeVim sfE'j 16 ** 
this man with my Glouc in his Cappe and m! d ’ d: 1 * 
good as my word. ^^aue.b ecnjs 

Flu. Your Maicftic heare now, f au 


Manhood, what an arrant rafcally 
Knauc it is : I hope your Maieftie i S p ear * §ery ’ low fit 
and witnefle.apd will auouchtnent thar tk ™ 6 
of Alanfon, that your Maieftie is gi uc lslsth «Gl 0 |, t 
fciencc now. & e ' ,n y°urC 0ll> 

Kmg. Giue me thy Gloue Souldier 5 
Lookc,heere is the fellow of it: 

’Twas I indeed thou promifed’ft to ftfilft 
And thou haft giuen me moft bitter termes 

Flu. And pleafe your Maieftie, let his Neck w 
for it,if there is any Mar (lull Law in the World ^ 
King. How canft thou make me fatisfaefinn > 

Will. All offcnces,my Lord,come from the heart 

idii? mcanyfr ° m minc ’ d ’ at ™'^ hc offend youTht 

Kwg. It was our felfe thou didft abufe. , 
miL Your Maieftie came not like you*felft.. 
appear’d to me but as a common man • w ; rn ^ y ?“ 
Night, your Garments, your Low lineffe • an H 
your Highncflc fuffer’d vndcr that fhape I belrA " 
take it for your owne fault, and not mine: f or ba J J°* 
beer.e as I tooke you for, I made no offence • tiw , 
befeech your Highneffe pardon me. * **** * 1 

King. Here Vnckle Exeter, fill this'Gloue withCi 
And giue it to this fellow. Keepe it fellow. 

And weare it for an Honor in thy Cappe, 

Till I doe challenge it. Giue him the Crownes: 

And Captaine,you rauft needs be friends with him 
flu. By this Day and this Light, the fellow ha*s met. 
tell enough in his belly: Hold, there is twelue-pence for 
you, and I pray you to ferue God, and keepe you out o' 
prawlcs and prabbles.and quarrels and diffentioM.andl 
I warrant you it is the better for you. 

Will. I*will none of your Money. 

Flu. It is witha good will: I can tell you it will fevue 
you to mend your/hooes; come,whereforcfhouldy< 
be io pafhfull, your fhoocs is not fo good: ’tis a ©oi 
filling I warrant you,or I will change ic. 

Enter Herauld. 

King. Now Herauld,are the dead numbred ? 
Herald. Hccre is the number of the flauehfred 
French. 

King. What Prifoners of good fort arc taken 
Vnckle? * 

hxe. Charles Duke of Orleance,NephcwtothcKing, 
Iohtt Duke of Burbon,and Lord Bouchiijtt/ild: 

Of other Lords and Barons,Knights and Squires, 

Full fiftecne hundred,befides common men. 

^tng. This Note doth tell me of ten thoufand French 
That i n the field lye flaine: of Princes in this number, 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead 
One hundred twentic fix: added to thefe, 

Of Knights,Efquires,and gallant Gentlemen, 

Eight thoufand and fourc hundred: of the which, 

Fiuc hundred were but yefterday dubb’d Knights. 

So that in thefe ten thoufand they hauc loft. 

There a#e but fixceene hundred Mercenaries: 

The reft are Princes, Barons,Lord^Knights^quirc^ 


And 
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fTSentlemcn of bloud and qualitie. 
tflves of thofe their Nobles that lye dead: 

'Aeries Dchbretk, High Conftable of France, 

C r b ‘ 0 f Cbatilion.Admirall of France, 
h Mafterof the Crofle-bowes,Lord Rambures, 
r Mafter of Francc.the braue Sir Guichard Dolphin, 

, T Duke of Alanfon , Anthonie Duke of Brabant, 
TheBrother to the Duke of Burgundie, 

ViEdrrard Duke of Barr : of luftie Earles, 
rw.hree and Ro*{fu, Tmconbridge and Foyer, 
is,turnout and Marie, V,mdemont and Leftrttle. 

Sere was a Royall fellowfhip of death. 

Where is the number of our Englifh dead 

liiturd the Duke of Yorkc,the Earle of Suffolkc, 

S ?Richard Ketlj, Dauji Gam Efquire; 

None elfc of name: and of all other men, 

But fine and twentic. 

0 God, thy Arme was hecre : 

And not to vs, but to thy Arme alone, 

Afcribe we all: when, without ftratagem, 

But in plaine fliock,and eu:n play of Battaile, 

VVas euer knowne fo great and little lofie ? 

On one part and on th’ocher,take it God, 
for ,'t is none but thine. 

Exet, 'Lis wondcrfull. 

gw. Comc.goe me in proccflion to the Village: 

And be it death prodaymed through our Hoaft, 

Toboaft of this,or take that prayfe from God, 

Which is hisonely: 

flu. Is it not lawful! and pleafe your Maieftie, to tell 
how many is kill’d ? 

King. Yes Captaine: but with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for vs. 

Flu, Yes,my confcicncc,he did vs great good. 

King. Doe we all holy Rights: 

Let there be fang Non nobis ,and To Deunt, 

Thedead with charitie enclos’d in Clay: 

And then to Callicc.and to England then. 

Where ne’re from France arriu'd more happy men. 

Exeunt. 


dAUus Quintus. 


Enter Chorus . 

Vouchfafc to thofe that hauc not read the Story, 

That I may prompt them : and of fuch as haue, 

I humbly pray them to admit thexcufe 
Of time,of numbers,and due courfc of things, 

Which cannot in their huge and proper life, 

Be here prefented. Now we beare the King 
Toward Callicc: Graunt him there ; there feene, 

Heaue him away vpon your winged thoughts. 

Athwart the Sea: Behold the Englifti beach 
Pales in the flood; with Men, Wiucs,and Boyes, 

Whofc fhouts & claps out-voyce the deep-mouth’d Sea, 
Which like a mightic Whiffier fore the King, 

Secmes to prepare his way: So let him land, 

And folcmnly fee him fet on to London. 

So iwife a pace hath Thought,that cuen now 
You may imagine him vpon Black-Heath; 

A/herc,that his Lords defire him,to haue borne 
dis bruifed Helmet,and his bended Sword 
>etorc him,through the Citie: he forbids it^ 


Being free from vain-nefle,and felfc-glorious pride; 
Giuing full Trophee,Signalled Oftent, 

Quite from himfelfe,to God* But now behold, 

In the quick Forge and working-houfe of Thought, 
How London doth powre out her Citizens, 

The Maior and all his Brethren in beft fort. 

Like to the Senatours of tlfancique Rome, 

With the Plebeians fwarming at their heeles, 

Goe forth and fetch their Conqu’ring Cafar ill: 

As by a lovrer,but by lolling likelynood, 

Were now the Generali of our gracious Emprefle, 

As in good time he may,from Ireland comming, 
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword ; 

How many would the peaceful! Qtie quir. 

To welcome him ? much morc,and much morecaufe. 
Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 

As yet the lamentation of the French 
Inuites the King of Englands ftay at home : 
The.Emperour’s comming in bebalfc of France, 

To order peace betweenc them: and omit 
All the occurrences^what euer chanc’t, 

Till Harrycs backe returne againe to France: 

There muft we bring him; and my fclfe haue play'd 
The interimby remembring you ’tis paft. 

Then breoke abridgement,and your eyes aduance. 

After your thoughts,ftraight backc againe to France, 

Exit. 

Enter Fluellon and Gower. 

Gower. Nay, that’s right : but why weare you your 
Leeke to day i S. Dauics day is paft. 

Flu* There is occafions and caufes why and wherefore 
in all things: I will tell you afle my friend, Captaine 
Gower ; the rafcally, fcauld, beggerly, lowfie, pragging 
Knaue TiHoll, which you and your felfe,and all the World, 
know to be no petter then a fellow,looke you now,of no 
merits: hce is come tome, and prings me pread and 
fault yefterday, looke you, and bid me eatc my Leeke: 
it was in a place where I could not breed no contention 
with him ; but I will be fo bold as to weare it in my Cap 
till I fee him once againe, and then I will tell him a little 
piece of my defires. 

Enter Vi ft oil . 

Gower. Why heere hec comes/welling like a Turky- 
cock. 

Flu. Tis no matter for his fwcllings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God plelfe you aunchientP/i?(?/?;youfcuruie low¬ 
fie Knaue,God plefle you. 

Pift. Ha, art thou bedlam ? doeft thou thirft,bafe 
Troian, to haue me fold P areas htdXl Web? Hence; 
1 am qualmifh at the fmel! of Leeke. 

Flu. I pefeech you heartily, feuruie lowfie Kwaue, at 
my defires, and my requefts, and my petitions, to eate, 
looke you,thi$ Leeke ; becaufe, looke you, you doe not 
louc it, nor your affe&ions,and your appetites and your 
difgcftions doo’s not agree with jt, I would defire you 
to eate it. 

Ptft. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 

Flu. There is one Goat for you. Strikes him. 
Will you be fo good,fcauld Knaue,aseateit? 

Pift. Bafe Troian,thou (halt dye. 

Flu. You fay very true, fcauld Knaue, when Gods 
will is: I will defire you to Hue in the meane time, and 
eate your Viftuals : come, there is fawce for it. You 
call’d me yefterday Mountaine-Squicr, but I will make 
__ you 
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you to day a (quire of low degree. I pray you fall coo,if 
you caomocke a Lecke, you can cate a Lcckc. 

Goter. Enough Copcaine,you hauc aftonifht him. 

Flu. 1 fay, I will make him eate feme part of my leeke, 
or I will pcaie his pate tourc dayes : bite I prav you, it is 
good for your greene wound, and your ploodieCoxc- 

combe. 

Dift. Mufti bite. 

Flu. Yes certa»nly,and out ofdoubtandotK of que- 
ftion too, and ambiguities. 

Vift. By this Leckc, I will ir,u(i horribly reuenge I 
eatc and catc I fwearc. 

Flu* Eatc I pray you, vyiilyou haue feme morefauce 
toyour Leeke: there is not enough Lccke to fwearc by. 

Pift. Qn ct thy Cti dgcll,tho u doit fee I cate. 

Flu * Much good do you feald knauc, heartily. Nay, 
pray you throw none away, the skinne is good for your 
broken Coxcombs ; when you take occafions to fee 
Lcekcs hccreafcer, I pray you mocke at’em, that is all, 

Tift* Good. 

Flu* I, Leekcs is good: hold you, there is a groat to 
hcale your pate. 

Pi ft. Me a groat? 

Flu Yes verily, and in truth you (hall take ir, or I haue 
another Lccke in my pbeket,which you fhall eatc. 

Pift\ I take thy groat m earned of reuenge. 

Flu . If I owe you anything, I will pay you in Cud¬ 
gels,you fhallbc a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
me but cudgels: God bu’y you, and kcepc you, 6 c heale 
your pate. Exit 

Tift* All hell fliall ftirrefor this. 

Gow. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly ICnaue, 
will you mocke at an ancient Tradition began vppon an 
honourable rcfpedl, and worne as a memorable Tr.ophcc 
of prcdecealcd valor,and dare not auouch in your deeds 
J any of your words. I hauc fccnc you gieeking & galling 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought,becauft* 
he could not fpeake Englifh inthenatiuc garb, he could 
not therefore handle an Englifh Cudgcll: you findc it o- 
therwife, and henceforth let a Welfh corrcftion, teach 
you a good Englifh condition, fare ye well. Exit 

Pift. Doeth fortune play the huifwife with mcnow? 
Ncwes haue I that my Doths deadi’thSpiuIeofa mala¬ 
dy of France, and there my rendeuous is quire cut off: 
Oldldowaxe, and from my wearie limbes honour is 
Cudgeld. Well,Baud He turnc, and fomething leaneto 
Cut-purfc of quicke hand: To England will I ftealc, and 
there lie ftealc: 

And patches will I getjrnto rbefe cudgeld fcarres. 

And 1 wore I got them in the Gallia warres. Exit. 

Enter At onedoore , King Henry, Exeter, Bedford y Warwicke, 
ana other Lords. At Another, Qgtecne Ifabely 
the King , the Duke of Bourgongnc ,and 
other French . 

King* Peace to this meeting, wherefore we arc met; 
Vnto our brother France, and to our Sifter 
Health and fairc time of day: Ioy and good wifhes 
To cur moft faire and Princely Cofine Katherine : 

And asa branch and member of this Royalty, 

By whom this great afiembly is contriu’d. 

We do falute you Duke o r Burgogne , 

And Princes French and Pecrcs health to you all. 

Fra. Right ioy tills are wc to behold your tacc, 

Moft worthy brother England, faireiy met, 

So are you Pnpces (Englifh) euery one. 


The Life of.Henry the Fift. 
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So happy be the ] flue brother 

Of this good day, and ofthis gr a ci 0Us 0,3 ' 

As we are now glad to behold yourcy cs Rg > 
Your eyes which hitherto haue borne ’ 

In them agoinft the French that met th#>m • . 

The fatall Balls of furthering Bafiliskc™■ 

The venome of fuch Lookes we faireiy ho 
Haue loft their qualitie, and thac this day^ 

Shall change all griefes and quarrels intoloue 
E»g. To cry Amen to that, thus w c appear, 
Q»ft. You Englifh Princes all,I doc fLj* 
Hurg. MydutictoyoubcthjoncqualUoJ 011, 
Orcat Kings of France and Englandr.hat I W ,. 
Wnh all my wits, my paines,and ftrong endcuo^' 
To bring your moft Imperiall Maicfties 0rs » 

V nto this Barre, and Royall enterview • 

Your Mightineffieon both parts beft can witnrfT. 
Since then my Office hath fo farre preuayl'd f ‘ 
That Face to Face, and Royall Eye to Eye * 

You haue congreeced : let it not difgraceme 
If I demand before this Royall view° 

What Rub, or what Impediment there is, 

Why that the naked, poore, and manglcdPeace 
Dcarc Nourfe of Arts, Plentyes,and ioyfull jB-rths 
Should not in this beft Garden of the World * 

Our fertile France,put vp her louely Vifagc } 
Alas 3 fhee hath from France too long been chas’d 
And all her Husbandry doth lye on hcapes, 5 
Corrupting in it owne fertilise. 

Her Vine,the merry chearer of the heart, 
Vopruned,dycs : her Hedges euen pleach’d, 

Like Prifoners wildly oucr-growoe with hayre, 

Put forth difordedd Twigs: her fallow Leas, 

The Darnell,Hemlock,and vankc Fcmetary, * 

Doth root vpon; while that the Cultcr ruiis, 

That fhouid deracinate fuch Sauagery • 

( he euen Meade,that erft brought fweetly forth 
The freckled Covyflip^urnctjand greene Clouer, 

Wanting the Sythe,wir.hall vncorre$ed,rankt \ 
Conceiues by idIene(Tc,and nothing teemes, 

But hatevull Docks, rough. Thiflics,Kekfyes,Burrcs r 
Lootingboth beautie and vtilitie; 

And all our Vineyards, Faliowe$,Meades,and Hedges, 
Defeftiuc in their natures, grow to wildneffe. 

Euen fo our Houles,and our felues,and Children, 
Haue loft,or doc not learne, for want of time, 

The Sciences that fhouid become our Coumrcyj 
But grow like Sauages,as Souldiers will, 

Thar nothing doe, but meditate on Blood* 
ToSwearing,and fterne Lookes.defus’d Attyrc, 

And euery thing that feemes vnnacurall. 

Which to reduce into our former fauour, 

You are aflemblcd : and my fpcech entreats, 

That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expdl thefc inconueniences, 

And blefic vs with her former qualities. 

Eng, If Duke of Burgonie,you would thcPeace# 
Whole wantgiucs growth toth’imperfechons 
Which you haue cited; youmnftbuy that Peace 
With full accord to all our iuft demands, 

Whofe Tenures and particular efrefls 
You hauc enfcheduPd briefely in your hands. 

Burg, The King hath heard them: to the which,flsye: 
There is no Anl wer made. 

Eng, Well chcQithc Peace which you before fovrg 
Lyes in his Anfwcr.* 



I 
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„ Th^e but with a curfclaric eye 
. fr 2 an Vc che Articles: Pleafcth your Grace 
0rC ^ oint (omc of your Councell prefently 
T ° r PP vith vs once more,with better heed 

T /r nur accept and peremptone Anfwcr. 

P^ e i ^ Brother we fliall. GoeVnck! e Exeter, 
^Brother Clarence, and you Brother GlottceJlcr, 

Zrick ,and Hmtington, goe with the King, 
tmafrppnnwcr.to ratine. 


. ^ take with you free power, to ratifie, 
ien t or alter, as your Wifdomcs beft 
Slieeaduantageable for our Dignitic, 
.. . r^nmf nLic Demands. 


hin(7 ,n or ouc of our Demands, 
fCe’Ie configne thereto. Will you,fail e Sifter, 
r ne with the Princes,or ftay here with vs? 

U W. Our gracious Brother, I will goe with tnem: 
a a Womans Voyce may doe fomc good, 

Ken Articles too nicely vrg’d,be ftood on. 

^ EneUnd. Yet leaue our Coufin Katherine here with vs, 
che is our capicall Demand,compris’d 
wi hin the fore-ranke of our Articles. 

Once. She hath good leaue. Exeunt omnes. 

JliiZnct King and • Katherine . 

Faire Katherine y and moft faire, 

VVill you vouebiafe toteacha S ^uldier tcarmes, 

Sacb as will enter at a Ladyes care, 

An a pleadc his Louc-fuit to her gentle bearr. 

Kath. Your Maieftic fhallmock at me,I cannot fpeake 

your England. 

King O faire Katherine* if you will loue me foundly 
with your French heart, I will be glad to hcare you con- 
feffc it brokenly with your Englifti Tongue. Doe you 
hkctne, Kate} 

, Kath. Pardonne moy y I cannot tell wat is like me. 

King An Angcll is like you Kate , and you are like an 
Angdk 

Kath. Quf dit il (jue Ie fais [emblahle a les Anges ? 

lady. Ohj verayment (fauf voftre Grace) ainjidit il. 

King I laid fo, dcare Katheriney and I mu ft noi blufti 
toeffinne it. 

Kath. O bon Diets, les Ungues des hommes font plein de 
tromfenes. 

King What fayes fhe/aire one? that the tongues of 
men are full of deceits? 

Ladj . Ouy y dat de tongeus of de mans is be full of de¬ 
ceits : dat is de Princefie. 

Kmg. The Princcffe is the better Englifh-woman : 
yfaich Kate, my wooing is fit for thy vnderftandmg, I am 
thou canft fpeake no better Englifh, for if thou 
could’ft, thou would’ft finde me fuch a plaine King,that 
thouwouldft thinkc, I had fold myFarme to buy my 
Crowne. I know no wayes to mince it in loue, but di- 
rcftly to fay, I lone you ; then if you vrge me farther, 
then to fay,Doe you in faith? I vveare out my fuitc : Giuc 
meyour anfwer, yfaith doe, and fo clap hands,and a bar- 
pine;: how fay you,Lady * 

Kath. Sauf voftre honeur , me vnder ftand well. 

King Marry, if you would put me to Verfes,orto 
lance for your lake, Kate, wdiy you vndid me: for the one 
I hauc neither words nor meafijre \ and for the other, I 
lauenoftrengthinmcafure, yet a ie;ifonable meafurc in 
length. If I could winne a Lady at Leape-frogge,or by 
vawtmg into my Saddle, with my Armour on my backe; 
vnder the correction of bragging be it fipokert* I (hould 
quickly lcapc into a VVife : Or if I might buffet for my 


Loue or bound my Horfe for her fauours, 1 could lay on 
likeaButcher,and fit like a lack an Apcs,ncucr eft. But 
before God Kate f I cannot looke greenely, nor gafpc out 
my eloquence, nor I haue no cunning in prorcftation; 

onclydowne-rightOathes, which I neuervfe tillvrg’d, 

nor neuer breake for vrging. If thou canft loue a fellow 
of this temper,^,whofe face is not worth Sunne-bur- 
ning f that neuer lookes in his Clafie, for loue of any 
thing he fees there ? let thine Eye be thy Cooke. I Ipeake 
to thee plaine Souldier: If thou canft loue me tor this, 
take me ? if not? to fay to thee that I (hall dye,is true* bin 
for thy loue, by the L. No: yet I loue thee too. And 
while thou liu’ft,doarc Kate, take a fellow of plaine and 
vneoyned Conftancie/or he perforce mull do thee right, 
became he hath not the gift to wooe in other places: for 
thefc fcllowcs of infinic tongue,that can ryme themfclucs 
into Ladyes fauours, they doe alwayes reafon thcmfelucs 
out againc. What ? a fpeakcr is but a prater, a Ryme is 
but a Ballad; a good Legge will fall, a ftrait Backe will 
ftoope,ablacke Beard will turne white, a curFd Pace will 
grow bald, a faire Face will wither, a full Eye will wax 
hollow : but a good Heart, Kate, is the Sunne and the 
Moonc, or rather the Sunne, and not the Moone; for it 
fhines bright, and neuer changes, but keepes his courfe 
truly, if*thou would haue fuch a one, take me ? anc» 
take me; take a Souldier: take a Souldier; take a King. 
And what fay’ft thou then to my Loue ? fpeake my faire, 
and faireiy, I pray thee. 

Kath. Is it poflible dat I fould loue dc cnnemic of 
Fraunce ? 

Ktng. No,it is not poflible you fhouid loue the Ene- 
mieof France, Kate-, but in louing; me,you fhouid loue 
the Friend of Fraiice : for I loue France fo well, that I 
will not part with a Village of it; I will haue it all mine: 
and £<ite,whcn France is mine,and 1 am yours;then yours 
is France,and you arc mine. 

Kath. I cannot tell wat is dat. 

King. No,Kate? I will tell thee in French,which I am 
fure will hang vpon my tonguejikea new-married Wife 
about her Husbands Nccke, haidly to be (booke oft; U 
quand fur le pofjejfion de Fraunce , & sjuand vow aues iepoft 
feftion de rnoy. ( Let mee fee,what then ? Saint Dennis bee 
myfpeede) Done voftre eft Frauncevow eftes mienne. 
It is as cafic for xr\e y Kate,io conquer the Kingdoms,as to 
fpeake fo much more French : 1 ftwill neuer moue thee in 
Frcnch,vnlcfle it be to laugh at me. 

Kath. Sauf Voftre honeur , le Francois ques vow par leu, il 
& me hew qu/1 Anglo is lc quel le parle . 

King. No faith is’t not, Kate : but thy fpeaking of 
my Tongue , and I thine, moft truely falfely, muft 
needes be ^raunccii to be much at one. But ATdf^doo’ft 
thou vnderftand thus much Englifti^ Canft thou loue 
mee ? 

Kath . T cannot tell. 

King. Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate} lie 
aske them. Comc,I knew thou loueft me : and at nighr, 
when you come into youvClofec, you'le queftion this 
Gentlewoman about me; and I kno \?o,Kate, you will to 
her difprayfe thofeparts in me,thac you loue with your 
heart: but good AT. 7 fe,mocke ir.e mercifully, the rather 
gentle PrinceflTe.bccaufc 1 loue thee cruelly. If cuer thou 
beeft mine, Kate y as I haue a fauing Faith within me tells 
methouihalc; I get thee with skambling , and thou 
muft therefore needes proue a good Souldier-breeder: 
Shall not thou and I, beeweene Saint Dennis and Saint 
George, compound a Boy, halfe French halfc Englilh, 
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that fKall goe to Conftantinople>and take theTurke by 
the Beard, Shall wee not ? what fay’ft thou, my fairc 
Flowcr-de-Luce. 

Kate. I doe net know dat# 

King. No:'tis hereafter to know,but now to promife: 
doe but now promife Kate , you will endeauour for your 
French part of fuch a Boy ; and for my Engltfti moytie, 
take the Word of a Kin^;, and a Batcheler. How anfwer 
you. La plus belle Katherine da monde mon tre/ckcrer detun 
deejfe. 

Kath . YourMaicflce aue faufe Frenche enough to 
dcceiuc de moft lage Damoifeil dat is cr» Fraunce. 

King. Now fye vpon my falle French:by mine Honor 
in true Engli(h,I louc thee Kate ; by which Honor,I dare 
not fweare thou loueft me, yet my blood begins to flat¬ 
ter me, that thoudoo’ft; notwithftanding the poore and 
vnten?pering effc £k of my Vifage. Now befhrew my 
Fathers Ambition, hee wa* thinking of Ciuill Warres 
when hee got me, therefore was I created with a ftub- 
borne ont-flde,with an afpe<ft of Iron, that when I come 
to wooe Ladye$,I fright them : but in faith Kate , the el¬ 
der I waXythc better I fhall appearc. My comfort is,that 
Old Age, that ill layer vp of Bcautie, can doe no more 
fpoyle vpon my Face. Thou haft me,if thou haft me, at 
the worft ; and thou fhalc wcare me, if thou wcare me, 
better and better : and therefore tell me t moft fairc Ka - 
tberinfy will you haue me ? Put off your Maiden Blufhcs, 
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookcs of 
an Emprcfle, take me by the Hand , and fay, Harry of 
England, I am thine : which Word thou fhalt no fooner 
blefle mine Eare withall, but I will tell thcc alowd, Eng¬ 
land is thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine,and Henry 
Tlantagtnct is thine ; who, though 1 fpeake it before his 
Face, if he be not Fellow with the beft King, thou (halt 
findethebeft King ofGood-fellowes. Come your An- 
fwer in broken Mufick ; for thy Voyec is Muflck, and 
thy Englifli broken : Therefore Quecne of dl,Kathmne 7 
breake thy minde to me in broken Englifh; wilt thou 
haue me > 

Kath . Dat is as it (hall pleafe de Roy mon pere . 

King . Nay,it will pleafe him well, Kate; it (hall pleafe 
him yKate. 

Kath. Den it fall alfo content me. 

King. Vpon that I kifle your Hand, and I call you my 

Qucene. 

Kath . Ldijfe mon Seigneur , faiffe, laijfc, may foy : Ie ne 
vests point que vous abbarjfe voftre grandeus , en baifant le 
main d une nosire Seigneur indignie ferttitear excufemoy, Ie 
vous fupplte mon tref-puiffant Seigneur. 

King . Then I will kifle your Lippes,i Cate. 

Kath* Les Dames & Damoifels pour ejlre ba'tfee defiant 
Uur nopcefe il net pas le coflume de Fraunce. 

King . Madame,my Interpreter,what fayes (hee? 

Lady. Dat it is not be de falhon pourle Ladies of 
Frauncc; I cannot tell wat is buifle en Anglilh. 

King. To kifle. 

Lady . Your Maicftcc entendre bettre que mor 0 

King. It is not a fafhion for the Maids in Fraunce to 
kifle before they are marryedjWould fhe fay? 

Lady. Ouy verayment. 

King. O KatCy nice Cuftomcs curfle to great Kings. 
Deare Kate , you and I cannot bee confin’d within the 
weake Lyft of a Countreyes fafhion : wee are the ma¬ 
kers of Manners, Kate ; and the libertic that followes 
our Places, ftoppes the mouth of all findc-faults, as I 
will doe yours, for vpholding the nice fafhion of your 
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Countrey, in denying me a Kiffe : therefT' 

and yeelding. You haue Witch-craft P at| H 
Kate : there is more eloquence in a c„ y ° Ur L ‘pP C 
them, then in the Tongues of the French r gSr tou d> 
they fhould fooner perfwade Harry 0 f EnT'? 11 ^ 
generall Petition of Monarch*. He,,.. 8 
Father. Crc c °mes 


you; 


Safer the French Fevered the Et. 
Lords. 




•Burg. God faue yourMaieftie, TO y R 0v ,„ r 
teach you our Princeffe Englifli ? ‘ y " u Moulin 

King. I would haue her iearne, my f a i re r n ,,r 
perfectly I louc her,and that is good Enelifh ^ 

Burg. Isfheenotapt? b ’ 

King. Our Tongue is rough,Coze and™ r- 
on is not fmooth: fo that hauing ncytCrl?^ 
the Heart of Flatterie about me, I cannot f 0 • " 1< " 
the Spirit of Loue in her, that hcc will appearehS^f 
likenefle. m histru e 

•Burg. Pardon the frankneffe of my mirth ifl f 

you for that. If you would coniure in her’ v ^ 
make a Circle : if coniure vp Louc in her j 
likeneffe, hee muft appeare naked, and blinde C 
blame her then, being a Maid, yet ros'd oner»;!!!? 
Vlrgin Crimfon of Modeftie, if fhee deny theann, ‘' 
of a naked blinde Boy in her naked feeing f e if P w railtt 
(my Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to config” 

King Yet they doe winkc and yceld, as Loue Mb 
and enforces. 

•Burg. They are then excus’d,my Lord,when thevfe 
not what they cioc. I c 

Kiag. Then good my Lord, teach your CouGn 
content winking. 

Burg. I will winke on her to ccnfcnt.my Lord.ify, 
will teach her to know my meaning: for Maidc'j vL 
Summer’d, and warme kept, are like Flyes at Bartholo" 
mew-tyde, blinde, though theybaue their eves,andt,hen 
they will endure handling, which before would not abide 
looking on. 

King: This Morall tyesme ouertoTime,andahoi 
Summer ; and fo I fhall catch the Flyc , your CouGn, id 
the latter end.and (hee muft be blinde to*. 

Burg, As Loue is my Lord,before it loues. 

King. It is fo ; and you may, fome of you, thank 
Loue for my blindneffc, who cannot fee many a faite 
French Citic for one faire French Maid that Hands innty 
way. 

French King. Yes my Lord, you fee them perfpec- 
tiuely : the Cities turn’d into a Maid ; for they arc 
all gyrdled with Maiden Walls, that Warre hath en- 
tred. 

England. Shall Kate be my Wife ? 

France . So pleafe you. 

England. I am content, fo the Maiden Cities you 
talke of, may wait on her : fo the Maid that flood in 
the way for my Wi(b, fhall flaew me the way to my 
Will. 

France. Wee haue confented to all tearmes of rea- 
fon. 

England. Is’t fo,my Lords of England ? 

Weft. The King hath graunred euery Article: 

His Daughter firft; and in fequcle,all. 

According to their firmc propofed natures. 

Exet.OrAi 
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The Life of Henry the Fift . 

iwOnely he hathiTotyet fubferibed this: 

JL your Maicftie demands,That the Kmg of France 
vVh 7 nv occafion to write for fnatter of Graunt, fhall 
hjUl0 vour Hichneffe in this forme, and with this addici- 
- -t- trefeherfilzj Henry Roj d slngietcrre 

and thus in Latine; Praclariftmtu 


flltI1 . C french • Nofire trefeherfiN Henry Roy d’Angleterre 
Tiered* Fraunce: and thus in Latine; Prxc !- m — 
2£ nder Benrktu Rex Anglu & Here: Fraud*. 

France. Nor this I nauc not Brother fo deny d, 

^ vour ’requeft M make me lee it paffe. 

^ Maud. 1 pray you then,in loue and dearc ally ance, 

, .[ t hat one Article ranke with the reft, 

\ A thereupon giue me your Daughter. 

1 '" Take her fairc Sonne,and from her blood rayle vp 

Tffue to me, that the contending Kingdomes 
Of France and England,whofe very flmares looke pale, 
u-ith enuy of each others happineffe, 

J cfa f e their hatred ; and this deare Conmnaion 
PIant Neighbourhood and Chriftian-like accord 
(ntheirfweet Bcfomcs: thac neuer Warre aduance 
His bleeding Sword ’twixe England and fairc France. 
Jjords. Amen. 

girnr. Now welcome Kate : and bcare me witnelie all, 
That here I kifle her as my Soucraigne Quccne. 

Flourifh. 

Oaee. God,thebcft maker of all Marriages, 

Coinbi> lc your hearts in one,your Realmes in one : 

As Man and Wife being two,arc one in loue. 

So be there ’twixt your Kingdomes fuch a Spoulall, 

That neuer may ill Office, or fell Icaloufie, 


Which troubles oft the Bed of bleffed Marriage, 
Thruft in betweenc the Pation of thefe Kingdomes, 
To make diuorcc of their incorporate League: 

That Englifli may as French,FrenchEnglifhmcn, 
Receiuc each other. God fpeake this Amen. 

All. Amen. 

Kin?. Prepare wc for our Marriage: on which day. 
My Lord of Burgundy wee’le take your Oath 
And all the Pecrcs.for furetie of our Leagues. 

Then {hall I fweare to A^rt-.and yoti tome. 

And may our Oathes well kept and profp’rous be, 
Senet. Exeunt. 

Enter Chorttt* 

Thus farre with rough,and all-vnablc Pen, 

Our bending Author hathpurfu’d the Story, 

In little roome confining mightie men. 

Mangling by ft arts the full courfe of their glory. 

Small time: but in thac fmall,moft greatly liued 
This Starre of England. Fortune made his Sword; 

By which,the Worlds beft Garden he atchieued: 

And of it left his Sonne Imperiall Lord. 

Henry the Sixtftn Infant Bands crown’d King 
Of France and England,did this King fucceed: 

Whofc State fo many had the managing, 

That they loft France,and made his England bleed: 
Which oft our Stage hath fhowne; and for their fake, 
Jn your fairc minds let this acceptance take. 


FINIS. 
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The firft Part of Henry the Sixt. 


(lA'cIus ‘Primus . Sccena ‘Prima. 



Dead LflLarch, 

Enter the FuneraH of King Henry the Fifi , attended on by 
the Duke of Bedford Regent of France ; the Duke 
ofGloftsr,Proteftor\ the Dv\e of ExeterW*r- 
wicke , the BHhop of Winchefber > and 
the Duke of Somerfet, 

\Bedford . 

Vr;gbey heauens with black,yield day tonight; 
Comets importing change ot Times and States, 
Brandifh your cryrtall Treffes in the Skie, 

And with them fcourge the bad rcuolcing Stars,, 
That hauc contented vnto Henries death: 

King Henry the Fife,too famous to line long, 

England ne're loft a King of fo much worth. 

Cjloft. England ne’rc had a King vntill his time: 
Vertue he had fi dcferuing to command. 

His brandifht S word did bhnde men with his beames, 
His Armesfprcd wider then a Dragons Wings: 

His fparkiing Eyes,repleat with wrathfull fire, 

More dazled and droue back his Enemies, 

Then mid-day Sunne,fierce bent againft their fates. 
What fhould I fay? his Deeds exceed all fpeech : 

He ne’re lift vp his Hand,but conquered. 

Exe. We mourne in black,why mourn we not in blood? 
Henry is dead,and neuer fhall reuiue: 

Vpon a Woodden Coffin vve attend; 

And Deaths difhonourablc Vidlbrie, 

Wc with our ftately prefence glorifie, 

Like Captiues bound to a Triumphant Carre. 

What? (ball weeurfeths Planets ofMifhap, 

That plotted thus our Glories ouerthrow> 

Or fhall wethinke the fubtile-wieted French, 

Coniurers and Sorccrci s, that afraid of him. 

By Magick Verfes hauc contriuM his end, 

Winch. He was a King,bltft of the Kine of Kings. 

f Vnco the French,the dreadfull Judgement-Day 
So dreadfull will not bc,as W33 his fight, 

: TheBactailes of the Lord of Hofts he fought: 

The Churches Prayers mode him fo prolperous. 

Glofl . The Church ? where is it ? 

Had not Church-men pray’d, 

His thred of Life had not fo foone decay'd. 

None doe you like, but an effeminate Prince, 

Whom like a Schoole-boy you may ouer-awe. 

Winch, Glofler, what ere we like.thou art Prote£lor, 

And lookeft to command the Prince and Realmc. 

Thy Wife is prowd, fhc hclderh thee in awe. 

Mure then God or Religious Church-mcn may. 


Glojl. Name not Religion,for thou Iou’ft the Fl^i. 
And ne’re throughout the yeere to Church thou o u 
Except it be to pray againft thy foes. °° ’ 

£«/.Ceafe,ceafe thefe Iarrcs,& reft your mind. :* 
Let’s to the Altar: Heralds wayt on vs; n P Ca ' 
In ftead of Gold,wee'le offer vp our Armcs 
Since Armes auayle not,now that Henry's dead 
Poftcritie await for wretched yeetes, ’ 
When at their Mothers rnoiftned eyes,Babesflv,iir , 
Our He be made a Nourifh of fait Teares, Ucl 
And none but Women left to wayle the dead 
Henry the Fift, thy Ghoft I inuocate: 

Protper this Realme, keepe it from Ciuill Broyle* 
Combat wich aduerfe Planets in the Heauens- ’ 

A farre more glorious S tarre thy Soule will make 
Then Inline Cafar,ox bright—— ‘ 

Enter a Meffenger. 

ATeff. My honourable Lords. health to youall; 
Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of lofle. of flaughter,and difeomfiture: 

Gu) en.Champaigne.Rhcimcs.Orleance, 

Paris Guyfors,Poi( 5 hers,are all quite loft, 

Rtdf. What fay’ft thou man,before dead Henry's Coarfe 
Speakc foftly,or the Ioffe of thofc great Townes 
Will make him burft his Lead,and rife from death, 
Gh>ft. Is Paris loft? is Roan yeeldedvp? 

If Henry were recall'd to life againe, 

Thefe news would caufe him once more yeeld theGhoft 
Exe. How were they loft { what trechetie was vs’d' 
Meff. No trccherie, but want of Men and Money. 
Amongft the Souldiers this is muttered. 

That here you maintainc feuerall Fa&ions : 

And whil'ft a Field fhould be difpatcht and fought, 
You are difputing of yourGenerals. 

Onewould hauelingring Warres,with little coft; 
Another would fiye fwift,but wanteth Wings : 

A third thinke$,without expence at all, 

By guilefoll faire words,Peace may be obtayn’d. 
Awake,awake,Englifh Nobilitic, 

Let not flouth dimmeyour Honors,new begot; 
Cropt are the Flower-de-Luces in your Aimes 
Of Englands Coat,one halfe is cut ayeay. 

Exe. Were our Teares wanting to this Funeral!, 
Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides. 

r Bedf. Me they concerne,Regent I am of France; 
Gitieme my fteelcd Coat,lie fight for France. 

Away with thefe difgracefull wayling Robes; 
Wounds will I lend the French,in ftead of Eyes, 

To weepc their intermiffiue Miferies. 
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'Enter to them another Adefenger. 

,. IT Lords view thefe Letters.full ot bad mifchance. 
reuolted from the Englifh quite, 
frani -Lie petty Townes,of no import. 

^ n ftardof.Orleance with him is loyn d . 

ThC /l D ike of Aniou, doth take his part, 

r? n ikeof Alanfon flyeth to his fide. Exst. 

Tl ’f The Dolphin crown’d King?all flye to him? 

„ ^uther (ball we fiye from this reproach i 
°rr/l We will not flye.but co our enemies throats. 
Sif thou be flackc, lie fight it out. 

■ d ’ Glofltr, why doubtft thou ot my fomardneffe? 

. ® * v haue l mufler’d in my thoughts, 

herewith already France is ouer-run. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef My gracious Lords, to adde to your laments, 
Herewith you now bedew King Henries hcarie, 

2 informe you ofadifmall fight, 

U Lixttne flout Lord Talbot, and the French. 
b V/». What?wherein Talbot ouercame, is’t fo ? 

CMcf.O no: wherein Lord Talbot was o’rethrovvn: 
Thecircumftance lie tell you more at large, 
kc tenth of Auguft laft, this dreadfull Lord, 

Retvrinq from the Siege of Orlcance, 

HauingfitH fcarce fix thoufand inhts troupe, 

Bythteeand twentie thoufand of the French 
as round incompaffed,and fet vpon: 

Mo leyfore had he to enranke his men. 

He wanted Pikei to fet before his Archers: 

jn ftead whereof, foarpe Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 

They pitched in the ground confufedly, 

Tokeepe the Horfemen off,from breaking in. 

More then three houres the fight continued: 

Where valiant Talbot , aboue humane thought, 

Ena&ed wonders with his Sword and Lance. 

Hundreds he fent to Hell,and none durft ftand him: 

Here,there,and fuery where enrag’d.he flew. 

The French exdaym’d, the Dcuill was in Armes, 

All the whole Army flood agaz’d on him. 

His Souldiers fpying his vndaunted Spirit, 
fsTelbet,i Talbot,< cry*d out amaine, 

And rufht into the Bowels of the Battaile. 

Here had the Conqueft fully been feal’d vp, 
MHwIohnFalflaffe had not play’d the Coward. 
Hebeinginthe Vauward, plac’c behinde, 

Withpurpofc to relieue and follow them. 

Cowardly fled,not hauing ftruck one ftroake. 

Hence grew the generall wrack and maffacre: 

Endofed were they with their Enemies. 

A bale Wallon,to win theDolphins grace, 

Thruft Talbot with a Speare into the Back, 

Whom all France,with their chicfe afTcmbled ftrength, 
Durft not prefume to looke once in the face. 

Bedf. Is Talbot flaine then? I will flay my felfe, 
Forliuing idly here, in pompe and eafe, 

Whil’ft luch a worthy Leader,wanting ayd, 

/ntohisdaftard foe-men is betray’d. 

J. Mejf. O no,he liues, but is tooke Prifoner, 

And Lord Scales with him,and Lord Hunger ford: 

Aloft of the reft flaughtet*d,or tooke likewife. 

Bedf, His Ranfome there is none but I fhall pay. 

It hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 
lis Crowne fhall be the Rantome of my friend: 

’oure of their Lords lie change for one of ours. 


Farwell my Mafters,to jnyTaske will I, 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make. 

To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaft withall. 

Ten thoufand Souldiers with me I will take, 

Whofc bloody deeds fhall make all Europe quake. 

3 .CMef So you had need, for Orlcance is befieg’d. 
The Englifh Army is growne wcake and faint: 

The Earle of Salisbury craueth fupply. 

And hardly keepcs his men from mutinie. 

Since they fo few,watch fuch a multitude. 

£xr. Remember Lords your Oathes to Henry fwome: 
Eyther to quell the Dolphin vtterly. 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoake. 

'Bedf. I doe remember it,and here take my leaue. 

To goe about my preparation. Exit Bedford. 

Glofl. lie to the Tower with all the haft I can. 

To view th’Artilierie and Munition, 

And then I will proclayme young Henry King, 

Exit Glofter. 

Exe. ToEltam will I,wheretheyoungKingis, 

Being ordayn’d his fpeciall Gouernor, 

And lor his fafetie there lie beft denife. Exit. 

much. Each hath his Place and Fumftion to attend: 

I am left out; for me nothing remaincs : 

But long 1 will not be lack out of Office, 

The King from Eltam I intend to fend, 

And fit at chiefeft Sterne of publique Weale, 

Exit. 

Sound a Flourifl?. 

Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Reigneir , marching 
with Drum and Souldiers. 

Charles. "Mars his true mouing.euen as in the Heauens, 
So in the Earth,to this day is not knowne. 

Late did he fhihe vpon the Englifh fide: 

Now we are Viftors.vponvs he fmiles. 

What Towncs of any moment,but we haue # 

At pleafure here wc Iye,neere Orleance: 

OtherwhileSjthe famifht Englifh,like pale Ghofts, 
Faintly befiegc vs one houre in a moneth. 

^4/4«.Thcy want their Porredge,& their fat BulBceues: 
Eyther they mull be dyeted like Mules, 

And haue their Prouender ty’d to their mouthes. 

Or pitteous they will looke,like drowned Mice. 

Reigneir. Let’s rayfc the Siege: why Iiue wc idly here ? 

7* *lbot is taken,whom we wont to feare: 

Remayneth none but mad-brayn’d Salubury , 

And he may well in fretting fpend his gall, 

Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warre. 

Charles. Sound,found Alarum,we will rufh on them. 
Now for the honour of the forlorne French: 

Him I forgiue my death,that killeth me. 

When he fees me goe back one foot, or flye, Exeunt. 
Here Alarum , they are beaten back * by the 
Englifh, with great Ioffe. 

Enter Charles, Alanfon,aud Reigneir. 

Charles. Who euer faw the like?what men haue I? 
Dogges,Cowards,Daftards: I would nc’re haue fled. 
But that they left me ’midft my Enemies, 

Reigneir. Salubury is a defperateHomicide, 

He fighteth as one weary of his life: 

The other Lords,like Lyons wanting foode. 

Doe rufh vpon vs as their hungry prey. 

1 r o AlanF. Tr&r. 
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Alanfon . Froyfard, a CouRtreyman of our$,records, 
England all Oliuers and Rowlands breed, 

During the time Edward the third did raignc: 

More truly now may this be verified; 

For none but $amfons and Goliajfes 
It fendcth forth to skirmilh : one to tenne ? 

Leane raw-bon’d Rafcals,who would e're fuppofe, 

They had fuch courage and audacitie? 

Charles. Let’sleauethisTowne, 

For they arehayrc-brayn’d Slaucs, 

And hunger will enforce them to be more eager: 

Of old I know them; rather with their Teeth 
The Walls they’le teare downe,then foriakc the Siege. 

Reigneir. 1 thinke by fome odde Gimmors or Deuice 
Their Armes are fet,like Clocks,ftill to ftrike on; 

Elfe ne’re could they hold out fo as they doc: 

By my confen^wce’le eucn let them alone. 

Alanfon. Bcitfo. 

Enter the Tafiard of Orleance . 

Tafiard. Where’s the Prince Dolphin? Ihauencvves 

for him. 

Dolph. Baftard of Orleance,thrice welcome to vs. 
Bafi . Me thinks your looks are fad,yoi»r chear appal*d. 
Hath the late ouerthrovv wrought this offence ? 

Be not difmay’d,for fuccour is at hand: 

A holy Maid hither with me I bring, 

Which by a Vifion fent to her from Heauen, 

Ordayncd is to rayfe this tedious Siege, 

And driue the Englilh forth the bounds of France: 

The fpirit of deepc Prophecie (he hath, 

Exceeding the nine Sibyls of old Rome: 

What’s paft,and what's to come, fhe can defery. 
Speake^all I call he* inf bclecue my words. 

For they are certaine,and vnfailible. 

Dolph , Goe call her in: but firft, to try her skill, 
Reignier (land thou as Dolphin in my place; 

Queftion her prowdly,let thy Lookes be fterne. 

By this meanes fliall we found what skill (he hath. 

Enter loanc Puxjtl. 

Reigneir. Faire Maid, is’c thou wilt doe thefe won¬ 
drous feats ? 

Puz*el, Reignierj is’c thou that thinkeft to beguile me? 
Where is the Dolphin ? Come, come from behinde, 

I know thee well,though neuer fccne before. 

Be not ama7/d,there*s nothing hid from me; 

In priuatc will I taike with thee apart: 

Stand back you Lords,and giuevs leauea while. 

Reigneir. She takes vpon her braucly at firft dafh. 
VhzjcL Dolphin,1 am by birth a Shepheards Daughter, 
My wit vntrayn’d in any kind of Art: 

Heauen and our Lady gracious hath it pleas’d 
To fhine on my contemptible eftatc. 

Loe,whilcft I wayted on my tender Lambes, 

And to Sunncs parching heat difplay’d my cheekcs, 

Gods Mother deigned to appeare to me, 

And in a Vifion full of Maieftie, 

Will’d me to icaue my bale Vocation, 

And free my Countrey from Cahmitie: 

Her ayde fhe promis*d,and afiur’d fucccfle. 

In cornpleat Glory fhee reueal’d her felfe: 

And whereas I was black and fwart before. 

With thofc cleare Rayes,which fh^c infus’d on me. 

That beautie am I bleft with,which you may fee. 
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Aske the what queftion thou canft poflible 
And I will anfwer vnpremeditated: 

My Courage trie by Combat,if thou dar’ft 
And thou (halt finde that I exceed my Sex. * 

Refolue on this,thou lhalt be fortunate. 

If thou receiue me for thy Warlike Mate. 

Dolph. Thou haft aftonifht me with thvhiok 

Onely this proofc lie of thy Valour make, b tCrtn{51 
In (ingle Combat thou (halt buckle with me* 

And if thou vanqui(heft,thy words are true * 
Otherwise I renounce all confidence. 

Puzxl. I am prepar’d: here is my keene-etVd c 
Deckt with fine Flower-de-Luces on each fide 
The which at Touraine.in S.Katherines Church* v 
Out of a great deale of old Iron,I chofe forth 
Dolph. Then come a Gods name,I fe are n * 

Fuz,el. And while I liue,Ile ne’re fly e f rom „ n ° man ’ 
Herethej fight .and loane deVuxcel overcomes'™' 
Dolph. Stay,ftay thy hands, thou art an Amazo 
And fighteft with the Sword of Debcra. 

Puz^l. Cr.rifts Mother helpes me, elfe I Wcr 
weake. et0 ° 

Dolph. Who c’re helps thee.’tis thou that muff hcl 
Impatiently I burne with thy defire, ^ mc; 

My heart and hands thou haft at once fubdu’d. 
Excellent Puzel, if thy name be fo. 

Let me thy fcruant,and not Soueraigne be, 

Tis the French Dolphin fucth to thee thus. 

Puzel. I muft noc yceld to any rights of Loue 
For my ProfefTion’s facred from aboue: 

When I hauc chafed all thy Foes from hence. 

Then will I thinke vpon a recompcnce. 

Dolph. Mcanc time looke gracious on thy proftrate 
Thrall. 

Reigneir, My Lord me thinkes is very long in taike. 
./tf/««/TDoubtlc(re he (briues this woman to her fmock 
Elfene're could he fo long protratft his fpeech. 

Reigneir. Shall wee difturbe him, fince hee keepesno 
meare? 

Alan. He may meane more then we poor men do know, 
Thefc women are (brewd tempters withtheirtonguet, 
Reigneir. My Lord,where are you?what deuifeyouon? 
Shall we giue o’re Orleance, or no ? 

Puzel. Why no,I fay: diftruftfull Recreants, 

Fight till the laft gafpc: He be your guard. 

Dolph. What (bee fayes, lie confirmc: wee’le fight 
it out. 

Puz.ec. Affign’d am I to be the Englilb Scourge, 
This night the Siege afluredly lie rayfe: 

Expcft Saint c JWartins Summer, Halcyons dayts, 

Since I haueentred into thefc Warres. 

Glory is like a Circle in the Water. 

Which neuer ceafeth to enlarge it felfe. 

Till by broad fpreading, it difperfe to naught. 

With Henries death,the Englilb Circle ends, 
Difperfed are the glories it included: 

Now am I like that prowd inlulting Ship, 

Which Cafar and his fortune bare at once, 

Dolph. Was Mahomet infpired with a Doue ? 

Thou with an Eagle art infpired then. 

Helen.ihe Mother of Great (fonftantine. 

Nor yet $.Philips daughters were like thee. 

Bright Starre of Venus ,falne downe on the Earth, 

How may I reuerently worfbip thee enough ? 

tAlanfin, Leauc off delayer, and let vs ra r e 1 e 

S5ege * Reigneir. Wo- 
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^tmfrornOrlcance.and be immortaliz’d 

Kl SfcntTy wee k try: come, let’s away about ,t, 
jfprophet Willi truft,if (bee proue falfe. Bxemt. 

Inter Glofter,with hi.sSeruing.ruen. 

r , a T am come to furuey the Tower this day; 

G %enr,es death, I feare there is Conucyance: 

Since A* ^ War ^ crSjt hat they watt not hue ? 

Inhere ’ t j s Glojler that calls. 

0p'»*'£ Who's there,that knoeks fo imperioi.ny I 

ItistheNobieDokeofGloiler. 

L Who ere he be,you may not be let in. 

you fo the Lord Pro.eflot ? 

1 ' Hoarder. The Lord prote£lhim,!o wc anfwer.urn, 

*• I noo'therwife then wee are will'd. 

^ j?, v yi, 0 willed you?or whofe will (lands but mine? 
the e’snone Prote&or of the Rcalme.,but 1 : 

I'lw V p the Gates, He be your warrantee; 
f „ r be flowted thus by dunghill Groomesi* 

^ QloSers men rufbat the Tower Gates, and Woodtstle 
’ the Lieutenant fpeakes within. ' ^ 
tyodule- What noyfe is this? what Tray tors haue 

Lieutenant, is it you whofe voyce I heare? 

Open the Gates, here’s qlofter that would enter. 

Ivotkde. Haue patience Noble Duke,I may not open. 

The Cardinal of.Wincbefter forbids: 

From him I haue expreffe commandement, 

That thou nor none of thine (ball be let ' n * 

G U Faint-hearted moduile ,pnzeft him’fore me? 
Arrogant tvmhefler, that haugheie Prelate, 
whom Henry our late Soueraigne ne’rc could brookc ? 
yhou art no friend to God,or to the King : 

Open theGates.or lie (but thee out (hortly. 

Strmgmen. Open the Gates vnto the Lord Protestor, 
Orwee’le burft them open,if that you come not quickly. 

Enter to the Protector at the Tower Cjatcs tVtnchifier 
and his wen in Tawney Coates. 

Wincheft. How now ambitious Fwpheir ^what meanes 
this? 

Gloft. Picl’d Pricftjdoo’fl thou command me to be 
fliut out? 

Wincho I doc, thou moll vfurping Proditor, 

And not Proteftor of the King or Rcalme, 

Glo/f. Stand back thou manifeft Confpirator, 

Thou that contriued’ft to murther our dead Lord, 

Thouthat giu*ft Whores Indulgences to finne. 

Hecanuas thee in thy broad Cardinalls Hat, 

If thou proceed in this thy infolence. 

Wtnch . Nav,ftand thou back,I will noc budge a foot: 
ThisbeDamafcus, be thou curled Cain> 

To (lay thy Brother Abel ft thou wilt. 

Glojlo 1 will not flay thee, bur lie driue thee back : 

Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Childs bearing Cloth, 
lie vfe,to carry thee out of this place. 

Winch. Doe what thou dar’ft . I beard thee to thy 
face. 

Cjlofi. What? am I dar*d, and bearded to my face i 
Draw men,for all this priuiledged place, 

Blew Coats to Tawny Coats. Prieftybeware your Beard, 
I meane to tugge ic,and to cuffe you foundly. 

Vnder my feet 1 ftampe thy Cardinalls Hat: 


In fpight of Pope, or dignities of Church, 

Hereby the Cheekcs lie drag thee yp and downe. 

Winch. Glofter , thou wilt anfwerc this before the 

^°C/o/?. WinchefterGoofe,I cry,a Rope.a Rope. 

Now beat them hence,why doe you let them ftay ? 

Thee lie chafe hence.thou Wolfe in Shecpes array. 

Out Tawney-Coates.out Scatlet Hypocrite. 

Here Gloflers men beat out the Cardinalls men, 
and enter in the hurly-burly the Maior 
of London,and his Officers, 

Maior. Fye Lords.that you being fupreme Magiftrates, 
Thus contumelioufly fhould breake the Peace. 

Gloft. Peace Maior, thou know’ft little or my wrongs: 
Here’s Teauford, that regards nor God nor King, 

Hath here diftrayn’d the Tower to his vie. 

Winch. Here’s Glofter, a Foe to Citizens, 

One that ftill motions W3rre,and nencr Peace, 
O’rc-charging your free Purfes with large Fines; 

That leekes to ouerthrow Religion, 

Becaufe he is Protedlor of the Realme; 

And would haue Armour here out of the Tow-er. 

To Crowne himfeltc King,and fupprefl’e the Prince. 

Cjloft. I will not anfwer thee with words, but blowes. 

Her f they sbyrimfb againe . 

Maior. Naught refts for me,in this tumultuous ftrife. 

But to make open Proclamation. 

Come Officer,as lowd as e’re thou canft.cry : 

A l 7 manner of men, afjembled here in Armes this day, 
agatnft Gods Peace and the Kings, wee charge and command 
you, in his Highneffe Name, to repayre to yourfiner all dwel- 1 
7 ,ng places, and not to weare, handle, or vfe any Sword, Wea¬ 
pon,or Dagger henceforward,vpon prune of death. 

Gloft. Carditiall.Ile be no breaker of the Law: 

But w«* (ball meet,and breake our minds at large. 

Winch. Glofter, wee’le meet to thy coftbe fure: 

Thy heart-blood I will haue for ttys dayes worke. 

Maior. lie call for Clubs,if you will not away: 

This Cardinally more haughtie then the Dentil. 

Gloft. Maior farewell : thou doo’ft but what thou 
may'ft. 

Winch. Abhominable Glpfter, guard thy Head, 

For I intend to haue it ere long. Exeunt . 

Maior. Sec the Coalt clear’d, and then we will depart. 
Good God,thefe Nobles fhould fuch ftomacks beare, 

I my felfe fight not once in fortie ycere. Exeunt. 

Enter the Mafer Gunner of Orleance y and 
his Boy. 

TA.Gunner. Sirrha,thou know’ft how Orleance is befieg’d, 
And how the Englifh hauc the Suburbs wonne. 

Toy. Father I know,and oft hauc (hot at them. 

How c’re vnfortunate,! mifs’d my ayme. 

7 rl.Gunner. But now thou (halt nor.Be thou rul’d by me: 
Chiefc Mafter Gunner am I of thisTowne, 

Something I muft doe to procure me grace : 

The Princes efpyals haue informed me. 

How the Englifh,in the Suburbs clofe entrenchc. 

Went through a fecret Gr3te of Iron Barres, 

In yonder Tower,to ouer-pecrc the Citie, 

And thence difeouer, how with moll aduantngc 
They may vex vs with Shot or with Affault. 

To intercept this inconuenience, 

APeeceof Ordnance’gainft it I haue plac’d. 

And 
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And cuen thcfe three dayes haue I watcht, 

If I could fee them. Now doc thou watch. 

For I can flay no longer. 

If thou fpy’ft any, runne and bring me word, 
And thou fhali finde me at the Goucrnors. 

Boy. Father,I warrant you,takeyou no care, 
lie neuer trouble you,if I may fpyc them. 


Exit. 


Exit. 


Enter Satis bury and Talbot on the Turrets t 
with otherf. 

Salisb. TalbotynyVifc,my ioy,agnine return’d ? 

How wert thou handled,being Prifoner ? 

Or by what meanes got’s thou to be releas’d ? 

Difconrfe I prethec on this Turrets top. 

Talbot. The Earle of Bedford had a Prifoner, 

Call’d the brauc Lord Ponton de Sanlrayle, 

For him was 1 exchang’d,and ranfom’d. 

But with a bafer man of Armes by farre, 

Once in contempt they would haue barter’d me: 

Which I difdaining,fcorfi’d,and craued death. 

Rather then I would be fo pil’d efteem’d: 

In fine, redeem’d I was as 1 defir’d. 

But 0 ,the trecherous Fa/ftajfe wounds my heart. 

Whom with my bare fills I would execute. 

If I now had him brought into my power. 

Salub. Yet tell’ft thou not, how thou wert enter¬ 
tain’d. 

Titf.Wich fcoffes and fcorncs.and contumelious taunts, 
In open Market-place produc’t they me, 

To be a publique Ipe&aclc to all: 

Here.fayd they,is the Terror of the French, 

The Scar-Crow that affrights our Children fo. 

Then broke I from the Officers that led me, 

And with my nayles digg’d ftones out of the ground, 

To hurle at the beholders of my lhame. 

My grifly countenance made others fiyc. 

None durft come neere,for fcare of fuddaine death. 

In Iron Walls they deem’d me not fecure: 

So great fcare of my Name’mongff them were fpread. 
That they fuppos’d I could rend Barres of Steele, 

And fpurne in pieces Polls of Adamant. 

Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot I had, 

That walkt about me euery Minute while: 

And if I did but ffirre out of my Bed, 

Ready they were to thoot me to the heart. 

Enter the Bey with a Linftock. 

Salub. I grieue to hearc what torments you endur’d. 

But we will be teueng’d fufficiently. 

Now it is Supper time in Orleance: 

Here,through this Grate,I count each one, 

And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie: 

I,ct vs lookc in,the fight will much delight thee: 

Sir Thomas C/argrant,and Sir William Glaufdale, 

Let me haue your exprefle opinions. 

Where is beff place to make our Batt’ry next ? 

Gargraue. I thinkc at the North Gate,for there ftands 
Lords. 

Glanfdale. And I hcere, at the Bulwarke of the 
Bridge. 

Talb. For ought I fec,this Citie mull be fatnifht, 

Or with light Skirroifhcs enfeebled. Here they/hot, and 

Salisbury falls downe. 

Salisb. O Lord haue mercy on vs, wretched finners. 
Gargraue. O Lord haue mercy on me,wofuIl man, 

Talb. What chance is this,th3t fuddenly hath croft vs ? 
Speake Salisbury ; at lead, if thoucanft,lpeakc: 


How far’tt thou,Mirror of all MartialTmeu > 

One of thy Eyes,and thy Cheekes fide ftruck 
Accurfed Tower, accurfed fatallHand, 

That hath contriu’d this wofull Tragedy 
In thirteene Battailes,S<i/«^«ry o’recame • 

Henry the Fift he firft trayn’d to the Warres 
Whil’ft any Trumpe did found,or Drum ft/ t, 

His Sword did ne’re leaue llriking in the field ^ 
Yet liu’ft thou Salisbury ? though thy fpe ec l, j* 

One Eye thou haft to lookc to Heauen for o ra ^ 

The Sunne with one Eye vieweth all the Wo 1H 
Heauen be thou gracious to none aliue 1 

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands. 

Bearc hence his Body,I will helpe to bury it 
Sir Thomas Gargraue,haft thou any ljf c } 

Speake vnto Talbot, nay,looke vp to him. 

Salisbury cheare thy Spirit with this comfort 
Thou lhalt not dye whiles—— 

He beckens with his hand,and fmiles on me: 

As who fhould fay, When I am dead and o 0 ' ne 

Remember to auenge me on the French. & ’ 

Plantaginet I will, and like thee, 

Play on the Lute.beholding the Townes burnt* 
Wretched fhali France be onely in mv Name 
Here an Alarum,and it Thunders and Lightens 
What ftirre is this f v\hat tumult*, intheHeaue ns j 
Whence commeth this Alarum,and the noyfe? 
Enter a A 4 e(fenger. 

MeJfMy Lordly Lord,the French haue gather’dhea 
The Dolphin,with one loanede Puz,el ioyud, ( 
A holy Pi ophetefle, new rifen vp. 

Is come with a great Power,to rayfe the Siege. 

Here Salisbury lifieth himfelfe vf,andgrmet. 
Talb. Hcare, heare, how dying Salisbury doth g/oane 
It irkes his heart he cannot be reueng’d. 

Frenchmen,lie be a Salisbury to you. 

Puuel or Ptsjfel, Dolphin or Dog.fifh, 

Your hearts He ftarnpe out with my Horfes hecles 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled braines. ’ 
Conucy me Salisbury into his Tent, 

And then wee le try what thefe dallard Frenchmen date, 
Alarum. Exeunt. 

Here an Alarum againe,and Talbot purfueth the Dolphin, 
anddriueth him: Then enter loanede Puul, 
drifting Englifhmen before her. 

Then enter Talbot. 

Talb.VJhtxz is my ftrength, my va!our,and my force/ 
Our Englilh Troupes retyre,! cannot Hay them, 

A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them. 

Enter Puxel, 

Here,here Ihce comes. lie haue a bowt with thee; 
Deuill,or Deuils Dam,Ile coniure thee: 

Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch, 

And ftraightway giue thy Soule to him thou feru’ft, 
Tuxel. Come, come, ’tis onely I that mull difgrace 
thee. Here they fight. 

Talb. Heauens,can you fufler Hell fo to preuayle? 
My breft He burft with ftraining of my courage, 

And from my fhoulders crack my Armes afunder, 

But I will chaftife this high-minded Strumpet. 

They fight againe. 

Pux,el. Talbot farwell.thy houre is not yet come, 

ImuftgoeViftuall Orleance forthwith: 

A Jhort Alarum : then enter the Tovent 
with Souldiers, 

Ore- 
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n TTakTmeTfthou canft.I fcorne thy ftrength. 

°r Toot, cheare vp thy hungry-ttarued men, 
G ,Tf7idubury to make his Teftament, 

ic ours as many more fhali be. Exit. 

Th ; 5 ,? a L thoughts are whirled like a Potters Whecle, 
r ‘ not where I am.nor what I doc: 

1 Witch by feare,not force,like Hannibal 
b . u a ck our troupes,and conquers as fhe lifts. 

Dr f 1 with fmoake, and Doues with noyfome ftench, 
their Hyues and Houfcs driuen away, 
call'd vs,for our fiercenelfe,Englilh Dogges, 

12 like to Whclpcs,we crying runne away, 

A (bort Alarum. 

o^ke Countrey men, eyther renew the fight, 
n trrethe Lyons ouc of Englands Coat; 

Renounce you'r Soyle giue Sheepe in Lyons Read: 

Lepe r u0 not trcc * 1crous from ^* c ^ 

Or Horfc or Oxen from the Leopard, 
youflye from your ofe-fubdued flaues. 

^ cAlarum. Here another Skjrmifb. 

Tjy/iil not be, retyre into your Trenches: 

Youail confcnted vnto Salisburies death, 
for none would ftrike a ftroake in his rcuenge. 

Putfl Ucnrrcd into Orleance, 

j n fnjght of vs,or ought that we could doe. 

0 would I were to dye with Salisbury , 

The (hame hereo^will make me hide my head. 

Exit Talbot. 

AUrttm y Retreat y Tlourifh . 


Inter on the WallsyTuz^el,Dolphin, I{eigneir, 
z/ilanfon y and, Souldiers . 

fttzel. Aduance our wauing Colours on the Walls 3 
Refcud is Orleance from the Engliflw 
Thus loanede Pu^el hath perform’d her word. 

Dolph. Diuineft Creature, Alinas Daughter, 

How Iball 1 honour thee for this fucceflc ? 

Xhy promifes are like Jidonis Garden, 

That one day bloom’d, and fruitfull were the next. 

France,triumph in thy glorious Prophetefie, 

Recouer’d is the Towne of Orleance, 

Moreblefied hap did ne’re befall our State. 

Rrigneir, Why ring not out the Bells alowd. 

Throughout the Towne ? 

Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonfires, 

And feaft and banquet in the open ftreets. 

To celebrate the ioy that God hath giuen vs# 

AUnf. All France will be repleat with mirth and ioy. 
When they fhali heare how we haue play’d the men. 

dolph . ’Tis Ioane y not we,by whort^he day is wonne: 
For which,I will diuide my Crowne with her. 

And all the Priefts and Fryers in my Realme, 

Shall in proccffion fing her endleffe prayfe. 

A ftatelyer Pyramis to her He rearc. 

Then Rjpodophcs or c JHemphis euer was. 

In memorie of her,when ihe is dead, 

Her Aflhcsjin an Vrne more precious 
Then the rich-iewel’d Coffer of Darius, 

Tranfportcd,fhali be at high Fefliuals 
Before the Kings and Quecnes of France. 

No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry. 

But loanede Vuzacl fhali be France’s Saint. 

Come in,and let vs Banquet Royally, 

After this Golden Day ofViaorie. 

Flourtfh. Exeunt . 


Alius Secmdus. Scena Rrima. 


Enter a Sergeant of a Bandyvith two Sentinels. 

Ser. Sirs, take your places.andbc vigilant: 

If any noyfeorSouldicryouperceiue 
Neerc to the walles, by fome apparant figne 
Let vs haue knowledge at the Court ofGuatd. 

Sent. Sergeant you fhali. Thus are poore Seruitors 
(When others fleepe vpon their quiet beds) 

Conftrain’d to watch in darkneffe, raine, and coid.i 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy , withfealing 
Ladders: Their Drummes beating a 
DeadCfttarch, 

Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 

By whofe approach, the Regions oiArtoys , 

IPallon, and Picardy, are friends to vs : 

This happy night, the Frenchmen are fecure, 

Hauing all day carows’d and banquetted. 

Embrace we then this opportunity. 

As fitting befi to quittance their deceite, 

Contriu’d by Art, and balefull Sorcerie. 

Bed. Coward ofFrance,how much he wrongs his fame, 
Difpairing of his owne armes fortitude. 

To ioyne with Witches, and the helpe of Hell. 

Bur. Traitors haue neuer other company. 

But what’s that Paxell whom they tcarme fo pure? 

Tal. A Maid, they fay. 

Bed, A Maid? And befo martiall ? 

Bur. Pray God flie prouc not mafeuline ere long: 
Ifvnderneath the Standard of theFrench 
She carry Armour, as {he hath begun. 

7V.We!I, let them pra&ifc and conuetfe with fpirits. 
God is our Forrrefle, in whofe conquering name 
Let vs refolue to fcale theirflinty bulwarkes. 

Bed. Afcend brauc Talbot, we will follow t^ee. 

Tal. Not altogether: Better farre I guefle, 

That we do make our entrance fcucrall wayes: 

That if it chance the one of vs do faile. 

The other yet may rife againft their force. 

Bed. Agreed j.lle toyond corner. 

Bur. And I to this. 

Tal. And heere will Talbot mount.or make his graue. 
Now Salisbury, for thee andfor the right 
Of Englifti henry , fhali this night appeare 
How much in duty, 1 am bound to both. 

Sent, Armc, arme, the enemy doth make affault.' 

Cry,S.\George, ATalbot, 

The French leape ore the walles in their fhirts. Enter 
Jeuerall wayes, BaJlurd ) Alanfon,Reignier > 

halfe ready , and halfe vnready, : 

Alan. How now my Lords ? what all vnreadie fo ? 
Baft. Vnready? I and glad we fcap’d fo well. 1 

Ucig.’Twas time (1 trow) to wakoand leaue our beds. 
Hearing Alaxunas at our Chamber doores. 

Alan. Of all exploits fince firft I follow’d Armes, 

, Nere heard I of a warlike enterprize 

More . 
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Morevcnturous,ordcfperate then this. 

Baft. I thinke this Talbot be a Fiend of Hell. 

Reig. If not of Hell, theHeauens furefauour him. 
Alanft Here conjmeth Charles, I maruell how he fped? 

Enter Charles and loanc. 

Baft. Tut, holy loanc was his defenfiue Guard. 

Chari. Is this thy cunning,thou dcccitfull Dame? 
Didft thou at fitfl,to flatter vs vyithall. 

Make vs partakers of a little gayne, 

That now ourIoffe might be ten times fo much? 

htoia. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend? 
At all times will you hauc my Power alike? 

Sleeping or waking,mull I Hill preuayle, 

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ? 

Icnprouidcnt Souldiors,had your Watch been good. 
This fudden Mifchiefe neucr could hauc falnc. 

Chari. Duke of Aianfonjhis was your default, 

That being Captaine of the Watch to Night, 

Did looke no better to that vveightie Charge. 

Alanf. Had all your Quarters been as fafely kept. 

As that whereof I had the gouernment, 
Wehadnotbecne thus fliamefully furpriz’J. 

Baft. Mine was fccure. 

Reig. Andfo was mine, my Lord. 

Chari . And for my fclfe,moft part of all this Night 
Within her Quartcr,md mine owne Precintf, 

I was imploy’d in paffing to and fro. 

About relieuingof the Ccntincls. 

Then how,or which way,fliould they firfi breake in i 
loane. C^eftion(niy Lords) no further of thc.cafe. 
How or which way; ’tis fure they found fome place, 

But weakely guaraed, where the breach was made: 

And now there refls no other fhife but this, 

To gather our Souldiors, fcatter’d and difperc t. 

And la y new Plat-formes to endammage them. 

Exeunt. 
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Alarum. Entv a $ outlier frying, a Talbot, a Talbot: 
thej jlye^Uautng their Clothes behind. 

Sonld . lie be fo bold to take what they haue left: 
The Cty of Talbot ferues.me for a Sword, 

Fori hauc Joadcn me with many Spoylcs, 

Vfing no other Weapon but his Name. Exitl 

Enter Talbot , Bedford, 'll urgun die. 

Bedf. The Day begins to breake,and Night is fled, 
Whofepitchy Mantle ouer-vayfd the Earth. 

| Here found Retreat,and ccafe our hot purfuit. Retreat . 

Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury, 

And here aduance it in the Market-Place^ 

The middle Centura of this curled Townc. 

Now hauc f pay’d my Vow vntohis Soule: 

For cuery drop of blood was drawne from him. 

There hath at leaflfiue Frenchmen dyed tonight. 

And that hereafter Ages may behold 
What ruinc happened in reuenge of him, 

Within their chicfefl Temple He crcft 
A Tombc,wherein his Corps xlioJI be interr’d: 

Vpon the whi^h,that euery one may readc, 

Shall be engrau'd the fackc of Otleance, 

The crechcrous manner of his mournef^ll death. 

And what a terror he had beetle to France. 

But Lords,iufall our bloudy Maflacre, 

I mufe vve met not with the Dolphins Grace, 


His new-come Charapion.vertuous loane of A 
Nor any of his falfe Confederates. ^ Cre > 

Bedf.’Yis thought Lord 7 Vr/Zw,whench.fi l , 
Rows’d on the ltiddeu from their drovvfie r / 
They did amongfl the troupes of armed 
Lcape o’re the Walls for refuge in the field ' 

'Burg. Myfelfe,asfarreasIcouIdwclldifc 

Forfmoakc.and duskie vapours of the nioh t Cme ' 
Am fure 1 fear’d the Dolphin and his Trull * 

When Armc in Arme they both came fwifilv 
Like to a payre of louing Turtle-Doues, ^ rUnn ‘ n g, 
That could not liueafunder day or nioht* 

After that things are fet in order here^ 

Wee’lc follow them with all the power we h auc 

EnteraCWeJJenger. 

MefhW hayle,my Lords:whidfofthis P,-in i 
Call ye the Warlike Talbot , for his Afts W 
So much applauded through the Rcalmcof Franr. > 
Talb. Here is the Talbot, who would fpeak wirM • 

Mef The vertuous Lady,Coumdr e £f o llcr 

With modellic admiring thy Renowne C 2 ne > 
By me entreats (great Lord) thou would'ft voucher 
To vifn her pootc Cafile where flie lyes, “ e 

That (lie may boaft flic hath beheld the man 
Whofe glory fills the World with Jowd t'enorr 
Burg. Is it euen fo ? Nay .then I fee our Wanes 
Will turne smto a peacefull Comick fport. 

When Ladyes crauc to be cncountrcd with, 

Yon may not (my l ord) defpife her gentle f uit 

Tdb. Ne’retruft me then: for when a World ofm»r 

Could not preuayle with all their Oracorie, 

Yet hath a Womans kindnefle oucr-rul d: * 

And therefore tell her,I returne great thankes 
And in fubmiflion will attend on her. 

Will not your Honors bcare me company? 

Bcdf. No,truly,’tis more then manners will: 

And I hauc heard it l 3 yd,Vnbidden Gucfh 
Are often welcomineft wiicn they arc gone. 

Talb. -Well then,alone (fince there’s no remedic) 

I mcane to prone this Ladyes courtcfic. 

Come hither Captaine, you percciuc my minde, 

lybijptrt. 

Capt. I doc my Lord, and meane accordingly. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Countcjfe„ 

fount. Porter,remember what I gauc in charge, 
And wbenyou hauc done fo,bring the Keyes tome. 
Tort. Madame,! will. £ V /Y. 

Count. The Plot is layd, if all things fall out right, 

I (hall as famous be by this exploit. 

As Scythian Tomyris by Cynu death. 

Great is the rumour of this dreadfull Knight, 

And his atchieucnients of no lefle account : 

Faine would mine eyes be witnefle with mine earcs, 

To giuc their cenfure of thefe rare reports. 

Enter Mejfenger and Talbot , 

Afejf , Madamc,aa:cording as your Ladyfhip defir'd. 
By Meffage crau’d, fo is Lord Talbot come. 

fount. And he is welcome: whatsis this the man i 
Mef.M adame,itis. 

Count. Is this the Scourge of France ? 

Is this the Talbot ,.fo much fear’d abroad ? 

That with his Name the Mothers {till their Babes? 

I fee Report is fabulous and falfe; 


i 
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Ith0US ^X for his grim afpeft 
A^fproportion of his ftrongknit Limbcs, 

^ w i«aChild, a filly Dwarfc : 

Al aS)t l c this weake and writhled flirimpe 
^ tCl u ftrike fuch terror to his Enemies. 

Klb Madame,.! hauc beenc bold to trouble you: 
JLe your Ladyfhip is not at leyfure, 

&ort fonse other time to v.fit you. 

Cowt. What meancs he now ? 

^Askehim.whitherhegoes? 

G - Stay my Lord Talbot, formy Lady craues, 
i . cKrimr rlrnsrciire ? 


ughtlfliould haue feene (omcHercules, 
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But onely with your patience,thac we may 
Tafte of your Wihe,and fee what Cates you haue. 

For Souldiers ftomacks alwayes feruc them well. 

Comt. With all my heart, and thinke me honored. 
To feaft fo great a Warrior in my Houfe. Exeunt, 


the caufe of your abrupt departure ? 

^ Marry.for that fiiee s in a wrong beleele, 

, Joeto ccrtifie her Talbot's herc._ 

1 r Exter Porter with Keyes, 

fowt. If thou be he,then art thou Prifoiier. 
fdb. Prifoiier ? to whom ? 
fount. Tome.blood-thirftie Lord: 

And for that caufe I trayn’d thee to my Houfe. 

L 0 no time thy fhadow hath been thrall to me. 

For fa my Gallery thy Pi-Whangs: 

now the fubftance (hall endure the like, 

Audi will chaync thefe Legges and Armesof thine, 
That haft by Tyrannie thefe many yeeres 
Wafted our Countrcy,flaine our Citizens, 

And fent our Sonnes and Husbands captiuate. 
fdk Ha.ha.ha. 

Count. Laughed thou Wretch ? 

Thymirth (ball turne to moane. 

Tulb. I laugh to fee your Ladyfhip fo fond, 

To thinke,that you haue ought but Talbots fhadow, 
Whereoino praftife yourfeueritie. 

fount. Why i art not thou the man i 
• Talk Iamindcede. 

Count. Then haue I fubdance too. 
folk. No,no, I am but fhadow of my felfe: 
Youaredeceiu’d, my fubdancc is not here; 

Forwhat you fee,is but the fmalled part, 

And lead proportion of Humanitie: 

Itell you Madame,wcre the whole Frame here, 

Itisof fuch a fpacious loftie pitch. 

YourRoofe were not fufficient to contayn’t. 

Count. This is a Riddling Merchant forthenonce. 
He will be here,and yet he is not here : 

How can thefe contrarieties agree? 

Tulb, That will I (hew you prefently. 

Wmds bis Horne , Drummesfinhe vp,a Peale 
of Ordenance:Enter Souldiors. 

Howfay you Madame ? are you now perfwaded. 

That Talbot is but fhadow of himfelfe ? 

Thefe arc his fubdance,finewcs,armes,and drength, 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Neckes, 
Razeth your Ci tics,and fubuerts your T o wncs, 
Andinamomenc makes themdcfolate. 

Count, Victorious Talbot, pardon my abufe', 
Ilindethou art no lefle then Fame hath bruited. 

And more then may be gathered by thy fh3pe. 
ket my preemption not prouoke thy wrath. 

Fori am forry, that with reuerence 
1 did not entertaine thee as thou art. 
gk Be not difmay’d.faire Lady,nor mifeonfier 
The minde of Talbot, as you did miflake 
The outward compofition of his body, 
n hat you haue done,hath not offended me : 

Nor other fatisfadion doe 11 


. craue. 


Snter Bicbttxd PlantagenetfVarwickJSomerfet, 

Poole, and others, 

Torke. Great Lords and Gentlemen, 

What meancs this filence ? 

Dare no man anfwer in a Cafe of Truth ? 

Su f. Within the Temple Hall we were too Iowd, 

The Garden here is more conuenient. 

Torlf. Then fay at once,if I maintain’d the Truth; 

Or elfe was wrangling Somerfet in th’error? 

Sujf. Faith I haue beenc aTruant in the Law, 

And neuer yet could frame my will to it. 

And therefore frame the Law vnto my will. 

Sow. Iudgeyou, my Lord of Warwicke, then be- 
tweenevs. 

Between two Hawks,which dyes the higher pircK, 
Between two Dogs,which hath the deeper mouth. 
Between two Blades,which bearcs the better temper. 
Between two Horfes,which doth beare him bell, 
Between two Girle*, which hath the merryeft eye, 

I haue perhaps feme (hallow (pint of Iudgement: 

But in thefe nice fharpe Quillets of the Law, 

Good faith I am no wifev then a Daw. 

Torkj Tut,tut,here is a mannerly forbearance; 

The truth appeares fo naked on my fide, 

That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Sew. And on my fide it is fo well apparrell’d. 

So deare,fo (hining,and fo cuidenr, 

That it will glimmer through a blind-mans eye. 

York- Since you are tongue-ty’d,and fo loth to (peake, 
In dumbe fignificants proclayme your thoughts : 

Let him that is a true-borne Gentleman, 

And (lands vpon the honor of his birth, 

If he fuppofe that I haue pleaded truth. 

From off this Bryer pluck a white Rofe with me. 

Sow. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer, 

But dare maintaine the panic of the truth. 

Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorne with me. 

War. I loue no Colours: and without all colour 
Of bafe infinuating flatterie, 

I pluck this white* Rofe with T/antageuet. 

Sujf. I pluck this red Rofe,with young Sower fet , 

And fay withall,I thinke he held the right. 

Vernon. Stay Lords anuGentlemen,and pluck no more 
Till you conclude, that he vpon whofe fide 
The feweft Rofes are cropt from the Tree, 

Shall yeeld the other in the right opinion. 

Sow. Good MafterF?m>H,it is well obieifTcd j 
If I hauefcw,|ft,I fubferibe in filence. 

York_. And I. 

Vernon. Then for the trutb,and plainneffe of the Cafe, 
I pluck this pale and Maiden Blofibme here, 

Giuing my Verdi£I on the white Rofe fide. 

Sow. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, 

Leaft bleeding,you doc paint the white Rofe red. 

And fall on my fide fo againftyoitr will. t 

Vernon. If I,my Lord,for my opinion-bleed. 

Opinion (hall be Surgeon to my hurt, "• 

And koepe me on the fide where ftill I am) 

Sow, Well ,well, come on,who elfe? • H U 

Litwyer'.V n- 
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Lawyer. Vnleffe my Scudic and my Bookcs be falfe, 
The argument you held,was wrong ift you; 

In figne whereof.I pluck a whire Rofe too, 

Torkf. Now Somerfet, where is your argument? 

Sow. Here in my Scabbard, medicating,that 
Shall dye your white Rofe fa a bloody red. 

TVi^Meane time your cheeks do counterfeit our Rofes: 
For pale they locke with fearers wicncfling 
The truth on our tide. 

Som. No Plantagenet: 

’Tis not for feare,buc anger, that thy cheekes 
Blu(h for pure fhame,to counterfeit our Rofes, 

And yet thy tongue will not confdfe thy error. 

Torke. Hath not thy Rofe a Canker ,Somerfet ? 

Som . Hath not thy Role a Thorne, PUntagenet ? 
Torke. I,(harpe and piercing to maincaine his truth. 
Whiles thy confirming Canker eates his falfehood. 

S*«.Well,Ile find friends to weare my bleeding Rofes, 
That ftiall maintainc what I hauc laid is true, 

Where falle PUntagenet dare not be feene. 

Torke . Now by this Maiden Bloffome in my hand, 

I fcorne thee and thy fafhion,pecuifii Boy. 

Stiff. Turne not thy fcornes this way, PUntagenet . 
Torke . Prowd Toole, I will, and fcorne both him and 
thee. 

Stiff. He turne my part thereof into thy throat. 

Som. Away,away,good William de la Poole , 

We grace the Ycoman,by conueifing with him. 

Warw .Now by God* will thou wrong’ft h\m .Somerfet: 
His Grandfather was Lyonel Duke of Clarence, 

Third Sonne to the third Edward King of England: 
Spring Ct-eftlcffe Yeomen from io deepe a Root ? 

To k*. He beares him on the place’s Priuilcdge, 

Or durft not for his crauen heart fay thus. 

So tt. By him that made me* He maintaine my words 
On any Plot ofGround inChriftendome. 

Was not thy Father ,RicbardyEulc of Cambridge, 

For Trcafon executed in our late Kings dayes { 

And by his Trcafon, ftand’ft not thou attainted, 
Corrupted,and exempt from ancient Gentry i 
His Trefpas yet hues guiltic in thy blood. 

And till thou be reftor*d,th:5U art a Yeoman. 

Torke . My Father was attached, not atcainted. 
Condemn’d tody c for T t ealon.buc no T ray tor; 

And that He proue on better men then Somerfet , 

W p rc growing time once ripened to my will. 

For your partaker Poole , and you your felfe, 
lie note you in my Booke of Memorie, 

To fcourge you for this apprehenfion: 

Loukcco IkAVcIfiand fay you arc well warn’d. 

Sem. Ah,thou ftaalt finde vs ready for thee ftill: 

And know vs \>y theie Colours for thy Foes, 

For thc r rmy friends in fpight of thee {hall weare. 

Torke. And by my Soule^this pale and angry Rofe, 

As Cognizance of my blood-drinking haijg, 

Willi foreuer,and my Faction weare, 

Vntdl it wither with me to my Graue, 

Or flourifh to the height of my Degree. 

Suff Goc for ward,and be choak’d with thy ambition: 
And f> forwelhvntill I meet thee next. Exit. 

Som. Hade with thee Poole: Farwcll ambitious Ri¬ 
chard. Exit. 

Torke. How I am biau’d,.and mull perforce endure 
it? ad vri o-: r 

Warn. This Irforth^ they obie£t againft yourHoufe, 
Shall be whipt out in vbe next Parliament, 


Call'd for the Truce of fVinchcJier and Clouce/l T""" 
And if thou be not then created Torke J 
I will not hue to be accounted Warwicke. 

Mcane time,in fignall of my loue to thee 
Againft prowd Somerfet,and William Poole 
Will I vpon thy partie weare this Rofe. * 

And here I propbecie: this brawlc to day 5 
Grownc to this fatRion in the Temple Garden 
Shall fend betweene the Red-Rofc and the Wh - 
A thoufand Soules to Death and deadly Nioh t Uf ‘ 
Yorke. Good Matter Vernon ,1 am bound to v 
That you on my behalfc would pluck a Flower ^° U ’ 

Vrr. In your behalfe (lilt will I weare the 
Lawyer. And fo will I. an,f * 

Torke. Thankes gentle. 

Come, let vs foure to Dinner: I dare fay, 

This Quarrell will drinkc Blood another day. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Mortimer, brought m a Chayre 
and I ay lor s. 

Ttfort. Kind Keepers of my weake decaying App 
L et dying l Mortimer here reft himfclfe. * 1 

Euen like a man new haled fiomthe Wrack, 

So fare my Limbes with long lujprifonment: 

And thefe gray Locks,the Purfuiuants of death 
Nefior-\\Vc aged, in an Age of Care, 

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer . 

Thefe Eyesjike Lampcs,whofc wafting Oyle j s fp enr 
Waxe dimmers drawing to their Exigent. ) 

Weake ShouldefS,ouer-bortiC with burtheningGricfc 

And pytruleffe Armes,hkc to a withered V*ne * 
T hat droupes his lappc-leffe Branches to the ground 
Yet arc thefe Feet,whofe ftrcugth-leflc ftay is nunnac 
(Vnablcto fupport this Lumpe of Clay) 
Swift-winged with defire to get a Graue, 

As witting I no other comfort haue. 

But tell me,Keeper, will my Nephew come ? 

Keeper. Richard Vlantagenetany Lord, will come: 
We fenc vnto the Temple,vnto his Chamber, 

And 3nfwer wa*. return’d,that he will come. 

Mort „ Enough: my Soule fhall then be fatisfied. 
Poore Genrleman,his wrong doth equal! mine. 

Since Henry Monmouth firft began to rcigne, 

Before whole Glory I was great in Armes, 

This loathfome fequeftration haue I had; 

And euen fince then,hath R/cW^beeneobfcur’d, 
Depriu’d of Honor and Inheritance. 

But now,the A' birracor of Defpaires, 
luft Death,kinde Vmpireof mens miferies, 

With fweet enlargeiTient doth difmiffe me hence; 

I would his troubles likewife were expir’d, 

That fo he might rccouer what was loft. 

Enter Richard. 

Keeper. My Lord,your louing Nephew now is come 
Mor . Richard PUntagenet, my friend, is he come? 
Rich. I,Noble Vnckle,thus ignobly vs d, 
YourNephew.late dcfpded Richard, comes. 

Trlort. Dircft mine Armes,! may embrace his Neck, 
And in his Boforr.e fpend my latter galpe^ 

Oh tell me when my Lippes doe touch his Cheekes, 
That I may kindly giue one fainting Kifie. 

And now declare lwert Stem from Torkes great Stock, 
Why didft thou fay of lace thou were defpis d ? 
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A n£ * \ in argument vpon a Cafe, 

Tb' s<lay rHs t here grew’twixe Somcrfet and me: 
Sotne !which tearmes,he vs’dhi, Uuilb tongue, 
^Svpbrayd me with my Fathers death; 
^J-hnblociuie let barres before my tongue, 
t h c hkc I had requited him. 
aood Vnckle, for my Fathers fake, 

fhonot of a true PUntagenet, 

l fl 7 f n Alliance lake,declare the caufe 

A n< * °, g ar ic of Cambridge.loft his Head, 

My hit J h3t C aufe(faire Nepbew)that imprifon’d ms, 

. Sth detayn’d me all my flowring Youth, 

JSjfin a loathfome Dungeon, there to pync. 

Smurfed Inttrumenc ofhis dcceafc. 

Kck Difcouer more at large wl.at caufc that was. 
Jam ignorant,and cannot gueffe. 
y s rt. 1 will, if that my fading breath permit, 

Jneath approach not,ere my Talc be done. 

Lrv tlx Fourth,Grandfather to this King, 
n.lm’d his Nephew Richard,Edwards Sonne, 

Tilhrft begotten, and the lawfull Heire 
Of "K.ng.the Third of that Dcfccnc. 
n ir in<r whofc Reigne, the Percies of the North, 

Finding his Vfurpacion mort vniutt, 

Endcuour’d my aduaneement to the Throne. 

The rwfon mou’d thefe Warlike Lords to this, 
\V.s!forthat (young Richard thus remou’d, 

Lcauing no Heire begotten of his Body) 

I was the next by Birth and Parentage: 

For by my Mochcr.I dcriued am 
From Lionel Duke of Clarence,third Sonne 
To King Edward the Third; whereas bee, 
from of Gaum doth bring his Pedigree, 

Being but fourth of that Heroick Lyrre. 

But market as in this haughtie great attempt. 

They laboured,to plant the rightfull Heire, 

1 loll my Libertie, and they their Liues. 

Long after this,when Henry the Fift 

(Succeeding his Father Bullingbrooke j did reigne; 

Thy Father^Earlc of Cambridge.then deriu’d 
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of Yorke, 

Marrying my Sitter,that thy Mother was; 

Againe.in pitty of my hard dittr dTe, 

Leuied an Army,weening to redeeme. 

And haue inttall’d me in theDiadcme: 

But as the reft,fo fell that Noble Earle, 

Andwas beheaded. Thus the CMertimers, 

Inwhom the Title retted,were fuppreft. 

Rich. Of which.my Lord,your Honor is the 1 aft. 
Mm. True;and thou feeft,ihat I nollfue haue. 

And that my fainting words doc warrant death; 

Thou art nly Heire; the rcft,I wifh thee gather: 

But yet be wary in thy fludious care. 

Rich. Thy graue admonifliments preuayle with me: 
But yet methinkes,my Fathers execution 
Was nothing leffe then bloody Tyranny. 

Mm, With filcnce,Nephew,be thou pollitick, 

Strong fixed is the Houfe of Lancafter, 

And like a Mountaine,not to be remou’d. 

But now thy Vnckle is remouing hence. 

As Princes doe their Courts, when they are cloy’d 
With long continuance in a fetlcd place. 

Rich.O V nckle,would fome part of my young yeercs 
light but redeerue thepaffage of your Age. 
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Mart.Thou do’ft then wrong me,as f flaughtercr doth. 
Which giueth many Wounds, when one will kill. 
Mourne not,except thou forrow for my good, 

Onely giue order for my Funcrall. 

And fo farewell, and faire be all thy hopes. 

And profperous be thy Life in Peace and Warre. Dyes. 
Rich. And Peace,no Warre,befall thy parting Soule. 


In Prifor. haft thou fpent a Pilgrimage 
And like a Hermite ouer-paft thy dayes. 
Well,I will locke his Councell in my Brett, 
And what I doe imagine, let that reft. 
Keepers conuey him hence,and I my felfe 
Will fee his Bury all better then his Life. 
Here dyes the duskie Torcb of cJWortimer t 
Choakt with Ambition of the meaner fort. 
And for thofc Wrongs,thoi'e bitter Iniuries, 
Which Somerjet hath offer’d to my Houle, - 
I doubt not,but with Honor to redrefle. 

And therefore haftc I to the Parliament, 

Ey ther to be reftored to my Blood, 

Or make my will th’aduancage of my good. 


Jclm Ttmins. Scena Trtma. 


Flourifh. Enter Kmg,Exeter,GloJler,m»che(ler„Warwick. 
Somerfst,Suffolk,Richard Plantagenet. Glojler offers 
to put vp a BidiWinchefier fn at does it tear es it. 

Winch. Cotxi’ft thou with deepe premeditated Lines? 
With written pamphlets,ftudioufly deuis’d ? 

Humfrey of Glcftcr,if thou canft accufc. 

Or ought intend’lt to lay vnto my charge. 

Doe it without inuention/uddenly. 

As I with fudden^and extcmporall fpeecb, 

Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft obie£h 
C/fl.Prefumptuous Prieft,this place comands my patiecc. 
Or thoufliould ft finde thou haft dis-honor’d me* 

T hinkc not, although in Wciting I preferr’d 
The manner of thy vile outragious Crymes, 

That therefore I haue forg’d 5 or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearfe the Methodc of n y Penne. 

No Prelate,fuch is thy audacious wickednefle* 

Thy lewd,peftiferous,and diffenciousprancks. 

As very Infants prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a moft pernitious Vfurer, 

Froward by nature,Enemie to Peace, 

Lafciuious,wanton, more then well befeemes 
A man of thy Profe(Tion,and Degree* 

And for thy Trecherie,what*s more manifeft ? 

In that thou layd’ft a Trap to cake my Life, 

As well at London Bridge,as atthe Tower. 

BefideJ feare me,if thy thoughts were fifted. 

The King,thy Soueraigne,is not quite exempt 
Fromenuious malliceof thy fwclling heart. 

Winch. Glofter t \ doe defic thee. Lords vouchsafe 
To giue me hearing what I (hall reply. 

If I were couetous,ambitious,or pexuerfe, 

As he will hauc me: how am I fo poor c? 

Or how haps it,I feeke not to aduance 

Gr rayfe my felfe? but kcepe my wonted Calling* 

And for Diflention,vvho preferretb Peace 
More then I doe ? except I be prouok’d. 

No,my good Lords,it is not that offends. 

It is not that,thac hath incens’d the Duke; 

It is becaufe no one (hould fway but hee. 

No one,but hee,(hould be about the King} 

And that engenders Thunder in his breaft, 

1 
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And makes him rore thefe Accufations forth. 

But he (hall know I am as good. 

Cleft. As good? 

Thou Baftard of my Grandfather. 

Winch. I.Lordly Sir: for what are you,! pray, 

But one imperious in anothers Throne ? 

Clefi. Ami not Protc<ftor,fawcic Prieft ? 

Winch. And am not I a Prelate of the Church ? 

Cleft. Yes, as an Out-law in a Caftle keepes. 

And vfeth it,to patronage his Theft. 

Winch. Vnreuerent Clocefter. 

Glojl. Thou art reuerent, 

Touching thy Spirituall Function,not thy Life. 

Winch. Rome (hall remediethis. 

Warw. Roame thither them 
My Lord,it were your dutic to forbeare. 

' Som. I,fee the Bithop be not oner-borne: 

Me thinkes my Lord fhould be Religious, 

And know the Office that belongs to fuch. 

Warw. Me thinkes his Lordlhip fhould be humbler. 
It fitteth not a Prelate fo to plead. 

Som. Yes,when his holy State is toucht fo ncerc. 
Warn. State holy,or vnhalk>w’d,what of that ? 

Is not his Grace Proteftor to the King ? 

Rich. Plantagenet I fee muft hold his tongue, 

Lcaft it be faid,Speake Sin ha when you fhould : 

Muft your bold Verdict enterralke with Lords ? 

Elfc would I haue a fling at Winchcfter. 

King. Vnckles of Glofter, and of Whchefler, 

The lpectall W atch-men of our Englifh Weale, 

1 would preuayle.if Prayers might preuayle. 

To ioyne your hearts in louc and amide. 

Oh,what a Scandall is it to ourCrowne, 

That two fuch Noble Pcercs as ye fhould iarre ? 
Beleeue me,Lords,my tender yeeres can tell, 

Ciuill diffention is a viperous Worme, 

That gnavves the Bowel> of the Common-wealth. 

A noyfe within, Downe with the 
'Tawny-Cents, 

King. What tumult’s this? 

Warw. An Vprore, I dare warrant, 

Bei’un through malice of the Biihops men. 

A noyfe againe, Slones, Stones. 

Enter i-Jdlaiar. 

Maior. Oh my good Lords, and vertUous Henry , 
Pitty the Citic of London, pitty vs ; 

The Bifhop.and the Duke of Glufters men. 

Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 

Haue fill’d their Pockets full of peeblc ft ones; 

And banding themfelues in contrary parts. 

Doe pelt fo faft at one anothers Pate, 

That many haue their giddy braynes knockt out: 

Our Windowes arc broke downe in euery Street, 

And we.for feare,compcil’d to fhut our Shops. 

Enter in skjrmift with bloody Pates. 

King. We charge you',on allcgeancc to our felfe. 

To hold your flaugnering hands,and keepe the Peace: 
Pray' Wnck'c Glofter miedgate this ftrife. 

i .Seruing. Nay,if we be forbidden Stones,wee’le fall 
to it with our Teeth, 

2 .Seruing. Doe what ye dare,we are as refolute. 

Skirmi/b againe. 

Glojl. You of my household,lcauc this peeuifh broyle, 
And fet this vnaccuftom’d fight afide. 
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iSeru. My Lord, we know yourGracctok^^- 
Iufl^andvpright; and for your Roy all Binh ** 01311 
Inferior to none,but to his Maieftic: 

And ere that we will fuffer fuch a Prince 
So kinde a Father of the Common-weale 
To be difgraccd by an Inke-hornc Mace * 

Wee and our Wiues and Children all will 
And haue our bodyes flaughtred by thy f oes b 
I Sem. I,and the very parings of our NayU 
Shall pitch a Field when we are dead, ^ 

Cleft. Stay,ftay 5 I fay: ^ ^ inc% 

And if you louc me, as you fay you doe 
Let me perfwade you to forbeare a while. 

King. Oh,how this difeord doth afflia my Son! 
Can you,my Lord of Winchcfter, behold 7 e * 
My fighes and tcares, and will not once relent * 

Who lliould be pittifull,if you be not i 
Or who (liould ftudy to preterre a Peace, 

If holy Church-men take delight in broyles ? 

Warn. Yecld my Lord Protestor,yceld Winched 
Except you mcane with obftinate rcpulfc J * 

To flay your Soueraigne,and defiroy the Realme 
You Ice what Mifchiefe,and what Murtbertoo # 
Hath beene cnafled through ydur enmitie: * 

Then be at peace, except ye thirft for blood. 

Winch. He fhall fubmit,or I will neuer yecld* 

Glojl. Compaflion on the King commands me 
Or 1 would fee his heart out,ere the Priclt 
Should euer get that priuiledge of me* 

Warn. Behold my Lord or WinchcfterthcDuke 
Hath baniflit moodic dirfeontented fury. 

As by his ftnoothed Browes it doth appeare: 

Why looke you ftill fo fterne,and tragical! ? 

Glojl . Here Winehefier, I offer thee my Hand. 

King. Fie Vnckle Teaaford, I haue heard youprcach 
That Maliice was a great and grieuous finne: ' 

And will not you maintaine the thing you teach? 

But proue a chiefe offender in the fame. 

Warw. Sweet King: the Bifliop hath a kindly gyrd; 
For fhamc my Lord of Winchefler relent; 

What,fhall a Child inftruft you what to doc? 

Winch. Well Duke of Glofter, I will yeclu to thee 
Louc for thy Loue,and Hand for Hand I giue, 

Gloft I,but I fe 3 rc me with a hollow Heart. 

See here my Friends and louing Countreymcnj 
This token ferueth for a Flagge of Truce, 

Betwixt our felues^nd all our followers: 

So helpe me God,as I diflemble not* 

Winch . So helpe me God,as I intend it not# 

King. Oh louing Vnckle,kinde Duke ofGloftcr, 
How ioyfull am I made by this Contraft# 

Away my Mafters, trouble vs no more, 

But ioyne in friendfhip,as your Lords haue done, 
i.Sern. Content,He to the Surgeons. 

Z.Seru. And fo will I. 

3 . Serti . And I will fee what Phyfick theTaucrneaf¬ 
fords, Exen*t* 

Warw.hcccpt this Scrowle,mcft gracious Soueraignc, 
Which in the Right of Richard Plantagenet , 

Wc doe exhibite to your Maieftie# 

Glo. Well vre’d,my Lord ofWarwickiforfwcctPnncc, 
And if your Grace marke euery cifcumft*nce, 

You haue great reafon to doe Richard right, 
Efpecially for thofe occafions 

At Eltam Place I told your Maieftic# a , 

J King- And 


j5SS5SSV«klt.»« offeree: 

. mv louing Lords,our pleafure is, 

Thefef° r J , rc ft 0 red to his Blood. 

\^ ,ch Ut Richard be reftored to his Blood, 

T\l his Fathers wrongs be recompense. 

50 As will the reftjfo willeth Winchcfter. 

RichardmM be true,not that all alone, 

„ the whole Inheritance I giuc, 

j t h belong vnto the Houfe of Torke, 

..Uence you (bring,by Lineall Delcenr. 

Thy humble feruantvowes obedience, 

/humble fcruice,till the point of death, 
y t Stoope then,and fet your Knee againfl my Foot, 
j 1 •Guerdon of that dutie done, 

A °vrtthcc with the valiant Swotd of Torkc: 

% P lC b.rrd, like a true Plantagenet, 

^created Princely Duke o f Torke. 

0) And fo thriue Richard ,as thy foes may fall, 
An das my dutie f P rings,fo perift, they. 

Thaterudgeone thought agaioft your Ma.efty. 

Welcome high Prince,thc mighty Duke of Torke. 

Perifli bafe Prince, ignoble Duke of York?- 
Chli- Now will it beftauaile your Maieftie, 

To croffe the Seas,and to be Crown’d in France: 
Thcprefenceof a King engenders loue 
AinongfthisSubiefts,and hisloyall Friends, 
i’s jtdif-atiimates his Enemies. 

King When Glofter fayes the word,King Henry goes, 
for friendly counfaile cuts off many Foes. 

Gift. Your Ships alreadie are in readinefie, 

Senet. flourifh. Exeunt. 

Manet Exeter. 

Exet. I,we may march in England,or in France, 

Not feeing what is likely to enfue: 

This late diflention growne betwixt the Pcercs, 

Burncs vndcr fained afhes of forg’d loue, 

And will at laft breakc out into a flame, 

Asfeftrcd members rot but by degree. 

Till bones and flefh and finewes fall away, 

So will this bafe and enuious difeord breed. 
Andnowlfcarc that fatall Prophecie, 

Which in the time of Henry, nam’d the Fift, 

Was in the mouth of euery fucking Babe, 

\hi Henry borne at Monmouth fhould winne all. 

And Henry borne at Windfor,loole all: 

Which is fo plaine, that Exeter doth wi(h. 

His dayes may finifh, ere that haplefle time. Exit. 
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Scma Secunda. 


: > • tv .• 

Enter Pucell difguis’d, witbfourc Souldiors with 
Sacks vpon their backs. 

Pucell. Thefe are the Citie Gates,the Gates of Roan, 
Through which our Pollicy muft make a breach. 

Take heed,be wary how you place your words, 

Talke like the vulgar fort of Market men. 

That come to gather Money for their Come. 

Ifvvehaue entrance,as I hope we (hall, 

And that we finde the flouthfull Watch but weake, 
lie by a figne giue notice to our friends, 

That Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. 


Soutdter. Our Sacks (ball beameane to fack the City 
And we be Lords and Rulers ouer Roan, 

Therefore wee’le knock. Knock- 

Watch. fbela. 

Pucell. Pea fauns la pouuregtns deFraunce , 

Poore Market folkes that come to fell tl.eir Come. 

Watch. Enter,goc in,the Market Bell is rung. 

Pucell Now Roan, He (hake thy Bulwarkes to the 

ground. f 3 ™*- 

Enter Charles,Bitftard,Alanfon. 

Charles. Saint Dennis blefle this happy Sttatagcme, 
And once againe wee le fleepe fecure in R°2n. 

Baftard. Here entred Pucell, and herPracmants: 

Now fheis therc,how will (he fpecific ? 

Here is the beft and fafeft paffage in. 

Rciy. By thrufting out aTorch from yonder lower. 
Which once difcern’d,fliewes that her meaning is, 

No way to that(for weakncflc^y/hich ihe entred. 

' Enter puceH on the top, tbrssfting out a 

Torch burning. 

Pucell. Eeho!d,this is the happy Wedding Torch, 
That ioyncth Roan vnto her Countreymen, 

But burning fatall to the Talbonites. 

Raflard. See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ftands. 

Charles. Now fliine it like a Commet of Reuenge, 

A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 

Reig. Dcferre no time,delaycs haue dangerous ends. 
Enter and cry, the Dolphin, prcfently. 

And then doe execution on the Watch. Alarum. 

An Alarum. Talbot in an Excurfton. 

74 /^.France,thouflialcruethisTreafon with thy teares, 
If Talbot but furuiue thy Trecherie. 

Pucell that Witch,that damned Sorccrefle, 

Hath wrought this Heliifh Milchiefe vnawares, 

That hardly we efcap’t the Pride of France. Exit. 

An Alarum : Excurftons. Bedford brought 
in ft eke in a Chayre. 

Enter Talbot andBurgonie without: within, Pucell, 
Charles,Baftard,and Reigneir on the Walls. 

Pucell. God morrow Gallants,want ye Corn for Bread? 
I thinkc the Duke of Burgonie will faft. 

Before hee’le buy againe at fuch a rate. 

’Twas full of Darnell: doc you like the tafte ? 

Burg. Scoffe on vile Fiend,and fhamelefic Curtizan, 

I ttuft ere long to choake thee with thine ownc. 

And make thee curfe the Harueft of that Come. 

Charles. Your Grace may ftarue (perhaps) before that 
time. 

Bedf. Oh let no words,but dcedes,reuengc this Trea- 
fon. 

TuccB. What will you doe,good gray-beard ? 

Breake a Launce, and tunne a-Tilt at Death, 

Within a Chayre. 

Talb. Foule Fiend of France, and Hag of all defpight, 
Incompafs’d with thy luftfull Paramours, 

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 

And twit with Cowardife a man halfe dead ? 

Damfell,Ile haue a bowt with you againe, 

Or elfe let Talbot perifh with this fhame. 

Pucell. Arc ye fo hot,Sir: yet Pucell hold thy peace 1 . 

If Talbot doe but Thunder,Raine will follow. 

They whiter together w counfeM. 

God fpeed the Farliamentjwho Chall be the Speaker f 

1 a Talb. Dare 
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Talb. Dare yce come forth,and meet vs in the field ? 
Pucell. Belike your Lordfhip takes vs then for fooles, 
To try if that our owne be ours,or no. 

Talb. I fpeake not to that rayling Hecate, 

But vnto thee Alanfon, and the reft. 

Will ye.like Souldiors,come and fight it out? 

Alanf. Seignior no. 

Talb. Seignior hang: bafe Muleters of France, 

Like Pefant foot-Boycs doe they keepe the Walls, 

And dare not take vp Armes,like Gentlemen. 

Pucell. Away Captaincs,let’s get vs from the Walls, 
For Talbot meanes no goodnefle by his Lookes. 

God b’uy my Lord, we came but to tell you 
That wee are here. Exeunt from the IValls. 

Talb. And there will we be too,ere it be long. 

Or elfe reproach be Talbots greateft fame. 

Vow Burgonie, by honor of thy Houfe, 

Prickt on by publike Wrongs fuftain’d in France, 
Eicher to get the Towne againe,or dye. 

And I,as fure as Englifli Henry Hues, 

And as his Father here was Conqueror; 

As fure as in this late betrayed Towne, 

Great Cordelions Heart was buryed ; 

So fure I fweare,to get the Towne,or dye. 

'Burg. My Vowes arc equall partners with thy 
Vowes. 

Talb. But ere we goe,regard this dying Prince, 

The valiant Duke of 3cdford : Come my Lord, 

We will beftow you in fome better place. 

Fitter for fickneffe,and for crafic age. 

Bedf. Lord TMot, doc not fo di (honour me: 

Here will I fit,before the Walls of Roan, 

And will be partner of your weale or woe. 

Burg. Couragious Bedford, let vs now perfwade you. 
Bedf, Not to be gone from hence: for once I read. 


That ftout Pendragon,in his Litter fick, 

Came to the field,and vanquifhed his foes. 

Me thinkes I (hould reuiue the Souldiors hearts, 
Becaufe I euer found them as my felfe. 

Talb. Vndauntcd fpirit in a dying breaft, 

Then be it fo: Heauens keepe old Bedford fzfe. 

And now no more adoe, braue Burgonie, 

But gather we our Forces out of hand. 

And fet vpon our boafting Enemie. Exit, 

%An Alarum: Excurpons. Enter Sir Iohn 
Faljlajfe, and a Captaine. 

Capt. Whither away Sir Iohn Faljlajfe,in fuch haftef 
Falfi. Whither away ?to faue my felfe by flight. 

We are like to haue the ouerthrow againc, 

Capt. What? will you flye,and leaue Lord Talbot ? 
Falfi. I,all the Talbots in the World,to faue my life. 

Exit. 

Capt. Cowardly Knight,ill fortune follow thee. 

Exit. 

Retreat. Sxcurpons. Pucell, Alanfon, and 
Charles fly e. 

Bedf. Now quiet Soule.depart whenHeauen pleafe. 
For 1 haue fcenc our Enemies ouerthrow. 

What is the truft or ftrength of foolifli man? 

They that of late were daring with their fcoffes. 

Are glad and faine by flight to fauethemfelues. 

Bedford dyes, and is carryed in by tree in bis Chaire. 


An Alarum. Enter TaWotfBiffffjr-y^ 
the ref. Z me >«»d 

Talb. Loft,and recouered in a day again. 

This is a double Honor, Burgonie: 5 * 

Yet Heauens haue glory for this Vi&orie 
Burg. Warlike and Martiall Talbot Bure ■ 
Infhrines thee in his heart,and there erefts 
Thy noble Decds,as Valors Monuments 

Talb. Thanks gentle Duke: bqt where is P u .., 
Ithinkehcrold Familiar isafleepe. Ce n(> ' 

Now where’s theBaftards braucs,and CharletV.- 
What all amort? Roan hangs her head f© r grief 

That fuch a valiant Company are fled. ° ete » 

Now will we take fome order in the Towne 
Placing therein fome expert Officers, ‘ 

And then depart to Paris, to the King, 

For there young Henry with his Nobles lye 
Burg. What wills Lord Talbot ,pleafeth . 

Talb. But yet before we goe.lct’s not forgi 
The Noble Duke of Bedford,late deceas’d & 

But fee his Exequies fulfill’d in Roan. 

A brauerSouldierneuer couched Launce 
A gentler Heart did neuer fway in Court.* 

But Kings and mightieft Potentates muft die 
For that’s the end of humane miferie. ’ F 


Sc ana Inertia, 


Enter Charles, Bajlard , Alanfon,BuceB. 
Pucell. Diftnay not (Princes) at this accident 
Nor grieue that Roan is fo tccouered: 

Care is no cute,but rather corrofiue. 

For things that are not to be remedy’d. 

Let frantike Talbot triumph for a while, 

And like a Peacock fweepe along his tayle, 

Wee’le pull his Plumes,and take away hisTrayne. 

If Dolphin and the reft will be but rul’d, * 
Charles. We haue been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence, 

One hidden Foyle fhall neuer breed diftrqft, 

Bajlard. Search out thy wit for fecrct pollicies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World. 

Alanf. Wee’le fet thy Statue in fome holy place, 
And haue thee reuerenc’t like a bleffcd Saint. 
Employ thee then,fwcet Virgin, for our good. 

“Pucell. Then thus it muft be, this doth lorn deuife; 
By faire perfwafions, mixt with fugred words, 

We will enti ce the Duke of Burgonie 
To leaue the Talbot ,and to follow vs. 

Charles. I marry Sweeting, if we could doe that, 
France were no place for Henryes Warriors, 

Nor (hould that Nation boaft it fo with vs, 

But be extirped from our Prouinccs. 

Alanf. For euer lhould they be cxpuls’d from France, 
And not haueTitle of an Earledome here. 

Pucell. Your Honors (hill perceiuc how 1 will worke, 
To bring this matter to the wi(hed end. 

1 Drumme founds afarre of. 

Hearke,by the found of Drumme you may petceilie 
Their Powers are marching vnto Paris-ward. 

Here found an Englifh March. 

There goes the Talbot, with his Colours fpred, 

And all the Troupes of Englifh after him. ( 

Ttcm 
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The firJJ Tart of Henry the Six t 


French Alarcb 

. u. Rereward comes the Duke and his: 

N°* ,a .f n ftuor nukes him lagge behinde. 
p or tune . w jil ta lke with him. 
jouiflio 011 ' Trumpets found a Parley. 

, /.r A Parley with the Duke of Burgonie. 

C J" who craues a Parley with the Burgonie ? 

The Princely of France,thy Countrey- 

What fay’ft thou Charles? for I am marching 

** o 

^Charles. Spcakc Pucell, and cnchaunt him with thy 


WO' 


p 5 fi Braue Burgonie,v ndoubted hope of France, 

. „ let thy humble Hand-maid fpeake to thee. 

Sta I’ Speake.on,but be not ouer-tedious. 
pjeil. Looke on thy Country,look on fertile France, 
d fee the Cities and the Townes dcfac’t, 
r!wading Ruineof chccruell Foe, 
lookes the Mother on her lowly Babe, 

When Death doth dofc his tender-dying Eyes. 

, f cc the pining Maladic of France : 

Behold the Wounds, the oioft vnnarurall Wounds, 

\Vhich thou thy lelfe haft giuen her wofull Brcft. 

Ohtume thy edged Sword another way. 

Strike thofc that hurt,and hurt not thole that helpe : 
niic drop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Bofome, 
Should grieue thee more chcn ftreames of forrainc gore. 
Returne thee therefore with a floud of Teares, 

And wa(h away thy Countries ftayned Spots. 

'Burg Either (he hath bewitcht me with her words. 

Or Nature makes me fuddenly relent. 

?«re//.Bcfides,all French and France cxdaimes on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth and lawfull Progenie. 

Who ioyn'ft ihou with,but with a Lordly Nation, 

That will not truft thee,but for profits fake ? 

When Talbot hath fet footing once in France, 

Andfafhion’d thee that Inftrument of Ill, 

Who then,but Englifh Henry,vtxW be. Lord, 

And thou be thruft out, like a Fugitiue ? 

Call we to minde,and marke but this for preofc: 

Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ? 

And was he not in England Prifoner? 

But when they heard he was thine Enemie, 

They fet him free,without his Ranfome pay'd, 

Infpight of Burgonie and all his friends. 

See then,thou fight’ft againft thy Countreymen, 

And ioyn’ft with them will be thy (laughter-men. 
Come,come,retusne; returne thou wandering Lord, 
Charles and the reft will take thee in their armes. 

I am vanquilhed : 


Thefe haughtie wordes of hers 
Hauebatt’rcd me like roaring Cannon-fhor, 

And made me almoft yecld vpon my knees. 

Forgiue me Countrcy,and fweet Countreymen: 

AndLords accept this hcartic kind embrace. 
dyForces and my Power of Men areyours. 

So farweil Talbot,We no longer truft rhee. 

Pucell. Done like a Frenchman: curnc hnd turne a- 
gaine* 

^ c ^ cornc braue Duke,thy friendftiip makes 

“Ballard. And doth beget new Courage in our 
Breads. b 

Alanf. Pucell hath brauely play’d her part in this,' 

And doth deferue a Coronet of Gold, 


Charles. Now let f s on,my Lords, 

And ioyne our Powers, 

And fecke how wc may prejudice the Foe, 


Exeunt. 


Serna Quart a. 


Enter the King,Glouccfter,tVinchcfier,rorke,Suffolk;, 
SomerJetjVarveicke,Exeter: To them, with 
his Souldiors, Talbot. 

Talb. My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres, 
Hearing of your airmail in this Realme, 

I haue a while giuen Truce vnto roy Wanes, 

To doe my dutie to my Soueraignc. 

In figne whereof, this Arme.that hath rcclaym’d 
To vohr obedience, fiftie Fortrcfles, 

Tweluc Cities,and feuen walled Townes of ftrength, 
Befidc fiue hundred Pnfoners of efteeme ; 

Lets fall his Sword before your Highneffe feet: 

And with fubmifiiue loyaltie of heart 
Aferibes the Glory of his Conqueft got, 

Firft to my God,and next vnto your Grace. 

King. Is this the Lord Talbot, Vtickle Gloucester, 
That hath fo long bcene refident in France ? 

Cloll. Yes,it it pleafe your Maieftie,my Licgei 

King. Welcome braue Captaine,and victorious Lord; 
Wnen I was young (as yet I am not old) 

I doe remember how my Father faid, 

A ftoutcr Champion neuer handled Sword, 

Long fincc we were refolued of your truth, 
Yourfaithfull feruice,and yourtoyle in Wane: 

Yet neuer haue you tafted our Reward, 

Or beene reguerdon’d with fo much as Thankfj 
Becaufe till now,we neuer faw your face. 

Therefore ftand vp,and for thefe good deferts, 

We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 

And in our Coronation take your place* 

Senet. Flourifb. Exeunt. 

tJManet Virtion and Baffet. 

Vem. Now Sir,to you that were fo hot at Sea, 
Difgracing of thefe Colours that I weare. 

In honor of my Noble Lord of Yorkej 

Dar’ft thou maintainethe former words thou fpak’ft? 

Bajf. Yes Sir,as well as yon dare patronage 
The enuious barbing of your faweie Tongue, 

Againft my Lord the Duke of Somerfec. 

Vern. Sirrha, thy Lord I honour as he is. 

Bajf. Wby,what is he? as good a man is Torke. 

Vern. Hearkeye: not fo: inwitnefletakeyethat. 

Strikes htm. 

Bajf. Villaine, thou knoweft 
The Law of Armes is fuch, 

That who fo drawes a Sword,’tis prefent death. 

Or elfe this Blow (hould broach thy deareft Bloud. 

But He vnto his Maieftie, and craue, 

I may haue libertieto vengc tbis Wrong, 

When thou (halt fee,Ile meet thee to thy coft, 

Vern. Well mifcreant,Ue be there as foone as you. 
And aftermecte you, fooncr then you would. 

Exeunt. 

I3 Enter 
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The firft Tart of Henry theSixt. 


i- . Jt .■ i . • 

JBus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter King, G locefler ^ JVtncheftcr, Tor by t Suffolk*^ Sower- 
fet y Warwick*, Talbot .and Goner nor Exeter c 
Glo . Lord Bifliop fee the Crownc vpon his head. 
fVin. God i aue King Henry of chat name the fixr. 

Glo . Now Goucrnour of Paris take your oath. 

That you ele£f no other King but him; 

Efteeme none Friends, but fuch as arc his Friends, 

And none your Foes, but fuch as (hall pretend 
Malicious pratlifes ogainft his State : 

This (hall ye do, fo helpc you righteous God. 

Enter Falftaffe . 

Tal. My gracious Soucraigne,as I rode from Caiice, 
To haftc vnto your Coronation: ^ 

A Letter was deliuer’d to my hands. 

Writ to your Grace, from th’Duke of Burgundy. 

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee : 

I vow'd (bafe Knight) when I did mcete the next, 

To tcarc the Garter from thy Crauens legge, 

Which I haue done, bccaufc (vnworthily) 

Thou waa'c inftalled in that High Degree. 

Pardon me Princely Henry , and the reft : 

This Daftard,at the battcll of Poi friers. 

When (but in all) I was fixe thoufand ftrongj 
And that the French were almoft ten to one. 

Before we met, or that a ftrokc was giuen, 

Like to a truftie Squire, did run away. 

In which aflault, wc loft tweluc hundred men. 

My felfe, and diuers Gentlemen befide, 

Werethetefurprizd,and takenprifoners. 

Then iudge (great Lords) if I haue done amifie: 

Or whether that fuch Cowards ought to wearc 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or noi 
Glo. To fay the truth, this fa<ft was infamous. 

And ill befeeming any common man 5 
Much more a Knight, a Captaine, and a Leader. 

TaL When firft this Order was ordain’d my Lords, 
Knights ofthe Garter were of Noble birth; 

Valiant, and Vertuous, full ofhaughtic Courage, 

Such as were growne to credit by the warres: 

Not fearing Death, nor fhrinking for Djftrefle,. 

But alwayes refolute, in mod extreames. 

He then, that is not furmflhM in this fort. 

Doth but vfurpe the Sacred name of Knight, 

Prophaning this moft Honourable Order, 

And fhould (if I were worthy to be Iudge) 

Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-borne Swaine, 

That doth prefume to boaft of Gentle blood • 

K. Scaincco thy Countrymen, thou hear’ft thy doom: 
Be packing therefore, thou that was’c a knight r 
Henceforth we banifh thee on paine of death. 

And now Lord Protestor, view the Letter 
Sent from our Vncklc* Duke of Burgundy, 

Glo. Whatmeanes bis Grace, that he hathchaung’d 
his Stile ? 

No more but plaine and bluntly ? (To the King.) 

Hath he forgot he is his Soueraigne ? 

Or doth this churlifh Superlcription 
Pretend fome alteration in good will ? 

What’s heere ? / haue vpon efpeciall caufe 9 
zJMou'd with compaffion of my Countries wraefa 
Together with the pit ft fill complaints 
j Qffueb as your epprejfion fecdcs vpon , 



Forfahenyour permtious T*£l. v „, 

4 nd ioyn’d with Charles, the right full hint .fr 
O monflroui Treachery:Cafthis befo/ ****"' 
That in alliance, amity, and oathes. 

There fliould be found fuch falfe diflemh!;,. 

King. What? doth my Vnckle Bureu n( i u g gailc? 
Glo. He doth my Lord, 4 nd is become L?^ 1 ' ? 
Kmg. Isthat the worft this Letter doth 
Glo. It is the worft, and all (my Lord 1 ! I C ° nta ‘ nt ? 
King. Why then Lord Talbot there fh a 1 
A nd giue him chafticement for this abufe * VVltt ' 1 >ii 

How fay you (my Lord) arc you not content? 

Tal. Content, my Liege ? Yes: But ^ T, 

I fliould haue begg’d I might haue beneenml 
***• Then gather n^ngth, ,„ d 

(trajght: 10 

Let him percciuc how ill we brooke his Tre f 
And what offcnceit is to flout his Friends * ° n> 
Tal. I go my Lord, in heart defirino gjit 
You may behold confufion of your foes. 

£nter Ftrrnon and Bajfn. 

Fer. Gramme theCombate, cracion.c,. , 
"Baf. And me (my Lord)grant me the 
Torke. ThisismySeruant, hearehimNoblVp''‘°° 
Sow. And this is mine (fweet Henry) fauourKi 

Be patientLords, and giue them l cau S? t 

Say Gentlemen, what makes you thus exdaime ' 

And wherefore craue you Combate ? Or with ,1 
r *.With him (my Lord) for he l.ath done^ 
Baf.Aud I with him, for he hath done me vn Q Z E 
King. What is that wrong,wherofy 0 u both com,!.- 
Firft let me know, and then He anfwer you. ^ ,ra 
Baf. Crofting the Sea, from England into France 
This Fellow heere with enuious carping ton°ue ’ 
Vpbraided me about the Rofe I wcare * ’ 
Saying, the (anguine colour of the Leau’cs 
Did reprefent my Matters blulhing cheekes; 

When ftubbornly he did repugne the truth 
About a cercaine queflion in the Law, 

Argu’d betwixt the Duke ofYorke, and him: 

With other vile and ignominious tearmes. 

In confutation of which rude reproach. 

And in defence ofmy Lords worthineffe, 

I craue the benefit of La w of Armes. 

Ver. And that is my peticion (Noble Lord:) 

For though he feeme with forged queint conceite 
To fet a giofle vpon his bold intent. 

Yet knowf my Lord) I was prouok’d by him, 

And he firft tooke exceptions at this badge. 
Pronouncing that the palenefle of this Flowef, 
Bewray’d the faintnefle of my Matters heart. 

Torke. Will not this malice Somerfct be left? 

Som, Your priuate grudge my Lord of York,wil out, 
Though ne’re fo cunningly you Another it. 

King. Good Lord, what madnefie rules in brains 
fickemen. 

When for fo flighr and friuolous a caufe. 

Such fa&ious aemulations (hall arife ? 

Good Cofins both ofYorke and Somcrfet, 

Quiet your fdues (I pray) and be at peace. 

Torke. Let this diflention firft be tried by fight, 

And then your Highnefle (hall command a Peace. 

Som. The quarrell toucheth none but vs alone, 
Betwixt our felues let vs decide it then. 

Torke. There is my pledge, accept it Somerfct, 

Fer. Nay, let it reft where it began at firft. 




I I I I I I I I I 


I I I I I 


I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I 
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The firfl Tart of.Henry the Sixt 


HI 


' F~rZ^meitCo, mine honourable Lord, t 
If Confirme it <0 rConfounded be your ftrife, 

G f’ wh yc with your audacious prate, 
rfumptJus vaftals, areyou not aftiam d 
immodeft clamorous outrage, 
fiublcTnd difturbe thcKing,and Vs i 
T °, voU my Lords, me thinkes you do not well 
hearc with their peruerfc Obie^ions : 

M c h lefle to take occafion from their mouthes, 

Tn rVc a mutiny betwixt your felues, 
t me nerfw^dc you take a better courfe. 

Exet, It greeues his Highnefle, 
f nod my Lords, be Friends. , 

u< KifJ Come hither you that would be Combatants: 
m efonh I charge you, as you louc our fauour, 

Onitc to forget this Quarrell, and the caufe. 

^iyou my Lords: Remember where we axe. 

In France, amongft a fickle wauering Nation : 
ifthey perceyuc diflention in our lookes, 

And that within our felues wedifagree; 

How will their grudging ftomackes be prouok’d 
To wilfull Difobedience, and Rebell ? 

Befide, What infamy will there arife. 

When Forraigne Princes fhall be certified, 

Thai for a toy, a thing of no regard. 

King Henries Peeres, and cheeie Nobility, 

Dcftroy’d themfclues, and loft the Realme of France ? 

Oh thinke vpon the Cenqueft of my Father, 

Mv tender yeares, and let vs not forgoe 
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. 

Letmcbe Vmper in this doubtfull ftrife : 

I fee no reafon if] wcare this Rofe, 

That anv one fhould therefore be fufpitious 
I more incline to Somerfct, than Yorke : 

■Both are my kinfmen, and 1 loue them both. 

As well they may vpbray’d me with my Growne, 

Becaufe (ferfooth ) the King of Scots is Crown’d. 

Batyour diferetions better can perfwadc, 

Then I am able to inftru<ft or teach : 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 

Solet vs {fill continue peace, and loue. 

CofinofYorke, we inftitutc ycur Grace 
To be our Regent in thefe parts of France: 

And good my Lord of Somerfct, vnite 

Your Troopes ofhorfemen, with his Bands of foote, 

And like true Subie&s, fonnes ofyour Progenitors, 
Gocheerefully together, and digeft 
Yourangry Chollcr on your Enemies. 

OurSelfe, my Lord Protedlor, and the reft, 

After fome refpit, will rcturne to Calice ; 

: rom thence to England, where I hope ere long 
Tobeprefented by your Victories, 

With Charlesy jiUnfon y and that Traitorous rout. 

Exeunt . {JManet TorkefiVarwick^yExeter^Vernon. 
War, My Lord ofYorke, I promife you the King 
Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator.) 

Tcrke. And fo he did. but yet I like it not. 

In that he wearcs the badge of Somerfet. 

War. Tufh, that was bur his fancie, blame him not, 
Hare prefume (fweet Prince) he thought no harme. 

Yor\. And it I wifh he did. But let it reft. 

Other afFay res mu ft now be managed. Exeunt. 

Flonnf)?, Manet Exeter. 

■t Well didft thou Tsjchard to fupprefle thy voice: 
for had the paflions of thy heart burft out, 
carc we fhould haue feenc deciphetM there 


Morcrancorous fpighr, more furious raging broyles. 
Then yet can be imagin’d or fuppos’d: 

But howfoere^ no Ample man that fees 
This iarring difeord ofNobilitie, 

This fhouldering of each other in the Courc, 

This fa&ious bandying oftheir Fauourites, 

But that it doth prefage fome ill euenr. 

*Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens hands: 

But more, when Enuy breeds vnkinde dcuifion. 

There comes the mine, there begins confufion. Exit . 

Enter T<ilbot with T*umpe and Drumme, 
before Bordeaux. 

Talb. Go to the Gates of Burdeaux Trumpeter, 
Summon their Generali vnto the Wall. Sounds ♦ 

Enter Cje>i craft aloft. 

English John Talbot (Capcaines) call you forth, 

Seruaiit in Armes to Harry King of England, 

And thus he would. Open your Cicie Gates, 

Be humble to vs, call my Soueraigne yours. 

And do him homage as obedient Subiefts, 

And lie withdraw me,and my bloody power. 

Butifyou frowne vpon this proffer’d Peace, 

You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 

Leane Famine, quartering Steele, and climbing Fire, 
Who in a moment, eeuen with the earth, 

Shall lay your ftately, and ayre-brauing Towers, 

Ifyou forfake the offer of their loue. 

Cap . Thou ominous and fearefull O wle of death, 

Our Nations terror, and their bloody fcourge. 

The period of thy Tyranny approacheth. 

On vs thou canft not enter but by death : 

For I proteft we arc well fortified, 

And ftrong enough to iflue out and fight. 

If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed. 

Stands with the fnares of Warre to tangle thee. 

On either hand thee, there are fqnadrons pitcht, 

To wall thee from the liberty of Flight; 

And no way canft thou turne thee for redrefle. 

But death doth front thee with apparant fpoyle, 

And pale deftru&ion meets thee in the face: 

Ten thoufand French haue tane the Sacrament, 

To ryue their dangerous Artiilerie 

Vpon no Chriftian foule but Englifti Talbot: 

Loe, there thou ftandft a breathing valiant man 
Of an inuincible vneonquer’d fpiric: 

This is the lateft Glorie of thy praife. 

That I chy enemy dew thee withall: 

For ere the Glaffe that now begins to runne, 

Finifh the procefle of his (andy houre, 

Thefe eyes that fecthee now well coloured, 

Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 

Lrumafarreoff. 

Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme, a warning bell, : 
Sings heauy Mufickc to thy timorous foule, 

And mine fhall ring thy due departure out. Exit 

Tal. He Fables not,] heare cheenemie ; 

Out fome light Horfemen, and perufe their Wings. 

O negligent and hecdlcfle Difcipline, 

How are we park’d and b ounded in a pale ? 

A little Heard of Englands timorous Deere, 

Maz’d with a yelping kcnncll ofFrcnch Curres. 

Ifwebe EnglifhDeere, be then in blood, 

Not Rafcall-fike to fall downe with a pinch, 

But rather moodie mad : And defperace Staggcs, 


Turne 
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Tbefirft Tart ofHenry the Sixt. 



Turtle on the bloody Hounds with heads ofSteelc, 

And make the Cowards Band aloofe at bay: 

Sell euery naan his life as deere as mine* 

And they fhall finde deere Deere of vs my Fri ends* 

Ged* and S. Cjeorge. Talbot and Englands right, 

Profpcr our Colours in this dangerous fight. 

Enter 6 CMeffengcr tb.it meets Tories. Enter Tor he 
with Trumpet y and many Soldiers .« 

Yorke . Are not the fpeedy fcouts return’d againe. 
That dog'd the mighty Army of the Dolphin> 

Afejf, They are return’d my Lord, and giue it out, 
That he is march’d to Burdeaux with his power 
To fight with TMot as he march’d along. 

By your efpyals were difeouered 

Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led. 

Which ioyn’d with him, and made their march for 

(Eurdcaux 

Yorke. A plaguevpon that Villaine Somcrfet,i 
That thus delaycs my promifed lupply 
Of horfemen, that were leuied for this fiegc. 

Renowned Talbot doth expe# my ayde. 

And I amlowced by a Traitor Villaine, 

And cannot helpe the noble Cheualier: 

God comfort him in this ncccfliry : 

If he mifearry, farewell Warres in France. 

Enter another Aiejfenger . 

z.Mefi Thou Princely Leader of our Engliflb ftrcngtb, 
Neuer fo needfull on the earth of France, 

Spurre to the refeue of the Noble Talbot. 

Who now is girdled with a wafte of Iron, 

And hem’d about with grim deftruSion : 

To Burdeaux warlike Duke, to Burdeaux Yorke, 

Elfc farwell Talbot, France,and Englands honor. 

Yorke. O God, that Somcrfct who in proud heart 
Doth flop my Cornets, were in Talbots place. 

So fhould wee faue a valiant Gentleman, 

By forfeyting a Traitor, ond a Coward : 

Mad ire,and wrathfull fury makes me weepe. 

That thus we dye, while remiffe Traitors fleepe. 

Cftief* O fend fome fuccour to the diftreft Lord. 

Yorke . He dies, we loofe : I breake my warlike word: 
We mourne, France fmilcs: We loofe, they dayfy gcr, 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerfct. 

CMef. Then God take mercy on brauc Talbots foulc, 
And an his Sonne yong Iohn , who two houres fince, 

I met intrauaile toward his warlike Father; 

This feuen yeeres did not Talbot fee his fonne. 

And now they meccc where both their lines are done. 

Yorke . Alas, what ioy fhall noble Talbot haue. 

To bid his yong fonne welcome to his Grauc: 

Away, vexation almoft ftoppes my breath, 

That fundred friends greete in the houre of death. 

Lucie farewell, no more my fortune can. 

But curfe the caufe I cannot ayde the man. 

AYainc, Eloys , Voytiers y and Toures, are wonne away. 

Long all of Somerfct, andhisdelay. Exit 

Mcf Thus while the Vulture of ledition, 

Feedcs in the bofome of fuch great Commanders, 
Sleeping neglcdtion doth betray to lofle : 

The Conqueft of our fcarfe-cold Conqueror, 

That eueHiuing man of Mcmorie, 
ifenrie the fift: Whiles they each other crofle, 

Liues, Honours, Lands, and all, hurrie to Ioffe. 


Enter Somerfet with hit Armit. 

Som. It is too late, I cannot fend them now 
This expedition was by Yorke and Talbot W 5 
Too rafhly plotted. All our gencrall force 
Might with a fally of the very Towns 9 

Be buckled with : the ouer-daring Talbot 
Hath fullied all his glofie of former Honor 
By this vnheedfull, defperatc, wildeaducnm re . 
Yorke fet him on to fight,and dye in fhame 
That Talbot dead, great Yorke might beare thr n 
Cap. Hecre is Sir William Lucie, who with ml*' 
Set from our ore-matcht forces forth for avd 
Som. How now Sir Wiliam, whether vL!' , 
Lu. Whether my Lord,from bought & c,i/ r 0U CD| 
Who ring’d about with bold aduetjitie, ^Talh 
Cries out for noble Yorkc and Somerfct 
To bcatc aflayling death from his weakcRc.=i on 

And whiles the honourable Captaine there & ** 

Drops bloody fwe c from his warre-wcaried limb 
And in aduantage lingring lookes for refeue, 

Y ou his falfe hopes, the trull of Englands honor 
Kecpe off aloofe with worthleffc emulation: * 

Lee not your priuate difeord kecpe away 
Theleuied fuccours that fhould lend him ayde 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman * 

Yeeld vp his life vr.to a world of oddes. 

Orleancc the Ballard, Charles, Burgmdie , 

A lan fen, Reignard, compafle him about, 

And Talbot perilheth by your default. 

Som. Yorke fet him on, Yorke lliould haue fent bin 
ayde. 

Luc. And Yorke as fall vpon your Grace exclaimtt 
Swearing that you with-holdhis leuied hoaft, 
Collected for this expidition. 

Som.Yotk lyes: He might haue fenr, & had iheHorfc: 
lowc him little Dutie, and lefie Loue, 

And take foule {coroe to fawne on him by fending. 

Lu. The fraud of England, not the force otFrance, 
Hath now intrapt the Noble-minded Talbot : 

Neuer to England fhall he bearc his life, 

But dies betraid to fortune by your flrife. 

Som. Come go, I will dilpatch theHoHemenftrait: 
Within fixe houres, they will be at his ayde. 

Lu. Too late comes refeue, heistaneorflaine, 

For flye he could not, if he would haue fled: 

And flyc would Talbot neuer though he might. 

Som. If he be dead, brauc Talbot then adieu. 

Lu. His Fame liues in the world . His Shame in you. 

Extmt, 


Enter Talbot andhis Sonne. 


Tal. O yong John Talbot, I did fend for thee 
To tutor thee in flratagems of W«re, 

That Talbots name might be in thee reuiu’d, 
When faplefle Age, and wcakevnablelimbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chairc. 
But Omalignant and ill-boading Starres, 

Now thou art come vnto a Feaft of death, 

A terrible and vnauoyded danger : 

Therefore deere Boy, mount on my fwifteft liorfe, 
And lie direct thee how thou fhalc cfcape 
By fodaine flight. Come, dally not, be gone. 
John. Is my name Talbot ? and am I your Sonne? 


Shall 
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I I iMiruzi 



The fir ft: Tory ofHenry the Sixt 




'rifffl«>0^y oa l° uem y Mother 

fo noc her Honorable Name, 


P ilb °J e r a B^llardTand a Slaue of me: 

T® fn , , j ,„iil fav he is not Taibots blood, 

^ ‘ when Nobler flood. 

Th WA Flye,to rcuenge my death,if I be flame. 

fr He that foe* fo.will nc’re ret urne againe. 

fti if we both flay,we both are fure to dye. 

Vl Then let me flay .and Father doe you flye: 

° lo'lTe is vreat,fo your regard Ihould be; 

^ oJt r rh vnknowne.no lofle is knowne in me. 
wdeath, the French can little boall; 
urs they will,in you all hopes are loll. 
rrC annot (layne the Honor you haue wonne, 

£inc it will,that no Exploit haue done. 
v„d fled for Vantagc.euery one will fweare : 

L iflbow.they’lc fay it was for fearc. 

There is no hope that euerl will flay, 
fthcfirft bowre Ifhnnke and run away: 

Here on my knee I begge Mortalitie, 

Lher then Life,preferu’d with Infamie. 
h - ^ shall all thy Mothers hopes lye liione Tonibe . 
John. I rather then He fhame my Mothers Wombe. 
folb. Vp° n my Bleffing 1 command thee goe. 

J,hr>. To fight I will,but not to flye the 1'oe. 

Tf.lb. Part of thy Father may be laud in thee. 

John. No part of him,but will be fhame in mee. 
fall. Thou neuer hadll Renowne,nor canll not lofe ir. 
Jobit. Yes,your renowned Name: fhall flight abufe it ? 
^Thy Fathers charge thal cleare thee from £ ftaine. 
Iohn. You cannot witnefle for me,being flaine, 
if Death be fo apparant.then both flye. 

1«lb. And leaue my followers here to fight and dye i 
My Age was neuer tainted with fuch fhame. 

7 0 hn. And fhall my Youth be guiltie of fuchblame? 
Nomore can I be feuered from your fide. 

Then can your feIfe,your felfe in twaine diuide: 

Stay, goe, doe what you will,the like doe I; 

For liue I will not,if my Father dye. 

Mb. Then here I take my leaue of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to eclipfe thy Life this afternoone: 

Come,fide by fide, together liue and dye. 

And Soule with Soule from France to Heaucn flye. Exit. 

Alarum: Excurpons, wherein Talbots Sonne 
is hemm'd about , and Talbot 
refeues him. 

Mb. Saint George, and Vitlory; fight Souldicrs,fight: 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 

And left vs to the rage of France his Sword. 

Where is Iohn Talbot ? pawfe,and take thy breath, 
Igauethee Lifc,and refeu’d thee from Death. 

Iohn. O twice my Father,twice am I thy Sonne: 

The Life thou gau’ft me firft, was loft and done. 

Till with thy Warlike Sword, defpight of Fate, 

Tonsy determin'd time thou gau’ft new date. 

7*/6.When fro the Dolphins Creft thy Sword ftruck fire, 
It warm’d thy Fathers heart with prowd defire 
Ofbold-fac’t Vi6lorie. Then Leaden Age, 

Qtiicken'd with Youthfull Spleene,and Warlike Rage, 
Beat downe Alanfon,Orlec’.r,c:, t Burgttndte, 

And from the Pride of Gallia refeued thee. 

Theirefull Baftard Orleance , that drew blood 
From thee my Boy, and had the Mai denhood 
Of thy firft fight, I fooneencountred. 

And interchanging blowes,! quickly (hed 


Some of his Baftard blood,and in difgrace 

Befpoke him thus: Contaminated,bale, 

And mis-begotten blood,1 fpill of thine, 

Meane and right poorc, for that pure blood of mine. 
Which thou didft force from Talbot ,my brauc Boy. 

Here purpofing the Baftard todeftroy. 

Came in ftrong refeue. Speake thy Fathers care: 

Aft thou not viatic,Iohn ? How do ft thou fare ? 

Wilt thou yet leaue the Battailc.Boy,and (lie. 

Now thou art feal’d the Sonne of Chiualrie ? 

Flye,to reueuge my death when I am dead. 

The helpe of one ftands me in little ftead. 

Oh.too much folly is it,well I wot, 

To hazard all our liues in one (mall Boat. 

If I to day dye not with Frenchmens Rage, 

To morrow I lhall dye with mickle Age. 

By me they nothing gaine, and if I ftay, 

’Tis but ilic Ibortning of my Life one day. 

In thee thy Mother dyes,our Houfeholds Name, 

My Deaths Reuenge.thy Youth.and Englands Fame : 

All thefe.and more,we hazard by thy ftay; 

AU thefe are fau’d, if thou wilt flye away. 

Iohn. The Sword of Orleance hath not made me fmart, 
Thefe words of yours draw Life-blood from roy Heart. 
On that aduantage, bought with fuch a fhame. 

To faue a paltry Life,and flay bright Fame, 

Before young Talbot from old Talbot flye. 

The Coward Horfe that bcares me.fall and dye: 

And like me to the pelant Boyes of France, 

To be Shames fcorne,3nd lubieft of Mifchance. 

Surely,by all the Gloric you haue wonne, 

And if I flye,I am not Talbots Sonne. 

Then talke no more of flight,it is no boot. 

If Sonne to Talbot,dye at Talbots foot. 

Talb. Then follow thou thy defp’rate Syre ofCreet, 
Thou Icarus ,thy Life to me is fweet : 

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers fide. 

And commendableprou’d, let’s dye in pride. Exit. 

es4Urum. Excursions. Enter old 
Talbot led. 

Talb. Where is my other Life? mine owne is gone. 

O,where’s young Talbot ? where is valiant Iohn ? 
Triumphant Death, lmear’d with Captiuitie, 

Young Talbots Valour makes me fmile at thee. 

When he perceiu’d me fhrinke.and on my Knee, 

His bloodie Sword he brandifht ouer mee, 

And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage,and fterne Impatience: 

But when my angry Guardant flood alone, 

Tendring my ruine, and alfayl’d of none, 

Dizzie-ev’d Furie,and great rage of Heart, 

Suddenly made him from my fide to flare 
Into the cluftring Battailc o f the French r 
And in that Sea of Blood,myBoy did drench 
His ouer-mounting Spirit; and there di’de 
My Icarus, my Bloffome.in his pride. 

% 

Enter with Iohn Talbotyhorne, 

Seru . O my dearc Lordjoe where your Sonne is borne, 
7*i/.Thou antique Death,which laugh’ft vs here to (corn, 
Anon from thy mfulcing Ty rannie. 

Coupled in bonds of perpecuitie, 

Two Talbots winged through the lither Skic, 

In thy defpight (hall feape Mortalitie. 
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O thou whofc wounds become hard fauoured death, 
Speake to thy father, ere thou yeeld thy breath, 

Braue death by fpeaking, whither he will or no: 

Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. 

Poore Boy, he fmilcs, me thinkes, as who fhould fay, * 1 
Had Death bene French, then Death had dyed to day* 
Come, come, and lay him in hisFathcrs armes, 

My fptrit can no longer beare thefe harmes. 

Souldicrs adieu: I haue what I would hauc, 

Now my old armes are yong Iohn Talbots graue. Dyes 

TLpter (fh Arles, Alan/on, Burgundie^ Baftard, 
andPuceH. 

Char. HadYorke and Somerfct brought rcfcucin. 
We Ihould haue found a bloody day of this# 

Baft. How theyong whelpcofTii/^rj raging wood, 
Didfleflihispunic-fwordin Frenchmens blood. 

Puc- Once I cncountred him, and thus I faid: 

Thou Maiden youth, be vanquiflit by a Maidc. 

But with a proud Maicfticall high fcornc 
He anfwer a thus: Yong Talbot was not borne 
Tobe thepillageofaGiglot Wench: 

So rufhing in the bowels of the French, 

He left me proudly, as vnworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtlcflc he would hauc made o noble Knight: 
See where he lyes inherccd in the armes 
Of the mod bloody Nurffer of his harmes. 

Baft. Hew them to pceces,hack their bones aflundcr, 
Whofe life was Englands glory, Gallia’s wonder. 

Char e Oh no forbearc: For that which we haue fled 
During the life, let vs not wrong it dead. 

Enter Luck* 

Lit* Herald, conduft me to the Dolphins Tent, 

To know who hath obtain’d the glory of the day. 

Char* On what fubmilTiue meffage art thou fent ? 
Lucy. Submilfion Dolphin? Tis a mcere French word: 
We Englifh Warriotirs woe not what it meanes. 

I come to know what Prifoners thou haft tane. 

And to furuey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. For prifoners askft thou? Hell our prifon is. 
But tell me whom thou feek’ft ? 

Luc. But where’s the great Alcides of the field. 
Valiant Lord Talbot Earle of Shrewsbury i 
Created for his rat e fucceffc in Armes, 

Great Earle of t^afhford, Waterford, and Valence, 

Lord T*/bot of Goodrig and Vrchinfield. 

Lord Strange6? Blackmere. Lord Verdon of Alton , 

Lord (fromwell of l.Vingepeld , Lord Furmuad of Shcffeild, 
The thrice vi&orious Lord ofFalconlndge , 

Knight of the Noble Order of S. George* 

Worthy S. c JHichael. and the Qolden Fleece 3 
Great Marfhall to Henry the ifixt. 

Of all his Warrcs within the Realmc of France, 

Puc. Heere’s a filly ftately ftile indeede : 

The Turke that two and fiftie Kingdomcs hath. 

Writes not fo tediou ; a Stile as this. 

3im that thou magnifi’ft with all thefe Title$ > 

Stinking and fiy-blownelycs hccre at our feete. 

Lucy. Is Tdbot flainc, the Frenchmens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdomes terror, and blacke Nemefis ? 

Oh were mine eyc-balles into Bullets turn’d, 
hat I in rage might (hoot them at your faces. 

Oh,that I could but call thefe dead to life. 

It were enough to fright the Rcalme of France. 

Were but his Pi&ure left amongft you here. 


ThefirJITart of.Henry the Sixt- 


Ic would amaze the prowdeft of you all.' —— 

Giuc me their Bodyes.that I may beare them 1,. 
And giue them Buriall.as befeeme* their worth’ 
fuel I thinke this vpflart it old Talbot, Gh o( i 
He fpcakes with fiich a proud commanding f D ; 

For Gods fake let him hauc himjtokecDethr.Ju 1 
They would but ftinke, and putrifie the ayre. " ere » 
Char. Go take their bodies hence. ; 

Lucy. He beare them hcnccrbut from their afk , 

bereard incs » 

A Phoenix that (ball make all France affear’d 
Char. So we be rid of them, do with him w hat« 
And now to Paris in this conquering vaine ^ w 

All will be ours, now bloody 7~<i/Zcrxflaine 


Scena fecund a. 


SENNET. 

Enter King, qiocejler, and Exeter. 

King. Haue you perus’d .he Letters from the P nn , 
The Emperor, and the Earle of Arminack? °^’ 

Cjlo. 1 haue my Lord, and their intent is this 
They humbly fue vnto your Excellence, ’ 

To haue a godly peace concluded of, 

Becweene the Realities of England, and of France 

Ktng. HowdothyourGraceaffeatheirmotion? 
Glo. Well (my good Lord) and as the only m«n M 

To flop effufion of our Cbriftiati blood, ^ 

And flablifli quietneffc on cuery fide, 

King. I marry Vncklc, for I alwayes thought 
It was both impious and vnnaturall. 

That Inch immanity and bloody flrifc 
Should reigne among Profeffors ofone Faith. 

qio. Befide my Lord, the fooncr to effea, 

And l'urev binde this knot ofamitie. 

The Earle of Avminacke neere knit to Charles, 

A man of great Authorise in France, 

Proffeis his onely daughter to your Grace, 

In marriage, with a large and fumptuous Dowrie. 

King Marriage Vnckle? Alas my yeares areyong: 
And fitter is my ftudic, and my Bookes, 

Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 

Yet call th’Embaffadors, and as you pleafe, 

So let them haue their anfweres cuery one: 

I {ball be well content with any choyce 
Tends to Gods glory, and my Countries wealed 

Enter Wir.chefltr , and three Amtajfadtrs. 

Exet. What, is my Lord of wi'nchefter inftall’d, 
And call’d vnto a CardinalU degree ? 

Then I pcrceiue, that will be verified 
Henry the Fife did fometime prophefie. 

If once he come to be a Cardinall, 

Hce’l make his cap coequall with the Crowne. 

King. My Lords Ambaffadors, your leuerallfuites 
Haue bin confider’d and debated on, 

Your purpofe is both good and reafonable : 

And therefore are we cerrainly rclolu’d, 

To’draw conditions of a friendly peace, 

Wnich 
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The fir ft Tart ofHenry the Sixt . 
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- wc mcanc 
Which by m J , pr c(ently co France.* 

Shall be«*jP be p P ro ff cr of my Lord your M after, 
e \fih.sH:ghne(refoatlargc, 
l bauCl nfthe Ladies vertuous gifts, 

As' ibin S ant ) t hc valcw of her Dower, 

Hct ?!Sendfhe fhall be Englands Q^cene. 

H c(Ioth , iar aument and proofe ofwhich contra.,., 
*trhis Jewell, pledge of my affeftion. 

BC Tfo my Lord Protcftor fee them guarded, 

'.“2 brought to Doner , wherein foip d 

And ' af Lm to thc fortune of the fca. Exeunt. 

Co ^U Lord Ls g ate >y ou ^ 1 firft cccc,uc 

’ e of money which I promilcd 
T ll{ . U ! l 2 jeliuered to his Holineflc, 

i ,.hin2 me in thefe graue Ornaments. 

f° r , c 0 j vv jU attend vpon your Lordfhips leyfisre. 

Now Winch eft er will not fubmit,I trow, 

. ffinferiour to the-proudeft Pcerc; 
ttuafrey ofGlofter, thou flialtwell perceiue. 

That neither in birth, or for authentic, 

JL BiflioP will be ouer-borne by thee: 
jl cither make thee ftoope, and bend thy knee, 

Orfackethis Country with a mutiny. Exeunt 




Vnder the Lordly Monarch of the North, 

Appeare, and ayde roe in this enterprizc. 

Enter Fiends. 

This fpeedy and quicke appearance argues proofe 
Of your accuftom’d diligence to me. 

Now ye Familiar Spirits, that are cull d 
Out ofthe powerful! Regions vnder earth, 

Helpe me this once, that France may get the field. 
r They vedke, andJpeak* not. 

Oh hold me not with filenee oucr*long: 

Where I was wont to feed you with my blood. 

He lop a member off and giue it you. 

In earneft of a further benefit: 

Soyoudocondifcend to helpe me now. 

They hang their beads. 

No hope to haue redreflef My body (hall 
Pay recompcnce, if you will graunt my Mite. 

1 ‘ They (hake their heads. 

Cannot my body, nor blood-facrifice, 

Intrcate you to your wonted furtherance £ 

Then take my foule; my body, foule,and all, 

Before that England giuc the French thc foyle.! 

They depart. 

See, they forfake me. Now the time is come. 

That France muft vale her lofty plumed Creft, 

And let her head fall into Englands lappe. 

My ancient Incantations are too weake,^ 




Enter Charles, Burgundy , -Alanfon, Tsafiard , 
Reirnier, and lone. 

Cher. Thefe newes (my Lords)may cheere our droo¬ 
ping Ipirits: 

’Tisfaid, the flout Parifians do reuolt, 

Andturneagaine vnto the warlike French. 

Alan. Then march to Paris Royall Charles of France, 
Andkeepenot backeyour powers in dalliance. 

Heel. Peace be amongft them if they turnc to vs, 

Elfcruine combatc with their Pallaccs. 

Enter Scout. 

Scout. Succefle vnto our valiantGcnerall, 

Andhappineffe co hi* accomplices. 

Char. What tidings fend our Scouts?I prethce fpeak. 
Scout. TheEnglifh Army that diuided was 
Into two parties, is now conioyn’d inone, 

And meanes to giue you battell prefently. 

Char. Somewhat too fodaine Sirs, the warning is. 

But wc will prefently prouide for them. 

'Bur. ! truft thc Ghoft of Talbot is not there: 

Nowheis gone my Lord,you ncede notfearc. 

Pucel. Of all bafe paflions, Feare is moft accurft. 
Command theConqueft Charles, itfhall be thine: 

Let Henry fret, arid all the world repine. 

Char. Then on my Lords, and France be fortunate. 

Exeunt. Alarum. S.\ curjions. 

Enter lone de PuceU. 

Puc. The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen flye. 
Now helpe ye charming Spelles and Periapts, 
Andyechoife fpirits that admoniftv me, 

And giue meifignes of future accidents. Thunder. 

You ipeedy helpers, that arc fubftitutes 


Excurfions. Burgundie and Torke fight hand to 
hand. French flye. 

Torke. Damfell ofFrance, I thinke I haue you faft, 
Vnchaine your fpirits now with fpelling Cb armes. 

And try if they can gaine your liberty. 

A goodly prize, fit tor the diucls grace. 

See how the vgly Witch doth bend her browes. 

As if with Circe , (Ire would change my fhape. 

Tuc. Chang’d to a worfer fhape thou canft not be.* 
Tor. Oh, fharles the Dolphin is a proper man. 

No fhape but his can pleafe your dainty eye.) 

Puc. A plaguing mifeheefe light on Charles , and thee, 
And may ye both be fodainiy furpriz’d 
By bloudy hands, in fleeping on your beds. 

Torke. Fell banning Hagge, lnchantrcffehold thy 
tongue. 

Puc. I prethce giue me leaue to curfe awhile. 

Torke, Curfe Mifcreant,whcn thoucomft to the ftake 

Exeunt. 

tAlarum. Enter Suffoikf with "Margaret 
in his hand. 

Sujf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prifoner. 

Gazxs on her. 

Oh Faireft Beautic, do not feare,nor flye: 

For I will touch thee but with reuerend hands, 

1 kifle thefe fingers for eternall peace. 

And lay them gently on thy tender fide. 

Who art thou, lay ? that I may honor thee. 

tJMar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a King, 
The King ofNaples, who fo ere thou art. 

Staff. An Earle I am, and Suffdlke ami call’d. 

Be not offended Natures myracle. 

Thou art alotted to be tane by me: 

So doth the Swan her downie Signets faue, 

Oh ftay: 
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Keeping them prifoner vnderneath his wings: 

Yet if this feruile vfage once offend, 

Go,and be free againe,as Suffolkes friend. She is going 

Oh flay: 1 haue no power to let her* paffe, 

M y hand would free her, but my heart fayes no. 

As playes the Sunne vpon the glaffic ftreames, 
Twinkling another counterfetted beame. 

So ieemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 

Faine would I woe her, yet I dare not fpeake : 

He call for Pen and Inke, and write my minde: 

Fye De la Pole , difable not thy fclfc: 

Haft not a Tongue ? Is (he not hccre ? 

Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans fight ? 

I: Beauties Princely Maiefty is iiicb, 

'Confounds the tongue, and makes the fenfes rough, 
Uttar, Say Earle of Suffolke, if thy name be fo. 
What ranfome muft I pay before I paffe ? 

For I perceiue I am thy prifoner, 

Suf How canft thou tell fhe will deny thy fuite, 
Before thou make a triallof her louc ? 

M. Why fpcak’ft thou not> What ranfom muft I pay? 
Suf She's beautifull; and therefore to be Wooed: 
She is a Woman; therefore to be Wonne. 

Uttar, Wilt thou accept ofranfome,y ca or no ? 

Suf Fond man, remember that thou haft a wife. 
Then how can Margaret be thy Paramour ? 

"Mar, I werebeft to leauehim, for he will not heare. 
Suf. There all is marr d : there lies a cooling card. 
Mar , He talkcs at randon: fare the man is mad. 

Suf And yet a difpenfation may bee had. 

Ttiar. And yet I would that you would anfwer mei 
Snf He win this Lady Margaret. Forwhom? 

Why for my King: Tufh, that's a woodden thing. 

He talkcs of wood : It is fomc Carpenter. 

Stif Yet fo my fancy may befacisfied. 

And peace eftablifhed betweenc theie Realities. 

But there remaines a fcruple in that too : 

For though her Father be the King of Naples, 

Duke of Anion and Uttayne, yet is he poore. 

And our Nobility will fcorne the match. 

Mar . Heare ye Captaine ? Are you not at leyfurc? 
Snf It (hall be fo,difdaine they nere fo much; 

Henry is youthfull, and will quickly yceld. 

Madam, I haue a fecret to reueale. 

Mar. What though I be mthral’d,he feems a knight 
And will not any way difhonor me. 

Snf Lady, vouchfafe to liftcn what I fay. 

Mar . Perhaps I /ball be reftu’d by the French, 

And then I need not crauc his curtefie. 

Snf SweetMadam,giue mehcaringinacaufe, 

Uttar, Tufh, women haue bene captiuatc ere now, 
Suf, Lady, wherefore talkeyou fo ? 

Ttfar. I cry you mercy, ’tis but Quid for Quo, 

Suf Say gentle Princeffe, would you not fuppofe 
Your bondage happy, to be made a Quecne ? 

Mar . To be a Qucene in bondage, is more vile* 

Than is a (hue, in bafe feruihty j 
For Princes (hould be free. 

Suf And folhall you. 

If happy England* Roy ail King be free. 

Mar. Why what conccrnes his freedome vnto mec ? 
Suf He vndertake to make thee Henries Queene, 

To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand. 

And fet a precious Crowne vpon thy head. 

If thou wilt condifcend to be my — . 

Mar. What? ' . 


Thefirfi "Part ofHenry theSixt. 

Snf. His louc. 


Mar. I am vn worthy to be Henrie, w jf, 

Suf. No gentle Madam, I vnworthy am’ 

To woe fofairc a Dame to he his wife 7 

And haue no portion in the choice myfelfe 
How fay you Madam, arc ye i'o content ? ’ 

f?- r , Aml F “ h " J m 

Suf. Then call our Captaines and our CVi 
And Madam, at your Fathers Caftle wall Cs 1<>Urs 
Wee’l craue a parley, to conferre with him.’ 

Sound. Enter Rebnier on tkeiv.ii 
See ‘Rsignicr fee, thy daughter prifoner. *** 

Reig. To whom? 

Suf. Tome. 

Rcig. Suffolke, what remedy ? 

I am a Souldicr, and vnape to wcepe. 

Or to exclaime on Fortunes fickleneffe. 

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord 
Confcnt, and for thy Honor giue confent * 

Thy daughter fhall be wedded to my King 
Whom 1 with paine haue wooed and wonlie tU.. 
And this her ealic held imprifonmcnt, t0: 

Hath gain’d thy daughter Princely libertie. 

Reig. Speakes Suffolke as he thinkes ? 

Suf. Faire Margaret knowes, 

That Suffolke doth not flatter, facc,cr fame. 

Reig. Vpon thy Princely warram,Idefeend 
To giue thee anfwer ofthy suit demand. ‘ 

Suf. And heere 1 will expedi thy comming. 

Trumpet* fund. Enter Reignier, 

Teig. Wclcome braue Earle into our Territories 
Command in Anita what your Honor pleaies. * 

Suf. Thankef Reignier , happy for fo fweet a Childe 
Fit to be m3oe companion with a King: ’ 

What anfwer makes your Grace vnto my fuite? 

Reig. Since thou doft dajgne to woe hci littleworth 
To be the Princely Bride offuch a Lord: ’ 

Vpon condition I may quietly 
Enioy mine ovvne, the Country Maine and Anion, 
Free from oppreflion, or the ftroke of Wane, ’ 

My daughter fhall be Henries, if he pleafe. 

Suf. That is her ranlome, I deliuer her. 

And thofe two Counties I will vndertake 
Your Grace fhall well and quietly enioy, 

Retg. And I againe in Henries Royall name, 

As Deputy vnto that gracious King, 

Giue thee her hand for figne of plighted faith. 

Suf Reignier of France, I giue thee Kmgly thankes, 
Bccaule this is in Traffkke of a King. 

And yet me thinkes I could be well content 
To bemineowne Atturney in this cafe, 
lie ouct then to England with this newes. 

And make this marriage to be fo’emniz’d: 

So farewell Reignier , fet this Diamond fafe 
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes. 

Reig. 1 do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriftian Prince King Henrie were he heere, 

JW/jr.Farewell my Lord,good wifhes,praife,&prnier», 
Shall Suffolke cucr haue of Margaret. Sheets going 

Suf. Farwell fweet Madam: but hearkeyou Magf/tt, 
No Princely commendations to my King i 
Mar. Such commendations as becomes a Maide, 

A Virgin, and his Seruanc, lay to him. 

Suf. Words fwectly plac’d, and modeftie direfled, 

But 


The fflTartof Henry theSixt, 


- Blaine,Tmuft trouble you againe, 

r n 

N ° S 8 Yes, my good Lord, a pure vnfpotted heart, 
^la taint with louc, 1 fend the King. 

Nt S y Mal.wi.WI ; . , f S^Um. 

Mar. That for thy idle, I will not fo prefume, 

/ ^ifach peeuifh tokens to a King. * 

oh were thou for my felfe : but Suffolke flay, 

T . u niaveftnot wander in that Labyrinth, 

L re Minotaurs and vgly Treafons lurke, 
liritc Henry with her wonderous praifc. 
r | nke thee on her Vertues chat liirmount, 

Enaturall Graces that extinguilB Art, 

‘ 3te t heir fertiblance otten on tnc Seas, 

The when thou corn’ll to knccle ac Henries feete, 
Thouuiayeftbcteauc him of his wits with wonder. Exit 

Enter Yorhe , pparwicke,Shepheard,PuceU. 

Tor. Bring forth that Sorcereffc condemn’d toburne. 
Sh. Ah font) this kils thy Fathers heart out-right, 
jjjujl'fought eucry Country farre and ncere, 

An j n ow it is my chance to finde thee out. 

Mufti behold thy timeleflc crucll death : 

Ibltnc ,fweet daughter lone , He die with thee. 

f Mf i Decrepit Miler, bafe ignoble Wretch, 
jamdefeended of a gender blood . 

Thou arc no Father, nor no Friend of mine. 

Shef. Out, out: My Lords,and pleafe you, ’tis not fo 
I did beget her, all the Parifli knowes: 

Her Mother liueth yet, can teftific 

She was the firft fruite of my Bach’ler-fliip. 

Wer. Graceleffe, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? 

Tor\;t!. This argues what her kindc of life hath beene. 
Wicked and vile, and fo her death concludes. 

Ship Fye lone , that thou wilt be fo obftadc: 

God knowes, thou art a collop of my flefh, 

And for thy fake haue I filed many a tc 2 rc: 

Deny me not, I nrythee, gentle lone. 

PttceH. Pezantauant. You haue fuborn’d this man 
Ofparpofe,toobfeure my Noblebirth. 

Shep, Tis true, I gaue a Noble to the Pricft, 

Themorne that I was wedded to her mother. 

Knceledowne and take my blefling, good my Gytle. 

Wilt thou not floope ? Now curfcd be the time 

Ofthy natiuitie : I would the Milkc 

Thy mother gaue thee when thou fuck’ft her breft. 

Had bin a little Rats-banc for thy fake. 

Orclfe,whcn thou didft keepc my Lambes a-field, 
Iwifhfomeraucnous Wolfe had eaten thee. 

)oeftthou deny thy Father, curfcd Drab ? 

0burne her, burne hcr,hanging is too good. Exit . 

Torke. Take hcraway, for flie hath liu’d too long, 

Tofill the world with vicious qualities. 

Pw.Firft let me tell you whom you haue condemn’d; 
^ot me, begotten of a Shepheard Swaine, 

Tutilfued from the Progeny of Kings, 
fertuousand Holy, chofen from aboue, 
ty infpiration ofCeleftiall G race, ' 
o workc exceeding myrades on earth, 
neuerhad to do with wicked Spirits. 

But you riiat are polluted with your luff es, 
otain’d with the guiltleffe blood of Innocents, 

Urnipt and tainted with a thoufand Vices : 

Became you want the grace that others haue, 

00 ludge it ftraight a thing impofsible 
o compaffc Wonders, but by helpe of diucls. . ’ 


/ 


No mifconceyued, lone ofvJ/re hath becne 
A Virgin from her tender infancic, 

Chafte, and immaculate in very thought, 

Whofe Maiden-blood thus ngotoufly effus’d. 

Will cry for Vengeance, at the Gates ofHeaucn. 

Torke. J,I: away with her to execution. 

War. And hcarkevc firs: becaul'e flie is aMaide, 
Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow: 

Place barrellcs of pitch vpon the fatall flake. 

That fo her tortutc may be fliortned. 

Puc. Will nothing turne your vnrelcnting hearts ? 
Then lone difeouet thine infirmity, 

That wartameth by Law, to be thy priuiledge. 

I am with childe ye bloody Homicides: 

Murther not then the Ftuite within my Worobe, 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

r<?r.Now heauen forfend, the holy Maid with child ? 
War. The greateft miracle that ere ye wrought 
Is all your ftridt precifencfle come to this ? 

Torke. She and the Dolphin haue bin iugling, 

1 did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Weil go too,we’ll haue no Bullards liue, 
Efpeeially fince fbarles muft Father it. 

Puc. You are deceyu’d, my childe is none of his, 

It was Alanfon that imoy’d my loue. 

Torke, alanfon that notorious Machcuilc ?, 

Tt dyes, and ifit had a thoufand liues. 

Puc. Oh giue me lcaue, I haue deluded you, 

*Twas neyther Charles ,nor yet the Duke 1 nam’d. 

But Reignier King of Naples that preuayl’d. 

IT'ar, A married man, that’s moft intollerable. 

Tor. Why here’s a Gyile:I think fhe kuowes not wcl 
(There were fo many) whom ihc may accufe. 

W'ar. It’s figne flic hath beene liberall 3nd free. 

Tor. And yet forfoothlhe is a Virgin pure. 

Strumpet, thy words condemnc thy Brat,and :hcc. 

Vfe no intreaty, for it is in vainc. 

/’».Then lead me hence: with whom I lcaue my curie. 
May neuer glorious Sunne reflex his beanies 
Vpon the Countrey where you make abode: 

But darknefle, and the gloomy fliade of death 
Inuiron you, till Mifchccfe and Difpaire, 

Driue you to break your necks, or hang your fclues.far/# 
Enter Cardinall, 

Torke. Breake thou in pecces, and confumeto allies, 
Thou fowle accutfed minifter of Hell. 

Car. Lord Regent, I do greete your Excellence 
With Letters ofCommiflion from the King. 

For know niy Lords, the States ofChriftendomc, 

Mou’d with remorfeof chefe ouc-ragiousbroyles, 

Haue earncftly implor’d a generall peace, 

Betwixt our Nation, and the alpyiing French; 

And heere at hand, the Dolphin and his Trainc 
Approacheth, to conferre about fome matter, 

Torke. Is ail our trauell turn’d to this effcift. 

After the Daughter offo many Pecrcs, 

So many Captaines,Gentlemen,and Soldiers, 

That in this quarrel! haue beene ouerthrownc. 

And fold their badyes for their Country** benefit, 

Shall we atlaft conclude effeminate peace ? 

Haue we not loft moft part of all the Townes, 

ByTreafon, Fal{hood,and byTreachcrie, 

Our great Progenitors had conquered; 

Oh W arwickc, Warwicke, I forefce with greefe 
The vtter loflc of all the Realme of France. 

War. Bepaticnt Yoxke, if we conclude a Peace 
m 
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Thefirjl Tm ofHenry theSixt . 


It Ihall be with fuch flrift and feuere Couenants, 
As little (hall the Frenchmen gaine thereby. 

Enter Charles.AlanfonfBaflardjReignkr. 


Mm Quintus. 


Char. Sir.cc Lords ofEngland, it is thus agreed. 

That pcacefull truce (hall be proclaim’d in France, 

We come tobe informed by your felues. 

What the conditions of that league muft be. : 

Yorke. Speakc Winchcfter,for boyling chollcr chokes 
The hollow paffage of my poyfon'd voyce, 

By fight of thefe our balcfull enemies. 

Win* Charles , and the reft, it is cnafled thus: 

That in regard King Henry giucs content. 

Of meere compafiian, and of lenity, 

To cafe your Countrie ofdiftrcffefuH Warrc, 

And fuffer you to breath in fruitful! peace. 

You fhall become true Liegemen to his Crowne. 

And Charles, vpon condition thou wilt fweare 
To pay him tribute, and fubmit thy felfe. 

Thou (halt be plac’d as Viceroy vndcr him, 

And ftiU cnioy thy Rcgall dignity. 

tAian. Muft he be then as fhadow of himfelfe > 
Adornehis Temples with a Coronet, 

And yet in fubftance and authority, 

Retainc but priuiledge of a priuatc man f 
This proffer is abfurd, and reafonleffe. 

Char. Tis knowne already that I am poffeft 
With more then halfe the Gallian Territories, 

And therein reuerencM for,their lawfull King* 

Shall I for lucre of the reft vn-vanquifht, 

Detra& fo much from that prerogatiue. 

As to be call’d but Viceroy of the whole ? 

No Lord Ambaflador, lie rarher kcepe 
That which I haue, than coueting for more 
Be caft from po/wbility of all. 

Torke. Infulting Charles , haft thou by fccrct mcanes 
Vs’dinterceftion t© obtaine a league, 

And now the matter growes to compremizc, 

Stand’ft thou aloofe vpon Comparison. 

Either accept rhe Title thou vfurp’ft, 

Of benefit proceeding from our King, 

And not of any challenge ofDcfert, 

Or wc will plague thee with inceflant Warrcs. 

i-Reig. My Lord, you do not well in obftinacy, 

To cauill in the courte of this Contradh 
If once it benegfcfted, ten to one 
We fhall not findc like opportunity, 
j Alan. To-lay the truth, it is your policie. 

To faue your Subiedb from fuch maffacre 
-And ruthlefleflaughters as are dayly fecne 
By our proceeding in Hoftility, 

And therefore cakfc-this compa<ftof a Truce, 

Although you breakc it, when your pleafurc femes. 

* U?ar. How fayft thou Charles ? 

Shall our Condition (land-? 

Char . It Shall: 

Onely referu’d, you clnime no intereft 
In any of our T oWnes ofGarrilon. 

Tor . Then fwtare AUegeancc to his Maicfty, 

As thou art Knight, neucr to difobey. 

Nor be Rebellious to the CrowneofEngland, 

Thou nor thy Nobles, to thelCto wne of England. 1 
So,now difmiiTc your Army when ye plcafc: 

Hang vp your Enfignes, let your Drummcs be ftill, 

For heere we entertaine a folemnc peace. Exeunt 




Enter Sufolks in conference mth the 

giocefier,and Exeter. ^ 


King. Your wondrous rare defcriptio*/ n u 

Ofbeauceous Margaret hath aftonifh'd me • ° 
Her vertues graced with external] gifts 
Do breed Loues fetled paffions in my heart 
And like as rigour of tempefiuous guftes * 

Proeokcs the mightieftHulkeagainft the tide ' 

So am I driuen by breath of her Rcnowne 1 

Either to fuffer Shipwracke, or arriue * 
Where I may haue fruition of her Loue. 


arl 


Srf. Tulhmy good Lord, this fuperficiall caJe 
Is but a preface of her worthy praife; ’ 

Thechtefeperfedions of that louelyDame 
(Had I fufficient skill to vtter them) 

Would make a volume of inticing lines 
Able to rauifh any dull conceit. 

And which is more, flie is not fo Diuinc 
So full repleate with choice of ail delights, 

But with as humble lowhnefl'e of mindc. 

She is content to be at your command: 

Command I mcanc, ofVertuous chafte intents 
To Loue, and Honor Henry as her Lord. 

King. And otherwife, will Henry ne’repre.fuQ ie: 
Therefore my Lord Protedor, giue confent,. 

That Margret may be England*RoyallQueene. 

Glo. So fliould I giue confent to flatter finne, 

You know (my Lord ) your Highnefle is betroath’d 
Vnto another Lady of tfleeme, 

How (hall we then difpenfe with that contrail, 

And not defaceyour Honor with reproach? 

Snf. As doth a Ruler with vnhwfullOathes, 

Or one that at a Triumph, luuing vow’d 
To try his ftrength, fortaketh yet the Liftes 
By reafon of his Aduerfarics oddes. 

A poore Earles daughter is vnequall oddes, 

And there'ore may be broke w ithout offence, 
Gloucejler. Why what (1 pray) is (JMargmt more 
then that ? 

Her Father is no better than an Earle, 

Although in glorious Titles he excell. 

Suf. Yes my Lord,herFatheri*aKing, 

The King of Naples, and Ierufalem, 

And of fuch great Authorise in France, 

As his alliance will confirme our peace, 

And keepe the Frenchmen in Ailegeance. 

Glo. And fo the Earle of Arminacke may doe, 
Becaufe he is neere Kinfman vnto Charles. 

£ae/.Befide,his wealth doth warrant a liberal dower, 
Where Reignier fooner will receyuc, than giue, 

Suf. A Dowremy Lords? Difgrace not fo your King, 

That he fliould be fo abieift, bofe,and poore,’ 

To choofc for wealth, and not for perfetf Loue. 
Henry is able to enrich his Queene, 

And not to feeke a Queene to make him ricb,i 
So worthlefle Pezants baegaine for their Wiucs, 

As Market men for Oxen, Sheepe.or Horfe. 
Marriage is a matter of more worth, 

Then to be dealt in by Atturney-fhip ; 

Not whom wc will, but whom his Grace affefts. 
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^—"^^nofhTs Nuptiall bed. 

M Sore Lords, fince he aftefts her moft, 

And tbefw reafons bindetb vs, 

• ns flic fliould bepreferr’d. 

10°" °Pf ‘ ”dIoeke forced? but a Hell 
forw'bar ^ a „j C0 ntinuall ftrifc, 

AnAg tshecontrariebringethblifre, 

^ hCfC .fterne ofCcleftiall peace. 

^ 15 Tould we match with Henry being a King, 
W b tLV, that is daughter to a King: 

fpffe feature, ioyned with her birt.i, 
HerP^her fit for none, but for a King. 

APP r0 ., nt courage, and vndaunted fpirit, 
Svvomen commonly isfecne) 

( Sinfrter our hope in iffuc of a King. 

fonKV»!oaConq..e,o,, 
frfelvto beget more Conquerors, 

? Kadyoffofiighrefolue, 

iSfaire Margaret) he be link’d in loue. 

rt nvecld my Lords,and heere conclude with mee, 

S t Mergeretmi be Queene, and none but fliec. 

whether it be through force of your report, 
u»Noble Lord of Suffolke .• Or for that 
ill tender youth was ncuer yet attaint 
With any paflion of inflaming loue , 

!cannot tell: but this I am affurd, 


I feele fuch fliarpediffention in my bread. 

Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Fcare, 

As I am ficke with working of my thoughts. 

Take therefore (hipping, poftc my Lord to France, 

Agree to any couenants, and procure 
That Lady Margaret do vouchfafe to come 
To croffethe Seas to England, and be crown’d 
King Henries faithfull and anoointed Queene. 

For your expences and fufficienc charge. 

Among the people gather vp a tenth. 

Be gone 1 fay, f° r rill y ou *1° rcturnc, 

I reft perplexed with a choufand Cares. 

And you (goodViickle)banifh all offence: 

Ifyou do cenlure me, by what you were, 

Not whatyou are, I know it will excufe 
This fodaine execution of my will. 

And fo condu& me, where from company, 

I may reu-olue and ruminate my greefe. 

Glo. I greefe I feare me, both at firft and laft. 

Exit Gloctiler. 

Suf. Thus Suffolke hath preuaU’d.and thus he goes 
As did the youthfull Paris once toGrcece, 

With hope to finde the like euent in loue, 

But profper better than the Troian did: 

Margaret fliall now be Queene, and rule the King : 

But Twill rule both her, the King,and Realme. Exit 
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The fccond Part of Henry the Sixt 

with the death of the Good Duke 
HVMFREY. 


nABus Trimus. Sccena Trima. 



I 


Tlourijh of Trumpets: Then Hvboyes . 

Enter King, Duke Humfrey ^Salisbury yVarmcke^nd Beau- 
ford on the one fide. 

The Queen*> Suffolke , York?, Somerfet y and Buckingham, 
on the other. 


Sujfolke. 

S by your high Imperiall Maiefty, 

I had in charge at my depart for France, 

As Procurator to your Excellence, 

To marry Princes Margaret for your Grace; 
So in the Famous Ancient City, Toures , 

In prefence of the Kings of France , and Sicill , 

The Dukes of Orleancc, (falabcr, ‘Brttaignc, and Alanfon , 
Scuen Earles,twelue Barons,& twenty reuerend Bifhops 
I haue perform’d my Taske, and was efpous'dj 
And humbly now vpon my bended knee, 

In fight of England, and her Lordly Pcercs, 

Dcliucr vp my Title in the Queene 

To your mod gracious hands, that arc the Subftancc 

Of that great Shadow I did reprefent: 

The happieft Gift, that cuer Marqueflc gaue, 

The Faireft Quecne, that euer Kingreceiu’d. 

King . Suffolke arife. Welcome Quecne Margaret, 

I can expreffe no kinder figne of Loue 

Then this kinde kiffe : O Lord, that lends me life. 

Lend me a heart replcate with thankfulnefic : 

For thou haft giuen me in this beauteous Face 
A world of earthly bleflings to my foule. 

If Simpathy of Loue vnice our thoughts. 

Queen. Great King of England,& my gracious Lord, 
The mutual! conference that my minde hath had, 

By day, by night; waking, and in my dreames, 

In Courtly company, or at my Beadcs, 

With you mine tAlder liefefi Soucraigne, 

Makes me the bolder to falute my King, 

With ruder termcs,fuch as my wic affoords. 

And ouer ioy of heart doth minifter. 

King. Her fight did rauifh, but her grace in Speech, 
Her words yclad with wifedomes Maicfty, 

Makes me from Wondring, fall to Weeping ioyesj 
Such is the Fulneffe of my hearts content. 

Lords, with one chcerefull voice. Welcome my Loue. 
AlllqteeL Long liue Qu. Margaretfiinghndi happines. 
Queene . We thankc you all. Florifh 


Suf My Lord Protedlor, fo it pleafe your r 
Hcerc are the Articles ofcontradled peace 
Bet weene our Soucraigne, and the French kin. rt , 
For eighteenc moneths concluded by confent ^ 
Clo Reads. Inprimis, It is agreed between ,/* , , 

Charles, and William de la Pole (Maraueffe ofslff ?' 1 
baffaaorfor Henry King of England,That th e 
ejpoufe the Lady Margaret, daughter vnto ReitjV ^ 1 
Naples, Sicillia, and lerufalem, and Creme her o "' 1 ^ 
t England, ere the thirtieth of May nextenfisinlr^H 
I tern, That the Batchy of siniou and thfr™ , , 
fhaU be releafed and deliuered to the King her father ° 
King. Vnkle/nownow? J 

Cjlo. Pardon me gracious Lord, 

Some fodainc qualme hath ftruckc me at the heart 

And dim’d mine eyes,'that I can readeno further ’ 

King. Vnckle of Winchefter, 1 pray read on' ’ 
n ^ h ^ further agreed betweene,hem, That the 

Dutcheft cfSimon and Adame,ft all be releafed and dclimtl 
ouer to the Ktng her Father, andjheefent ouer of the Km,f 
Eng/anas owne proper Cof and Charges, without hmJJ 
Dowry . 6 J 

King. They pleafe vs well. Lord Marques knecldown 
We heere create thee the firft Duke of Suffolke, 

And girt thee with the Sword. Cofin of Yorke, 

We heere diicharge your Grace from being Regent 
I’th parts ofFrance, till termc of eighteene Moneths 
Befullexpyr’d. Thankes Vncle Winchefler, 

Glofter, Yorke, Buckingham, Somerfet, * 
Salisburie, and Warwicke. 

We thankc you ail for this great fauour done. 

In entertainment to my Princely Queene. 

Come, let vs in, and with all fpeede prouide 
To fee her Coronation br perform’d. 

Exit King, Queene, a 


Manet the ref. 

Clo. Braue Peeres of England, Pillars of the State 
To you Duke Humfrey muft vnload his greefe! 
Your greefe, the common greefc of all the Land.) 
What? did my brother Henry fpend hi* youth. 

His valour, coinc, and people in the warret? 

Did he fo often lodge in open field; 

In Winter* cold, and Summers parching heate, 

To conquer France,his true inheritance ? 

And did my brother Bedford toyle bis wits, 


To 


Thefecond Tart of Henry the Sixt 


in 


- , „*hvoo!icy what Henrit got: 

T ° k vou your felues, Somerfet, Buckingham, 

H3Ue) S Salisbury, and vicarious 

& tJUC T \ first fcarrcs in France and Normandie: 

Rf whmine Vncklc Bedford, and my felfe, 

0t h i ,lX Learned Counfcll of the Rcalmc, 
a l A ioo- fat in the Counccll houfe, 

^ tU f e «dlate!fdebatirtg too and fro 

E,f y Pr,nce and Frenchmen might be kept in awe, 

^T^hhisHighneffe in bis infancic, 

H h j in pans in defpight of foes, . 
rSall thefeLabours, and thefe Honours dye? 
H fler.net Conqucft, Bedfords vigilance 
J 3 n e dsof Warre, and all our Counfell dye ? 
of England, (bamefull is this League, 
this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, 
tf ingyour names from Bookes of memory, 
RingtheCharraaers of your Rcnownc, 
n facHi'’ Monuments of Conquer’d France, 


Vndoing 


alias all hadneuerbin. 


Ca*. Nephew,what mcancsthis paffionatc difeourie? 
This preroration with fuch circumftance: 
c r France, ’tis ours; and we will keepe it Hill. 

*°qi } j Vncklc, we will keepe it, if we can: 

Jut now it is impofsible we fhould. 

Suffolke, the new made Duke that rules the roil, 
q at h giuen theDiuchy of Aniou and Mayne, 

Vnto the poore King Retgmer, whofc large ftyle 
\irrecs not with the leanueffc of his purfe, 

Sd. Now by the death of him that dyed for all,? 

Thefe Counties were the Keyes of Normandie: 

Jut wherefore weepcs lAarwtcke, my valiant fonne? 

rar. For greefe that they are pad recouetie. 
Forwerethere hope to conquer them againe, 

My fword fhould flied hot blood, mine eyes no teares. 
A'j»and Maine ? My felfe did win them both : 
TbofeProuinces, thefe Armesofmincdid conquer. 

And arc the Citties that I got with wounds, 

D'liuer’d vp againe with pcacefull words ? 

Mort Viet*. 

Torkc. For SufFolkes Duke, may he be fuffocate, 

That dims the Honor of this Warlike Ifle : 

France fhould haue tome and rent my very hart, 

Before I would haueyceldcd to this League. 

Incucr read but England* Kings haue had 

Large fummes of Gold, and Dowries with their wiues. 

And our King Henry giue* away his owne. 

To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Ilm. A proper ieft, and neuer heard before. 

That Suffolke iliould demands whole Fifteenth, 

For Cofts and Charges in tranfportingher : 

Sbefhould haue ftaid in France, and fleru’d in France 
Before — 

Car, My Lord ofGIofter, now ye grow too hot. 

It was the pleafure of my Lord the King. 

Hum. My Lord of VVinchellcr I know your minde. 
Tis not my fpeeches that you do mifiikc : 

5ut’tis my prefence that doth trouble ye, 
vancour will out, proud Prelate, in thy face 
fee thyfurie: If I longer ftay. 

We fhall begin our ancient bickctings: 

Lordmgs farewell, and fay when I am gone, 

Iprophefied, France will be loft ere long. Exit Humfrey. 

Car. So, there goes our Protestor in a rage : 

Tis knowne to you he isjfaine enemy: 

Nay mote, an enemy yrito you all. 


And no great friend, I feare raeto the King; 

Confider Lords, he is the next of blood, 

And heyre apparant to the Englifh Crownc: 

Had Henrie got an Empire by his marriage. 

And all the wealthy Kingdome* ofthe Weft, 

There’s rcafon he Gbould be drfpleas’d at it: 

Looke to it Lords, let not his fmoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts, be wife and circumfpeft. 

What though the common people fauour him. 

Calling him, Humfrey the good Duke of Girder, 

Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voyce, 

Iefu maintains your Royall Excellence, 

WithGod prclerue the good Duke Humfrey : 

I feare me Lords, for all this flattering glofle. 

He will be found a dangerous Protedfor. 

Euc. Why fhould he then protect our Soucraigne ? 
He being of age to gouemeot himfelfe. 

Cofin ofSomerfet, ioyne you with me, 

And altogether with theDukeof Suffolke, 

Wec’l quickly hoyfe Duke Humfrey from his feat. 

Car. This weighty bufinefic will not brooke delay, 
lie to the Duke of Suffolke prcfcntly. Exit Cardinal!. 

Som. Cofin of Buckingham, though Humfries ptidc 
And greacneffe ofhis place be greefe to vs. 

Yet let vs watch the haughtie Cardinall, 

His infolence is mote intollerable 
Then all the Princes in the Land befide. 

If Glofter be difplac’d, hee l be Protcdlor. 

Buc. Or thou, or I Somerfet will be Protedfors, 
DcfpiteDukefl0»?/>'<?7,cr the Cardinall. 

Exit Buckingham, and Somerfet, 
Sal. Pride went before, Ambition followes him. 
While thefe do labour for their owne preferment, 
Behooucs it vs to labor for the Realme, 

I neuer fawbut Humfrey Duke of Glofter, 

Did beare him like a Noble Gentleman: 

Oft haue I feene the haughty Cardinal). 

More like a Souldier then a man o’th’Church, 

As ftout and proud as he were Lord of all, 

Swearelike a Ruffian,and demesne himfelfe 
Vnltke the Ruler of a Common-weale. 

W arwicke my lonne, the comfort of my age. 

Thy deeds, chy plainncffe, and thy houfc-kceping. 

Hath wonnethe greateft fauour of the Commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humfrey. 

And Brother Yotke, thy Adis in Ireland, 

In bringing them to ciuill Difcipline-: 

Thy late exploits done in the heart ofFrance, 

When thou were Regent for our Soucraigne, 

Haue made thee fear’d and honor’d of the people, 

Ioyne wc together for the publike good. 

In what we can, to bridle and fupprclfe 
The pride of Suffolke, and the Cardinal!,’ 

With Somcrfets and Buckinghams Ambition, 

And as wc may, cherilh Duke Humfries deeds. 

While they do tend the profit ofthe Land. 

War. SoGodhelpc Warwicke,ashe loucs the Land, 
And common profit ofhis Countrey. 

Tor. And fofayes Yorke, 

For he hath greateft caufe. 

Salisbury. Then lets make haft away, 

And looke vnto the maine. 

Warwicke. Vnto the maine ? 

Oh Father, (Maine is loft. 

That Maine, which by maine force Warwicke did winne, 
And would haue kept, fo long as breath did laft: 
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Main-chance father you meant, but I meant c Maine ^ 
Which I will win from France, or elfe be flaine. 

Exit Warwicke. t and Salisbury. Manet T orke. 
Torke, Anion and Maine are giuen to the French, 

Paris is loft, the ft ate of Normandie 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone : 

Suffolke concluded on the Articles, 

The Peercs agreed, and Henry was well pleas'd. 

To change two Dukedomes fora Dukes faire daughter. 
I cannot blame them all, what iVc to them? 

Tis thine they giue away, and not their owne. 

Pirates may make chcape peny worths of their pillage. 
And purchafc Friends, and giue to Curtczans, 

Still reuclling like Lords till all be gone, 

While as the filly Owner of the goods 
Wcepcs ouer them, and wrings his haplcfle hands. 

And flukes his head„ and trembling ftands aloofe. 
While all is flur’d, and all is borne away. 

Ready to fterue, and dare not touch his owne. 

So Yorkc muft fit. and fret, and bite his tongue. 

While his owne Lands are bargain’d for, and fold : 

Me thinkes the Rcalmes of England,France,& ] reland, 
Beare that proportion to my flefli and blood, 

As did the fatall brand tAlthsta burnt, 

Vnto the Princes heart of (falidon: 

Anion and Maine both giuen vnto the French * 

Cold newes for me : for I had hope of France, 

Euen as 1 haue of fertile Englands foile. 

A day will come, when Yorke {lull claime his owne. 
And therefore I will take the Nenils parts. 

And make a (hew of louc to proud Duke Humfiey, 

And when I fpy aduantage, claime the Crownc, 

For that’s the Golden markel feeke to hit: 

Nor (hall proud Lancafter vfurpe my right. 

Nor hold the Scepter in his childifh Fift, 

J Nor wearc the Diadem vpon his head, 

Whofe Church-like humors fits not for a Crowne. 

Then Yorke be ftill a-while, till time do ferue: 

Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe. 

To pric into the fecrets of the State, 

Till Henrie furfetting in ioyes oflouc. 

With his new Bride, & Englands deerc bought Queen, 
And Hnmfrey with the Peeres be falneat iarres-* 

Then will I raife aloft the Milkc-white-Rofe, 

With whofe fweec fmell the Ayre (hall be perfum’d. 
And in in my Standard beare the’Armes of Yorke, 

To grapple with the houfc of Lancafter, 

And force perforce lie make him yeeld the Crowne, 
Whofe bockifli Rule,hach pull’d faire England downe. 

Exit Tor^e. 

Enter Duke Hnmfrey and his wife Elianor. 

Elia. Why droopcs my Lord like ouer.ripen’d Corn, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load ? 

Why doth the Great Duke Hnmfrey knit his browes, 

As frowning at theFauours of the world ? 

Why are thine eyes fixt to the fullen earth, 

Gazing on that which feemes to dimme thy fight ? 

What feeft thou there ?King Henries Diadem,' 

Inchac’d with all the Honors of the world ? 
]ffo,Gazcon,and grouell on thy face, 

Vntill thy head be circled with the fame. 

Put forth thy hand, reach at theglorious Gold. 

What, is’t too ihort ? lie lengthenit with mine. 

And haping both together hcau’d it vp, 

WeeT both together lift our heads to heauen,^ 

And neuer more abafe our fight fo low. 


As to vouchfafe one glance vnto the atounA ^ 
Hnm. O .AW/, tweet Nell ,\{thoudo ft J 0 * , 

Banifihthc Canker of ambitious thoughts • ^ ^°rd 

And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Againft my King and Nephew, vertuous Hem 
Be my laft breathing in this mortall worid ^ 

My troublous dreames this night, doth mllr 
EH: What dream’d my Lord, tell me,and ^ 

With iweet rchearfall of my mornings dren 

Hnm, Me thought this ftaffetnincOffireTk*, ' 

Court bad ge ia 

Was broke in twaine: by whom, I haue f or o 
But as I thinke, it was by’th Cardinal], &0t> 

And on the pccccs of the broken Wand 
Were plac’d the heads of Edmond Duke of<; 

And WiHiamdela Pole firft Duke ofSuffolke 017 *™^ 1 
This was my dreamo, what it doth bodeGod k 

Eli. Tut, this was nothing but an arpuiDcnt' 10 ”' 5 ' 

That he that breakes a fticke ofGloftcrs "rout’ 

Shall loofe his head for his ptefumption. ° 1 

But lift to me my Hnmfrey, my fwcete Duke: 

Me thought I fate in Seate of Maiefty, 

In the Cathedrall Church of Wcftminfler 
And in that Chairc whereKings & Queens w- P r 
Where Henrie and Dame Margaret kirecl d to mc Cr6WI1 ^ 
And on my head did fet the Diadem. ‘ 

Hum. Nay Elinor, then muft I chide outricht • 
PrefumptuousDame,ill-nurter’d£/M W> . b ' 

Art thou riot fecend Woman in the Realmc ? 

And theiProteftors wifebelou’dofhim? 

Haft thou not worldly plcafurc at command, 

Aboue the reach or eompaffe of thy thought ? 

And wilt thou ftill be hammering Treachery, 

To tumble downe thy husband, and thy fdf e 
From top ofHonor,xo Difgraccsfeete? 

Away from me, and let me hcarc no more. 

Elia. What,what, my Lord? Arc you fo chollericke 
With Elianor, for telling but herdreamc? 

Next time He keepe my dreames vnto my ftlfe, 

And not be check’d. 

Hnm. Nay be not angry, I am pleas’d againc. 

Enter Meffeuger. 

Afejf. My Lord Prote<ftor,’iis his Highnes pleafure, 
You do prepare to ride vnto S. Albons , 

Where as the King and Qnccne do meane’to Hawke, 
Hu. I go.Come A/e/thou wilt ride with vs lEx.Hwi 
Eli. Yes my good Lord,lie follow prefcntly. 
Follow I muft, I cannot go before, 

While Glofter beares this bale and humble minde. 
Were I a Man, a Duke,and next of blood, 

I would remoue thefe tedious ftumbling blockes, 

And fmooth my way vpon their headlelfe neckes. 

And being a woman, I will not beflacke 
To play my part in Fortunes Pageant. 

Where are you there? Sir I ohm, nay feare not man, 

We are alone,hcre’s none but thee,& 1. Enter Emt, 

Hume, lefus preferueyour Royall Maiefty. 

Elia. Whatfaift thou?Maiefty :1 ambutGrace. 
Hume. But by the grace of God,and Hwwc/aduice, 
Your Graces Title fhall be multiplied.. 

Elia. What faift thou man?Haft thou asyet confer’*! 
With Margerie lordane the cunning Witch, 

With Roger RoHingbrooke the Coniurer ? 

And will they vndertake to do me good ? 

Hume. This they haue promifed to fhew your Highnc= 
A Spirit rais’d from depth of v nder ground. 
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Exit 


'-^rTT^Seanfa^ 

That fhall rn * jji, e propounded him. 

As ty y° ur , ^ enough, He thinke vpon the Queftions: 
Wf‘ caint Albones we doc make returne, 

Kfcft things effcaed to the full. 
vVeC aLe take this reward,make merry man 

Lips,and giue no words but Mum, 

Sl ufcLtte asketh Client fecrecie. 

T ' Cb e Manor giues Gold, to bring the Witch : 

K cannot come am.fte,werc .he a Demll. 

, u ne l Gold flyes from another Coaft: 

U , f a y from the rich Cardinal, 

'^Ifrem the great and new-made Duke of Suftolke; 
illdoefindeitfotfor tobeplainc, 
r * /knowing Dame EHonors afpiriug humor) 

u „«hvrcdm e to vndcr-minetheDuchefte, 

a dbuzze thefe Coniurations in her bray ne. 
tL lav A craltie Knauc do’s need no Broker, 

Laml' Suffolk ! and the Cardinalls Broker. 

L,if y° u take not hce H oa ? aII # 0C ncer? 

Tocall them both a payre of craftte Knaues. 

Well fo ic ftands: anc! thus I feare acllafL 
rj m l s Knauerie will be the Ducheffe W rache, 
j n j her Attainture.will be Htmfhreyes fall: 

SokSw it w.!l,I fhall haue Gold for all. 

Enter three orfoure Petitioners,the Armorers 
Man being one. 

, j e t. My Mafters, let’s ftand clofe, my Lord Pro- 
teftor will come this way by and by, and then wee may 
deliuerour Supplications in the Qiiill. 

z j et . Marry the Lord protcfthim,forhee’sa good 
man, Iefu bleffe him. 

Enter Suffolk*,and Oueene. 

Peter. Here a comes me thinkes,and the Queene with 
him; He be the firft Cure. 

i. Pet. Come backe foole,this is the Duke of Suffolk, 
and not my Lord Prote&or. 

Stiff How now fellow:would’ft any thing with me? 
i Jet. I pray my Lord pardon me, I cooke ye for my 
Lord Protedor. 

Oupcne. To my Lord Proteftor ? Are your Supplica¬ 
tions to his Lordrfiip? Let me fee them: what is thine? 

1. Pet. Mine is, and’t plcafe your Grace, againft Iohn 
Goodman,my Lord Cardinals Man.for keeping my Houfe, 
and Lands,and Wife and all,from me. 

Suff. Thy Wife too? that’s Come Wrong indeede. 
What’s yours i What’s hecre i Againft the Duke of 
Suffolke, for enclofing the Commons of Melfordc. How 
now,SirKnaue ? 

2. Per. Alas Sir, I am but a poore Petitioner of our 

wholeTownefhip. . 

Peter. Againft my Mafter Thomas Horner, for faying. 
That the Duke of Yorke was rightfull Heite to the 
Crowne. 

Queene. What fay’ft thou i Did the Duke ofYorke 
fay, hee was rightfull Hcirc to the Crowne? 

Peter .That my MiftrdtTc was? No forfooth: my Mafter 
faid,That he was,and that the King was an Vfurper. 


Suff. Who is there i 

Enter Seruant. 

Take this fellow in,and fend for his Mafter with a Purfe- 
' uant prefcntly: wede heare more of your matter before 

the King. £xt ff m „ , 

Oueene. And as for you that loue to be protected 

Vndcr the Wings of our Protestors Grace, 

Begin your Suites anew,and fuc to him. 

7 "tare the Supplication. 

Away,bafe Cullions: Suffolke let them goe. 

All. Co me, let’s be gone. Exit. 

Oueene. My Lord of Suffolke, fay.is this the guife ? 

Is this the Fafhions in the Court of England? 

Ij this the Gouernment of Britaines lie ? 

And this the Royaltie of Albions King ? 

What,(ball King Henry be a Pupift ftill, 

Vnder the Curly GlojlersGovernance? . 

Am I a Queene in Title and inStile, 

And muft be made a SubicSl to a Duke? 

I tell thee Pot*,when in the Citie Tours. 

Thou ran'fta-tilt in honor of my Louc, . 

And ftof ft away the Ladies hearts of France ; 

I thought King Henry had refembled thee, 

Jn Courage,Courtfhip.and Proportion: . y 

But all his minde is bent to Holincffc, 

To number Aue-Manes on his Beades: 

His Champions.are the Prophets and Apoftles, . 

His Weapons, holy Sawes of facred Writ, 

His Studic is his Tile-yard,and his Loues t .- 
Are bra7.cn Images of Canonized Sainrs. 

I would the Collcdge of the Caruinalls v\ 

Would chufe him Popc,and carry him : to Ropie, 

And fet the Triple Crowne vpon his ; : 

That were a State fit for his Holineffe.;: -f... 

Suff. Madame be patient: as I was caufe . 
YourHighnefle came to England, fo will4 . 

In England worke your Graces full content< 

D«ftfw.Befide the liaughtie Proteftor.hau" we Beatif&pf 
The imperious C\mxc'nmtm-,Somerfet,Buckingham, » 

And grumbling Torke: and not the leaft of thefe, , 
But can doe more in England then the King. 

Suff. And he of thefe,that can doe moft of all, . 
Cannot doc more in England then the Neuils : 

Salisbury and Warwick, are no fimple Peeres. 

Queene .Not all thefe Lords do vex itic halfe fa much, 
As that prowd Dame,the Lord Protciftors. Wife„: 

She lweepes it through the Court with troupa of Ladies, 
More like an Emprcfle,thcn Duke Humphrejes Wife; ;J i 
Strangers in Court,doc take her for the Queene: 

She beares a Dukes Reuencweron her bacite. 

And in her heart flic fcornes our Pouertie: 

Shall I not liue to be aueng’d on her ? . 

Contemptuous bafe-borne Callot as flic is. 

She vaunted ’mongft her Minions t’other Bay, , ] 

The very trayne of her worft wearing Goy/fif* 

Was better worth then all nay Fathers LariB j, 

Till Suffolke gaue two Dukedomes for his Daughter. 

Suff. Madame,tiiy felfe haue lym’d a Bufh for her. 

And plac’t a Quicr of fuch entrelng Birds, 

That (he will light to liften to the Layes, 

And neuer mount to trouble you againc. 

So let her reft: and Madame,lift to me, 

For I am bold to counfaile you in this; 

Althoughjwe fancie not the Cardinall, 

Yet muft we ioyne with him and with the Lords, 

Till we haue brought Duke Humphrey in difgracc. 

As 
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As for the Duke ofYorkc.this lace Complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit: 

So one by one wee’le weed them all at laft. 

And you your felfc ihall ftccre the happy Hcline, 

Sbund a Sennet. 
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Exit. 


Enter the King,Duk? II’umfrey, Cardinall.BuclHng- 
btt m, Tor lie, Salis bury,Warwick?, 

And the r Duchejfe. 

King. For my part,NobIe Lords,I care not which. 

Or Sorterfet ,or Tork?, all’s one to me. 

Torke. If Tor^chaueill demean’d himfelfein France, 
Then let him be denay’d the Rcgcnt-fhip. 

Sort. If Somerfet be vnworthy of the Place, 

Let Torke be Rcgent,I will yecld to him. 

Warw. Whether your Grace be worthy,yea or no, 
Difpute not that,2V% is the worthyer. 

Card. Ambitious Warwick?, let thy betters fpeake, 
Warw. The Cardinally noc my better in the field. 
Bucks All iu this prefence are tiiy betters, Warwick?. 
Warw. Warwick? may liuc to be the bed of all. 

Sahib .Peace Sonne,and fhevv fome reafon Buckingham 
Why Somerfet fhould be preferr’d in this ? 

i?««w.Becaufethe King forfooch will haue it fo, 
Htfmf. Madame, the King is old enough himfelfe 
To giue his Ccnfure: Thefe are no Womens matters. 

Queene. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protector of his Excellence ? 

Humf. Madame,I am Prote&or of the Realmc, 

And at his pleafurc will refigne my Place. 

Stiff. Refigne it then,and leauc thine infoletice. 

Since thou were King; as who is King,but thou ? 
TheCommon-wcalth h3th dayly run to wrack. 

The Dolphin hath preuayl’d beyond the Seas, 

And all the Pecrcs and Nobles of the Realme 
Haue becnp as Bond-men to thy Soueraigncie. 

Card. The Corhmons haft chourackt, the Clergies Bags 
Arelanke and learne with thy Extortions. 

Som .Thy fumptuous Buildings,and thy Wiucs Atryrc 
Haue cbft a fciifSe of pubiique Trcafuric. 

! Buck.z Fby Crucitie in execution 
VponOjfcndors,hath exceeded Law, 

Audi left thee to the mercy of the Law. 

ffttffcne. rftf iale of Offices and T ownes in France, 
If'they wereknowne, as the fufpeft is great, 

Wonld make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 

Exit Humfrey. 

Giue me my'Fanne: what,Mynion,can ye not ? 

Shegiues the Duchcffe a box on the tare. 

I cry you mercy,Madame: was it you ? 

„ Duch. Was'c I ? yea,l it was,prowd French-woman: 

! Could I come nccrc your Beautie with my Nayles, 

I could fet my ten Commandements in your face. 

King. Swfcet Aunt be quiet,’twas againft her will. 
T)uch. Agriinft her will,good King? looke to’t in time, 
Shce’le hamper ,thee,an^fahdlc thee like a Baby: 

Though in this place moll Matter wearc no Breeches, 

She fhall not ftrike Dame Elianor vnreueng’d. 

Exit hi’.an or. 

Buck- Lord Cardinal!,! will follow Elianor, 

And iiften after Humfrey .,hovt he procecdcs: 
f Shoe’s tickled now,her Fume needs no fpurres, 

* Shee’icgallop farre enough to her deftruelion. 

Exit Buckingham. 


Enter Humfrey. 

,N° W Lords »™y Choller being 0Uer l. 
With walking once about the Quadrangle ° 0Wn «j 
I come to talke of Common-wealth Aff! * 

As f<™rfpightfullfalfeObieaions, X ** 
P ro #«hem,and I lye open to the Law; 

But ^■pTmercie fo dealc with my So u J c 
As I indutie loue my King and Countrey.* 

But to the matter that we haue in hand: 

I fay,my Soucraigne,2V% is meeteft man 
To be your Regent in the Realmc of France 

Suff. Before we make dedion, gi Ueme . * 

To fhew fome reafon,of no little force, 6 
That York? is moft vnmeet of any man/ 

• ?*\ Ilc tdl l £ ec >‘*f% w hy I am vnmeet 
Firit,for I cannot flatter thee in Pride: 

Next,if I be appointed for the Place, 

M y Lord of Somerfet will keepe me here 
Without Difcharge,Mcney,or Furniture ’ 

Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands- 
Laft time 1 dane’e attendance on his will 
Tiil Paris was befieg’d,famjlhr,and loft/ 

Warw. That can I witnefle, and a fouler faft 
Did neuerTraytor in the Land commit. 

Stiff. Peace hcad-ftrong Warwick?. 

Warw. Image of Pride, why ftiould I hold myp tacc ; 

Enter Armorer and his Man. 

Stiff. Becoufe here i s a man accufcd of Treafon 
Pray God the Duke of Yorkc excufc himfelfe. * 

York?. Doth any one accufe Torke for a Traycoi> 

King. What mean’ft thou, Suffolk? ? tell me,wh« arc 
thefe i 

Stiff. Plcafe it your Maicftie, this is die man 
That doth accufe his Matter of High Treafon; 

His words were thele : That Richard, Duke of Yoike 
Was rightfall Heire vnto the Englifn Crowne, 

And that your Maicftie was an Vfurpcr. 

King. Say man,were thefe thy words ? 

Armorer. And’t fhall pleaie your Maicftie,I neuerfayd 
nor thought any fuch matter: God is my witnefle, I am 
falfclyaccus’d by the Villaine. 

Peter. By thefe tenne bones,my Lords,hee did fpeake 
them to me in the Garret one Night, as wee were lcovt- 
ring my Lord of Yorkes Armor. 

Torke. Bafe Dunghill Villaine,and Mechanical!, 
lie haue thy Head for this thy Tray tors fpecch: 

I doc befeech your Royall Maieftie, 

Let him haue all the rigor of the Law. 

Armorer. Alas,tny Lord, hang me if euer I fpake the 
words; myaccufer is my Prentice, and when I did cor- 
re£tl)im for his fault the other day, he did vow vponhis 
knees he would be euen with me; I haue good witnefle 
of this j thereforc.1 befeech your Maicftie, doenotcaft 
away an honeft man for a Villaines accufation. 

King. Vnckle,what fhall we fay to this in law ? 

Humf. This doome,my Lord,if I may iudges 
Let Somerfet be Regent o’re the French, 

Becaufe in Torke this breedes fufpicion; 

And let thefe haue a day appointed them 
For fingle Combat,in conuenient place. 

For he hath witnefle of his feruants malice; 

This is the Law,and this Duke Humfreyes doonie. 

Som. I 
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Yhimiblythanke yourRoyall Maicftie. 

Jrmorcr. And I accept the Combat willingly. 

ZT Aias, my Lord, I cannot fight; for Gods fake 
F Z‘ E le • t hc fpight of man preuayleth againft me. 

po» me. I La be ,bl.u, 

c t, / blow: O Lord roy heart. 

Sirrha,or you muft fight,or elfe be bang’d. 
f.J Away with them to Prifon : and the day of 
r mbit <b a11 be the Ialt thc ncxt monet '‘ 1 • Come 
l°Zfct, wec'le fee thee lent away. 

S0erJ ’ Fltunfb. Exeunt. 

Svtcrthe Witch, the two Priefis , and Bullingbrooke. 

tfume. Come my Matters,the Duchefle I tell you cx- 
_.A$ performance of your promifes. 

' ~ Matter Hume ,we arc therefore promded; will 


(,« Ladyfr'P bebo ' d 3nd bcarc our Exorcft" mes? 

Hume. I, what elfe ? feare you not her courage, 

’Bulling- I haue heard her reported to be a Woman of 
S n inuinciblc fpitit: but it fhall be conuenient, Mafter 
Hurra, th Jt y oubc by her aloft, while wee be bufie be¬ 
low and lol pray you goe in Gods Name.and leaue vs. 

Exit Hume. 

Mother Iordan , be you proftrate, and grouell on the 
Earth; Iokn SoutbweH rcade you,and let vs to ourworke. 

Enter Slianor aloft. 

Manor. Well faid my Matters, and welcome all: To 
thisgeere,the fooner the better. 

S»//w.Patience,good Lady.Wizards know their times: 
Decpe Night,darke Night,the filent of the Night, 

The time of Night when T roy was fet on fire, 

The time when Screech-owles cry,and Bandogs howle, 
And Spirits walke,and Ghofts breake vp their Graucs; 
That time bed fits the worke we haue in hand. 

Madame,fit you,and feare not: whom wee rayfe. 

Wee will make fall within a hallow’d Verge. 

Here doe the (fere monies belonging, and mak? the C ire It, 
Enlhngbroohe or Southwell reades, Coniuro 
te, &c. It Thunders and Lightens 
terribly : then the Spirit 
rifeth. 

Spirit. Ad fum. 

Witch. Afmath,by theeternailGod, 

Whofe name and power thou trembleft at, 

Anfwere that I fhall aske: for till thou fpeake, 

Thou {halt not pafle from hence. 

Spirit, Aske what thou wilt ; that I had fayd, and 
done. 

itlliHg. Firft of the King : What fhall of him be-s 
come? 

Spirit. The Duke yet liues,that Henry fhall depofe: 

But him out-liue,and dye a violent death. 

Bulling. What fates await the Duke of Suffolkc ? 
Spirit. By Water fhall he dye,and take his end. 

Bulling. What fhall befall the Duke of Somerfet ? 
Spirit. Let him fhun Cattles, 

Safer fhall he be vpon the fandie Plaines, ‘ 

Then where Cattles mounted ftand. 
laue done,for more I hardly can endure. 

Bulling. Difcend to Darkneffe and thc burning Lake: 
Fa!fc Fiend auoide. 

Thunder and Lightning, Exit Spirit* 


Enter the Duk? »f Torke and the Luke of Buckingham 
with their Guard,and break? in. 

Tork?. Lay hands vpon thefe Traytors,and their trafh: 
Beldam I chinke we watcht you at an ynch. 

What Madame,are you there?the King & Commonw<*ale 
Are deepely indebted for this pecce of paines; 

My Lord Protedlor will,I doubt it not. 

Sec you well guerdon’d for thefe good deferts. 

Eltanor. Not halfe fo bad ns thine to EnglandsKing, 
Iniurious Duke.that threateft where’s no caufe. 

Buck: True Madame,none at alhwhat call you this? 
Away with them, let them be clapt vpclofe, 

And kept afunder: you Madame fhall with vs. 

Stafford take her to thee. 

Wcc’le fee your Trinkets here all fortn-comming. 

All away. Exit. 

Tork ?.Lord Buckingham,me thinks you watcht her well: 
A pretty Plot,well chofen to build vpon. 

Now pray my Lord,let’s fee the Dcuils Writ. 

What haue we here? Reades. 

The Duk?yet Hues,that Henry fhaUdepofe : 

But him out-line, and dye a violent death. 

Why this is iu ll- tAio tAacida Romanos vincerepoffo, 
Well,to the reft: 

Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolkc ? 

By Water fhall he dye, and tak? his end. 

What fhall betide thc Duke of Somerfet ? 

Let him jhunne Cattles, 

Safer fhall he be vpon the fandie Plaines , 

Then where Cafiles mounted ftand. 

Come, come, my Lords, 

Thefe Oracles are hardly attain’d, 

And hardly vnderftood. 

The King is now in progrefie towards Saint Albonts, 
With him,thc Husband of this loueiy Lady: 

Thither goes thefe Newes, 

As faft as Horfe can carry them: 

A forry Breakfaft for my Lord Proceclor. 

Buckfio ur Grace fhal giue me leaue, my Lord of York, 
To be the Pofte,in hope of his reward. 

Tork?. At your pleafure,my good Lord, 

Who’s within there,hoe i 

Enter a Seruingman. 

Tnuite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick 
To fuppe with me to morrow Night. Away. 

Exeunt. 

Enter the King, ffueene, Protetlor, Cardinally and 
Suffolk?,with Faulkners hallowing. 

Queene. Beleeue roe Lords,for flying at thc Brooke, 

I faw not better fport thefe feuen yeeres day: 

Yet by your leaue,the Winde was very high. 

And ten to onc,old Ioane had not gone out. 

King. But what a point,my Lord,your Faulcon made. 
And what a pyteh fheflew abouc the reft: 

To fee how God in all his Creatures workes, 

Yea Man and Sirds are fayne of climbing high. 

Suff. No maruell,and it like your Maieftie, 

My Lord Protedlors Hawkes doe towre fo well, 

They know their Mafter loues to be aloft. 

And beares his thoughts aboue his Faulcons Pitchy 
Gloft. My Lord,’tis but a bafe ignoble minde. 

That mounts no higher then a Bird can fore; 

Card. I 
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The Jecond Tart of Henry theSixt. 


Card. I thought as much, hce would be abouc the 
Cloud j. 

Gloft. I my Lord Cardinally how thinke you by that? 
Were it not good your Grace could flye to Heauen ? 
King. TheTrealuricof cucrlaftingloy. 

Card .Thy Heauen is on Earth,thinc Eyes &Thoughts 
Beat on a Growne, the T reafure of thy Heart, 

Pernicious Proce&or,dangcrous Pecre, 

That fmooth'ft it fo with King and Common-weale# 
Gloft. What, Cardinall ? 

Is your Prieft-hofcd growneperemptorie? e 
Tantane animis Calefttbits ira ) Church-men fo hoc ? 
Good Vnckle hide fuch mallice; 

With fuchHolyneficcanyoudocit? ' 

Stiff. No mallice Sir,no more then well becomes 
So good a Quarrell,and fo bad a Peere. 

Gloft. As who,my Lord ? 

Sufi. Why,as you, my Lord, 

Ant like your Lordly Lords Protc&orfhip. 

Gloft. Why Stiffolkty England knowes thine infolence. 
Qtteenc. And thy Ambition,C/^r. 

King. I prythce pcace,good Quecne, 

And whet not on thefe furious Peeres, 

For bleficd are the Peace-makers on Earth. 

Card. Let me be bleffed for the Peace I make 
Againfl: this prowd Prote&or with my Sword. 

Gloft. Faith holy VnckIe,would’c were come to that. 
Card. Marry,when thoudar’ft. 

Gloft. Make vp no fadlious numbers for the matter. 

In thine owne perfon anfwcre thy abufe. 

Carjl. I,where thou dafft net peepe: 

And if thou dar’ft, this Eucning, 

On the Eaft fide of the Groue. 

King. How now,my Lords c* 

Card. Bcleeue me, Coufin Glofter , 

Had not your man put vp the Fowle fo fuddcnly, 

Wc had had more fport. 

Come with thy two-hand Sword. 

Gloft. True Vnckle^icye aduis’d? 

The Eaft fide of the Groue: 

Cardinal!,I am with you. 

King . Why how now, Vnckle Glofter} 

Gloft .Talking of Hawking; nothing elfe,my Lord. 
Now by Gods Mother, Pricft, 
lie fhauc your Crownc for this. 

Or all my Fence fhall fayle. 

Card. (Jlfedice tctpftim>V rote&or fee to’t wcIJ,prote& 
your fclfe. ^ 

King. The Windes grow high, 

So doe your Scomacks,Lords : 

How irkefomc is this Mufick to my heart ? 

When fuch Strings iarre,what hope of Harmony ? 

I pray my Lords let me compound this ftrife. 

£nter one crying a Miracle. 


Gloft. What meanes this noyfef 
FelIow,whac Miracle do’ft thou proclayme ? 

One . A Miracle, a Miracle. 

Suffolke. Come to the King, and tell him what Mi¬ 
racle. 

One . Forfooth,a blinde man at Saint Albones Shrine, 
Within this halfe houre hath receiu*d his fight, 

A man that nc’re fa w in his life before. 

King > Now God be prays’tJ,thac to belecuing Soules 
Giues Light in Darkrreffe,Comfort inDcfpaire. 


Snter the Irlaior of Saint Albmet,and bU 'E retU 
bearing the man between two in a Chyle ' 

Card. Here comes the Towncf-men,onPr rt 

To prefent yourHighnefie with the man. CCffi ° D ' 


K^.Great is his comfort in this Earthly V a ] 
A'choughbyhis fight his finnebe mu!tipl ye d. ’ 




inj 


I 


K„g. Good-fellow,tell vs here the ei,e u ‘ mlljn „ 
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord cc ’ 

What^aft thou beene long blinde, and now reft^j s 
Simpc. Borne blinde,and’c pleafe your Grarp * 
Wife. I indeede was he. 

Sujf. What Woman is this? 

Wtfe. His Wifc 3 and’c like your Worfiiip 
Gloft. Had ft thou been his Mothcr,thou could’fl l, 
better told. KW| 

King. Where wert thou borne i 

Simpc. At Barwick in the North, and’t like 
Grace. Ke y ® 1 

King. Poore Soule, 

Gods goodnefle hath beene great to thee: 

Let neuer Day nor Night vnhallowed pafie, 

But ftill remember what the Lord hath done. 

Oueene. Tell me, good-fellow, 

Cam’ft thou here by Chance.or of Deuotion, 

To this holy Shrine# 

Simpc. God knowes of pure Deuotion, 

Being call’d a hundred times, and oftner. 

In my fleepe,by good Saint Albon : 

Who faid; •S’/ww^comejcome offer at tuy Shrine, 
And I will helpe thee. 

Wife. Molt true,forfooth; 

And many time and oft my felfe haue heard a Voyct 
To call him fo. 

Card . What,art thou lame ? 

Simpc. I,GodAlmightie heipeme. 
iffiuff. How cam’ft thou fo ? 

Simpc. A fall off of a Tree. 

Wife. A Plum.tree, Mafter. 

Gloft. How long haft thou beene blinde? 

Simpc. O borne fo,M after. 

Gloft. Whar, and would’ft climbe a Tree ? 

Simpc. But that in all my life, when I was a youth. 
Wife. Too true,and bought his climbing very deare. 
Gloft. ’Maffe,thou lou’dft Plummes well,that would’ft 
venture fo. 

Simpc. Alas, good Mafter, my Wife defiredfome 
Damfons, and made me climbe, with danger of my 
Life. 

Gloft. A fubtill Knaue,but yet it /hall not ferue: 

Let me fee thine Eyes; winck now,now open them, 

In my opinion, yet thou feeft not well. 

Simpc. Yes Matter, cleare as day, I thanke God and 
Saint Albones. 

Gloft. Say’ft thou me fo : what Colour is this Cloake 
of? 

Simpc. Reel Mafter,Red as Blood. 

Gloft. Why that’s well faid : What Colour is roy 
Gowne of? 

Simpc. Black forfooth,Coale-Black,as let. 

King. Why then, thou know’ft what Colour let is 
of? 

Stiff. And yet I thtnkcJet did he ncucr fee. 

c JaL Bt1t 
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and Gownes, before this day, a 

Neuer before this day,in all his life, 
rill Tell me Sirrha, what’s my Name ? 

< Lc Ala* Mafter, 1 know not. 

II What’s his Name? 

Simpc- I know not. 
clod. Norhis? 

Zc Noindeede,Mafter. 

-ill What’s thine owne Name ? 

Vine. Sawder Simpcoxe .and if it pleafe you,Mafter. 

,./ // Then Saander, fit there, 
tw' .p .._ 


jf’thou hadft beene borne blinde, 

mieht’ft as well haue knowne all our Names, 

A thus to name the feuerall Golouss we doe weare. 

Jlht may difiingmfli of Colours : 

gut l'uddenly to nominate them ail, 
it is itbpoflible. 

‘ L or ds,Saint Albone here hath done a Miracle: 

Jd would ye not thinke it,Cunning to be great, 

Put could reftore this Cripple to his Legges againe. 
Simpc. O Mafter,that you could ? 

Glojl. My Matters of Saint Albones , 

Haue you noC Beadles in yourTowne, 

AndThings call’d Whippes ? 

Mm. Yes,my Lord, it it pleafe your Grace. 

Gloft Then fend for one prefently. 

Him. Sirrha,goe fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. 

Exit . 

Glof. Now fetch me a Stoole hither by and by. 

Now Sirrha,if you meane to faue your felfe from Whip¬ 
ping,lcape me ouer this Stoole,and runne away. 

Simpc. Alas M-aftcrJ am not able to ftand alone: 

You goe abouc to torture me in vainc. 

Enter a Beadle with fVhippcs. 

Gbft. Well Sir,we mull: haue you finde your Legges. 
Sirrha Beadle, whippe him till he leape ouer that fame 
Stoole. 

‘Beadle. I will,my Lord. / 

Come on Sirrha,off with your Doublet,quickly. 

Simpc ♦ Alas Maftc^whac fhall I doe? I am not able to 
Band. 

After the Beadle hath hit him once Joe leapes otter 
the Stoole , and runnes away: and they 
follow, and cry , A Miracle . 

King. OGodjfceft thou this,and beared lo long? 
gneene. Icmademc laugh,to fee the Villainc runne. 
Gloft. Follow the Knaue,and take this Drab away. 
Wife. Alas Sir,we did it for pure need. 

Gloft. Let thebe whipt through euery Market To wnc. 
Till they come to Barwick/rom whence they came. 

Exit. 

Card. Duke Httmfrey ha’s done a Miracle to day* . 

Stiff. True: made the Lame to leape and flye away. 
Gloft. But you haue done more Miracles then I; 

You made in a day,my Lord,whole Townes to flye. 

Enter "Buckingham % 

King. What Tidings with our Coufin Buckingham l 
Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to ynfold : 

A fort of naughtic perfons^lewdly bent, 

Vnder the Countenance and Confedcracic 


ft Knauc in Chriftendome. 


Of Lady Elianor 9 the Prote&ors Wife, 

The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 

Haue practis'd dangcroufly againft your State, 

Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers, 

Whom wc haue apprehended in the Fa&, 

Rayfing vp wicked Spirits from vnder ground, 
Demanding of King Henries Life and Death, 

And other of your Highneffc Priuie Councell, 

As more at large your Grace fhall vnderfland. 

Card. And fo my Lord Proteaor,by this meanes 
Your Lady is forth-comming,yet at London. 

This Ncwes I thinke hath turn'd your Weapons edge 5 
Tis like,my Lord,you will not keepe your houre. 

Gloft . A.mbicious Church-man,leaue to affiift my heart: 
Sorrow and griefe haue vanquifibt all my powers; 

And vanquifhc as I am,I yeeld to thee. 

Or to the meaneft Groomc. 

King. O God, what milchiefes work the wicked onesV 
Heaping confufion on their owne heads thereby. 

Qnccne . qioflerftcc here the Taintfure of thy Neft, 

And iookc thy felfe be faultleflc,thou wert beft. 

Gloft. Madame,for my fclfe,to Heauen I doe appeale. 
How I haue lou d my King,and Common-wcalc : 

And for my Wife,I know not how it flands. 

Sorry I am ro hearc what I hatic heard. 

Noble fhee is: but if flice haue forgot 
Honor and VertuCjand conners’t with fuch, 

As like to Pytch,defilc Nobiluie j 
I banifli hcc my Bed,and Companic, 

And giue her as a Prey ro Law and Shame, 

That h 3 th dis-honored Gicftcrs honefl Name.' 

King. Well,for this Night we will repole vs here: 

To morrow toward London,back againe, 

To Iookc into this Bufincfle thorowly, 

And call thefe foule Ofifendors ro their Anfweres; 

And poyfe theCaufc in Iuftice cquall Scales, 

Whole Beame (lands fure,whofc rightful caufepreuailes. 

llottrifh. Exeunt. 

Enter Torke, Salubury ,and Warwick^ 

Tor\e. Now my good Lords of Salisbury & Warwick, 
Our fimplc Supper ended ? giue me leaue, 

In this clofe Walke 5 to latisfie my felfe. 

In crauing your opinion of my Title, 

Which is infallible,to Englands Crowne. 

Stilish. My Lord,Hong to heare it at full. 

Warw. Sweet Torke begimand if thy clayme be good. 
The Neuills are thy Subiedk to command# 

Torke. Then thus: 

Edward ihe third,my Lords,had feuen Sonnes: 
Thefirfl,^^^ the Black-Prince,Prince o( Wales; 

The CccondJf'tlltaM of Hatfield ; and the third, 

Lionel ,Duke of Clarence; next to whom, 

Was Iohn of Gaunt,thcDuke of Lancaftcr; 

The fiftjWas Edmond Langley, Dukeof Yorkc; 

The fixt,was Thomas of CVoodftock,Duke ot Glofter; 
William of Windfor was the feuenth,and laft* 

Edward the Black-Prince dyed before his Father, 

And left behindc him Richard , his onely Sonne, 

Who after Edward the thirds death, raign'd as King, 

Till Henry Bullinghrooke , Duke of Lancafter* 

The cldcft Sonne and Heire of Iohn of Gaunt, 

Crown'd by the Name of Henry the fourth. 

Seiz'd on the Realme, depos'd the rightful! King f 
Sent his poore Queene to Francc,from whence fbc came* 

And 
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And him to Pumfret; whereas all you know, 

Harmel cffc Richard was murthcrcd traiteroufly. 

Warnr. Father,the Duke hath told the truth; 

Thus got the Houle of Lancaster the Crowne. 

York* • Which now they hold by force,and not by right: 
For Richard, the firft Sonnes Heire,being dead. 

The ltfue of the next Sonne flhould hauc reign’d. 

Salisb . 3ut William of Hatfield dyed without an 
Heire. 

YJorkg. The third Sonne,Duke of Clarence, 

From whofe Line I chyme the Crowne, 

Had lflue Phillip , a Daughter, 

Who marryed Edmond Mortimer, Earle of March: 
Edmond had Iffu<5,i?^r,Earle of March; 

Roger had Iffac^Edmond u4nne,Qnd Eli an or* 

Salisb . This Edmond the Reigne of Bullingbrookf, 
As I haue read, hyd clayme vnto the Crowne, 

And but for Owen Glendonr , had beene King; 

Who kept him in Captitiirie > till he dyed. 

But,to the reft. 

Yorke, Hiseldeft 

My Mother,being Heire vnto the Crowne, 

Marryed Richard y Et\t\c of Cambridge, 

Who was to Edmond Langley, 

Edward the thirds fife Sonnes Sonne; 

By her I clayme the Kingdom*; 

She was Heire to J?<?gcr,Earle of March, 

Who was the Sonne of Edmond Mortiwer, 

Who marryed Phillip , lole Daughter 
Vnto Duke of Clarence. 

So,ifthe Iflue of the elder Sonne 
Succeed before the younger, I am King. 

Warn. What plaine proceedings is more plain then this? 
I Henry doth clayme the Crowne from him ofGaunt, 

The fourth Sonne, Yorke chymes it from the third : 

Till Lionels Iffue faylcs,bis fhould not reigne. 

It fayles not yct,bgt flourifhes in thee, 

And in thy Sonnes/airc flippes of fuch a Stock. 

Then Father Salisbury, knecle we together. 

And in thispriuate plot be we the firft. 

That (hall lalutc our rightfull Soueraigne 
With honor of his Birth-right to the Crowne. 

"Both* Long line our Soueraigne Richard , En?hnds 

r r. U J & 

King. 

Yorke . We thankeyou Lords: 

But I am not vout King,till I be Crown’d, 

And that mji Sword be ftayn’d 
With heait-blood of the Hqufc of Lancajter: 

And that’s not fuddenly to be perform’d. 

But with aduicc and filcnt fccrccic. 

Doe you as Ldoe in thefc dangerous dayes, 

Winke at the Duke of Suffblkes irTojence, 

At Beaufords Pride^at Somerfets Ambition, 

At Buckingham ,and all the Crew of them. 

Til! they haue fnar’d the Sbephcard of the Flock, 

That vertuous Prince,the good Duke Humfrey: 

Tis that they feeke; and they,in feeking that, 

Shall finde theirdeaths,if2V^?can prophecic. 

Salisb . My Lor d,breake we off; we know your minde 
at full. 

ivanv. My heart a (lures me,that the Earle of Warwick 
Shall one day make the Duke of Yorke a King. 

Yorke. And AT<?»///,this I doe allure my felfe, 

Richard (hall liuc to make the Ea&le of Warwick 
The greateft man in England, but the King. 

Exeunt, 


Thejecond Tart of Henry the Sixt. 


Sound Trumpctt. Enter the Kino, A „ d - 
with Guard,to banijh the Duchefff^' 


H*. 

King. Stand forth Dame Elinor Cobh an , 

Cjtoilers Wife: m ' 

In fight of‘God,and vs,your guilt is gr8at 
Rccciue the Sentence of the Law for fi nne ’ 

Such as by Gods Booke are adjudg’d m A » l 
Y ou foure from hence to Prifon,b wk 
From thencCjYnto the place of Execution 
The Witch in Smithficld Rial! be burnt to art 
Arid you three fnall be flrangled bn theP-u '*** 
You Madame, for you are more Nobly 
Delpoy led of your Honor in your Life, ’ 
Shall,afcer three dayes open Penance done 
Liuc in your Countrey hcre,in Banilhment 
With Sir Iohn Stanly, iu the lie of Man 1 

d 5T Wtlcomc iS 

deft. Elianmr ,the Law thou feefi hath i„d P .j r , 

I cannot lufiifie whom the Law condemns. ° thtc > 
Mine eyes arc full of tcares.my heart of K ricf e 
Ah Humfrey, this difhenor in thine ao e> & 

Will bring thy head with ferrow to f| 1c Rroun< , 

I bclcech your MaicRie giue me leaue to eoe • * 
Sorrow would follace.and mine Age would 
King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of GloRcr 
Ere thou goc, giue vp thy Staffc, 

Henry will to himfclfc Proteftot be, 

And God fnall be my hopc,my Ray,my guide 
And l anthorne tomyfeece: * • 

And goc in pea ce,Humfrey, no Icfie bclou’d, 

Then when thou were Proce&or to thy King. 

^ Quycne. I fee no rcafon,why a King of yeeres 
Should he to be prote&ed like a Child, 

God and King Henry gouerne England's Realme • 
Giue vp your Staffe,$ir,and the King his Realme.' 

Glnft. My Scafte r Hcrc } Noblc Henry, is my StaSj; 
As willingly doe I the lame refigne. 

As ere thy Father Henry made ic mine; 

And cucu as willingly ac thy fec-te I leaue it, 

As others would ambitiously receiueit. 

Farewell good King: when 1 am dcad.and gone, 

May honorable Peace attend thy Throne. 

^ Exit Glojler: 

Quecne. Why now is Henry King,and Margaret Queen, 
And Humfrey ,Dukc of Gloftcr,fcarcchimfelfe, 

That beares fo fhrewd amaynie: two Pulls aconfc; 
His Ladybaniflit,anda Li tube lop toff. 

This Staffc of Honor raughc.therc let it Rand, 

Where it beR fits to be,in Henries hand. 
5«/f.Thusdroupes this loftiePyne,&hangshisfprayej, 
1 hus Eluinors Pride dyes in her youngefi dayes. 

Yorke. Lords,let him goe.PJeale it your Maiedif, 
This is the day appointed for the Comb 3 t, 

And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 

The Armorer and his Man,to enter tne Lifts, 

So pleafe your HighnefTe to behold the fight. 

Qupene . l,good my Lord: for purpofcJy therefore 
Left I the Court.to fee this Qiiarrell try’de. 

King, A Gods Name fee the Lyfls and all things fit, 
Here let them end it,and God defend the right. 

Yorke. I neuer faw a fellow worfe befiead, 

Or more afraid to fight,then is the Appellant, 

The feruant of this Armorer,my Lords. 

Enter 
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up 


.. nne T)oare the Armorer and his Neighbors .drinking 
E ” ttf L Co much, that hee is drunks i and he enters with a 
Vrumme before him, and hisStafe, with a Sand-bagge 
f Henedteit: and at the other Doore his Man, with a 
gramme and Sand-bagge, and Prentices drinking to him. 

Neighbor. Here Neighbour Horner, 1 drinke to you 
0 f Sack; and fcare noc Neighbor,you fiiall doc 

Neighbor. And here Neighbour,here’s a Cuppc of 


And here’s a Pot of good Double-Bcerc 


Here After, I drinke to thee, and be not a- 


Charncco. 

..Neighbor. 

Mcjohbor: drinke.and fcare not your Man. 

' %mre r - Let it come y faith, and lie pledge you all, 

a ndafigg' fbr/W 
i. front 

Be merry Peter, and feare not thy Mafter, 
fob: for credit of the Pi entices. 

* peter l I tbanke yon all;drinke,and pray for me,I pray 
,r 0 u forlchinke I haue taken my hft Draught in this 
World# Here Robin, and if I dye ? I giue thee my Apomc; 
and IVil thou fhalt haue my Hammer: and here Tom> 
takcali the Money that [ haue. O Lord bleflc me. I pray 
God, for I am neuer able to deale with my Maftcr, hec 
hath learnt fo much fence already* 

Salub. Come,leaue your drinking,and fall to blowes. 
Sirrh3,whac’s thy Name i 
Peter . Peter for foot h. 

Sold . Peterl what more ? 

Peter . Thumpe. 

Salisb . Thumpe ? Then fee thou thumpe thy Mafter 
well. 

Armorer . Matters, I am come hither as it were vpon 
iy Mans inftigation, to proue him a Knaue,and my felfe 
anhoneftman: and touching rhe Duke of Yorke, I will 
take ray death, I neuer meant him any IJ1, nor the King, 
northeQueene: and therefore Peter haue at thee with a 
downe-ri^ht blow.. 

Terke. Difpaccb,this Knaues tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, A! arum to the Combattants. 

They fight and Peterfir ikes him doxvne. 

Armorer, Hold Petcr,\\o\JL,i confcfle,I confefte Trea- 

fon. 

Yorke . Take away his Weapon: Fellow thankcGod, 
and the good Wine in thy Matters way. 

Veter, O God,haue I ouercome mine Enemies in this 
prefence ? O Peter, thou haft preuayPd in right. 

Kirg, Goe,take hence that Traytor from our fight. 

For by his death wc doe percciue his guilt. 

And God in Iuftice hath reueal’d to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow. 

Which he had thought to hauc murther’d wrongfully. 
Come fellow,follow vs for thy Reward. 

Sound a flourtflj. Exeunt, 

Enter Duke Humfrey and his Men in 
Mourning Cloaket. 

Gloft. Thus fometimes hath thebrightefi day aCloud: 
l0fl atter Summer,euermore fueceedes 
wen Winter,with his wrathfull nipping Cold: 

™ Urcs and Ioyes aboundpi Seafons fleet. 

Sirs, what’s a Clock ? 

Tcnnc,my Lord. 


Gloft* Tennc is the houre that was appointed me, 

To watch the comming of my punifht Dychtfle: 
Vnncath may (hce endure the Fhntie Streets, 

To treade them with her tender-feeling feet. 

Sweet NeK, ill can thy Noble Mmde abrookc 
The abiedf People.gazing on thy face, 

With enuious Lookcs laughing at thy ftiame, 

That erft did follow thy prowd Chariot-WhcelcS, 
When thou didtt ride in triumph through the ftreets. 

But foft,I thinke flie comes,and lie prepare 
My tearc-ftayifd eyes,to fee her Mifcries. 

Enter the Ducheffe in a white Sheet y and a Taper 
burning in her hand, with the Shertfe 
and Officers . 

Sera* So pleafe your Grace, wee’le cake her from the 
Sherife* 

Glofier . No, ftirre not for your Hues, let her pafTe 
by. 

Elian or. Come you,my Lorc!,to fee my open flume? 
Now thou do'ft Penance too. Looke how they gaze, 
Seehovv the giddy multitude doe point. 

And nodde their heads,and throw their eyes on thee. 

Ah Cjloflerfi\\t\z thee from their hateful! lookcs. 

And in thy Clofet pent vp, rue my fhamc. 

And banne thine Enemies,both mine and thine. 

Gloft. Be parient,gentle Nell > forget this griefe. 
Eltanor, Ah Glotter y teach me to forget my felfe: 

For whileft I thinke I am thy married Wife, 

And thou a Prince,Protestor c>f this Land; 

Me ihinkes I fliould not thus be led along, 

Mayl’d vp in {home,with Papers on try back. 

And follow’d with a Rabble, that rcioyce 
To fee my teares, and hcarc my deepe-fet groanes. 

The ruthlefle Flint doth cut my tender fee:. 

And when 1 ftart,the enuious people laugh. 

And bid me be aduifed how I treade. 

Ah Humfrey ,can I beare this fhamcfull yoake ? 

Trowcft thou,that ere lie looke vpon the World, 

Or count them happy,that emoyes the Sunne ? 

No: Darke (hail be my Light,and Night my Day. 

To thinke vpon my Pompe,fliall be my Hell. 

Sometime He fay,I am Duke Humfreyes Wife, 

And he a Prince,and Ruler of the Land; 

Yct fo he rul’d,and fuch a Prince he was, 

As he ftood by,whileft I,his fcrlorne Ducheffe, 

Was made a wonder,and a pointing flock 
To euery idleRafcall follower. 

But be thou milde,and blufli not 3t my ihamc* 

Nor ftirre at Dothing,ti!l the Axe of Death 
Hang oner thee,as lure it fliortly will. 

For Suffolke, he that can doc all in all 
With her,that hateth thee 3nd hates vs all. 

And Yorke % and impious Beauford^thzt falle Prieft, 

Hauc all lym’d Bullies to betray thy Wings, 

And flye thou how thou canft,they’lc tangle thec. 

But feare not thou,vntill thy foot be (har d, 

Nor neuer feeke preuencion of thy foes. 

Ghffi Ah A7^//,forbeare:thouaymeft all awry, 

I muft ofifend,before I be attainted : 

And had I twentie times fo many foes. 

And each of them had ewetuie times their power^ 

All thefe could noc procure me any fcathe, 

So long as I am loyall,true^and crimelefle, 

Would’ft haue me refeue thec from this reproach ? 

n_ Why 
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Why yet thy fcandall were not wipt away. 

But I in danger for the breach of Law. 

Thy grcateft helpe is quict,gentle Nell: 

I pray thee fort thy heart to patience, 

Thefe few dayes wonder will be quietly worne; 

Enter a Herald . 

Her. I fummon your Grace to his Maiefties Parliament, 
Holden at Bury,the firft of this next Moneth. 

Gloft.hnd my confcnt ne’rc ask’d herein before ? 

This is clofe dealing. Well,! will be there. 

My AW/,1 take my leaue: and Matter Sherife, 

Let not her Penance cxceede the Kings Committion. 

Sh. And'c plcafe your Grace,here my Committion ftayes: 
And Sir Iohn Stanly is appointed now, 

To take her with him to the He of Man. 

Glofi . Mutt you,Sir/^w,proteftmy Lady here? 
Stanly. So am I giuen in charge, may’t plcafe your 
Grace. 

Glofi. Entreat her not the worfe,in that I pray 
You vfe her well: the World may laugh againe, 

And I may liue to doe you kiudncffe.if you doe it her. 
And fo Sir /*&*,farewell* 

EUanor . What, gone my Lord, and bid me not fare¬ 
well i 

Glofi . Witnefle my tcares, I cannot ftay to fpeake. 

Exit Glofler. 

Sliancr.Axt thou gone to? all comfort goe with thcc, 
Fornone abides with me : my Ioy,is Death; 

Death,at whofe Name I oft haue beene afear’d, 

Bccaufe I wifh'd this Worlds eternitie# 

Stanley y I prethee goe,and take me hence, 

I care not whither/or I begge no fauor; 

Cnely conuey me where thou art commanded. 

Stanley . Why^Madame, that is to the lie of Man, 
There to be vs’d according to your State. 

Elian or % That’s bad enuugh,for I am but reproach: 
And fhall I then be vs’d reproachfully i 

Stanley. Like to a Duchette,and Duke Humfreyes Lady, 
According to that State you fhall be vs’d. 

EUanor . Sherifc farcwcll,and better then I fare. 
Although thou liatt beene Couductt of my fhame. 

Shcrife . It is my Qifice,and Madame pardon me# 
EUanor . I,I,farewell,thy Office is difeharg’d: 

Come Stanley y (h dll we goe ? 

Stanley. Madame,yourPenance done. 

Throw off this Sheet, 

And goe we to atcyrc you for our Iourney, 

EUanor. My fhame will not be fhifeed with my Sheet: 
No it will hang vpon tnyrichcft Robes, 

And (hew it felfe, at tyre me how I can. 

Goe,leade the way,I long to fee my Prifon. Exeunt 

Sound a Senet. £nter King, Queene y CardinaRySuffolke y 
YorkcfBuckingham.Salishury^ndtVarrpickct 
to the Parliament . 

King. I mufe my Lord ofGlotter is not come: 

*Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft man. 

What e’re occafion keepes him from vs now. 

Queens. Can you not fee? or will ye not obferuc 
The lirangenefle of his alter’d Countenance? 

With what a Maiettie he bearcs himlelfe. 

How infolcnt of late he is become, 

Ho\v prowd,how peremptorie^nd vnlike himfelfe# 

W 7 c know the yinve fince he was milde and affable. 

And if wc did but glance a farre-off Looke, 

Immediately he was vpon his Knee, 


That all the Court admir’d him for fubmiflbT 
But meet him now,and be it in the Morne " 

When cuery one will giue the time of day 
He knits his Brow.and llicwcs an angry Ey e 
And pafleth by with ftiffc vnbowed Kn C f J 
Difdaining dutie that to vs belongs. J 
Small Curres are not regarded when they grvnn 
But great men tremble when the Lyon rores' 

And Humfrey is no little Man in England * 

Firft notc.that he is neere you in difeent 
And (hould you fall,he is the next will mount 
Me feemeth tncn/it is no Pollicie, 

Refpe&ing what a rancorous minde he hearts 
And his aduantage following your dcceafe * 

That he (hould come about your Royall pc r f 
Or be admitted to your Highnefle Counccl! ° n ’ 

By flatteric hath he wonne the Commons hearts ■ 
And when he pleafe to make Commotion 1 
’Tis to be fear’d they all will follow him. ‘ 

Now ’cis the|Spring,and Weeds are fti*llow-roo-ed 
Suffer them now.and they’le o’re-grow thcGard 
And choake the Herbes for want of Husbandry 
The reuerent care I beare vnto my Lord ^ 
Made me colled! thefe dangers in the Duke 
If it be fond,call it a Womans feare: 

Which feare,if better Reafons can fupplant, 

I will fubfcribe.and fay I wrong'd the Duke. 

My Lord ofSuffoike Buckingham,and Yorkc 
Reprouc my allegation,if you can. 

Or e!fe conclude my words eftedluall. 

Suf Well hath your H ghncffcfcene into this Duke- 
And had 1 firtt beene put to fpeake my minde, 

I thinkc I ftiould haue told your Graces Tale. 

The Duche(Tc,by his hibernation, 

Vpon my Life began her diucllifhpraflifes: 

Or if he were not priuic to thofc Faults, 

Yet by reputing of his high difeent, 

As next the King,he was fucccffiue Heire, 

And fuch high vaunts of his Nobilitie, 

Did inftigacc the Bedlam braine-fick Duchefle, 

By wicked meanes to frame our Soueraignesfall. 
Smooch runnes the Waccr,where the Brooke is deepe, 
And in his fimple lhew he harbours Treafon. 

The Fox barkes not,when he would fteale the Lambc, 
No,no a my Souerzignc,Gloufier is a man 
Vnfoundcd yet,and full of deepe deceit. 

(^ard. Did he not,contrary to forme of Law, 
Deui\e ttrange deaths/or fmall offences done i 
Torke. And did he not,in his Protc&orfhip, 

Leuie great fummes of Money through the Realme, 
For Souldiers pay in France^nd neuer fent it i 
By meanes whereof,the Townes each day reuoleed. 

Httck. Tut,thefe are petty faults to faults vnknownc, 
Which time will bring to light in fmoothDuke#tf»/jty 
King. My Lords at once: the care you haue of vs, 
Tomowe downe Thornes that would annoy our Foot, 
Is worthy prayfe: but (hall I fpeake my confidence, 
Our Kinfman Glofisr is as innocent. 

From meaning Trealon to our Royall Pcrfon, 

As is the fucking Lambe,or harmelcffe Doue: 

The Duke is vertuous,milde,and too well giuen, 

To dreame on euill,or to worke my downcfall# } 
Qtt.Ah what’s more dangerous,thcn this fend affiance, 
Seemes he a Doue? his feathers are but borrow d, 

For hee*s difpofed as the hatefull Rauen# 

Is he a Lambc? his Skinnc is furcly lent him, ^ 
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- r-r^^i^rauenous Wolues. 
for h ftcalc a fhape,that meanes deceit ? 

* l, ’tTdmXrd,.h.wclf»,eofv. a ll, . 

that ftaudfullimn. 

Enter Somerset. 

*** All health vnto my gracious Soueraigoc. 

** Welcome Lord Somerfet: What Newes from 

Ft, r CC? That all your Interefl in thofc Territories, 

bereft you : all is loft*. 

Cold Newes,Lord Somerfet: but Gods will be 

<> 0 "V Cold Newes for me: for I had hope of France, 
Avnelv as I hope for fertile England. 

Thus are my Bloflomes blafted in the Bud, 

Ind Caterpiliers eate my Leaues away : 

But! will remedie this geare ere long. 

Or fell my Title for a glorious Grauc. 

Enter Glottcefier. 

Glojl. All happinefle vnto my Lord the King: 
pardommy Liegc,that I haue ftay’d fo long. 

Sd. Nay Glofler,know that thou art come too foone, 
VnleiTe thou were more loyall then thou arc: 
idoearreftthecof High Treafoo here. 

Glofl- Well Snjfolke, thou (halt not fee me blufh. 

Nor change tny Countenance for this Arteft: 

AHeart vnfpottcd,is not eafily daunted, 
jhepureft Spring is not fo free from mudde, 

Atlamdeare from Trealon to my Soucraigne. 

Who can accufe me ? wherein am I guiltie ? 

Torke.’ Tis thought, my Lord, 

That you tooke Bribes of France, 

And being Prote&or,ftay’d the Souldiers pay, 

Bymeancs whereof,his Highnefle hath loft France. 

Glofl. Is it but thought fo ? 

What are they that thinke ic ? 

I neuer rob’d the Souldiers of their pay. 

Nor euer had one penny Bribe from France; 

So helpe me God,as 1 haue watcht the Night, 
l,Night by Nigbt.in ftudying good for England, 
That.Doyt that ere I wrefted from the King, 

Or any Groat I boorded to my vfe. 

Be brought againft me at my Tryall day. 

No: many a Pound of mine owne proper ftore, 

Becaufe I would not taxc the needie Commons, 

Haue I dif-purfed to the Garrifons, 

And neuer ask’d for reftitution. 

Curd. It ferues. you well,my Lord.to fay fo much. 

Glofl. I fay no more then crucb,fo helpe me God. 
Torkf. In your Proteiftorfhip, you did deuife 
Strange Tortures for Offendors,neuer heard of, 

That England was defam’d by Tyrannic. 
C/f/.Why’tjswell known,that whiles I was Protedfor, 
Pittie was all .thefault that was in me : • 

’or I fhould melt at an Offenders tcares. 

And lowly words were Ranl’ome for their fault* 

Vnlefle.it were a bloody Murcheccr, 

Or iouIc felonious Theefe,that flece’d poore paflengers, 

I neuer gauetheiti condigne punithment. / 

Murther indecde,that bloodie flrmejl tortur’d 
Aboue the Felon,or what Trefpas clfe. 

Stf. My Lordjthcfc faults are eafie,quickly anfwer’d: 
out mightier Crimes arc lay’d vnto your charge. 

Whereof you cannot eafily purge your felfe. . 


I doe arreft you in his Highnelft Name, 

And here commit you to my Lorrf Cardinal! 

To kecpe,vntill your further time ofTryall. 

My Lord of Gloftcf/tis my fpeciall hope. 

That you will cleare your felfe from all fufpence, 
MyConfcience tells me you are innocent. 

Glofi. Ah gracious Lord,thefe dayes are dangerous: 
Vertue is choakt with foule Ambition, 

And Charitie chas’d hence by Rancours hanu; 

Foule Subornation is predominant. 

And Equicie exil d your Highnefle Land. 

I know,their Complot is co haue my Life. 

And if my death might make this Hand happy. 

And prouethe Period of their Tyrannic, 

I would expend it with all willingnefle. 

But mine is made the Prologue to their Play: 

For thoufands more,that yec fufpea no perill. 

Will not conclude their plotted Tragedie. 

Bcaufords red fparkling eyes blab his hearts mallice. 

And Suffolks cloudic Brow his ftormiehate* 

Sharpe Buckingham vnburthens with his tongue. 

The enuious Load that lyes vpon his heart: 

And dogged Torke, that reaches at the Moone, 

Whofe ouer-weening Arme I haue plHckt back^ 

By falfe accufe doth leuell at my Life. 

And you,my Soucraigne Lady, with the reft, 

Caufelcfle haue lay’d difgraces on my head, 

And with your beft endcuour haue ftirr’d vp 
MyliefeftLicgetobemineEnemie: 

I,all of you haue lay’d your heads together. 

My felfe had notice of your Conuentides, 

And all to make away my guiltiefle Lite. 

I (hall not want falfe Witnefle,to condemne me, 

Nor ftore of Treafons,to augment my guilt: 

The ancient Prouerbe will be well effected, 

A Staffe is quickly found to beat a Dogge. 

Card. My Liege,his rayling is intollerable. 

If thofe that care to keepe your Royall Perfon 
From Treafons fecret Knife,and Traycors Rage, 

Be thus vpbrayded,chid,and rated at, 

And the Offendor graunted fcope of fpeech^ 

’T will make them code in zeale vnto your Grace. 

£»|f.Hath he not twit our Soueraigne Lady here 
With ignominious words, though Clarkelycoueht ? 

As if fhe had luborned fomc to fvvearc 
Falfe allegations,to o’rethrow his ftate. 

Qu_. But I can giue the lofet leaue to chide. 

Glofl. Farre truer fpoke then meant: I lofc indeedc, 
Bclhrew the winners, for they play’d me falfe. 

And well fuch lofers may haue leaue to fpeake. 

Buck; Hee’le wroft the fence,and hold vs here all day, 
Lord Cardinal!,heis your Prifoner. 

Card. Sirs^takp away the Duke,and guard him fure. 
Glofl. Ah,thus King Henry throwes away his Crutch, 
Before his Lcgges be firme to beare his Body. 

Thus is the Shepbeard beaten from thy fide, 

And Wolues are gnarling.who (hall gnaw thee fitft. 

Ah that my feare were falle, ah that it were $ 

For good King Henry, thy decay I feare. Exit Glofler, 

King.My Lords,what to your wifdomes feemeth beft. 
Doe,or vndoe.as if our felfe were here. 

jfiueene. What,will your Highnefle leaue the Parlia 
ment ? 

King. I Margaret; my heart is drown’d with griefe, 
Whofe floud begins to flowe within mine eyes; 

My Body round eugyrt with cniferie : 

For 
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For what s more miferable then Difcontefit? 

Ah Vncklc Bumfrey , in thy face I fee 
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The Map of Honor,Truth,and Loyalcie.: 

And yet, good Humfrej, ii the houre to come. 

That ere 1 prou’d thee falfe,ot fear’d thy faith. 

What lowring Starre now efluics thy eftate ? 

That thefie'great Lords,and Margaret our Qiieene, 
Doefeeke fubuerfion of thy harmclefle Life. 

Thou neuer didft them wrong,nor no man wrong: 

And as the Butcher takes away the Calfe, 

And binds the Wretch,and beats it when it ftrayes, 
Bearing it to the bloody Slaughter-houfc; 

Eucn fo remorfelefle hauc they borne him hence: 

And as the Damme runnes lowing vp and downe. 
Looking the way her harmelefle young one went. 

And can doe naught but wuyle her Darlings lofle; 
Euen fo my felfe bewayles good Glojiers cafe 
With fad vnhelpefoll tearcs, and wich dimn'd eyes; 
Looke after him,and cannot doe him good: 

So mightie are his vowed Enemies. 

His fortunes I will weepe, and ’ewixt each groane. 

Say, who’s a Tray tor ? 6loiter he is none. Exit. 

Oueene, Free Lords: 

Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames: 

Henry, my Lord,is cold in great Affaires, 

Too full of fooiifti pittie : and Glojiers /hew 
Beguiles him,as the mournefull Crocodile 
With forrow fnares relenting paflengers; 

Or as the Snake,roll’d in a flo wring Banke, 

With Alining checker’d flough doth fling a Child, 

That for the beautie thinkes it excellent. 

Beleeue me Lords,wcre none more wife then I, 

And yet herein Iiudgemineo vvne Wit good j 
This Glojler fhould be quickly rid the World, 

To rid vs from the feare we haue of him. 

Card. That he fhould dye,is worthie pollicie, 

But yet we want a Colour for his death: 

*Tis meet he be condemn’d by courfe of Law. 

Suff. But in my mindc,chat were no pollicie: . 

The King will labour flill to faue his Life, 

The Commons haply rife,to faue his Life; 

And yet vve hauc but triuiall argument, 

Jdore then miftruft,that fhewes him worthy death. 
Torkfi So that by this,you would not haue him dye. 
Stiff. Ah Yorkg, no man aliuc,fo faine as I. 

Yorke . ’Tis Yorke that hath more rcafon for his death. 
But my Lord Cardinall,and you my Lord of Suffolke, 
Say as you thinke,and fpeake it from your Souks: 

Wer’t not all one, an emptie Eagle were let, 

To guard the Chicken from a hungry Ky te. 

As place Duke Humfrej for the Kings Protestor i 
Queene .So the poorc Chicken fhould be fure of death. 
Suff. Madame ’tis true: and wer’t rrpt madneffe then. 
To make-the Fox fuvueyor of the Fold ? 

Who bcingaccu'/d a craftieMurtherer, 

His guilt fiiould be but idly ported ouer, 

Bccaufe his purpofe is not executed. 

No: let him dye,in thac he is a Fox, 

By nature piou’d an Enemie to the Flock, 

Before his Chaps be ftayn’d with Crimfon blood. 

As Humfrej prou’d by Reafons to my Liege. 

And doe not ftand on QTIJcts how to flay him; 

Be it by Gynne$,by Snares,by Subtletie, 

Sleeping,or Waking/tis no matter how, 

So he be dead; for that is good deceit. 

Which mates him firft,that firft intends deceit. 


Forthings are often fpoke, and feldome mea „’ 
But that my heart accordeth with my tone U ’ 

Seeing the deed is meritorious, ° Uc * 

And to preferue my Soiicraigne from his Fo 
Say but the word,and I will be bis Prieft ^ 
C4rd.But I would haue him dead,my Loreto „ 
Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieft • °* 

Say you confcnt.and cenfure well the deed 
And lie prouidc his Executioner, * 

I tender fo the fafetie of my Liege, 

Stiff. Here is my Hand,the deed is wortW A n - 
Queene. Andfofayl. ^ 0in §* 

Yorke. And I: and now we three haue fpolit' 

It skills not greatly who impugneiourdoomc. 

Enter a Pofle. 

Toff.Crat Lords,from Ireland am I come 
To figmfie.that Rebels thete are vp, s me > 

And put the Engliftimer. vnto the Sword. 

Send Succours(Lords)and flop the Rage b etim 
Before the Wound doe grow vncurable • * 

For being greene,there is great hope of hclpe 

Card. A Breach that cranes a quick expediency 
What counfaile giue you m this weightie caufe? 

Yorke. That Somerfet be fent as Regent thither • 
Tis meet that luckie Ruler be imploy’d, 

Witneflc the fortune he hath had in France. 

Sons. If?>fr,withallhis farre-fet pollicie 
Had beenc the Regent there.in (lead of me * 

He neuer would hauc flay’d in France fo long, 

Yorke. No,not to lofe it all,as thou haft done, 

I rather would haue loft my Life betimes, 

Then bring a burthen of dis-honour home. 

By flaying there fo long.till all were loft. 

Shew me one skarrc.chara&er’d on thy Skinne, 

Mens flefti prelcru’d fo whole,doe feldome winne. 
fflu. N ay then,this fpat kc will prouc a raging fire, 

If Wind and Fuell be brought, to feed it with: 

No more,good Yorke-, fweet Somerfet be ftill. 

Thy fortune. Yorke, hsdft thou beene Regent there, 
Might happily haue prou'd farre worfe then his. 

Yorke. What,worfe then naught ? n»v,then a frame 
take all. .... 

Somerfet. And in the number, thee, that wifheft 
fliame. 

Card. My Lord of Yorke,trie what your fortune is: 
Th’vnciuillKernes of Ireland are in Armes, 

And temper Clay with blood of Englilhmen. 

To Ireland will you leade a Band of men, 

Collected choycely,from each Countiefome, 

And trie your hap againft the Jrifhmenf 
Yorks- 1 will,my Lord,lo pleafe Hls M aieftie. 

Suff. Why,our Authoritie is his confetit, 

And what we doe eftablifli,he confirmesi 
Then,Noble Yorke, take thou this Taske in hand. 

Yorke. I am content: ProuidemeSouldiers,Lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine owne affaires, 

Suff. A charge,Lord Yorke that I will fee perform’d- 
But now returne we to the falfe Duke Humfrej. 

Curd. No mote of him: for I will deale with him, 
That henceforth he {ball trouble vs no more: 

And fo breake off,the day is almoft fpent, 


Lord Suffolk?,you and I muft talkc of thac euent 


YorkeMf 
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I I i Min^i 7 




The fecondTart of H en ry the Sixt 




- ^T-jTTL^f Suffolke,within fouretcene dayes 
, Siftowl expea my Souldicrs, 

„ e lie fhippe them all tor Ireland. 

Ik fee it cruly done,my Lord of Yorke, Exeunt. 
^ Manet Yorke . 

r M. Now Yorkf,' or neuer, fteele thy fearfull thoughts, 
. , .u a ‘ ll2 e mildoubt to refolution} 

1; thou hop’fl to be.or what thou art; 
le'ac to death,it is not worth th’emoymg: 
t ale-fac’c feare keepe with thebieane-bornc man, 
And fiude no harbor in a Roy all heart. , 

pfter the Spring-time fhowres,comes thoght ob thoght, 

And not a thought,but thinkes on Dignitie. 

Mv Bf3y ne > morc laboring Spider, 

\Vcaues tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 

Weil Nobles,well:’tis politikety done, 

To fend nje packing with an Hoali of men : 

1 feare me, you but warmc the ftarued Snake, 

Whocherifht inyourbrcaft$,will ftingyour hearts* 

’pvvas men I lackt,and you will giue them me ; 

I cake it kindly: yet be well aflur'd, 

Yon put (harpe Weapons in a mad-mans hands. 

Whiles I in Ireland nourifh a mightie Band, 
jvvill ftirre vp in England fome black Scorme, 

Shall blowe ten thoufand Soules to Heaucn,or Hell: 

And this fell Tempefl (hall not ceafe to rage, 

Vmill the Golden Circuit on my Head, 

Like to the glorious Sunnes tranfparanc Beames, 
Doecalmetliefuricof this mad-bred Flavve. 

And for a minifter of my intent, 

I haue feduc’d a hcad-ftrong Kcncifhnun, 
lohn Cade of A (Ilford, 

Tomake Commotion,as full well he can, 

Vnder the Title of lehn CMortimer. 

Inlreland haue I feenc this ftubborne Cade 
Oppofe himfclfc againft a Troupe of Kernes, 

And fought fo long,till thac his thighes with Darts 
Were almoft like a fliarpe-quill’d Porpentine: 

And in the end being refeued,! haue feenc 
Him caprc vpright,like a wilde Morifco, 

Shaking the bloody Darts,as he his Bells. 

Fulloftcnjike a (hag-hayr’d craftie Kerne^ 

Hath he conuerfed with the Enemie, 

And vndifcoucr’djcomc to me againe. 

And giuen me notice of their Villanies. 

ThisDeuill here fhall be my fubftitute; 

For thac lohn Mortimer now i3 dead, 

In face,in gate,in fpecch he doth referable. 

By this,I mall percciue the Commons minde. 

How they affeft the Houfe and Clayme of Yorke. 

Say he be taken,rackt,and tortured; 

I know,no paine they can infli<ft vpon him. 

Will make him fay,I mou d him to thofe Armes. 

Say that he thriue,a$ 5 cis great like he will, 

Why then from Ireland come I with my ftrength. 

And reape the Harueft which that Rafcall fow’d. 

For Humfrej • being dead,as he fhall be, 

And Henry put apart: the next for me* Exit. 

Enter two or three running ouer the Stage y from the 
Murt her of Duke Humfrey . 

1. Runne to my Lord of Suffolke: let him know 
We haue difpatcht the Dukc,as he commandedi 

2 . Oh,that it were to doe: what haue we donO ? 

Didft cuer heare a;man io penitent ? Sntir Suffolk*. 

i. Here comes my Lord. ' tv d 


Suff Now Sirs^haue you difpatcht this thing: 
i. I,my good Lord,hce’sdead. 

Suf. Why that’s well faid.Goe,gct you to my Houfe; 
I will reward you for this venturous deed: 

The King and all the Peeres are here at hand. 

Hauc yoi Iayd faire the Bed ? Is all things well. 
According as I gaue direftions ? 
i. Tis, my good Lord. 

Suff. Away.be gone. Exeunt. 

Sound Trumpet x. Enter the King>the Qutcne, 
Cardinally Suffolk*,Somerfet y v?ith 
Attendants. 

King. Goe call our Vnckle to ourprefcncc ftraight: 
Say,vve intend to try his Grace to day. 

If he be guiltie^s ’tis publifhed. 

Suff. He call him prefently,my Noble Lord. £xit. 
Kin*. Lords take your places: and I pray you all 
Proceed no ftraicer ’gainft our Vnckle Glofter , 

Then from true euidcnce.of good efteeme, 
Hcbeapprou’d in pra&ife culpable. 

QueeneGoA forbid any Malice lhould preuayle, 

Thac faultleffe may condcmnc a Noble man : 

Pray God hemay acquit him of lufpition. 

King. Ichanke theeAV//, thefewordes content mee 
much. 

Enter Suffolk*- 

How now? why look’ft thou paie? why trembleft thou? 
Where is our Vnckle? what’s the macter J 5'^%i > 

Suff. Dead in his Bed,my Lord: Glofler is dead. 
Queene. Marry God forfend. 

^Card. Gods fecret Iudgcmenc: I did dreame to Night, 
The Duke was dumbe,and could not fpeake a word. 

King founds. 

®tt. How fares my Lord i Helpe Lords,the King is 

dead. 

Som. Rere vp his Body,wring him by the Nofe. 
^.«.Runne,goe,heIpe,helpc:OhHf«r 7 ope thine eyes. 
Suff. He doth reuiue againe, Madame be patient. 
King, Oh Heauenly God. 
jQuMow fares my gracious Lord ? 

Suff. Comfort my Soucraigne, gracious Henry com¬ 
fort. 

Af/^.W.hat,doth my Lord of Suffolke comfort me? 
Came he right now to ling a Raucns Note, 

Whole difmall tune bereft my Vitall powres: 

And thinkes he.that the chirping of a Wren* 

By crying comfort from a hollow breaft. 

Can chafe away the firft-conceiued found ? 

Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugred words. 

Lay not thy hands on me: forbeare I fay, 

Theirtouch affrights me as a Serpents fting. 

Thou balefull MdTcnger,ouc of my fight: 

Vpon thy eye-bal^murderous Tyrannie 
Sits in grim Maieftie,to fright the Wotld, 

Looke not vpon me,for thine eyes are wounding; 

Yet doe not goeaway": comeBafiUskc, 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight: 

For in the fhade of death,I (hall findc ioy 
In life,but double death,now Glojler's dead. 

Queene . Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolke thus ? 
Although the Duke was enemie to him. 

Yet he moft Chriftian.like laments his death: 

And for my felfe,Foe as he was to me, 

Might liquid tearcs,or heart-offending groanes. 

Or blood-confuming fighes recall his Life $ 
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ThefecondT art of Henry the Sixt. 
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I would be blinde with weeping, fickc with grones, 
Looke pale as Prim-rofe with blood-drinking fighe*, 
And all to hauc the Noble Duke aliue. 

What know I how the world may deeme of me? 

For it is knownc we were but hollow Friends; 

It may be iudg’d I made the Duke away. 

So fhall my name with Slanders tongue be wounded. 
And Princes Cou?ts be fill’d with my reproach : 

This get I by his death: Aye me vnhappic, 

To be a Queenc, and Crown’d with infamie. 

King. Ah v/oe is me for Gioftcr, wretched man. 
Queen . Be woe for me, more wretched then he is. 
What, Doft thou turns away,and hide thy face? 

I am no loathfome Leaper, looke on me. 

What? Art (thou like the Adder waxen deafe ? 
Bepoyfonous too, and kill thy forlorne Queenc. 

Is all thy comfort {hut in Gloflcrs Tombe ? 

Why then Dame Eltanor was necrc thy ioy. 

Eredt his Statue, and worfhip it, 

And make my Image but an Ale-houfc figne. 

Was I for this nye wrack’d vpon the Sea, 

And twice by aukward winde from Englands banke 
Drouebackeagaine vnto my Natiue Clime. 

What boaded this ? but well fore-warning wind® 

Did feeme to fay, fecke not a Scorpions Neft, 

Nor fet no footing on this vnkinde Shore. 

What did I then ? But curft the gentle gufh. 

And he that loos’d them forth their Braz.cn Caues, 

And bid them blow towards Englands blcfled fiiore. 
Or turne our Sterne vpon a dreadful! Rocke : 

Yet /£olus would not be a murtherer. 

But left that hatefull office vnto thee. 

The pretty vaulting Sea refus’d to drowne me. 
Knowing that thou wouldft haue me drown’d on fhore 
With teares as fait as Sea, through thy vnkindneffc. 
Thefplitting Rockes cowr’d in the finking fands. 

And would not dafh me with their ragged fides, 
Bccaufe thy flinty heart more hard then they. 

Might in thy Pallacc, perifh Eliswor. 

Asfarre as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffes,< 

When from thy Shore, the Tempeft beate vs backe, 

I flood vpon the Hatches in the ftormc: 

And when the duskie sky, began to rob 
My eatnefTgaping-fight of thy Lands view, 

I tooke a coftly Ieweli from my necke, 

A Hart it was bound in with Diamonds, 

And threw it toward* thy 'Land : The Sea rcceiu’d it. 
And fo I wifh'd thy body might my Heart: 

And euen with this, I iofl faire Englands view. 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my Heart, 

And call’d them blinde and duskie Speftaclcs, 

For loofingken of Albions wiflied Ceaft. 

How often haue I tempccdSuffolkes tongue. 

(The agent of thy fouiejneonAancie) 

To fit and watch me as Afcanixs did, 

When he to madding Dido would vnfold 
His Fathers A&s, commend in burning Troy, 

Am I not witcht like her r Or thou not falfe like him 
Aye me, I can no more: Dye Elinor, 

For Henry wecpcs, that thou doft liuc fo long 

A r oyfe within. Enter Warwicke, and many 
Commons , 

War. It is reported, rhighty Souer^igne, 

That good Duke Humfrey Traitcroufly is murdred 

£ R 


' By Suffolke, and the Cardinal! Beau fords nfZ .—- 

The Commons like an angry Hiue offit, cs 3ne * : 
That want their Leader, fcactcr vp and down 
And care not who they fling in his reueno e C> 

My felfe hsuc calm’d their fpleenfull muttni’c 

Vntill they heare the order of his death. * 

King. Thathe is dead good Warwick V 

Butyiow he dyed, God knowes, not Henry t0 ° tnic i 
Enter his Chamber, view his hrcathleffeCo 
And comment then vpon his fodaine death 

Th ‘ lC rha ! 11 d ,° StaySnUburic 

\ft ith the rude multitude, till I returne IC 

W.O then that iudgeft all things', flay my th 

My thoughts, that labour toperfwade my foul ghtl 

Some violent hands were laid on Hmufrie!l\f *. * 

If my fufpciTt be falfe, forgiue me God, 

For iudgement onely doth belong to thee; 

Faiue would I,go to chafe his palie lips, y 

With twenty thoufandki(Tes,and to draine 

V pon his face an Ocean of fait teares, 

To tell my loue vnto his dumbe deafe trunke 

And with my fingers feelehis hand, vnfceling • 

But all in vaineare thefe meane Obfequics S 

"Bedput forth, * 

And to furuey his dead and earthy Image: 

What were it but to make my forrow greater j 

Come hither gracious Soueraigne.'viewtlii 

King That is to fee how deepe my graue i« madCj 
ror with his foule fled all my worldly loiacc: 

For feeing him, J leemy life in death. 

war. As furely as my loule intends to Hue 
With that dread King that tooke our flate vpon him 
To free v s from his Fathers wrathfull curie, ’ 

I do beleeue that violent hands were laid 
Vpon thelife of this thrice-famed Duke. 

Suf. A dreadfuil Oath, fwornc with a folemn ton™ 
What inflance giues Lord War wicke for his vow, ° 
War. See how the blood is fetled in his face. 

Oft haue I feene a timely-parted G hoft, 

Ofafiiy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodlcfle, 
Being all defeended to the labouring heart, 

Who in the Conflict that it holds with death, 
Attracts the fame for aydance ’gainft the enemy, 
Which with the heart therecooles,andne’rereturneth, 
To blufh and beautific the Cheeke againe. 

But fee, his face is blacke, and full of blood: 

His cye-balles further out, than when he Iiued, 
Staring full gaftly, like a ftrangled man: 

Hishayre vprear’d, his noftrils ftrctcht with flrugling: 
His hands abroad difplay’d, as one that grafpt 
And tugg’d for Life, and was by flrength fubdnde. 
Looke on the (beets his haire (you fee) is flicking, 

His well proportion’d Beard, made ruffe and rugged, 
Like to the Summers Come by Tempeft lodged: 

It cannot be but he was murdred heere, 

The leaft of all thefe figne* were probable. 

Suf. Why Warwicke, who fhould do theD.to death 
My,felfe and Beauford had him in protection, 

And we I hope fir, are no murtherers. 

War. But both of you were vowed D.Hunafries foci 
And you(forfooth) had the good Duke rokcepe: 

Tis like you would not feaft him like a friend, 

And 'tis well feene, he found an enemy. 

J Quten. Than you belike fufpeCt thefe Noblemen, 
A* guilcy of Duke Humfries timeleffe death. 
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I I iMin^i7i 


The fecondT art of Hemy the S ixt. _ 

Dread Lord,thc Commons fend you word by me 


whTfindTtheHeyferdead,and bleedingfrefti, 

T f Jfaft.by, a Butcher with an Axe, 

A " d f 5 fufoea/twas he that made the flaughter ? 

? Jv imagine how the Bird was dead, 

Although the Ky te foare with vnbloudied Beake. 

}‘ f 0 fufpitious is this Tragedie. 

On. Are you theButcher,5«/^?where s yout Knife? 
i fartiford rearm’d a Ky te? where are his Ballons? 

1 weareno Knife,to flaughter fleeping men, 

, t here’s a vengeful! Sword.ruflcd with eafe, . 

Ti at (liall be fcovvred in his rancorous heart, 

..flinders me with MurthcrsCrimfon Badge. 


I’ ifthou dar’fl.ptowd Lord of Warwick flaire. 

That I am faultie in Duke Humfreyes death. 

1 Want- What dares not Warwick.y if falfe Suffolk; dare 

l • > 

nl On. He dares not calme his contumelious Spirit, 
Norceafe to be an arrogant Controller, 

Though Suffolk* dare him twcntic thoufand times. 

Warn. Madame be ftill: with rcuercnce may I fay, 
for euery word you fpcake in his behalfe. 

Is (lander to your Roy all Dignitie. 

^ Blunt-witted Lord,ignoblc in demeanor, 
if cuer Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much, 

Thy Mother tooke into her blamefull Bed 
Sooie fterne vntutur’d Churle; and Noble Stock 
Was graft with Crab-tree flippe, whofe Fruit thou art, 
A n d neuer of the Nettils Noble Race. 
jftry.Butthat the guilt of Murther bucklers thee. 

And I fliould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand fliames. 

And that my Soucraignes prefence makes me milde, 

I would, falfe murd’rous Co ward,on thy Knee 
Make thee begge pardon for thy pafled fpcech, 

And fay,it was thy Mother that thou meant'ft. 

That thou thy felfe waft borne in Baftardic; 

And after all this fearefull Homage done, 

Giuc thee thy hyre,and fend thy Soule to Hell* 

Pernicious blood-fucker of fleeping men. 

Suf. Thou (halt be waking,while I (bed thy blood. 

If from this prefence thou dar’ft goe with me. 

Warn. Away euen no w,or I will drag thee hence: 
Vnworthy though thou art,lie cope with thee. 

And doe fome fcruice to Duke Humfreyes Ghoft. 

Exeunt* 

Xiwf.What ftrongerBreft-plate then a heart vntainted ? 
Thrice is he arm’d^hat hath his Quarrell iuft; 

And he but naked,though loekt vp in Steele, 

Whofe Confcicrice with Iniuflice is corrupted. 

A noyfe within, 

Qucene . What noyfe is this ? 

Enter Suffolke and Warwicke $ with their 
Weapons drawne . 

King. Why how now Lords i 
Your wrathfull Weapons drawne. 

Herein our prcfencc ? Dare you be fo bold ? 

Why what tumultuous clamor haue toe here f 
^ H ff % The trayt’rous Warwick^ with the men of Bury f 
Set all vpon me, mightie Soueraianc, 

■ 'O 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sahsb. Sirs ftand apart, the King ftiall know your 
nunde. ' 


Vnlefle Lord Suffolke ftraight be done to death, 

Or baniflied faire Englands Territories, 

They will by violence teare him from your Pallace. 

And torture him with grieuous lingring death. 

They fay,by him the good Duke Humfrey dy’de: 

They fay,in him they feare yourHighncffc death; 

And meere inftin£l of Loue and Loyaltie, 

Free from a ftubborne oppofite intent. 

As being thought to contradict your liking. 

Makes them thus forward in his Banilbment. 

They fay, in clre of your mod Royall Perfon, 

That if your Highnefle fhould intend to fleepe. 

And chargc.that no man (bould diflurbe your relt. 

In painc of your diflike.or paine of death; 

Yet notwithftanding fuch a ftrait Edi<51, 

Were there a Serpent feenc,with forked Tongue. 

That flyly glyded towards your Maieftie, 

It were but neceffarie you were wak’t: 

Lcaft being fuffer’d in that harmefull (lumber, 

The mortall Worms might make the fleepe cternall. 

And therefore doe they cry,though you forbid, 

Thac they will guard you, where you will,ocno, 

From fuch fell Serpents as falfe Suffolke is j 
With whofe inuenomed and fatail fling, 

Your louing Vnckle,twentie times his worth. 

They fay is fhamcfully berefc of life. 

Commons within. An ani wer from the King, my Lord 
of Salisbury, 

Suff. ’Tis like the Commons,rudc vnpoliflit Hindcs, 
Could fend fuch Meflage to their Soueraigne: 

But you,my Lord,were glad to be imploy’d, 

To (hew how queint an Orator you are. 

But all the Honor Salisbury hath wonne. 

Is,that he was the Lord Embaflador, 

Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King. 

within. An anfwer from the King, or wee will all 
breake in. 

King. Goc Sal is bury, 3 .n& tell them all from me, 

I thanke them for their tender louing care ; 

And had I not becne cited fo by them. 

Yet did I purpofe as they doe enrreat: 

For furc.my thoughts doe hourcly prophccie, 

Mifchance vnto my State by Suffolkes meanes. 

And therefore by his Maiellic I iweare, 

Whofe farre-vnworthie Deputiel am. 

He (ball not breathe infe&ion in this ayre. 

But three dayes longer,on the paine of death. 

£>u. Ob Henry me pleade for gentle Suffolke. 
Au«f.Vngentlc Queene,to call him gentle Suffolk*. 

No more I fay: if thou do’fl pleade for him. 

Thou wilt but adde encreafc vnto my Wrath. 

Had I but fayd, I would haue kept my Word; 

But when I fweare,ic is irreuocable: 

If after three dayes fpace thou herebee’ft found. 

On any ground that I am Ruler of. 

The World (hall not be Ranfome for thy Life. 

Come Warwicke.comc good Warwicke, goc with mee, 

I haue great matters to impart to thee. Exit. 

Qu. Mifchance and Sorrow goe along with you. 
Hearts Difcontent,and fowre Affii&ion, 

Be play-fcllowcs to keepe you companie 
There’s two of you, the Deuill make a third. 

And three-fold Vengeance tend vpon your fteps. 

7 Suff. Ceafc.gentle Qijeene,thefe Execrations, 

And let thy Suffolke take his heauie leaue. 

Quetne. Fye 
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!>*«». Fyc Coward woman, and foft harced wretch. 
Haft thou hot fpirit to curfe thine enemy. 

Stef. A plague vpon them: wherefore (hould I curfle 
them? 

Would curfes kill, as doth the Mandrakes grone, 

I would inuent as bitter fearching termes. 

As curd, as harfh, and horrible to hcarc, 

Deliuer’d ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With full as many fignes of deadly hate. 

As leane-fac’d enuy in her loathfome cauc. 

My tongue fhould ftumblc in mine earned words, 

Mine eyes flhould fparkle like the beaten Flint, 

Mine hairc be fixe an end, as cue diftraft: 

I,euery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban, 

And euen now my burthen*d heart would breake 
Should I not curfe them. Poyfon be their drinke. 

Gall, worfe then Gal!, the daintieft that they tafte 2 
Their fvveeteft fhadc,a grouc of Cypreflc Trees : 

Their checfeftProfpcfh murd’ringBafiliskes: 

Their fofeeft Touch, as (mart as Lyzards flings: 

Their Mufieke, frightfull as the Serpents hide, 

And boading Screcch-Owles, make the Confort full. 

All the foulc terrors in darkc feated hell- 

Enough fweec Suffolke,thou cotmeiu’ft thy fclfe. 
And thefe dread curfes like the Sunnc 'gainft glaffe. 

Or like an oucr-chargedGun, recoile. 

And turnes the force of them vpon thy felfe. 

Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leaue? 
Now by the ground that I am baniflVd from. 

Well could I curfe away a Winters night, 

Though (landing naked on a Mountaine top, 

Where by ting cold would neucr let grafTe grow. 

And thinke it but a minute fpent in lporc. 

Qu. Oh, let me intreat thee ccafe,giue me thy hand, 
Thar I may dew it with my mournfull tea 2 
Nor let the raine of heauen wet this place. 

To wafh awaymy wofull Monuments. 

Oh, could this kifle be printed in thy hand. 

That thou might’ft thinke vpon thefe by the Seale, 
Through whom a thoufand fighes are breath d for thee. 
So get thee gone, that I may know my greefe, 

Tis but furoiiz’d, whiles thou art Handing by. 

As one chat furfets, thinking on a want: 

I will repcale thee, or be well aflur'd, 

Aducnrure to be bamfhed my felfe : 

And banifhed I am, if but from thee. 

Go, fpeakc not to me; euen now be gone. 

Oh go not yet. Euen thus, two Friends condemn’d. 
Embrace, and kifle, and take ten thoufand leaucs, 

Loather a hundred times to pare then dye $ 

Yet now farewell, and farewell Life with thee. 

Suf. Thus is poore Suffolke ten times banifhed. 

Once by the King, and three times chricc by thee. 

Tis not the Land 1 care for, wer’t thou thence, 

A Wildernefle rs populous enough, 

So Suffolke had thy heauenly company: 

"or where thou art, there is the World it felfe. 

With eucry ieuernll pleafurein the World ; 

And where thou art not, Defolation. 

‘ can no more: Liue thou to toy thy life; 

Vly felfe no icy in nought, but that thou liu’ft. 

I ■ • v 

SnttrVaux. 


Qwene. Whether goesf'hw.vlbfaft? What newes I 
arethec? 


ThefecomfPart of Henry the Sixt. 


Vaux. To fignific vnto his Maiefty" 

That Cardinall Beauferd is at point ofdeath 
For fodainly a grecuous ficknefTc tookc him 
That makes him gaspe, and flare, and catrk’.u 
Blafpheming God, and curfing men o 
Sometime he talkcs, as if Duke Humfr, es r .„ 
Were by his fide: Sometime,he callc, t M e K . 

And whifpers to his pillow, as to him * m 8» 
Thefecrets ofhisouer-chargcd foulc* 
AndlamfenttotellhisMaieftic, * 

That euen now he cries alowd for him. 

gu. Go tell this hcany Meflagc to the Kin 
Aye me J What is this World? What newest t ^ 
But wherefore greeue I at an houres poorc \ 0 (f 
Omitting SufFolkes exile, my foules Trcafure >’ 
Why onely Suffolke mournc I not for thee ? 

And with the Southerne clouds, contend in tearro 
Thejrs tor the earths cncreafe, mine for m v (orll 
Now get thee hence,the K,ng thou know’ll is Z ' 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. C ° m ® ln l 
Suf If I depart from thee, I cannot liue 
And in thy fight to dye, what were it ellc ’ 

But like a pleafant (lumber in thy lap ? * 

Heerc conld I breath my foulc into the ayre 
As miide and gentle as the Cradle-babe * 

Dying with mothers dugge betweene te’slip. 
Where from thy fight, I fhould be raging mad 
And cry out for thee to clofe vp mine eyes • * 

To haue thee with thy lippes to flop my mouth; 

So ihould it thou eycher turne my flying f ou ; e 
Or I fhould breathe it fo into thy body, * * 
Andthenitliu’dinfwectcElizium. * 

To dye by thee, were but to dye in ieft, 

From thee to dye, were torture more then death; 

Oh let me flay, befall what may befall. 

iW Away; Though parting be a frecfull corofiue 
Ir is applyed to a dcathfull wound. 

To France fwcct Suffolke: Let me heare from thee: 
For wherefoerethou art in this worlds Globe. 

He haue an Iris that (hall finde thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

Qh. And take my heart with thee. 

Suf Ale well loekt into the wofulftCaskc, 

That euer did containe a thing of worth, 

Euen as a fplitted Barke, fo funder we: 

This way f all I to death. 

Jjht. This way for me, Extmt 

Enttr the King, Salisbury, andIParmckt, to tht 
(ordinal in bed* 

King. How fare’s my Lord ? Speake Beauford to thy 
Soueraigne. 

Ca. If thou beeft death,He giue thee Englands Trcafure, 
Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland/ 

So thou wilt let meliue.and fcele no paine. 

King. Ah, what a figne it is ofeuill life, 

Where death’s approach is feene fo terrible. 

Ivor. Beauford, it is thy Soueraigne fpcakes to thee. 
Beau. Bring me vnto my Triall when you will.. 
Dy’de be not in his bed? Where fhould he dye ? 

Can I make men liue where they will or no ?j 
Oh torture me no more, I will confeflc. 

Aliue againe? Then (hew me where he is, 
lie giue a thoufand pound to looke vpon him. 

He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded them. 

7 Comb. 
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The fecond Tarto f Henry the Sixt 


—jTTdownehishair e ? looke,looke, it ftands vpright, 

C ? r Le twigs fet to catch my winged foule: 

^Helotoc drinke, and bid the Apothecarie ■’ 

GlUe The ftrone poyfon that I bought othim. 

Bring t ££ etcrna u moucr 0 f £ he heauens, 

. T^'ith a gentle eye vpon this Wretch, 
rthbeate away the bufie medling Fiend, 

°L laves ftrone fiege vnto this wretches foule/ 
bis'boibme purge this blacke difpairc. 

^ 5 e? how the pangs of death do make him grin. 

;j nifturbe him not, let him pa(Te peaceably. 
fL peace to his foule, if Gods good plealure be. 
r dCard’nall. if thou chink’ft on heauens blifle, 
oil vp thy hand, make lignjill of thy hope. 

Ujdiesarrd makes no figne : Oh God forgiue him. 
n par. Sobadadeath, argues amonftrous life. 

Forbeare to iudge, for we arc finners all. 
riofe vp his eyes, 3nd draw the Curtaine clofe, 

Andlet vs allco Meditation, S*cmt. 

t/lUrum. Tight at Sea. Ordnance goes of.. 

Enter Lieutenant , Sufolke , and others, 
lieu. The gaudy blabbing and rcmorfcfull day, 

Is crept into the bofome of the Sea: 

Andnow loud houling Wdues aroufe the lades 
That dragge the Tragicke melancholy night; 

Who with their drowfie, flow,and flagging wings 
Cleape dead-mens graues, and from their roifly Iawcs, 
Breath foule contagious darkneffe in the ayre: 

Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize. 

For whilft our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes, 

H e{ re (hall they make theic ranfome on the (and, 

Orvvith their blood ftainc this difcoloured (hore. 
Mai(ler,this Prifoner freely giue 1 thee, 
Andthouthatarthis Mate, make boote of this: 

The other tValter ft hi! more is thy fharc. 

1 . gent. What is my ranfome Mafter,Iet me know. 
Ma.h thoufand Crownes, orelle lay down your head 
Mate. And fo much (hail you giue,or oft goes yours. 
lieu. What thinke you much to pay zooo.Crownes, 

Andbearc the name and port of Gentlemen ? 

Cut both the Villaines throats, for dy you (hall: 

The liues of thofe which we haue loft in fight, 
Becountcr-poys’d with fuch a pettie fumme. 
i .Gent, lie giue it fir, and therefore fpare my life. 

2 , Gent. And fo will I,and write home for it ftraighc, 
Whitm. I loft mine eye in laying the prize abootd. 

And therefore to reuenge it, (halt thou dye, 

And fo Ihould thefe, if I might haue my will. 

Lieu. Be.not fo rafh, take ranfome, let him liue. 

Suf. Looke on my George, lama Gentleman, 

Rate meat what thou wilt, thou lhalt be payed. 

white And fo am I: my name is Walter Whitmore. 
Hownow?why ftarts thou? What doth death affright? 

Suf Thy name affrights me, in whofe found is death: 
A cunning man did calculate my birth. 

And told me that by Water I fhould dye : 

Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded. 

Thy name is Gualtier ,being rightly founded. 

iThtt. Gaultier ox Walter , which it is 1 care nor, 

'leuer yet did bafe difhonour blurre our name, 
lut with our fword we wip’d away the blot. 

Therefore, when Merchant-like 1 fell reuenge, 

Iroke be my Iword, my Arincs tome and defac’d, 

And I proclaim’d a Coward through the world. 


Suf. Stay IPhitmore , for thy Prifoner is a Prince, 

The Duke of Suffolke, Wttiiam dela Pole. 

IPhiu The Duke of Suffolke, muffled vp in ragges ? 
Suf. I, but thefe ragges are no part of the Duke. 

Lieu. But Ioue was neucr flainc as thou fhalcbe, 
Obfcure and lowfic Swaine, King Henries blood. 

Suf. The honourable blood of Lancafter 
Muft not be (hed by fuch a iaded Groomc : 

Haft thou not kift thy hand, and held my ftirrop ? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth Mule, 

And thought thee happy when I (hookc my head. 

How often haft thou waited at my cup, 

Fed from my Trencher, kneel’d downe at the board. 
When I haue feafted with Quecne Margaret ? 
Remember it, and let it make thee Crcft-falne, 

I, and alay this thy abortiue Pride; 

How in our voyding Lobby haft thou flood, 

And duly way ted for my comming forth ? 

This hand ofmine hath writ in thy bchalfe. 

And therefore (ball it charme thy riotous tongue, 

Whit. Speak Captaine, (hall I flab the forlorn Swain. 
Lieu. Firft let my words flab him,as he hath me. 

Suf. Bafe flaue, thy words arc blunt,and fo art thou. 
Lieu. Conuey him hence,and on our long boats fide. 
Strike off his head. Suf Thou dar’ft not for thy owne. 

Lieu. Poole, Sir Poole} Lord, 

I kennell, puddle, finke,whofc filth and dirt 
Troubles the filuer Spring,where England drinkes: 

Now will I dam vp this thy yawning mouth, 

For (wallowing the Treafurc of the Realme. 

Thy lips that kift the Queene, (ball fvveepe the ground i 
And thou that fmil’dft at good Duke Httmfries death, 
Againft the fcnfelcfle windcs (ball grin in V3ine, 

Who in contempt (ball hi(Te at thee againe. 

And wedded be thou to the Hagges of hell. 

For daring to affyc a mighty Lord 
Vnto the daughter ofa worthlefle King, 

Hailing neyther Subicdf, Wealth, nor Diadem : 

By diuellifh policy art thou growne great. 

And like ambicious Sylla ouer-gorg’d,- 
With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding heart. 

By thee Aniott and Maine were fold to France. 

The falfe reuolcing Normans thorough thee, 

Difdaine co call vs Lord, and Ticcardie 
Hathflaine theirGoueruors. furpriz’d our Forts, 

And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home. 

The Princely Warwicke, and the Ntuils zW, 

Whofe drcadfull (words were neuer dra.wne in vaine, 

As hating thee, and rifing vp in armes . 

And now the Houfe of Yorkc thruft from the Growne, 
By fihamcfull murthcr ofa guiltlefle King, 

And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 

Burnes with teuenging fire, whofe hopefull colours 
Aduancc our halfe-fac’d Sunne, ftriuing to fhine; 

Vnder the which is writ, Inuitis nubibtu , 

The Commons heere in Kent are vp in armes, 

And to conclude. Reproach and Beggeric, 

Is crept into the Pallace of our King, 

And all by thee: away, conuey him hence, 

Suf. O that I were a God, to (boot forth Thunder 
Vpon thefe paltry,(crude,abieft Drudges: 

Small things make bafe men proud. This Vdlaine heere. 
Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threatens more 
Then Bargains the ftrong Illyrian Pyrate. 

Drones fucke not Eagles blood, butrobBee-hiues: 
Itisiropoffiblc that I fhould dye 














































































138 'Thefecond Part ofHenry the Sixt. 


By fuch a lowly Vaflatl as thy felfe. 

Thy words moue Rage, and not remorfe in me: 

I go of Mcfligc from the Queene to France : 

I charge thee wafe me fafely erode the Channell. 

Lieu. Water: W # Corac Suffolkc, I mud waft thee 
to thy de 3 th. 

Suf. P 'wegehdtos timor occupat artusi it is thee I fcare. 
Wi/.Thou (halt haue caufe to fearc before I leaue thee. 
What, are ye dinted now? Now will ye ftoope. 

l.Gcnt. My gracious Lord intreat him,fpeak him fair. 
Suf. Suffolkes Jmperiall tongue is ftemc and rough: 
Vs’d to command, vntaught topleade for fauour# 

Farre be it, we fhould honor fuch as thefe 
With humble fuitc: no, rather let my head 
Stoope to the blockc, then thefe knees bow to any, 

Saue to the God of heauen, and to my King: 

And fooner dance vpon a bloody pole, 

Then ftand vneouer’d to the Vulgar Groomc. 

True Nobility, is exempt from fearc.* 

More can I beare, then you dare execute. 

Lieu . Hale him away, and let him talke no more: 
Come Souldiers, (hew what cruelty ye can. 

Suf. That this my death may neuer be forgot. 

Great men oft dye by vilde Bezonions. 

A Romane S worder, and Bandetto flaue 
Murder’d fweet Tully. Brmtn Baftard hand 
Stab’d IhIihs Cafar. Sauage Iflanders 
Pompej the Great, and Suffolk dyes by Pyrats. 

Exit Water with Suffolfy. 
Lieu. And as for thefe whofc ranfomc we haue fee, 

It is our pleafure one of them depart: yd 

Therefore come you with vs, and let him go. 

Sxit Lieutenant, and the reft . 
KjManet theftrft Gent . Inter IFalter with the body. 

Wai There let his head, and liueleffe bodie lye, 

Vncill the Queene his Miftris bury it. Exit Walter , 

i.Gent, O barbarous and bloudy fpeftade. 

His body will I bearc vnto the King: 

If he reuenge it not, yet will his Friends, 

So will the Queehe, that liuing, held him deerc. 

Enter Beilis y and lohn Holland . 


Bents . Come and get thee a fword, though made of a 
Lath, they haue bene vp thefe two dayes. 

Hoi They haue the more ncede to fleepe now then. 

Beuis . I tell thee, lacke Cads the Cloathicr, meanes to 
dreffethe Common-wealth and tumcit, andfet anew 
nap vpon it. 

Hat. So he had need, for’ti s thred-bare. Well, I fay, 
it was neuer merric world in England, fince Gentlemen 
came vp. r , r f 

Bettis. O miferablc Age : Vertue is not regarded in 
Handy-crafts men'. 

Hoi. The Nobilitie thinke fcorne to goe in Leather 
Aprons. 

Bettis , Nay more, the Kings Councell are no good 
Workcmen. < 

Hoi. True : and yet it is faid, Labour in thy Vocati¬ 
on : which is 'as much to fay, as let the Magiftrates be la¬ 
bouring men, and therefore fhould we be Magiftrates. 

Bettis . Thou haft hit it: for there’s no better figne of a 
braue minde, then a hard hand. 

Hcl % I fee them, I fee them: There’s Hefts Sonne, the 
Tanner of Wingham. 

Beuis. Hee fhall haue the skinnes of our enemies, to 


makeDogges Leather of. 

Hoi And Dicke the Butcher. 
penis. Then is fin ftrucke downe like an O 
quities throate cut like a Calfe. * c jand 

Bel. And Smith the Weauer. 

Ben. Argo,their thred oflifeisfp„ n> 

Hoi. Come, come, let’s fall in with them. 

Drumme. Enter-Cade, ^ke^Butcher,Smith the » 
and a Sawyer , with infinite numbers *** 

the?*' w " hh " f ° or<w 

But Or rather of Sealing a Carle ofHetrme, 
Cade. For our enemies fhall faile before v* • r ■ 
withthe fpirit of putting down Kings and PrinrJT 
mandfilcnce. 

But. Silence. 

Cade. My Father was a Mortimer. 

But. He was an honeft man, and a good Bricklayer 
Cade. My mother a Plantagenet. 

B'utch. I knew her well, fhe was a Midwife. 

Cade. My wife defeended oftlie Lacies, 

But. She was indeed a Pedlcrs daughter^ fold m 
Laces. afl 

Weauer. But now of late, not able totrauell «,i,u 
furr’d Packe, (he waflies buckevhere at home. ™ 

Cade. Therefore am I of an honorable houfe 
But. I by my faith, the field is honourable, and the, 
was he borne, vnder a hedge: for his Father had neuer 
houfe but the Cage. , 

Cade. Valiant lam. 

Weauer A muft needs, for beggery is valiant. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. 

But. Noqueftionofthac: for I hauefeene him whip 
three Market dayes together. ‘ 

Cade. I feare neither l'word, nor fire. 

Wea. He neede not feare the fword, for his Coate iso 
proofe. 

But. But me thinks he fhould ftand in feare offire,be 
ing burnt i’th hand for dealing of Shcepe. 

Cade. Be braue then, foryourCaptaineisBrauCj ant 
Vowes Reformation. There fhall be in England, feuer 
halfe peny Loaues fold for a peny: the three hoop’d pot 
fhall haue ten hoopes, and I wil make it Fellony to drinl 
finall Beere. AH the Realms fhall be in Common,and ir 
Cheapfide {hall my Palfrey goto grade: and when lair 
King, as King I will be. 

All, God faue your Maicfty. 

Cade. I thanke you good people. There (hall beenc 
roony, all fhall eatc and drinkeon myfeore, andl will 
apparrell them all in one J-iuery, that they may agree liki 
Brothers, and worfhip me their Lord. 

But. The firft thing we do, let's kill all the lawyers. 
Cade. Nay, thatlmeanetodo. Is not this a laments' 
ble thing, that of the skin of an innocent Lambe Ihould 
be made Parchment; that Parchment being fcribeld ore, 
fhould vndoe a man. Some fay the Bee flings, bud fay 
’tis the Bees waxe s for I did bur. fcale once to a thing,and 
I was neuer mine owne man fince. How now i Who’: 
there ? 

Enter a Clarke. 

Weauer. The Clearke of Chartam: hce can write ant 
reade, and caft accompt.' 

Cade. Omonftrous. 

ta. Wc tooke him fetting of boyes Copies. 
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1 i Min-i 7 


The fecondT artof Henry the Sixt 


'«* hi,pocket with red Letter, in’c 

then he is a C-oniurcr. 

But' Nay! he can make obli g ations > and wtltc Court 

fc*} . t am forry for t : The man is a proper man of 
^Honour : vnlclfe I findehim guilty,he (ha 1 not die. 
^^erfirrah, 1 muft examine thee : What is thy 

" £^Th!y vfe to writ it on the top of Letters: 'Twill 

&°K! LctnSonc : Doft thou vfc to write thvname? 
0 fhaft*hoii amarke to thy fclfc, like a honeft plain dea- 

lin |W*- Sir 1 thanke God, I haue bin fo well brought 
that I can write my name. 

’P ’jH j^ e hath confeft: away with him : he's a Villatnc 

Away with him I fay : Hang him with his Pen 

j inke'horne about his ncckc. 

,n Exit one with the Clearke 

Enter ^Michael. 

Mich. Where’s our Generali? 

C.de. Hcere I am thou particular fellow. 
inch. Fly, fly,fly, Sir Uutnfrey Stafford and his brother 
Mthard by, with the Kings Forces. 

Cede. Stand viilaine, ftand. cr lie fell trice downe: he 
(hallbe encountred with a man as good as himfelfe. He 
isburaKnight, is a? 

Mich, No. 

Cede. To equallhim I will make my felfe a knight,pre- 
fently; Rife vp Si flohn cMiortimer. Now haue at him. 

Safer Sir Humfrey Stafford, and bis Brother, 
with Drum and Soldiers. 

Stef, Rebellious Hinds, the filth 3nd feum of Kent, 
Mark’d for the Gallowes: Lay your Weapons downe. 
Home to your Cottages : forfake this Groomc. 

The King is mercifull, ifyoti reuolt. 

’Bro, But angry,wrathfull, 3nd inclin’d to blood, 

Ifyou go forward: therefore yecld, or dye. 

Cade. As for thefe filken-coatcd flaues I pafle nor, 

It is to you good people, that I fpeake, 

Ouer whom (in time to come) I hope to raigne: 

Fori am rightfull heyre vnto theCrowne. 

Staf. Viilaine, thy Father was a Playfiercr, 

And thou thy felfe a Shcareman, art thou not ? 

Cade, And Adam was a Gardiner. 

Bro. And what ofthat? 

Cade. Marry, this Edmund A-for timer Earle of»March, 
married the Duke of Clarence daughter, did he not ?i 
Staf. 1 fir. 

Cade. By her he had two children at one birth. 

Bro. That’s falle.i 

Cade. I,there’s the queftion; But I fay, ’tis true: 

The elder ofthern being put to nurfe, 

Was by a begger-wotnan ftolr.e away, 

And ignorant of his birth and parentage. 

Became a Bricklayer, when he came to age, 

His fonne am I, deny it ifyou can. 

But. Nay, ’tis too true, therefore he (hall be King. 

Sir, he made a Chimney in my Fathers houfe, & 
the brickes are aliue at this day to teftifie ic ; ' therefore 
deny it not. 


Staf. And will you credit this bafcDrudges Worucs 
that fpeakes he knowes not what. 

tAll. I marry will we: therefore get ye gone. 

•Bro lacke Cade, the D.of York hath taught you this. 
Cade. He lyes, for I inuenredlit my felfe. Go too Sir- 
rah, tell the King from me, that for his Fathers fake Hen¬ 
ry the fife, (in whofc time, boyes went to Span-counter 
for French Crownes) I am content he fhallraigne,but lie 

beProte&oroucrhim. 

•Butcher. And furthermore, wee 1 haue the Lord Sayes 
head,for felling theDukedome of Maine. 

Cade And good reafon: for thereby is England main d 
And faine to go with a ftaffe.but tnat my puifiance holds 
it vp, Fellow-Kings, 1 tell you, that that) Lord Say hath 

gelded the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch: & j 

more then that, he can fpeake Frfnch.and therefore hee i* 
a Traitor. 

Staf. O groffe and miferableignorance. 

Cade. Nay anfwer ifyou can: The Frenchmen arc our 
enemies rgo too then, 1 ask but this: Can he that ipeaks 
with the tongue of an enemy, be a good Councellour, or 
no ? 

All. No. no. and therefore wee’l haue his head. 

Bro Well, feeing gentle words will not preuayle, 
Affaile them with the Army ofihe King. 

Staf. Herald away, and throughout eucry Towne, 
Prochime them Traitors that are vp with Cade, 

That thofe which flyc before the battell ends. 

May euen in their Wines and Childrens fight. 

Be hang’d vp for example at their doores: 

And you that be the Kings Friends follow me. 

Cade . And you that loue the Commons, follow me: 
Now {hew your lelues men, ’tis tor Liberty. 

We will not leaue one Lord, one Gentleman: 

Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted fhooen, 

For they are thrifty honeft men, and fuch 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 

•But. They are all in order,and march toward vs. 

Cade. But then are we in order, when we are moft out 
oforder. Come, march forward. 

Alarums to thefight, wherein both the Staffords are faine 
Enter Cade and the refl. 

Cade. Where’s Dicke, thcButchcr of Afhford ? 

"But. Hcetefir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like Sheepe and Oxen, & 
thou behaucd’ft thy felfe, as if thou hadft beene in thine 
\ owne Slaughter-houfe: Thcrfore thus will I reward thee, 
the Lent fhall bee as long againe as it is , and thou {halt 
haue a Licenfe to kill for a hundred lacking one. 

But. I defire no more. 

Cade. And to fpeake truth, thou deferu’ft no lefle. 
This Monument of the vi&ory will I beare, and the bo¬ 
dies fhall be dragg’d at my horfeheelcs,till I do come to 
London, where we will haue the Maiors fword born be¬ 
fore vs. 

But. If we meane to thriue,and do good, breake open 
the Gaoles, and let out the Prifoners. 

Cade. Feare not that I warrant thee. Come,let’s march 
towards London. Exeunt. 

Enter the King with a Supplication,and the Queene with Suf¬ 
folk's head, the Duke of Buckingham, and the 
Lord Say. 

Queene. Oft haue I heard that greefe foftens the mind. 

And 
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And makes it fearefull and degenerate, 

Thinke therefore on reuenge, and ccafc to wcepe. 

But who can ceafe to weepc, and lookcon this. 

Heere may his head lye on my throbbing breft : 

But where’s the body that I ihould imbrace ? 

"Bttc. What anfwer makes your Grace to the Rcbells 
Supplication ? 

King, lie fend fomc holy Bifhop to intreat: 

For God forbid, fo many fimplcfoules 
Should peri fh by the Sword. Audi my felfe. 

Rather then bloody Warre {Kail cot them fhort. 

Will parley with I a eke Cads their Generali. 

But ftay, lie read it ouer once againc. 

Q», Ah barbarous villaincs: Hath this lonely face. 
Rul’d like a wandering Plannet ouer me. 

And could it not inforce them to relent, 

Thatwerc vnvvorthy to behold the fame. 

King, Lord Say, lacks Cade hath fworne to liuae thy 
head. 

Say. I, but 1 hope your Highnefle {Kali hade his. 

King. How now Madam? 

Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolkes death ? 

I fcaremc (Loue) if that I had beene dead. 

Thou would’ft not haue mourn’d fo much for me. 

No my Loue, I Ihould not mourne, but dye for 

thee. 

Enter a Meffenger. 


TheJecondTart of Henry theSixt. 

And therefore am I bold and refo!«c.~ 


King. How now? Wha: newes ? Why corn’ll thou in 
fuch hafie ? 

Mef The Rebels arc in Southwatke: Fly my Lord: 
lack? CWeproclaimes himfclfe Lord Mortimer , 
Dcfcended from the Duke ofClarencehoufc, 

And calles your Grace Vfurpcr, openly. 

And vowes to Crowr.c himlelfc in Weftminfter. 

His Army is a ragged multitude 
Of Hindes and Pezants, rude and mcrcHeflc: 

Sir Humfrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, 

Hathgiuen them heart and courage to procecde: 

All Schollers, Lawyers,Courtiers, Gentlemen, 

They call falfe Catterpillers, and intend their death. 

Kin.Oh graceleffc men: they know not what they do, 
* Back. My gracious Lota, retire to Kilhngwotth, 
Vntill a po wei be rais’d to put them downe. 

Qu. Ah were the Duke ofSufFelkcnow aliue, 

Thcle Kcntifli Rebels would be foonc appeas’d. 

King. Lord Say, the Traitors hateth thee. 

Therefore away with vs toKillmgworth. 

Say. So might your Graces perfon be in danger: 

The fight of me is odious in their eyes : 

And therefore in this Citty will I flay, 

Andliuc alone as fecret as I may. 

Enter another Aicffcnger. 

Tileff. laclie ffade hath gotten London-bridge, 

The Citizens fly e and forlike their homes: 

The Rafcall people, thiriling after prCy, 

Ioyne with the Traitor, and they ioyn.Iy fwearc 
Tofpoyle the City, and your Royall Court. 

"Bite. Then linger not my Lord, away, take boric. 

■King. Com $ Margaret, Gpd our hope will fuccor vs. 
ffhs, My hope if gone, now Suffofke is deCeaft. 

King. Farewell my Lord, tejift nor the Kcntifli Rebels 
Hue. Trufl no body for fear'e you betraid. 

Say. The trull 1 haue, is iiftnfte innocence. 


' en 0 . 7 ,, 


Enter Lord Scales vpon the Tower 

two or three (itiz.cn: hfcf' k 

Scales. How now? Is lathy Cade fl a i nc a 

I .Of. No my Lord nor likely to be flaine . 

For they haue wonne the Bridge, ° C ' 

Killing all thofc that withfland them; 

The L. Major crauesayd of your Honnrf 

To defend the City from the Rebels. f ° m 

Such ayd as I can fpare you fhall. 

troubled heere with them my f c ]f c ° mnia »d 


Scales 
But I am 


The Rebels haue allay’d to win the Toiler ' 

But getyou toSmithfield, and gather head 

And thither I will fend you Ttfatbew Coffc 
Fight for your King, your Countrey,and ' Vanr r • 
And fofarwcll, fori mull hence a«ainc ^ I-1Ue$ » 

Exct 

Enter lack. Cadeatidthereft, 
ft a ff* Londonft one. 

Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of thi, Citv 
And heere ficting vpon London Stone Jf 
I charge and command, that of the Cities coft 
The p.lflng Conduit run nothing but Clarret Wine 
This htflyeare ofour raigne. 

And now henceforward it (Rail be Treafon for jn v 
That calles me other then Lord Mortimer. * ^ 
Enter a Soldier running. 

Soul. I ache Cade, Jacks Cade. 

Cade. Knocke him downe there. Th.,in- 

’Bat. Ifchis Fellow be wife, hce’Irtcoer call yee ^ 

Cade mote, I thinke he hath a very fairc warning, ' 

• : V/ L ° rd> thcre s an Arm y gathered togethe 

in Southfield. 6 c 

Cade. Come, then let’s go fight with them: 

But firft, go and fet London Bridge on fire. 

And if you can, bunic downe the Tower too. 

Come, let s away. Exeunt mm. 

Alarums, tJllathew (Jeffs is Jlain,and all the rejl. 

7hen enter lacke Cade,with his Company. 

Cade. So firs : now go fomc and pull dosvn the Sauoyi 
Others to'ch Inncs of Court, downe with them all. 

Km. I haue a fuice vnto your Lordfhip. 

Cade. Beeit aLorddiippe, thou (halt'haue it for that 
word. 

*Bnt. Onely that the La wes of England may come out 
ofyour mouth. 

Iohn. Made ’twill be fore Law then,for he was thrufl 
in the mouth with a Spcare, and *tis not whole yet. 

Smith. Nay hhn> ic wil be (linking Law,for his breath 
fiinkes with eating toafted chcefe. 

fade. I b3ue thought vpon it, it (hall bee fo* Away, 
burne all the Records of the Rcalmc, my mouth (hall be 
the Parliament of England. 

Iihn. Then we are like to haue biting Statutes 
Vnlcffe his teerh be pull'd our. 

Cade. Andhence-forwardallchings (liallbcin Com¬ 
mon. Enter a Mejfenger* 

Mef. My Lord, a prize, aprize,heeres the Lord Saj, 
which fold the Townes in France. He that made vs pay 
one and twenev Fifceenes^and one (hilling to the pound, 
the laft Subfidic. j 
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Later George, with the Lord Say. 

„ . We |f hec {hall be beheaded for it ten times: 
c„r thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord, now 
Ah ?° U Sin point-blank/>four Iurifdia.on Regall 
nft thou anfwer to my Maiefty, for giuing vp of 
\Vhat c “ ujo Mounfieur Baffmecu, the Dolpbine of 
gorwaf 1 " knowiievnto thee by thefc prefence, eucn 
^ inCe r. n re of Lord Mortimer, that I am the Beefome 
the Court cleaneof fuch filth 


thep 


thou 


iiftfweepc the Court 
tbSt Thouhaft nioftiraiteroufly corrupted the youth of 
imereaingaGrammar Schoole: and wherc- 
th ff 0 ’ U r Fore-fathers had no other Bookesbutthe 
• ^ and the Tally, thou haft caufed priming to be vs’d, 
Contrary to the King, his Crownc, and Dignity,thou 
fflhnilt a Paper-Mill. It will be prooued to thy Face, 
Kouhaft men about thee, that vfually talke of a 
L' vsneand a Vcrbe, and fuch abhominable wordes, as 
Chriftia 0 eare can endure to hcarc. Thou haft appoin- 
"dlafticesofPeace, to call poore men before them, a- 
bout matters they were not able to anfwer. Moreouer, 
,° oU ^(1 put them in prifon,and bccaufe they could'not 
Lade thou haft bang’d them, when (indeede) onely for 
that c'aufe they haue beene mod worthy to hue. Thou 
dofhide in a foot.cloth,doft thou not ? 

Sq. What of that? 

CJe. Marry, thou ought ft not to let thy horie weare 
aCloake, when honefter men then thou go in their Hofc 

and Doublets. , 

Dicky. And wotke in their fliirt to, as my felte tor ex¬ 
ample, that am a butcher. 

Say, You men of Kent. 
pic. What fay you of Kent. 

S*y. Nothing but this t’Tis bona terra, moldgens, 

Cade. Away with him, away with him, he fpcaks La- 
tine. 

Sty. Hearc me but fpeakc, and bcare mec wher'e you 
will: 

Kent, in the Commentaries Cafar writ, • 

Is term’d the ciuel’ft place of all this Ifle: 

Sweet is theCovntry,becaufc full of Riches, 

The People Liberal!, Valiant, A tfliue, Wealthy, 

Which makes me hope you are noc void of pitty. 

I fold not CWaine, I loft not Normandie, 

Yet to recouer them would loofe my life: 
luflice with fauour haue I alwayes done, 

Prayresand Teares haue mou’d me,Gifts could neuer. 
When haue I ought exatfled at your hands ? 

Kent tomaintainc, the King.thc Realme and you. 

Large gifts haue I beftow’d on learned Clearkes, 

Becaufe my Booke preferr’d me to the King. 

And feeing Ignorance is the curfe of God, 

Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flyc to hcauen. 
Vnleffeyeu be pofleft with diuellifh lpirits. 

You cannot but forbearc to murther me: 

ThisTongue hath parlied vnto Forraigne Kings 
Foryourbehoofe. 

Cade, Tut, when ftruck’ft thou one blow in the field ? 
Say. Great men haue reaching handsroft haue I ftruck 
Thofe that I neuer faw.and ftruckc them dead. 

Cjco, O tnonftrous Coward! What,to come bchinde 
^olkes ? 

%.Thcfe cheekes are pale for watching for your good 
Cade. Giuc him a bpx o’th’.are, and that wil make ’em 
red againc. 


Say. Long fitting to determine poore mens caufes. 
Hath made me full offickneflc and difeafes. 

ffade. Ye (hall haue a hempen Candle thcn,& the help 
of hatefcet. 

Dicky. Whydoft thouquiucr man ? 

Say, Thp Palfic, and not feaae ptouokes mea 
Cade. Nay, he noddes at vs, as who fliould fay,Ue be 
euen with you. He fee if his head will ftand fteddicr >on 
a pole,or no: Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me: wherein h3ue I offended moft l 
Haue Laffc&cd wealth, or honor ?Speakc. 

Are my Chefts fill'd vp with extorted Gold ? 

Is my Appatrell fumptuous to behold ? 

Whom haue I iniur’d, that ye fecke my death ? 

Thcfc hands are free from guiltlefle bloodfhedding. 

This breaft from harbouring foule dcceitfull thoughts. 
Diet me hue. 

Cade. Ifeeleremorfe in my felfe with his words: but 

He bridle it: he (hall dye, and it bee but for pleading fo 
well for his life. Away with him, he ha’s a Familiar vn- 
dcr his Tongue, he fpeakes not aGods name. Goe, take 
him away 1 iay, and ftrike offhis head prefently,and then 
breake into his Sonne in Lawcshoufc, Sir lames Cromtr, 
and ftrike offnis head, and bring then) both vppon two 
poles hither. 

All. Itlhallbedone. 

Say. Ah Countrimen : if when you make your pralr’s, 
God fliould be fo obdurate as your felues :. 

How would it fare with your departed foules, . 1 
And thereforeyec relent,and.6uemylife. ’ 

Cade. Away with him, and do as.1 command ye: the 
proudeft Peere In the Realme, {halt not weare a bead on 
his ftiouldcrs,viiieirehepay m« tribute : there (hall not 
a maid be married, but {he (hall pay to me her Maydt n- 
hcad ere they haue it : Men ftiall hold of mteinCapite. 
And we charge and Command, that their wiues be as tree 
as heart can wifh,or tongue can tell. 

Dicky. My Lord, 

When ftiall we go to Chcapfide, and take vp commodi¬ 
ties vpon our billes ? 

Cade. Marry prcfently. 

AH. Obrauc. 

Enter one with the heads. 

Cade. But is not this brauer: 

Let them kifle one another: For they Iou’d well 
When they were aliue. Now part them againc. 

Leaf! they confult about the giuing vp 
Of fome more Townes in France. Soldiers, 

Deferre the fpoileof the Citic vntill night: 

For with thefe borne before vs,in fteed of Maces, 

Will we ride through the ftrccts,& at euery Corner 
Haue them kifle. Away. Exit 

oAlarttm, and.Retreat. Enter agaiae Cade, 
and all hit rnbhlemnt. 

Cade. Vp Fifli-ftreete, downe Saint Magnes comer, 
kill and knocke downe, throw them into Thames t 

Soundaparley. 

What noife is this I heare ? 

Dare any be fo bold to found Retreat or Parley 
When I command them kill ? 


o 


Enter 
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Enter Buckingham,and old Clifford. 

Hue. I heere they be, that dare and will difturb thee: 
Know Cade , wc come Ambafladors from the King 
Vnto the CommonSjWhom thou haft milled, 

And hcere pronounce free pardon to them all. 

That will for/ake thee, and go home in peace. 

Cltf\ What fay ye Countrimen, will ye relent 
And yeeld to mercy, whil’ft ’tis offered you. 

Or let a rabble leade you to your deaths. 

Who loues the King, and will imbrace his pardon, 

Flingvp his cap,and fay,God fane his Maicfty. 

Who hateth him, and honors not his Father, 

Henry the fife, that made all France to quake, 

Shake he his weapon at vs, and pafle by, 

&AIL God fauc the King, God faue the King. 

Cade .What Buckingham and Clifford are ye fo braue ? 
And you bafe P'ezants, do ye beleeue him,will you needs 
behang’d with your Pardons about your ncckes? Hath 
my fword therefore broke through London gates, that 
you fhould Ieaueme at the White-heart in South warke. 
I thought ye would neuer haue giuen out thefe Armes til 
you had rccouercd your ancient Fteedomc. But you are 
all Recreants and Daftai ds, and delight to liue in flauerie 
to the Nobility. Let them breakc your backes with bur¬ 
thens, take your houfes ouer your heads, rauifh your 
Wiues and Daughters before your faces. For me, I will 
make fhift for one, and fo Gods Curfi'e light yppon you 
all. 

Ad Wee’l follow Cade, 

Wee’l follow Cade. 

Cltf Is (fade the fonne of Henry the fife, 

That thus you do exclaime you’l go with him. 

Will he condutft you through the heart of France, 

And make the meaneft of you Earles and Dukes i 
Alas, he hath no b*me, no place to flye too: 
j Nor knowes he how to liue, but by the fpoile, 
j Vnlclfe by robbing of your Friends.and vs. 

Werk not a fhame, that whilft you liue at iarre, 
Thefearfull French, whom you me vanquished 
Should make a ftart ore-feas, and vanquilh you > 

Me thinkes alreadic in this ciuill broyle, 

I lee them Lording it in London ftrects. 

Crying Villfago vnto all they mccte. 

Better ten thouiand bafe-borne Cades mifearry. 

Then you fhould ftoopc vnto a Frenchmans mercy. 

To France, to-France, and gee what you haue loft : 

Spare England, for it is your Natitie Coaft: 

Henry hath mony, you are ftrong and manly: 

God cn our fide,doubt not of Vidtorie. 

All. A Clifford, a Clifford, 

Wce’l follow the King,and Clifford* 

Cade . Was cuer Feather l'oJightly blowne too&fro, 
as this multitude ? The name of Henry the fift,hales them 
to an hundred mifehiefes, and makes them leauc mec de¬ 
folate. 1 fee them lay their hcadcs together to furprize 
me. My fword make way for me, for hcere is no ftaying: 
in defpigbt of the diucls and hell, haue through the verie 
mkldeft of you, and heauens and honor be witneffeythac 
no want ofrefolution in mee, but onelyiry Followers 
aafe and ignominious treafons, makes me betake mee to 
myheelcs. Exit 

'Buck. What, ishefi~d?Gofome and follow him. 

And he that brings his head vnto the King,. 

Shall haue a tbouiarid Crdvvncs for his reward. 

• ‘ ‘ Exeunt fame of them. 


Follow me fouldiers, wce’l deuilca mcane " 

To rcconcileyou all vnto the King. \ 

h'XCHl 

Sound Trumpets. Snter Kino. 

Somerfet on theT. 


Somerfet en the T<trrns. 

King. Was euer King that toy’d an earthly Tu 
And could command no more content the t> hroilf > 

NofoonerwasI crept out of my Cradle 

But I was made a King,at nine months ol’de 
Was neuer Subic<ft long’d to be a King 
As I do long and vviCh to be a Subieft. * 

Snter Buckingham And Clifford. 

Buc. Health and glad tydings to y OUr M a irft y 
Kw. Why Buckingham, is the Traitor Cad2’ . 
Or is he but retir d to make him ftrong ? Br P rii ’<i 

Enter Multitudes with 11 alters.horn th,i r 
Neckes , 

Clif. He is fled my Lord,and all his power. 

And humbly thus with halters on their neckes ^ ^ 
Expea your Highneffe doome oflife,or death’ 

King. Then heauenfet ope thy eueilaftinc o atfs 

T o entcriaine my vowes of thankes and prai&,° ’ 
Souldiers, this day haue you redeem’dyour lij t8 
And fhew’d how well you loue your Prince fc rl„„. 
Continue ftill in this fo good a minde, r< 

And Henry though he be infortunate. 

Affine your fe'.ues will neuer be vnkinde: 

And fo with thankes, and pardon to you all, 

I do difmifle you to your fcuerall Countries. 

*sM. God laue the King,God faue the King. 

Snter a Mejfenger. 

Mef Pleafe it your Grace to be aduertifed, 

The Duke ofYorke is newly tome from Ireland, 

And with a puilTanr and a mighty power 
Of Callow-glades and ftout Kernes, 

Is marching hitherward in proud array, 

And ftill prodaimeth as he cotr.es along, 

His Armes arc onely to remoue from thee 
The Duke of Somerfet,whom he tcarmes a Traito*. 
King. Thus ftands my ftatc, ’twixt Cade and York 
diftreft. 

Like to a Ship, that hauing fcap’d a Tempeft, 

Is ftraighc way calme, and boorded with a Pyrate. 

But now is Cade driuen backe, his men difpierc’d, 

And now is Yorke in Armes, to fecond him. 

I pray thee Buckingham go and meete him, 

And aske him what’s the reafon of thefe Armes: 

Tell him. He fend Duke Edmund to thcTower, 

And Somerfet we will commit thee thither, 

Vmill his Army be difmift from him, 

Somerfet. My Lord, 

He yeclde my felfe to prifon willingly, 

Or vnto death, to do my Countrey good* 

King. In any cafe, be not to rough in termes. 

For he is fierce,and cannot brooke bard Language. 

Bue. I will my Lord, and doubt not fotodeale, 

As all things fliall redound vnto your good, 

Kmg. Come wife,let’s in,and learneto gouernbettei 
For yet may England curfe my wretched raigne, 

Flourifh. -Extant, 
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Enter Cade- 


, tu,^on Ambitions: fie on my felfe, that haue a 
C*‘3£ am ready to farnilh. Thefe fine dale* haue 
fword,*"" y , Wo ods, and durft not pcepe out, for all 
M* 6 VX laid for me : but now am I fo hungry .that 
theCoun 7 ^ £ ca fe c f my life for a thoufand y cares, I 

ifl«n;g C ..oioncer. Wherefore on a Bricke wall haue 

,C l b caller another while,which is not amiffe to code 
jicke 35,31 • , - L -. J 


: and I think this word 


.eftomacke this hot weather: 
a ' n . « home to do me good: for many a time but for 
SJ T mv brainc-pan had bene cleft with a brown Bill; 
aS ? e ,nv ad me when 1 haue bcenc dry, & brauely mar- 
J • ^t'hath feru’d me inftccde of a quart pot to dnnkc 
•• and now the word Salletmuft ferue me to feed on. 

Snter I den. 

tie*. w ^° would liue turmoyled in the Court, 

ind may c" io y fuch <l uiet walkes a !. thcfc ? 

This fmall inheritance my Father left me, 
fontenteth me, and worth a Monarchy. 

T feeke not to waxe great by others warning, 

L-athcr wealth I care not with what enuy: 

Sufficeth, that I haue maintaines my ftatc, 

And fends the poore well pleafed from my gate. > 

Cede . Heere’s the Lord of the foilc come to feize me 
for a ft ray, for entering his Fce-fimple without leauc. A 
Villain:, thou wilt betray me,and get a looo. Crownes 
oftheKing by carrying my head to him, but lie make 
thee eate Iron like an Oftridge, andfwallow my Sword 
like a great pin ere thou and I part. 

Iden. Why rude Companion, whatfocre thou be,* 
Iknow thee not, why then fhould I betray thee ? 

Is’t not enough to breakc into try Garden, 

And like aTheefe to come to rob my grounds: 

Climbing my walles infpight of me the Owner, 

But thou wilt braue me with thefe faweie termes ? 

Cede. Braue thee? I by thebeftblood that euer was 
broach’d, and beard thee to. Looke on mee well, I haue 
catenomeate thefe fiue dayes, yet come thou and thy 
fiuemen,and ifldoenotleaueyou all as dead asadoore 
naile, I pray God I may neuer eate grafle more. 

Iden. Nay, it Ihall nere be faid,while England ftands. 
That Alexander Iden an Enquire of Kent, 

Tooke oddes to combate a poore famiflht man. 

Oppofe thy ftedfaft gazing eyes to mine, 

Seeifthou canftout.face me with thy lookes: 

Set limbe to limbe, and thou art farre the lefler: 

Thy hand is but a finger to my fift, 

Thy legge a fticke compared with this Truncheon, 
Myfootelhall fight with all the ftrength thou haft. 

And if mine arme be heaued in the Ay re, 

Thy graue is digg’d already in the earth: 

As for words, whofe greatneffeanfwer’s words. 

Let this my fword report what fpeech forbeares. 

Cade. Bymy Valour : the moftcompleatc Champi¬ 
on that cuer I heard. Steele, if thou turnc the edge, or 
cutnotout the burly bon’d Clowne in chines of Beefe, 
ere thou fleepe in thy Sheath,I befeech loue on my knees 
thou mayft be turn’d to Hobnailes. 


Heere they Eight, 

01 am fiaine, Famine and no other hath flainc me^et 


ten 


thoufand diuelles come agalnft me,* and giue meVut.tlw 
ten meales I haue loft, and I’de defie them all. W. her 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do 
dwell in rhis houfe, bccaufethc vneonquered foule of 

Ca Iden ^ Is’t Ca d* fbat I haue flain.that monftrous traitor? 
Sword* I will hallow thee for this thy deede. 

And hang thee o’re my Tombe,when I am dead. 

Ne’rc (hall this blood be wiped from thy point, 

But thou (halt wcare it as z Heralds coate. 

To emblaze the Honor that thy Mafter got. 

Cade. Iden farewell, and be proud of chy viaory: Tell 
Kent from me, (he hath loft her beft man, and exhort all 
the World to be Cowards : For 1 chat neuer feared any. 
am vanquilhed by Famine, not by Valour. Dyes. 

/d.How much thou vvrong’ftme.heauen bemy nidge j 
Die damned Wretch, the curfe of her that bare thee: 

And as I thruft thy body in with my iword. 

So with I, I might thruft thy foule to hell. 

Hence will I dragge thee headlong by the heeles 
Vnto a dunghill, which (hall be thy graue, 

And there cut off thy moft vngracious head. 

Which I will beare in triumph to the King, 

Lcauing thy trunke for Crowe* to feed vpon. 

Enter Torke, and his t^frnty of Irifh, wish 
Drum and Colours . 

r^.From Ireland thin comes York to claim his right. 
And pluckc the Crowne from feeble Henries head. 

Ring Belles alowd, burnc Bonfires cleare and bright 
Toentcrtaine great Englands Iawfull King. 

Ah SanUa Maieflas\ who would not buy thee decrc ? 

Let them obey, that knowes not how to Rule. 

This hand was made to handle nought but Gold* 

I cannot giue due aftion to my words. 

Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 

A Scepter fhall it haue, haue I a foule. 

On which He toffe the Flcure-de-Luce of France. 

Enter Buckingham . 

Whom haue we heere ? Buckingham to difturbe me ? 
The king hath lent him fure :Imuft diftemblc. 

c Buc . Yorke,if thou meaneft wel, I greet thee well. 
Tor. Humfrej of Buckingham,I accept thy greeting. 
Art thou a Meflenger, or come of pleafure* 

Buc. A Meflenger from Henry , our dread Liege* 

To know the reafon of thefe Armes in peace. 

Or why, thou being a Subie&,as I am, 

Againft thy Oath,and true Allcgeance fwornei. 

Should raife fo great a power without his leauc ? 

Or dare to bring thy Force fo necre the Court i 
Tor. Scarfe can I fpeake, my Cholleris fo great. 

Oh I could hew vp Rockes, and fight with Flint, 

I am fo angry at thefe abieft tearmes. 

And now like A tax Telamonitu , 

On Shecpe or Oxen could I fpend my forie. 

I am farre better borne then is the king : 

More like a King, more Kingly in my thoughts* 

But I mud make faire weather yet a while. 

Till Henry be more weake,and I more ftrong. 
Buckingham,! prethee pardon me. 

That I haue giuen no anfwer all this while: 

My minde was troubled with deepc Melancholly. 

The caufe why I haue brought this Armic hither, 
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_"1. SKfc_ 

* S to rernoue proud Somerfet from the King, 

Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 

TSuc. That is too much prefumption on thy part: 
But if thy Armcs be to no other end. 

The King hath yeeldcd vnto thy demand: 

The Duke ofSomcrfetisin the Tower. 

Terkf. Vpon thineHonor is he Prifoner ? 

Buck. Vpon mine Honor he is Prifoner. 

Torke. Then Buckingham I dodifmiflcmy Powres. 
Souldiers, I thanke you all•, difperfe your felues: 

Meet me to mofrow in S. Georges Field , 

You (hall hauc pay, and euery $ning you wifli. 

And let my Soueraignc, vertuous Henry, 

Command my eldett fonne, nay all my fonnes. 

As pledges of my Fealtie and Louc, 
lie fend them all as willing as I liue: 
Lands,GoodsjHorfe,Armor, any thing I haue 
Is his to ?fe,lo Somerfet may die. 

Bmc< Yorke, I commend this kinde fubtnilfion, 
Wetvvaine will go into his Highntfffe Tent. 

Enter King and Attendants. 

King. Buckingham, doth Yorke intend no harme to vs 
That thus he marcheth with thee arme in arme ? 

Torke. In all fubmiflion and humility, 

Yorke doth prelent himfelfe vnto your Highncfle. 

K. Then what intend* thefc Forces thou doft bring ? 
Tor. To heaue the Traitor Somerfet from hence,' 

And fight againft that monftrous Rebcll Cade, 

Who fincc I heard to be difeomfited. 

Enter I den with Cades head. 

Idea, Ifoneforude,and offomeane condition 
May pafle into the prefence of a King : 

I.oe,Iprefent your Grace a Traitors head. 

The head of Cade, whom I in combat flew. 

King. The head of cWefGreatGod,how iufi art thou ? 
Oh let me view his Vifage being dead, 

Thatliuing wrought me luch exceeding trouble. 

Tellmc my Friend,art thou the man that flew him? 
Jden. IWas.an’tlikeyourMaiefty. 

/f<»£.How art rhou call’d? And what is thy degree ? 
/den. Alexander Iden, that's my name, 

A poore Enquire ofKent, that loues his King. 

Biur. So pleafe it you my Lord, *t were not amifle 
He were created Knight for his good feruice. 

King. Iden, kneeledowne, rife vp a Knight: 

Wc giue thee for reward a thoufand Marker, 

And will, that thou henceforth attend on vs. 

Iden. May Iden liue to merit fuch a bountie. 

And neuer liue but true vnto his Liege. 

Enter Queenc And Somerfet . 

X.See Buckingharn,Somerfct comes with chQuecne, 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 

0*. For thoufaud Yorkes he ffiall not hide his head, 
But boldly ftand, and front him to his face* 

Tor. How nows' is Somerfet at libertie ? 

Then Yorke vnlo.ofc thy long imprifoned thoughts* 

And let thy tongue be equal! with thy heart* 

Shall I endure the fight of Somerfet f 
Falfe King, why haft thou broken faith with me, 

. Knowing how hardly 1 can brooke abufe ? 

■ King did I call thee? No: thou art not King: 

Not fit to goaerne and rule multitudes. 

Which dar’ftnot,no nor canft not rule a Traitor* 


Thefecondffart of Henry theSixt. 


That Head of thine doth not becom^Tr~~--~ 
Thy Hand is made to graspe a PaJtn ers : " 
And not to grace an awefull Princefv 
ThatGold, mu ft round engirt thefc LJ pter ’ 
Whofe Smile and Frownc, like to JlchZlf^ 

Is able with the change, to kill and cure Speare 

Heere is a hand to hold a Scepter vp 

And with the fame to a&e controlling La«, 

Giue place: by heauen thou (bait rule * 

O’re him, whom heauen created for thvR^° re 
Som. O monftrous Traitor! I arreftth-v 
Of Capitall Treafon ’gainft the King and C Y ° rIte 
Obey audacious Traitor, kneele for Grar* 0VVnc! 

Tort^ Wold'ft haue me kneclc?Firft If t L , 

If they can brooke I bow a knee to ma n: eaiJc ofthe ej 

Sirrah, call in my fonne to be my bale 
I know ere they.will haue me go to Ward 
They'l pawne their 1 words of my infranchifem 
gn. Call hither Clifford, bid him come am, 

To lay, if that the Baftardboyes of Yorke maine ’ 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father. 

Torke. O blood-befpottedNeopolitan * 

Out-caft of Naples, Englands bloody Scourge 
I he ionnes ot Yorke, thy betters in their birth ’ 

Shall be their Fathers baile, and bane to thole* 

That for my Surety will refufc the Bayes. 

Enter Edward and Orchard. 

See where they come, lie warrant they’l make it onn j 
Enter C/fford. g °° d ’ 

And here com« Cl,fed, o deny ,h eit bli l t . 
Chf. Health,and all happmefle to my Lord the Ki„ 
2*1 thank, thee affird; Sa y , w h,,L 
Nay, do not fright vs with an angry looke : nC 

We are thy Souerai gne Clifford, kneele againe • 

For thy miftakingfo, We pardon thee. ’ 

Clif. This is my King Yorke, I do not rniftake. 

But thou miftakes me much to thinke I do, 
i o Bedlem with him, is the man growne mad. 

King. I Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious humor 
Make* him oppofe himfelfe againft hi* King. 

Clif. He is a Traitor, let him to the Tower, 

And chop away that fa&ious pate of his. 

Qn. He is atrefted, but will not obey: 

His (onnes(he fayes)fhall giue their words for him. 
Tor. Will you not Sonnes ? 

Edw. I Noble Father, ifour words will feme. 

Rich. And if words will not, then our Weapons dial, 
Clif, Why what a brood of Traitors haue weheerc? 
Torke. Looke in a Glafle, and call thy Imagefo. 

I am thy King, and thou a falfe-hcart Traitor: 

Call hither to the ftakemy two braue Beares, 

That with the very (baking of their Chaine*, 

They may aftonifh thefc fell-lurking Curi es, 

Bid Salsbury and Warwicke come to me. 

Snter the Earles of Warwicke, and 
Salisbury. 

Clrf.Ktt thefethy Beares? Wee’I bate thy Bears to death) 
And manacle the Berard in their Chaines, 
if thou dar*ft bring them to the bayting place. 

“Rich. Oft hauc I feene a hot ore-weening Curre, 

R un backe and bite, becauie he was with-held, 

Who being fuffer’d with the Beares fell paw. 

Hath clapt his taile, betweene his legges and cride. 

And fuch a peece of feruice will you do,t 
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^fevour felues to match Lord Warwicke. 
lf ^r° P Hencc heape of wrath, foule indigefted lumpe, 
noked in thy manners, as thy fliape. 

A* Lv we (ball heate you thorowly anon, 
g. Take hcedc lcaft by your heate you burne your 

k* UCS: Whv Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 

K "’£', fhame to thy filuer haire, 

0* dS3 S j„,ifleader of thy brain-ficke fomie, 

Th i° Ut !vilt thou on thy death-bed play the Ruffian? 
W !feeke for forrow with thy Spedadcs? 
f/Lre is Faith ?Oh, where is Loyalty ? 
ftiebanifot from the frofti«?hedd, 

P ! c v ic finde a harbour in the cafth t 
Jit thou go diggea graue to findc out Warre, 

T (bamethine honourable Age with blood ? 

Shv art thou old, and want’d experience? 
nr wherefore doeft abufe it, if thou haft it? 

L (bame in dutie bend thy knee to me, 

L bowes vnto the graue with mickle age. 

Sa L My Lord, I haue confidered with my ielie 
Th-Titlc of this moft renowned Duke, 

Ad in my eonfcience, do repute his grace 
The rightful! heyre to Englands Royall icate. 

AV. Haft d 10U not f wornc Allcgeance vnto me? 

A'fcanft thou difpenfc with heauen for fuch an oath ? 
Sal. It is great finne ? to fv;eare vnto a finne : 

But greater finne to keepe a finfull oath : 

Who can be bound by any folcmne Vow 
To do a murd’rous deede, to rob a man, 

To force a fpotleffe Virgins Chaflitie, 

Toreaue the Orphan ofhispatrimonie, 

Towring the Widdow from her cuftom’d right, 

And haue no other reafon for this wrong, 

But that he was bound by a folcmne Oath? 

®u. A fubtle Traitor needs no Sophifter. 
line. Call Buckingham,and bid him arme himfelfe. 
Torke, Cal! Buckingham,and all the friends thou haft, 
Iamrefolu’d for death and dignitic. 

OUClf. The firft I warrant thee,if dreames prouc true 
Wxr. You were beft to go to bed,and dreame againe, 
Tokccpc thee from the Tempcft of the field. 

OliClif. I am lefoluM to beare a greater ftormc, 

Then any thou canft coniure vp to day : 

And that lie write vpon thy Burgonet, 

Might! but know thee by thy houfed Badge, 

War. Now by my Fathers badge > old Nettils Crcft, 

The rampant Beare chainM to the ragged llaffe. 

This day lie weare aloft my Burgonet, 

As on a Mountaine top, the Cedar flic wes. 

That keepes his leaucs infpight of any ftorme, 

Eucnioaffright thee with the view thereof. 

OldClif. And from thy Burgonet lie rend thy Beare, 
And tread ic vndcr foot with all contempt, 

Defpight the Bcarard, that protc&s the Beare. 

To.Cltf. And fo to Armcs vi£iorious Father, 

To quell the Rebels, and their Complices# 

Rich, Fie, Charitie for flume,fpeake not in fpight, 
r or you (hall fup with left; Chfift to night. 

To Clif. Foule fty smaticke that*s more then thou 
canft tell, 

Ric. Ifnot in heauen,you’l furely fup in hell. Exeunt 
Enter Warwicke* 

w *' Clifford of Cumberland, 'cis Warwicke cailcs: 
And if chou doft not hide thee from the Beare, 


Now when the angrie Trumpet founds alarum, 

And dead mens cries do fill the emptic ayre, 

Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me. 

Proud Northerne Lord,Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarfc with calling thee to armes* 

Sifter Yorke* 

IPar. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot. 
Tor . The deadly handed Clifford flew my Steed : 

But match to match I haue cncountrcd him. 

And made a prey for Carrion Kyces and Crowes 
Eucn of the bonnie beaft he loued fo well. 

Enter Clifford . 

War. Of one or both of vs the time is come. 

Tor. Hold Warwick; fcck thee out lome other chace 
For I my felfe muft hunt this Deere to death. 

War. Then nobly Yorkc/tis for a Crown thou fightft; 
As I intend Clifford to thriue to day, 

It grceucs my fouleto leaue thcee vnaffail’d. Exit War. 

Chf. What feeft thou in me Yorke? 

Why doft thou paufc ? 

Torke . With thy braue bearing fhould I be in loue. 
But that thou art fo faft mine enemie. 

Chf \ Nor fhould thy proweffe want praife & efteeme, 
But that *t\s fhewne ignobly,and in Treafon. 

Torke* So let it helpe me now againft thy fword,. 

As I in iufticc, and true right exprelfc it. 

Chf. My foule and bodie on the action both. 

Tor* A dreadfull lay, addreffe thee inftantly. 

(fhf. La fin Cor rone les euwenes. 

Tor* Thus Warre hath giuen thee peace,for f art ftill. 
Peace with his foule, heauen if it be thy will* 

Enteryong Clifford. 

Chf. Shame and Confufion all is on the rout, 

Feare frames diforder, and dilorder wounds 
Where it fhould guard. O Warre, thou fonne of hell, 
Whom angry heauens do make their miniftcr. 

Throw in the frozen bofomes of our part. 

Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldicr flye. 

He that is truly dedicate to Warre. 

Hath no felfe-loue : nor he that loues himfelfe. 

Hath not effentially, but by circumftance 
The name of Valour. O let the vile world end. 

And the premifed Flames of the Laft day. 

Knit earth and heauen together. 

Now let the generall Trumpet blow his blaft. 
Particularities, and pettic founds 
To ceafe. Was't thou ordain’d (decreFather) 

To loofe thy youth in peace, and to atchecuc 
The Siluer Liuery ofaduifed Age, 

And in thy Reuerence, and thy Chairc-dayes, thus 
To die in Ruffian battcll ? Eucn at this fight. 

My heart is turn’d to ftone: and while ’cis mine. 

It fliall be ftony. Yorke, not our old men fparcs: 

No more will I their Babes,Tearcs Virginal!, 

Shall be to me, eucn as the Dew to Fire, 

And Beautie, that the Tyrant ofcreclaimes. 

Shall to my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax: 
Henceforth, I will not haue to do with pitty. 

Meet I an infant of thohoufe of Yorke, 

Into as many gobbits will I cut it 
As wilde cMedea yong Abfirtis did. 

In cruelty, will I feekeoutmy Fame* 

Come thou new ruinc of oldc Cliffords houfc 5 
As did t /Eneas old ylnchyfes beare. 

So beare I thee vpon my manly fhouldcrs: 

But then, *y£neas bare a Iiuing loadc; 
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Nothing fo hcauy as thefe woes of mine. 

i Enter Richard,and Somerfet to fight. 

Rich. So lyc thou there: 

For vnderneath an Ale*houfc paltry figne,) 

The Caftle in S. vdlbons, Somerfet 
Hath made the Wizard famous in his death: 

Sword, hold thy temper; Heart, be wrathfull flill: 
Pricftspray for enemies, but Princes kill. 

Tight, Excar fieri s. 

Enter King, Qfieene,and others, 

Qit. Away my Lord, you are flow, for fhame away. 
King. Can we outrun the Heauens ? Good Margaret 
flay. 

Qtt. What are you made of ? You’l nor fight nor fly: 
Now is it manhood, wifedome,and defence, 

Tojgiue the enemy way, and to fccurc vs 
By what we can, which can no more but flyc. 

osflarum a fane off'. 

If you be tane, we then fliould fee the bottomc 
Of all our Fortunes: but if we haply fcape, 

(As well we may, if not through your neglect) 

We (hall to London get, where you are lou’d. 

And where this breachnow in our Fortunes made 
May readily be ftopt. 

Enter Clifford. 

fflif. But that my hearts on future mifeheefe fet, 

I would fpeake blafphcmy ere bid you flye: 

But flyc you muft: Vncureable difeomfite 
Reignes in the hearts of all our prefent parts. . 

Away for your releefc, and we will liue 
To fee their day,and them our Fortune giue. 

Away my Lord, away. Exeunt 
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Alarum. Retreat. Enter Torke ,, —- 

and Soldiers,with Drum & rv„ ** 5 *»w( 

M, Of Salsbury, who can ZfonoZ 
That Winter Lyon, who in rage forgets ’’ 
Aged contufions, and all brufh of Time • 

And like a Gallant, in the brow ofyouth 
Repaircs him with Occafion. This happy dav 
Is not it felfc, nor hauc we wonne one few y 
IfSalsbury be loft. * 

Rich. My Noble Father: 

Three times to day I holpe him to his hnrf» 

Thrcetimcs bedrid him-Thrice lied hTi 

Pcrfwadcd him from any further a<ft: * 

But flill where danger was, ftill there I met him 
And like rich hangings in a homely houfe * 

So was his Will, in his old feeble body, * 

But Noble as he is, lookc where he comes.) 

Enter Salisbury, 

Sal. Now by my Sword,well haft thou fount,. 
By’th’Mafle fo did we all. I thankc you Richard ' 

God knowes how long it is I hauc to line : 

And it hath pleas’d him that three times to day 
You hauc defended me from imminent death! 

Wdl Lords, we haue not got that which we hauc 
’ f is not enough our foes arc this time fled 
Being oppofites offuch repayring Nature.’ 

Yorke. 1 know our fafety is to follow them 
For (as I hearc) the King is fled to London, * 

To call a prefent Court of Parliament: * 

Let vspurfue him ere the Writs go forth. 
Whatfayes Lord Warwicke,(hall we after them ? 

fTar. After them i nay before them ifwe can: 
Now by my hand (Lords) Was a glorious day. 
Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke 
Shall be eterniz’d in all Age to come. 

Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to London all 
And more fach dayes as thefe, to vs befall, S 
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Xhe third Part of Henry the Sixt, 

with the death of the Duke of 
YORKE. 


a/fttus Trim us. Scoena Trima . 

0 



zsfUrum* 


inter fUntagenet,£dward,Richard,Norfolke, Mount - 
ague, warwicke, and Souldiers. 

Warwicke. 

wag*? Wonder how the King cfcap’d our hands ? 
ll pi. While we purfu’d cheHorfmenofy North, 
H §YHc flyly ftole away,and left his men: 
«®^Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whole Warlike eares could neuer brooke retreat, 

Chear’d vp the drouping Army.and himfclfc. 

Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breft 
Charg’d ourrr.aine Battailcs Front: and breaking in. 

Were by the Swords of common Souldiers flainc. 

Elbe. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of 'Buckingham, 

Is either flainc or wounded dangerous. 

Iclefthis Beaucr with a down-right blow : 

That this is true (Father) behold his blood. 

Mount. And Brother,hcrc’s the Earle of Wikftiires 
Whom I encountred as the Battels ioyn’d. (blood, 

Rich. Speake thou for me,and tell them what I did. 
Plan. Richard hath beft deferu’d of all my fonoes: 

But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfet i 
Nor. Such hope haue all the line of Iohn of Gaunt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope to {hake King Henries head. 
Warn. And fodoe I,vi£torious Prince of Torke. 

Before I fee thee fcated in that T hrone. 

Which now the Houfe of Lancafier vlurpes, 

I vow by Heauen,thefe eyes fhall neuer clofe. 

This is the Pallace of the fearefull King, 

And this the Regall Seat: pofleffc it Torke, 

For this is thine, and not King Henries Hcires. 

Plant. Affift me then,fweet Warwick., and I will, 
Forhitherwe haue broken in by force. 

Norf. VVcc’lc all aifift you: he that flyes.fhall dye; 
P/a«r.Thankcs gentle Norfolk? ft oy by me my Lords, 
And Souldiers flay and lodge by me this Night. 

They goe vp. 

Warw. And when the King comes.offcr him no violence, 
Vnleffe he feeke to chruft you out perforce. 

Mwr.ThcQucene this day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinkes we fhall be of her counfaile. 

By words or blowes here let vs winne our right. 

Rich. Arm’d as we arc,let’s ftay within this Houfe. 

^ V w. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call’d, 

V mefle PlantagenetftiEkc of Yorke,be King, 


And bafhfull Henry depos’d,whofe Cowardize 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Plant. Then leaue me not,my Lords be refolute, 

’ meane to take pofleflionof my Right, 

Wane. Neither the King,nor he that loues him befl, 
The prowdeft bee that holds vp Lancafier, 

Dares ftirre a Wing,if Warwick. fhakc his Bells. 

He plant Plantagenct, root him vp who dares: 

Refolue thee Richard, clayrae the Englifh Crownc. 

Flourifh. Enter King Henry, Clifford,Northumberland, 
Wefimerland, Exeter, and the reft. 

Henry. My Lords,looke where the fturdie Rebell fits, 
Eucn in the Chayrc of State: belike he nieancs, 

Backt by the power of Warwicke, that falfe Pcere, 

To afpirc vnto thcCrowne,and reigneas King, 

Earle of Northumberland, he flew thy Father, 

And thine,Lord fflifford,&L you both haue vow’d reuenge 
On him,his fonnes,hisfauorites,arsd his friends. 

Nortkumb. If 1 be not,Heauens be reueng’d on me, 

Clifford. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in 
Steele. 

Wefim. What,fliall we fuffer this? lets pluck him down. 
My heart forangerburncs,I cannotbrooke it. 

Henry. Be patient,gentle Earle of Weftmerland. 

Clifford. Patience is for Poultrooncs,fuch as he: 

He durft not fit there,had your Father liu’d. 

My gracious Lord ,here in the Parliament 
Let vs affayle the Family of Torke. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken,Coufin be it fo. 

Henry. Ah,know you not the Citie fauours them, 

And they haue troupes of Souldiers at their beck ? 

Wefim. But when the Duke is flainc, they’le quickly 
flye. ; 

Henry, Farre be the thought of this from Henries heart, 
To make a Shambles of the Parliament Houfe. 

Coufin of Exeter,frownes,words,and threats. 

Shall be the Warrc that Henry meanes to vfe. 

Thou fa&ious Duke of Yorke defeend my Throne, 

And kneclc for grace and mercie at my feet, 

I am thy Soueraigne. 

Torke. I am thine. 

Exet. For ftiamc come downe,he made thce^Dukc of 
Yorke. 

torkf. It was roy Inheritance,as the Earledome was, 

Exet,T hy 
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Exet.Thy Father was a Tray tor to the Crowne. 

Warw.Exeter thou art aTraytor to the Crotync, 

In following this vfurping Henry. 

Clifford. Whom fhould hee follow, but his naturall 
King? 

Warw. True pifford,\ that’s Richard Duke of Yorke, 
Henry. And {hall I Hand,and thou fit in my Throne ? 
Yorke. It muft and fii.ill be fo,content thy felfe, 
Warw. Be Duke of Lancafter,!cc him be King. 

Wefim. He is both King,and Duke of Lancafter, 

And that the Lord of Weftmerland (laall maintaine. 

Warw. And Warwick fhall difproue it. You forget, 
That we are thofe which chas’d you from the field. 

And flew your Fathcrs.and with Colours fpread 
Marcht through thcCitie to the Pallace Gates. 

Nor thumb.X cs Warwtckcfl remember it to my griefe, 
And by his Soule,thou and thy Houfe fhall rue it, 

Wejlm. Plantagenet, of thee and thefe thy Sonnes, 

Thy Kinfmen,'and thy Friends,Ile hauc more hues 
Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines. 

Vrgc it no more, left that in ftead of words, 

I fend thee,Warwicke, fuch a Meffengcr, 

As {hall reuenge his death .before I ftirre. 

Warw. Poore Clifford, how I fcornc his worthlefte 
Threat*. 

Tlant. Will you we fhew our Title to the Crowne ? 
If not,our Swords (hall pleade it in the field. 

Henry. What Title haft thou Tray tor to the Crowne? 
My Father was as thou art,Duke of Yorke, 

Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer ,Earle of March. 

I am the Sonne of Henry the Fife, 

Who made the Dolphin and the French to ftoupe. 

And feiz’d vpon theirTownes and Prouinces. 

Warw. Talkenot of France,fith thou haft loft it all. 
Henry. The Lord Proteftor loft it,and not I: 

When I was crown’d,I was but nine moneths old. 

Rich. You are old enough now. 

And yet me thinkes you loofe: 

Father teare the Crowne from the Wurpers Head. 
Edward. Sweet Father doe lo,fet it on your Head. 
Mount. Good Brother, 

As thou lou’ft and honoreft Armes, 

Let’s fight it out,and not ftand cauilling thus. 

‘Richard. Sound Drummcs and Trumpets, and the 
King will flye. 

Plant. Sonne* peace. 

Henry. Peace thou, and giue King Henry leaue to 
fpeake. 

Warw. Plantagenet flial fpeake firft: Heare him Lords, 
And be you filent and attentiue too. 

For he that interrupts him,fhall not liue. 

Hen.Thmk'b thou,that I will leaue my Kingly Throne, 
Wherein my Grandfire and my Father fat ? 

No:firftftia!l Warre vnpeoplcthis my Realmc; 

I,and their Colours often borne in France, 

And now in EngIand,to our hearts great forrow. 

Shall be my Winding-fheet. Why faint you Lords i 
My Tide's good,and better farre then his. 

Warw. Proue it Henry, and thou (halt be King. 

Hen. Henry the Fourth by Conqueft got the Crowne. 
Plant. ’Twas by Rebellion ag3inft his King. 

Henry. I know not what to fay.my Titles weake: 

Tell me.may not a King adopt an Heire ? 

Plant? What then i 

Henry. And if he may,then am I lawfull King t 
For Richard, in the view of many Lords, 
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Refign’d the Crowne toHennthr pITT 
Whofe Heire my Father was and I am 
Hant. He rofc agair.ft him^being hisi*c** 

And made him to refigne his Crowne pjf rai §«e, 
Warw. Suppofe,my Lords,hcdid ifvnconfl 
Thinke you twerepreiudiciall to his Cr„ fira yn’d 
No: for he could not fo^efiene ^ 

But that the next Heire ftiould fucce^d and C f° Wn e, 
Henry Art thou againft vs,Duke of E X eS C> 
Exet. His is the right,and therefore par ! ft r ' 
Plant. Why whifperyou,myLords ild, ?~ me ' 
Exet.My Confcience tells me he is lawful? 
Henry. All will reuolt from me,andturn K 
Northnmb,Plantagenet for all the Claymc ^' 01 - 
Thinke nor,thac Henry {ball be fo depos'd U '•fl 

Warw. Depos’d he fhall be.in defpight of di 
Northnmb. Thou art deceiu’d; ' 

Tis not my Southerne power 
Of E(rex,Noifolke,Suffolke,nor of Kent 

May that ground gape,and fwallow me aline 
Where I flaall kneele to him that flew m v Father 
Henry. Oh Clifford, how thy words reuiue mh. 
Plant. Henry of Lancafter.refignc thy Crown* 
What mutter you,or what confpirc you Lords l 

Warw. Doe right vnto this Princely Duke 0 f Y«.t 
Or I will fill the Houfe with armed men C| 

And ouer the Chayre of State, where now he fits 
Write vp his Title with vfurping blood. 

Htfiampes with hie foot, and the Souldiert 
jbciv themfehics. 

Henry My Lord of Warwick,hearebut one word 
Let me tor this my life time reigne as King, * 

Plant. Confirme the Crowne to me and to mine Heire 
And thou {halt reigne in quiet while thou lin’d. 

Henry. I am content: Richard Plantiwcnei 
Enioy the Kingdome after my deceafe. * 

Clifford. What wrong is this vnto the Prince,you 
.Sonne? *' 

Warw. What good is this to England,and himfclfe? 
iVejtm. Bafe/earefull^and defpayring//r»^. 

Clifford. How haft thou injur’d both thy felfeandvs? 

Wefim. I cannot ftay to heare thefe Articles. 

Northnmb. Nor I. 

Clifford. Come Coufin, let vs tell the Quecne thef 
Ncwcs* 

tFeJlm. Farwell faint-hearted and degenerate King, 
In whofe cold blood no fparke of Honor bides. 

Northumb.be thou a prey vnto the Houfe offtrff, 
And dye in Bands.for this vnmanly deed. 

Cliff. In dreadfull Warre may’ftthou bcouercome, 
Or liue in peace abandon’d and defpis’d. 

Warw. Turne this way Henry, and regard them not, 

Exeter . They feeke reuenge, and therefore will not 
yceld. 

Henry. Ah Exeter. 

Warw. Why ftiould you figh.my Lord i 

Henry. Not for my felfe Lord Warwick^ but my Sonne, 
Whom I vnnaturally (hall dif-inherite. 

But be it as it may: I here entayle 

The Crowne to thee and to thine Heires for euer, 

Conditionally, that hecrc thou take an Oath, 

To ceafe this Ciuill Warre: and whiPft I liue, 
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The thirds art of Henry the Sixt. 
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- t,rtnornKasthyKi°g> an ^Soueraigne: 

T^ 00 .herbvTreafon norHoftilitie^ 

to put me downe,and reigne thy felfe. 

To & eK * 0atIl j willingly take,and will performe. 
Long liue King Henry ; Plantagenet embrace 

^ffrurj Aud long liue thou, and thefe thy forward 

S 0 ” 11 ^ jq ow yorkf and Lancafier are reconcil'd. 
i t" Accurft be he that feckes to make them foes. 

* x< ’ Senet. Here they come downe. 

vhnt. Farewell my gracious Lord,Ilc to my Caftle. 
Mr*. A°d lie keepc London with my Souldicrs. 
yjorf. And I to Norfolkc with my follower. 

/[hunt. And I vnto the Sea,from whence I came. 

Henry. And I with griefe and forrow to the Court. 

Enter the ffueene. 
fatter. Heere conies the Qucene, 

Whole Lookes bewray her anger: 

He lleale away. 
fitnry. Enter lowill I. 

Oueene- Nay,goe not from me,I will follow thee. 
ffeury. Be patient gentle Quecne, and I will ftay. 
j2««»c.Who can be patient in fuch extreames i 
Ah wretched man,would I had dy’de a Maid i 
And neuer leene thee,neuer borne thee Sonne, 

Seeing thou haft prou’d fo vnnaturall a Father. 

Hathhc deferu’d to loofe his Birth-right thus ? 

Hadft thou but Iou’d him haife fo well as I, 

Or felt that paine which I did for him once, 

Ornourifht him,as I did with my blood ; 

Thou would’ft hauc left thy deareft heart-blood there, 
Rather then hauc made that fauage Duke thine Hcite, 

And dif-inherited thine onely Sonne. 

Prince. Father,you cannot dif-inherite me: , 

if you be King,why fhould not I fucceede ? 

Henry. Pardon me Margaret ,pardon me fweet Sonne, 
The Earle of Warwick and the Duke enfore’e me. 

Once. Enforc’t thee?Art thou King,and wilt be forc’t? 
Ilhame to heare thee fpeake: ah timorous Wretch, 

Thou haft vndone thy lelfc,thy Sonne,and me. 

And giu’n vnto the Houfe of iorke fuch head, 

At thou {halt reigne but by their fufferance. 

Tocntaylchlm and his Heires vnto the Crowne, 

What is it,but to make thy Sepulcher, 

And creepe into it farre before thy time ? 
Wimci^isChancelorjand the Lord of Callice, 

Sterne falcon bridge commands the Narrow Seas, 

The Duke is made Protetftor of the Realme, 

And yet {halt thou be fafe ? Such fafctic findcs 
The trembling Lambc.inuironned with Wolucs. 
{adlbeene there,whieh am a filly Woman, 

TheSouldiers ftiould hauc tofs’d me on their Pikes, 

Before I would haue granted to that A6h 
Jut thou preferr’ft thy Life,before thine Honor. 

Andfeeing thou do’ft,I here diuorce my felfe, 
doth from thy Table Henry ,and thy Bed, 
fntill that Aft of Parliament be repeal’d, 

Whcreby my Sonne is dif-inherited. 

TheNortherne Lords,that haue forfworne thy Colour*, 
Will follow mine,if once they fee them fpread; 

And fpread they fhall bc,to thy foule difgrace, 

: vt «r ruine of the Houfe o( Yorke. 

^ hus doe I leaue thee: Come Sonne, let’s away, 

Our Army is ready; come,wee’Ie after them. 


Henry. Stay gentle Margaret, and heare me fpeake. 

gtteene- Thou haft fpokc too much already: get thee 
gone. 

Henry. Gentle Sonne Edward, thou wilt ftay me ? 

Quecne. I,to be murther’d by hirEnemies. 

Prince. When I returne with viftorie to the field, 
lie fee your Grace: till then,He follow her. 

Queene. Come Sonne away, we may not linger thus. 

Henry. Poore Queene, 

How ioue to me, and to her Sonne, 

Hath made her breake out into termes of Rage. 

Rcucng’d may ftie be on that hatefull Duke, 

Wfiofc haughtie fpirit,winged with defire. 

Will coft my Crowne.and like an emptie Eagle, 

Tyre on the flefti of me,and of my Sonne. 

The Ioffe of thofe three Lords torments my heart: 

He write vnto them, and entreat them faire j 
Come Coufin,you fhall be the Meffengcr. 

Exet. And I,I hope,fhall reconcile them all. Exit. 

Flouri/h. Enter Richard, Edward, and 
eJAl ountague. 

Richard. Brother, though I bee youngeft, giue mee 
leaue. 

Edward. No,I can better play the Orator. 

Mount. But I haue reafons ftrong and forceable. 

Enter the Duke of Yorke. 

Yorke. Why how now Sonnes,and Brother, at a ftrife ? 
What is your Q^arrell ? how began it firft? 

Edward. No Quarrel],but a flight Contention. 

Yorke. About wliat i 

Rich. About that which concernes your Grace and vs. 
The Crowne of England,Father,which is yours. 

Yorke. Mine Boy? not till King Henry be dead. 

Richard. Your Right depends not on his life,or death. 

Edward. Now you are Heire,thercfore enioy it now: 
By giuing the Houfe of Lancafier leaue to breathe. 

It will out-runneyou,Father,in the end. 

Yorke. I tookc an Oath, that hee fhould quietly 
reigne. 

Edward .But for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken: 
I would breake a thotifand Oathes,to reigne one ycerc. 

Richard. No: God forbid your Grace fhould be for- 
fwornc. 

Yorke. I fhall be,if I clayme by open Warre. 

Richard. lie proue the contrary, rf you’lc heare mee 
fpeake. .. . ; 

Yorke. Thou canft not,Sonne: it is impoflible. 

Richard. An Oath is of no moment,being not tookc 
Before a true and lawfull Magiftrate, 

That hath authorise ouer him that fweares 
Henry had none,but did vfurpe the place. 

Then feeing 'twas he that made you to depofe. 

Your Oath,my Lord, is vaine and friuolous. 

Therefore to Armes: and Father doe but thinke, f 
How fweet a thing it is to weare a Crowne, 

Within whofe Circuit is Eltx.ium, 

And all that Poets fainc of Bliffc and Ioy. 

Why doe we linger thus? I cannot reft, 

Vntill the White Rofc that I weare, be dy’de 
Euen in the luke-warme blood of Henries hearty 

Yorke. Richard ynough: I will be King,or dye, 
Brother,thou fhalt to London prefently. 

And whet on Warwick, to this Enterprise* 

Thou 
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Thou Richard (Title to the Duke of Norfolkc, 

And tell him priuiljr.of our intent. 

You Edvard (hall vr.co my Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kenti(hmen will willingly rife. 

In them I truft: for they arc Souldiors, 
Wittic.courteouSjliberall/ull of fpirit. 

While you are thus imploy’d, what refteth more? 

But that I feeke occafion how to rife. 

And yet the King not priuie to my Drift, 

Nor any of the Houfc of Lancafier » 

- Enter Gabriel . 

But ftay, what Newes? Why comm’ft thou in fuch 
pofte? 

Gabriel. The Qtreene, 

With all the Northerne Earles and Lords, 

Intend here to befiege you in your Caftle. 

She is hard by.withtwentiethoufandmen: 

And therefore fortifie your Hold,my Lord. 

Torke. I,with my Sword. 

What ? think’ft thou,that we feare them ? 

Edward and Richard, you (hall ftay with me. 

My Brother Mount ague (hall pofte to London. 

Let Noble tvarwicke,Cobhamfl.vid the reft. 

Whom we haue left ProtcdTors of the King, 

With powrefull Pollicic ftrengthen themfelucs, 

And truft not firople Henry, nor his Oathcs. 

Mount. Brother, I goe; lie winne them,fcare it not. 
And thus moft humbly 1 doe take my leaue. 

Exit Cdfountague, 

Enter eJMortimer,and bit Brother. 

York: Sir Iehn,znd Sir Hugh Mortimer,m\ac Vnckles, 
You are come to Sandall in a happic houre. 

The Armie of the Queene mcane to befiege vs. 

lohn. Shce (hall not neede, wee’le meete her in the 
field. 

York f. What,with fiue thoufar.d men ? 

Richard. I,with fiue hundred,Father,for ancedc. 

A Woman’s general!: what (hould wc feare ? 

A March afarre off. 

Edward. I heare their Drummcs: 

Let’s fet our men in order. 

And iflue forth,and bid them Battaile ftraight. 

7“er^e.Fiuemen to twentie: though the oddes be great, 

I doubt not,Vnckle,of our Vidforie. 

Many a Battaile haue I wonne in France, 

When as the Enemie hath beene tenne to one: 

Why fliould I not now haue the like fucceffe ? 

Alarum. Exit , / 

Enter Kutland t and his Tutor. 

Rutland. Ah,whither (hall I flye,to fcape their hands ? 
Ah Tutor,lookc where bloody Clifford comes. 


Enter Clifford. 

Clifford. Chaplaineaway.thy Priefthood faues thy life. 
As for the Brat of this accurfcd Duke, 

Whofc Father (lew my Father,he fhall dye. 

7«r®. And l.my Lord,will beare him company. 
Clifford. 5ouldier$,a way with him. 

Tutor. Ah CUffordyVnuxthct not this innocent Child, 
Lead thou be hated both ofGod and Man. Exit. 


The third T*art ofHenry theSixt . 


retch 


unc 


Clifford. How now? is he dead already 
- - is it feare,that makes him dofe his < * 

He open them. 

Rutland. So looks the pent-vp Lvon . 

Tha^ trembles vnder his deuouring Pavves' ^ 
And fo he walkes,infulting o're his Prey ! 

And fo he comes.to tend his Limbcs atun,U 
Ah gentle Clifford, kill me with thy Sword * 

And not with fuch a cruell threatning Look 
Sweet Clifford heare me fpcake,before I dyj' 

I am too meane a fubie£f for thy Wrath ^ * 

Be thou reueng’d on men,and let me liue 
Clifford. In vaine thou fpeak’ft,poore* 

My Fathers blood hath ftopt the paffage ** 
Where thy words ftiould enter, ° 

Rutland. Then let my Fathers blood oDeni, 0 . 

He is a man,and Clifford cope with him. P 6ain '> 
Clifford. Had I thy Brethren here, theirliuesand ,l 
W ere not reuenge fufheient for me: ” ^ 

No,if I digg’d vp thy fore-fathers Graues, 

And hung their rotten Coffins vp in Chaynes 
It could not flake mine irc,nor cafe my heart/ 

The fight of any of the Houfc of Torke, 

Is as a furie to torment my Soule: 

And till I root out their accurfed Line, 

And leaue not one aliue,I liuc in Hell. 

Therefore— 

Rutland. Oh let me pray .before I take my death • 

To thee I prayjfwcet Clifford pitty me. 

Clifford. Such pitty as my Rapiers point affords. 
Rutland. I neuer did thee harme: why wilt thou 11 
me? 

Clifford. Thy Father hath. 

Rutland. But ’twas ere I was borne. 

Thou haft one Sonne, for his fake pitty me. 

Lead in reuenge thereof,fich God is iuft. 

He be as miferably flaine as I, 

Ah,lct me liue in Prifonail my dayes, 

And when I giuc occafion of offence. 

Then let me dye,for now thou haft no caufe, 

Off or d. No caufe ? thy Father flew my Fathetaherc- 
fore dye. 

Rutland. Diyfactant [audit fumma fit tfia tut. 
Clifford. Plantagenet , I come Plantagenet : 

And this thy Sonnes blood deauing to my Blade, 
Shall ruft vpon my Weapon,till thy blood 
Congeal’d with this,doe make me wipe off both. Exit. 

veil arum. Enter Richard, Duke of Torke. 

Yorke-Thc Army of the Queene hath got the field: 
My Vnckles both are flaine, in refeuing me; 

And all my followers,to the eager foe 
Turtle back,and flye,like Ships before the Winde, 

Or Lambes purfu’d by hunger-ftarued Wolues. 

My Sonnes,God knowes what hath bechanced them: 
But this I know,they haue demean’d themfelucs 
Like men borne to Reno wne, by Life or Death. 

Three tiroes did ‘Richard make a Lane to roe. 

And thrice cry’de,Courage Father,fight it out: 

And full as oft came Edward to my fide. 

With Purple Faulchion,painted to the Hilt, 

In blood of thofc that had encountred him: 

And when the hardy eft Warriors did retyre, 

Richard cry’de,Charge,and giue no foot of ground, 
And cry’de,A Crowne,or cite a glorious Tombe. 


The thir d c Part of Henry theSixt, 


„ oTaiTHarthlySepulchrc. 

A Sc epter, agaioe : but out alas, 

Wine,as i haue feene a Swan 
' VC f u d nllele labour fwimme againft theTyde, 

^ith bo ftccn g t j, with ouer-matching Waucs. 

^nd fpend ^ yJWr Alarum within. 

, w the fatall followers doe purfue, 

Afcl* e p it and cannot flye their fune: 

AftdI Jin ’ t would not flionne their furie. 

« vp ray Life, 

Th^u, j fj a y^and here my Life mull end. 

Enter the fifiieene, Clifford, Northumberland, 
the young Prince,andSouldiers. 

me bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 

, w vour quenchleffe fune to more r ? ge; 

rn vour Suet, and I abide your Shot. 

tio,thumb. Veeld to our mercy.proud Plantagenet. 
Cliford. I,to fuch mcrcy,as his ruthlcffe Anne 
Vffitbdowne-right payment,fliew’d vnto my Father. 

N v Pboeton hath tumbled from his Carre, 

And made an Euening at the Noone-tide Prick. 

lorke. My a(hes,as the Phccnix.may bring forth 
a Bird,that will reuenge vpon you ill: 

I„d in that hope,I throw mine eyes to Heaucn, 

Scornin 0 what ere you can afflidT me with. 

Why come you not ? what,multitudes,and feare i 
Cl,f. So Cowards fight.when they can flye no further, 
SoDoues doe peck the Faulcons piercing Tallons, 
Sodcfperate Theeues,all hopelefle of their Liues, 

Breathe out Inuedf iues 'gainft the Officers. 

Torke. GhClifford, but bethinke thee once againe. 

And in thy thought ore-run my former time : 

And if thou canrt,for blufhing.vievv this face, 

And bite thy tongue,chat danders him with Cowardice, 
Whofe ftowne hath made thee faint and flye ere this. 

Clifford. I will not bandie with thee word for word, 
Bat buckler with thee blowes twice two for one. 

Queene. Hold valiant Clifford, for a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong a while theTraytors Life: 

Wrath makes him deafe; fpeakc thou Northumberland. 

Horthumb. Hold Clifford, doe not honor him fo much, 
Toprick thy finger,though to wound his hearr. 

What valour were it.when a Curre doth grinne. 

For one to thruft his Hand bet weene his Teech. 

When he might fpurne him with his Foot away ? 

Itis Wanes prize,to take all Vantages, 

And tenne to one,is no impeach of Valour. 

Clifford. I, I, fo ftriues the Woodcocke with the 
Gynne, 

Northumb. So doth the Connie ftruggle in the 
Net. 

Terk So triumph Theeucs vpon their conquei’d Booty, 
SoTruemen yeeld with Robbers,fo o’re-matcht. 

Northumb. What would your Grace haue done vnto 
him now ? 

Queene. Braue W arriots,Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him (land vpon this Mole-hill here. 

That raught at Mountaines with out-ftretched Armes, 

^ “parted but the flladow with his Hand. 

What,was it you that would be Englands King ? 

Wast you that rcuell’d in our Parliament, 

And made a Preachment of your highDefceiu ? 

WTiere arc your Meffe of Sonnes,to back you now_, 

The wanton Edward, and tire luftie George ? 


And where’s that valiant Crook-back Prodigie. 

Dickie,your Boy, that with his grumbling Voyce 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in Mutinies ? 

Or with the reft,where is your Darling /Rutland? 

Looke Torke,\ ftayn’d this Napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford; with his Rapiers point. 

Made iflue from the Bofome of the Boy: 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I giue thee this todric thy Chcekcs withal. 

Alas poore Torke, but that I hate thee deadly, 

I (hould lament chy miferable ftate. 

I prythee grieue.to make me merry,? orke. 

What,hath thy fierie heart fo parcht thine cntrayles. 
That not a Teare can fall,for Rut lands death ? 

Why art thou patient,man ? thou fhoultl’ft be mad: 

And I,to make thee mad,doe mock thee thus.. • 

Stampe.raue.and frct,that I may fing and dance. 

Thou would'ft be fec’d.I fee,to make me fport: 

York? cannot fpeakc,vnlcffe he wcarc a Crowne. 

A Crowne for Torke ; and Lords,bow lowe to him: 

Hold you his hands.whilcft; I doe fet it on. 

I marry Sir,now lookes he like a King: 

I,this is he that tookc King Henries Chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted Hcire. 

But how is it,thac great Plantagenet 

Is crown’d fo foone,and broke his folemneOath? 

As I bethinke mt.you (hould not be King, 

Till our King Henry had fliooke hands with Death. 

And will you pale your head in Henries Glory, 

And rob his Temples of thcDiademe, 

No w in his Life.againft your holy Oath ? 

Oh’tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the Crowne;and with the Crowne,his Head, 
And whileft we breathe,take time to doe him dead. 
Clifford. That is my Office, for my Fathers fake. 
Qufcnc. Nay ftay, let’s heare the Orizons hce 
makes. 

Torke. Shce-Wolfe of France, 

Butworfe then Wolues of France, 

Whofe Tongue more povfons then the Adders Tooth: 
How ill-befeeming is it in thy Sex, 

To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 

Vpon their Woes,whom Fortune captiuates i 
But that thy Face is Vizard-like,vnehanging, 

Made impudent with vfe of cuill deedes. 

I would aftay,pro wd Qiieene,to make thee blufh. 

To tell thee whence thou cam’ft,ofwhom dexiu’d. 

We re flrame enough, to fhame thee, 

Wert thou not fliameleffe. 

Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils.and Icrufalem, 

Yet not fo wealthie as an Engliflr Ycoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needes nor,nor it bootes thee not,prowd Queene, 

Vnlcfie the Adage mull be verify’d, 

That Beggers mounted,runne their Horfe to death. 

’Tis Beautie that doth oft make Women prowd. 

But God he knowes,thy fhare thereof is ftmll. 

’Tis Vertue.that doth make them moft admir’d. 

The contrary,doth make thee wondred at. 

’Tis Gouernmenc that makes them feeme Diuinc, 

The want thereof,makes thee abhominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to euery good. 

As the Antipodes are vnto vs. 

Or as the South to the Seplentrion. 

Oh Tygrcs Heart.wrapt in a Womans Hide, 
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How could'ft thoudrayne the Life-blood of the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe his eyes withal!, 

And yet be feene to beare a Womans face ? 

Women are fofc.mildc^ittifull^and flexible; 
Thou^fterncjobdurate^mtic^roughjremorfelefle. 

Bidft thou me rage? why now thou haft thy wifli. 
Would’ft haue me weep?? why now thou haft thy will. 
For raging Wind blowcs vp inceflfant ftiowcrs. 

And when the Rage allayeSjthe Ralne begins# 

Thefc Tearcs arc my lwcet Rutlands Obfequies, 

And eucry drop crycs vengeance for his death, 

Gainft thee fell Clifford, and thee falfc French-woman# 
Northumb. Bcfhrew mCjbot his pafTions moucs me fo, 
That hardly can I check my eyes from Tearcs. 

Torke, That Face of his, 

The hungry Caniballs would not haue toucht. 

Would not haue ftayn’d with blood: 

But you are more inhtimane^ore inexorable, 

Oh,tennc times more then Tygers of Hyrcania, 
Sce.ruthlefle Qoecne,a haplcflfc Fathers Teares: 

1 his Cloth thoudipd’ft in blood of my fwcet Boy, 

AndT with Teares doe wafh the blood away. 

Keepe thou the N.ipkin % aitd goc boaft of this, 

And if thou tell’ft the heauie ftoric right, 

Vpon my Soule,the hearers will fhed Teares : 

Yea,euen my Foes will fhed faft-falling Teares, 

And fayjAlas, it was apittious deed# 

There,take the Cvowne,and with the Crownc,my Curfc, 
And in thy ncedjluch comfort come to thee. 

As now I reape at thy too crucll hand. 

Hard-hearted Clifford ,take me from the World, 

My Soule to Heauen.my Blood vpon your Heads. 

Northumb.Hzd he been flaughter-man to all my Kinne, 
I fhould not for my Life buc weepe with him. 

To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. 

S^een. What,weeping ripe,my Lord Northumberland! 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly drie thy melting Teares. 

Clifford . Heerc’s for my Oath, hcere’s for my Fathers 
Death. 

Oufcttc. And hecre’s to right our gentle-hearted 
£ in g- 

Torke . Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God, 

My Soule fl/es through thefe wounds, to feeke out thee, 
jQucone,OS with his Head,and fet it on Yorke Gates, 
So Torke may oucr-looke the Towne of Yorke# 

Elourifo. Exit. 

A March . Enter Edward, Richard , 
and theit' power. 

Edward . I wonder how our Princely Father fcap’c: 

Or whether he be fcap’t away,or no, 

From Cliffords and Northumberlands purfuit ? 

Had he been ta’nc 3 wc fhould haue heard the newes; 

Had he beenc flaine,wc fhould haue heard the newes.: 

Or had he fc3p’t,me thinkes we fhould haue heard 
The happy tidings of his good efcapc. 

How fares my Brother? why is he fo fad? 

Richard. I cannot ioy.vntill I be refolu’d 
Where our right valiant Father is become. 

I law him in the Battaile range about. 

And watcht him how he fingled Clifford forth. 

Me thought he bore him in the thickeft troupe, 

As doth a Lyon in a Heard.of Near, 

Or as a Beare cocompafs'd round with Dogges: 
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VJho hauing pincht a few,and made aL. — 

The reft ftand all aloofe,and barke at K ^ Cr ?> 

So far’d our Father with his Enemies ' m * 

So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father- 
Me thinke* ’tis prize enough to be hij s 
See how the Morning opes her golden r^'’ 

And takes her farwell of the glorious lCJ » 

How well refembles it the prime of Youth'* 
Trimm'd like a Yonker, prauncing to hi s L * , 

Ed. Dazlemineeycs,ordoc] feeth c 

Rich .Three glorious Sunnes,cach on r e,: * 

Not feperated withthe racking Clouds f,Crfc< ^Sun : 
But feuer’d in a pole cleare-fliining Skye* 
See.fee.they ioync,embrace,and feem e to kiffi, 

As if they vow’d fomc League inuiolablc 
Now arc they but one Lampe.one Light one c 
In this,the Heauen figures fonie euent * ' ^ Unnc: 

Edward. ’Tis wondrous ftrangc. 

The like yet neuer heard of. * 

I thinke it cites vs(Brother)to the field 
That wce,the Sonnes «f braue Plantalenet 
Each one alreadic blazing by our mecdcs ’ 

Should notwithftanding ioync our Lights to..,! 
And ouer-fliine the Earth,as this the World* 
What ere it bodes, hencc-forward will I beare 
Vpon myTarguet three fairc fliining Sunnes 

Richard. Nay.bcare three Daughters-. 

By your leaue, 1 fpeake it. 

You loue the Breeder better then the Male, 

Enter one blowing. 

But what art thou,whofc heauie Lookes fore-tell 
Some dreadfull ftory hanging on thy Tongue t 

Meff. Ah,one that W3s a wofull looker on * 
When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was flaine 
Your Princely Father,and my louing Lord. * 

Edward. Oh fpeake no more, for I haue heard t 0l 
much. 

Richard. Say how he dy'de,for I will heare it all, 

Meff. Enuironed he was with many foes, 

And flood againft them, as the hope of Troy 
A gainft theGreckes,that would haue entredTroy, 
But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to oddest 
And many ftroakes,though withalittle Axe, 

Hewes downe and fells the hardeft-tymber’d Oake, 
By many hands yout Father was fubdu’d, 

B it onely flaught'red by the irefull Arme 
Of vn-relenting Clifford ,and the Queene: 

Who crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpight, 
Laugh’d in his face: and when with griefe hewept, 
The ruthleffe Queene gaue him,to dry hisCheekes, 

A Napkin,ftceped in the harnielefle blood 
Of fweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford (lainei 
And after many iconics, many foule taunts, 

They tooke his Head,and on the Gates of Yotke 
They fet the fame.and there it doth remaine, 

The faddeft fpeffacle that ere I view’d. 

Edward. Sweet Duke of Yorke,our Prop to leane vpoo. 
Now thou art gone,wee haue no Stajfinno Stay. 

Oh Clifford, boyft’rous Clifford thou haft flaine 
Theflnwrc of Europe,for his Cheualrie, 

And trechcroufly haft thou vanquilht him. 

For hand to hand he would haue vanquiftit thee. 

Now my Soules Palhce is become a Prifon: 
Ah,would Ihe breakc from hence, that this my body 
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_-r-^-^7beclofed vp in reft : 

M ‘ §bt er henceforth (hall I ioy againe s 

f0t ° oh neuer (hall I fee more ioy. 

N « ue \ i L n oc weepe: for all my bodies moyfturc 
t0 quench my Furnace-burning hart: 

5iar ‘ e 1 tongue vnloade my hearts great burthen, 
Htf/J? rjnewlndc that I fhould fpeake withall, 

F °l-ndliog coales that fires all my brefl, 

I sk ,, me vp with flames, that tears would quench, 
^ bt " e is to make lefle the depth of greefe: 

1 then for B^es; Blowe*,and Reuenge for mee. 
T X I beare thy name, lie venge thy death, 

x /renowned by attempting it. 

0 r “y h i s name that valiant Duke hath left with thee: 

n.Wdome, and his Chaire with me. is left; 

^R cb Na/jifthoube that Princely Eagles Bird, 

chew thy M cent b y S azin S the , Sunne: J 
r rhaire and Dukedome, Throne and Kingdome fay, 

^tber that is thine, or elfc thou wer’t not his. 

tffteb. Enter Warwick?, "Mar queffe Momtacute, 
and their Army. 

tf?n»iekt How now faire Lords ? What faire? What 
newes abroad? 

Hick Great Lord of Warwicke,if we (hould tccompt 
Our baiefull newes, and at each words deliuerance 
cub Poniards in our flelh, till all were told. 

The words would adde more anguifh then the wounds. 

0 valiant Lord,the Duke ofYorke is flaine. 

lite. OWarwicke, Warwicke, that Plabtagenel 
Which held thee deerely, as hi* Soules Redemption, 
j, by the Acme Lord Clifford done to death. 

War. Ten dayes ago, 1 drown’d thefe newes in tearcs. 
And now to adde more meafurc to your woes, 

Icotne to tell you things fith then befalne. 

After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 

Whcreyour braue Father breath’d his latcft gaspc, 
Tydings, as fwiftly as the Poftes could runr.e. 

Were brought me of your Loffe, and his Depart. 

I then in London, keeper of the King, 

Mufler’d my Soldiers, gathered flockes ofFricnds, 

Marcht toward S.Albons,to intercept the Qucene, 

Bearing the King in ray bchalfe along: 

For by my Scout*, I wa3 aduertifed 
That (he was comming with a full intent 
Todalh our late Decree.in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries Oath.and your Succefsion s 
ShortTale to make, we at S. Albons met. 

Our Battailes ioyn’d, and both (ides fiercely fought s 
But whether ’twas the coldneffe of the King, 

Who look’d full gently on his warlike Queene, 

Thatrobb’d my Soldiers of their heated Spleenc. 

Or whether ’twas report of her fucceffe, 

Or more then common fcare of Cliffords Rigour, 

Who thunders to his Captures,Blood and Death, 

I cannot iudge : but to conclude with truth. 

Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went: 

Our Souldiers like the Night-Owles lazic flight. 

Or like a lazie Threftrer with a Flaile, 

'ell gently downe,as if they ftrucke their Friends, 
cheer’d them vp with iuftice of out Caufe, 

With promife of high pay,and great Reward*: 
ruf all in vaine, they had no heart to fight, 

And we (in them) no hope to win the day, 

Sothat we fled ; the King vnto the Queene, 

Lord George, your Brother, Norfolkc, and my Sclfc, 


In hafte, pofl hafte, arc come to ioync with you: 

For in the Marches heere we heard you were, 

Making another Head, to fight againe. 

Ed. Where is the Duke of Norfolke,gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 

vyar. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers, 
And for your Brother he was lately fent 
From your kindc Atjnt Dutchefic ot Surgundie, 

With ayde of Soulcjters to this ncedfull Warre. 

Rich. Twas oddes belike,whc(j valiant Warwick fledj 
Oft haue I heard his praifes in Purfuite, 

But ne’re till now, his Scandallof Retire. 

War. Nor now my Scandall Ritbard,da(\ thouheare: 
For thou {halt know this ttrong right hand of mine, 

Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries head, 

And wring the awefull Scepter from his Fift, 

Were he as famous, and as bold in Warre. 

As he is fatii’d for Mildneffe, Pcace,and Prayer. 

Rich. I know it well Lord Warwick,blamctncnoc> 
’Tis loue I beare thy glories make me fpeake: 

But in this troublous time, whac’s to be done i 
Shall we go throw away our Coates of Steele, 

And wrap our bodies in blackc mourning GownesJ 
Numb’ringour Aue-Marics with our Beads ? 

Oc {hall we on the Helmets of our Foes 
Tell our Deuotion with reuengefull Armes ? 

If for the Iaft, fay I, and to it Lords. 

War. Why therefore Warwick cameto feekyou out. 
And therefore comes my Brother "Mountague : 

Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queene, 

With Clifford , and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their Feather, many moe proud Birds, 

Haue wrought the eafie-melting King, like Wax. 

He fwore confent to your Succeflion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 

And now to London all the crew arc gone, 

Tofruftrate both his Oatb,a«d whatbefide 
May make againft the houfe of Lancafter. 

Theirpower (I thinke)i$ thirty thoufand ftrong: 

Now, if the helpe of Norfolkc,and my feife. 

With all the Friends that thou braue Earle ofMarch, 
Among’ft the louing Welflhmen can’ft procure. 

Will but amount to fiue and twenty thoufand. 

Why Via, to London will we march. 

And once againe, beftride our foaming Steeds, 

And once againe cry Charge vpon our Foes, 

But neuer once againe turne backe and flyc. 

Rich. I, now me thinks I heare great Warwick fpcak; 
Ne’re may he Hue to fee a Sun-ftiine day, 

That cries Retire, if Warwicke bid him flay. 

Ed. Lord Warwicke, on thy fhoulder will I leane. 
And when thou failft(a* God forbid the houre) 

Muft Edward fall, which pcrill heauen forefend. 

War. No longer Earle of March,but Duke ofYorke; 
The next iiegrce,is Englands Royall Throne: 

For King of England fhalt thou be proclaim’d 
In euery Burrough as wc paffe along. 

And he that throwes ndt vp his cap for ioy. 

Shall for the Fault make forfeit of his head. 

King Edward, Valiant Richard Mountague : 

Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renowne, 

But found the Trumpets,and about our Taske. 

Rich. Then Clifford , were thy heart as hard as Steele, 
As thou haft fhewneit flintieby thy deeds, 

I come to pierce it, or to giuc thee mine. 

&i'.Then ftrike vp Drums,God and S.Georgc for vs. . 
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Enter a CMeffenger . 

War. How now? what newes ? 

Mef The Duke of Norfolke fend* you word by me. 
The Qucene is comming with a puiffant Hoaft, 

And craues your company,for fpeedy counfell. 

/Far. Why then it forts, braue Warriors.let’saway. 

Exeunt Omnes. 

Flourifb, Enter the King ,t he Qucene, Clifford, Nerthum - 
andTong Prince, with Drumme and 
Trumpettes. 

Qu. Welcome my Lord,to this braue town ofYorke, 
Yonder* the head of that Arch-enemy, 

That fought to be incompaft with your Crownc. 

Doth not the obi eft cheere your heart,my Lord. 

K. I,as the rockes cheare them that feare their wrack, 
To fee this fight,it irkes my very foule: 

With-hold reuenge (decre God) ’tis not my fault. 

Nor wittingly haue I infring’d my Vow. 

Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much lenity 
And harmfull pitty muff be layd afide: 

To whom do Lyons caff their gentle Lookes ? 

Not to the Bead, that would vfurpe their Den. 

Whofc hand is that the Forreft Beare doth Iickc ? 

Not his that fpoyles her yong before her face. 

Who feapes the lurking Serpent* mortall fting ? 

Not he that fets his foot vpon her backe. 

Thefmalleft Wormewill turne, being troden on. 

And Doues will pe eke in fafegard of their Brood, 
Ambitious Yorke, did leuell at thy Crowne, 

Thou finding, while he knit his angry browes. 

He but a Duke, would haue his Sonne a King, 

And raife his iflue like a louing Sire. 

Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fonne, 

Did’ft yeeld confent to difinherit him: 

Which argued thee a moft vnlouing Father. 
Vnreafonable Creatures feed their young. 

And though mans face be fcarefull to their eyes, 

Y ec in proteftion of their tender ones. 

Who hath not feene them euen with thofe wings. 
Which fometime they haue vs’d with fearfull flight. 
Make warre with him that climb’d vnto their neft, 
Offering their owne Hues in their yong* defence? 

For fliame,my Liege, make them your Prefident: 

Were it not pitty that this goodly Boy 
Should loofe his Birth-right by his Fathers fault. 

And long heereafter fay vnto his childe. 

What my great Grandfather, and Grandfire got, 

My carelefle Father fondly gaue away. 

Ah, what a fhame were this? Looke on the Boy, 

And let his manly face, which promifeth 
Succeffefull Fortune fteele thy melting heart. 

To hold thine owne,and leaue thine owne with him. 

King. Full well hath Clifford plaid the Orator, 
Inferring argument* ofmighty force: 

But Chfford tell me, did’ft thou neuer heare, 

That things ill got,had euer bad fuccefle. 

And happy alwaye* was it for that Sonne, 

Whofe Father for his hoording went to hell: 

< He leaue my Sonne my Vertuout deed* behindc, 

! And would my Father had left me no more: 

For all the reft is held at fuch a Rate, 

As brings a thoufand fold more care to kcepe. 

Then in poffeflion any iot ofpleafure. 

Ah Cofin Yorke, would thy beft Friends did know. 


L 1 uocn g^cciic i-w «ii Hh my ucaa is hcere 

^« My Lordcheerevp yourfpirits,our foe,. 

And thi* foft courage makes your Followers fain ^ 
Y ou promt ft Kni ghthood to our forward f onne C; 

Vn(heath your fword,and dub him prefendv, ’ 
Edward, kneele downe. 

King. Edward Plantagentt, arife a Knight 
And leame this Leflbn; Draw thy Sword in /jet 

Prin, My gracious Father.by your Kingly I'* 
IledrawitasApparamtothcCrowne, J c * 

And in that quarrell,vfe it to the death. 

Clif. Why that is fpoken like a toward Pri n£e 


Enter aMeJfenger. 

THeff. Royall Commanders, be in readinefl'e 
For with a Band of thirty thoufand men, * 

Comes Warwicke backing of the Duke of Yorke 
And in theTowncs as they do march along, ** 
Proclaimes him King, and many fly e to him 
Darraigne your battcll.for they arc at hand* 

Clif. I would your Hig’nneffc would depart thcfi.u 

The Qucene hath beft fuccefle when you are abfent 

£u. I good my Lord,and leaue v* to our Fortune 
King. Why, that’s my fortune too,therefore lie ft a ' v 
North. Be it with refolution then to fioht. ' 

Prin. My Royall Father,chcerc thele Noble Lords 
And hearten thofe that fight in your defence: ’ 

Vnfhcathyour Sword,good Father: CryS.George. 

March. Enter Edward^arwicke.Richardflartmi 

Norfolke, Momtag ue,and Soldier/. ‘ 

Edw. Now periur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for *ra«? 
And fet thy Diadem vpon my head? 

Or bide the mortall Fortune of the field. 

Qu. Go rate thy Minions, proud infultingBov, 
Becomes it thee to b e thus bold in termes, 

Before thy Soueraigne,and thy lawfull King ? 

Ed. I am his King,and he {hould bow his knee: 

I was adopted Heire by his confent. 

Cla. Since when,his Oath is broke: for as I heare, 
You that are King, though he do weare the Crowne, 
Haue caus’d him by new Aft of Parliament, 

To blot out me,and put his owne Sonne in. 

Clif. And reafon too. 

Who (hould fucceede the Father, but the Sonne. 

Rich, Are you there Butcher? 0,1 cannot fpeake. 
Clif, I Crooke-back,here I ftand to anfwerthce, 
Or any he.the proudeft of thy fort. 

Rich. ’Twas you that kill’d yong Rutland,was knot? 
Clif. I,and old Yorke,andyetnotfatisfied. 

Rich. For Gods fake Lords giue fignall to the fight, 
/Far. What fay’ft thou Henry, 

Wilt thou yeeld the Crowne? (you fpeak? 

I Qa. Why how now long-tongu’d Warwicke,dare 
When you and I, met at S.tAl6ons laft, 

Your Iegges did better feruice then your hands. 

War* Then ’twas my turne to fly, and now ’ti* thine: 
Clif: You faid fe> much before,and yet you fled. 
/Far. ’Twas not yout valor Clifford droue me thence. 
Afar.No,nor your manhood thatidurft make you (lay. 
Rich. Northumberland,! hold thee reuercntly, 
Brcake off the parley,for fcarfe I can refraine 
The execution of my big-fwolne heart 
Vpon that Clifford,th»t cruell Child-killer. 

Clif. I flew thy Father,cal’ft thou him a Child ? 

A/Co 


I 
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c fhe third Tart o/KJng Henry the Sixt* 


- , I Jjtc a Dsftard.and a treacherous Coward, 

u .. didd’ft kill our tender Brother Rutland, 

AS SunfecJle make thee curfe the deed. 

Haue done with words (my Lords) and heare 

them then,or els hold ciofc thy lips 
YjL. I pryth'ee giue no limits to my Tongud, 
i Kine.and priuiledg’d to fpeake. 

1 *®,uv Lieee.the wound that bred this meeting here, 
otbecufd by Words,cherefore be Sill. 

Can "°. yhen Executioner vnfheath thy fword: 

g« him that made vs all, I am refolu’d, 

rLt Cliffords Manhood,lyes vpon his tongue. 

T £<1. Say Henry, I haue my right,or no: 

thoufand men haue broke their Fails to day, 

That ne!rc (lull dine, vnleffe thou yeeld the Crownc. 

lV.tr. If thou deny, their Blood vpon thy head. 

For Yorke in iuftice put’s his Armour on. 

Pr.Ed. If that beright.which Warwick faics is right, 
There is no wrong,but euery thing is right. 

Iftr. Who euer got thee,there thy Mother (lands, 
c or well I wot,thou haft thy Mother* tongue. 

6)*, But thou art neyther like thy Sire nor Damme, 
BuTfike a foule miftiapen Scygmatkke, 

Mirk'dby the Dcftinies to be auoided, 

^TonomcToades, or Lizards dreadfull fling*. 

Pfcb. Iron of Naples,hid with Englifti gilt, 

Whofe Father bearcs the Title of a King, 

(As if a Channell (hould be call'd the Sea) 

Sham’d thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 

To let thy tongue deteft thy bafe-borne heart. 

Si. A wifpe of draw were worth a thoufand Crowns, 
To make this IhainelefTe Callet know her felfe: 

Helen of Greece was fayrer farre then thou, 

Although thy Husband may be Menclatu ; 

And iie’re was Agamemnons Brother wrong’d 
By that falfe Woman,as this King by thee. 

His Father reuel’d in the heart of France, 

And tam’d the King,and nude the Dolphin ftoope: 

And had he match'd according to his State, 

He might haue kept that glory to this day. 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed. 

And grac’d thy poorc Sire with his Bridall day, 

Euen then thac Sun-fhine brew’d a ftiowre for him, 

That wafht his Fathers fortunes forth of France, 

And heap’d (edition on his Crowne at home : 

For what hath broach’d this tumult but thy Pride ? 

Had’d thou bene meeke,our Title ftill had flept, 

And we in pitty efthe Gentle King, 

Had dipt our Claime, vntill another Age. 

CU .But when we (aw, our Sun(hine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred v* no increafc. 

We fet the Axe to thy vfurping Roote: 

And though the edge hath loinething hit our felues, 
Ytcknow thou, fincewe haue begunto ftrike, 

Wee’l neuer leaue, till we haue hewne thee downe. 

Or bath’d thy growing,with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And in this refolution, I defle thee. 

Not willing any longer Conference, 

Since thou denicd’ft the gentle King to fpeake.’ 
SoundTrumpets.let our bloody Colours waue. 

And either Viftorie, or elfc a Graue. 
fi n . Stay Edward, 

Ed' No wrangling Woman, wee’l no longer flay, 
lhefe words vvill coft ten thoufand hues this day. 

Exeunt omnes. 


Alarum. Excurjtons. Enter Warwick* 


War. Fore-fpent with Toile, a* Runners with a Race, 
I lav me downe a little while to breath : 

Fo/ltrokcs rcceiu’d-and many blovves repaid, 

Haue robb’d my-ftrong knit (inewes of their firength. 
And fpight bf fpight, needs rouft I reft a-while» 

Enter Edward running. 

Ed. Smile gentle heauen, or ftrike vngentle death 
For this world frownes, and Edwards Sunnc is clowded. 

War* How now my Lord, what happe? what hopeo 
good? 

Enter Clarence. 

Cla. Our hap is lofle, our hope but fad dilpaire. 

Our rankes are.broke,and mine iollowes vs. 

What counfaile giue you? whether (hall yve flye? 

Ed. Bootleffe is flight, they follow vs with Wings, 
And vveake we are,and cannot fliun purfuicc. 

Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah Warwicke,why hafty' withdrawn thy felfe? 
Thy Brothers blood the thirfty earth hath drunk. 
Broach’d with the Steely point of Cliffords Launce: 

And in the very pangs of death, he ciyde. 

Like to a difmall Clangor heard from farre, 

.Warwicke, reuenge; Brother,reuenge my deaths 
So vnderneatb the belly of their Steeds, 

That ftain’d their Fetlockes in his fmoaking blood. 

The Noble Gentleman gaue vp the ghoft. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood: 
lie kill my Horfc.becaufe I will not flye: 

Why ftand we like foft-hearted women heere, 

Wayling our Ioffes,whilcs the Foe doth Rage, 

And looke vpon, as iftheTragedie 
Were plaid in ieft, by counterfeiting Aftors. 

Heere on my knee, 1 vow to God aboue, 
lie neuer pawfe againe, neuer ftand ftilH 
Till either death hath clos’d thefe eye* of mine. 

Or Fortune giuen me meafure of Reuenge. 

Ed, Oh Warwicke, I do bend my knee with thine, 
And in thi* vow do chajne my foule to thine: 

And ere my knee rife from the Earths cold face, 

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee. 

Thou fetter vp, and plucker downe ofKmgs: 

Befceching thee (if with thy will it (land*) 

That to my Foes this body mr.ftbeprey. 

Yet that thy brazen gates of heauen may ope, 

And giue fweet paffage to my finfull foule. 

Now Lords, take leaue vntill we mccte againe. 

Where ere it be, in hcauen,or in earth. 

Rich. Brother, 

Giue me thy hand, and gentle Warwicke, 

Let me imbrace thee in my weary armes: 

I that did neuer wcepe, now melt with wo, 

That Winter (hould cut off our Spring-time fo. 

War. Away,away: 

Once more fweet Lords farwell. 

Cla. Yet let vs altogether to our Troopes. 

And giue them leaue to flye, that will not flay: 

And call them Pillars that will ftand to vs : 

And if we thriue, promife them fuch rewards 
As Viftors weare at the Olympian Games. 

This may plant courage in their quailing breads, 

For yet is hope of Life and Viftory: 
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The third[ Tart ofl\ ing Henry the Sixt . 


Foreflow no longer, make we hence amaine. Exeunt 

Excurjions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Rich, Now Clifford,! hilie Angled thee alone, 

Suppofe this arme is for the Duke of Yorke, 

And this for Rutland, both bound to reuengc, 

Wer’c thou inuiron’d with a Brazen wall. 

Clift Now Richard,! am with thee hecre alone. 

This is the hand that flabb’d thy Father Yorke, 

And this the hand,that flew thy Brother Rutland, 

And herc’s the heart, that triumphs in their death. 

And chceres thefe hands, that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like vpon thy felfe. 

And fo haue at thee. 

They Fight jVarwicke comes , Cliffordfliet. 

Rich. Nay Warw'rckc,Angle out iomc other Chace, 
For I my felfe will hunt this Wolfe to death. Exeunt. 

, , tAlarum. Enter King Henry alone. 

Hen. This battell fares like to the mornings Warre, 
When dying clouds contend, with growing light. 
What time the Shepheard blowing of his nailcs. 

Can neither call it perfect day, not night. 

Now fyvryss it this way, like a Mighty Sea, 

Forc’d by the Tide, to combat with the Winde j 
Now fwayes it that way, like the felfe-fame Sea, 

Forc’d to retyre by furic of the Winde. 

Sometime, the Flood preuailes; and than the Winde: 
No w,one the better: *hen,another beft; ! 

Both tugging to be Viftors, breft to brefl: 

Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 

I So is the cquall poife of this fell Warre. 

Heerc on this Mole-hill will I fit me downe, 

To whom God will.thete be the Vi&orie: 

For (JUargaret my Queene,and Clifford too 
Haue chid me from the Battell: Swearing both. 

They profper beft of all when I am thence. 

Would I were dead, ifGods good will were fo; 

For what is in this world, but Greefe 3nd Woe. 

Oh God! use thinkes it were a happy life. 

To be no better then a homely Swainc, 

To fit vpon a hill, as I do now. 

To carue outDialls queintly,point by point. 

Thereby to fee the Minutes how they runne: 

How many makes the Houre full complcate. 

How many H oures brings about the Day, 

How many Dayes will finifh vp the Yearc, 

How many Yeares,a Mortall man may liuc. 

Whenthisis knowne,then to diuidethe Times: 

So many Hourcs, rnuft I tend my Flocke j 
So many Houres, muft I take my Reft: 

So many Hourcs, mufti Contemplate: 

So many Houres, muft I Sport my felfe: 

So many Dayes, my Ewes haue bene with yongr- 
So many weekes, ere the poore Fooles will Eane: 

So many yeares, ere I fliall thcere the Fleece: 

So Minutes,Houres,Daycs,Monthes,and Yeares, 

Paft ouer to the end they were created, 

Would bring white haires, vnto a Quiet graue. 

Ah! what a life were this? How fweet? how louely ? 
Giues not the Hawthorne bufti a fweeter fhade 
To Shepheards, looking on their filly Sheepc, 

Then doth a rich Imbroider’d Canopic 
To Kings, that fcare their Subie&s treacherie ? 

Oh yes, it doth; a thoufand fold it doth. 

And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 


His cold thinne.drinkc out of his Leather £ \ 

His wonted fleepe, vnder a frefli trees fiiade° ' 

All which fecure, and fweetly he enioyes * 

Is farre beyond a Princes Dclicatcs: ' 3 
His Viands fparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His bodie couched in a curious bed. 

When Care,Miftruft, and Trcafon waits on h - 


Alarum. Enter a Sonne that hath kill'd hi p 
one doore : and a Father that hath kill’d bis 
tberdoore. 




Son. Ill blowcs the winde that profits nob /I 

This man whom hand to hand I flew in fi R l lt °^* 
May be poflefled with fomc ftore ofCrownes 

And I that (haply) take them from him now * 

May yet (crenight)yeeld both my Life and them 
To fome man eife, as this dead man doth me ^ 
Who’s this? Oh God! It is my Fathers face 
Whom in this Confli<ft,I(vnwares)hauekill’d • 

Oh heauy times! begetting fuch Euents. 

From London, by the King was I preft forth 
My Father being the Earle of Warwickesman 
Came on the part of Yorke, preft by fii s Msfte r > . 

And I, who at his hands receiu’d my life 
Haue by my hands,of Life bereaued him. 

Pardon me God, I knew not what I did: 

And pardon Father, for I knew not thee. 

MyTearcs fliall wipe away thefe bloody markes: 
And no more words, till they haue flow’d their fill 

King. Opitteousfpe<flacle! O bloody Times!* 

Whiles Lyons Warre.and battaile for their Dennes 
Poore harmleflc Lambes abide their enmity. 

Weepe wretched man: He ayde theeTeare for Teare 
And let our hearts and eyes, like Ciuill Warre ’ 
Be blinde with teares,and break ore-charg’d with gride 
Enter Father fearing ofhis Sonne. 6 

Fa. Thou that fo ftoutly hath refilled me, 

Giue me thy Gold, if thou haft any Gold: 

For I haue bought it with an hundred blowe*. 

But let me fee: Is this our Foe-mans face? 
Ahjno^Ojno, it is mine oncly Sonne. 

Ah Boy, if any life be left in thee. 

Threw vp thine eye : fee,fee,what fhowres arife, 
Blowne with the windieTempeft ofmy heart, 

Vpon thy wounds, that killcs mine Eye,and Heart, 

O pitty God,this miferable Age! 

What Stragemsf how fell? how Butcherly? 
Errconeous, mutinous, and vnnaturall. 

This deadly quarrcll daily doth beget / 

O Boy! thy Father gaue thee life too foone, 

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

King. Wo aboue wo:greefc,more the common greefe 
O that my death would ftay thefe ruthfull deeds: 

O pitty, pitty, gentle heauen pitty; 

The Red Rofe and the White arc on his face, 

The fatall Colours of our ftriuing Houfes: 

The one, his purple Blood right well rcfembles, 

The other his pale Cheekes (me thinkes)prcfenceth: 
Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourilh: 

Ifyou contend, a thoufand liucs muft wither. 

Son. How will my Mother,for a Fathers death 
Take on with me, and ne're be fatisfi’d ? 

Fa. How will my Wife,for (laughter of my Sonne 
Shed feas of Teares, and ne’re be fatisfi’d ? 

King.Hov/ will the Country,for thefe woful chances 
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and not be la t i sfied ? 

Mlf ' th 'was euer (none, fo tew'd a Fathers death ? 

S °\ Was euer Father fo bemoan’d his Sonne ? 
rA ‘ Was euer King fo greeu’d for Subicas woe ?j 
, vour forrow; Mine,ten times fo much. 

M uch lie beare thee hence, where I may weepe my fill. 
S °\ Thefe armes oftnincflvail be thy winding {licet: 

rfweet Boy) ftiafl 'be thy Sepulcher, 

J ‘ n ,y heart, thine Image ne’re (hall go. 
breft, (hall bfcthy Funerall bell; 

, (nr the Ioffe of thcc.haui'ng no more, 
was for all his Valiant Sonnes, 

£ s [., re thee hence.and let them fight that will, 

Ile , , uuf murthcred where 1 (Kould not kill. Exit 

H:n Sad-hearted-men* much ouergone with Care; 
Hee/c fits aKing, more vvoful 1 then y°u are- 

Alarms i Excurfions. Enter the fhteerifhe 


prill. FlyFathcr.flye -. for alt your Friends ire fled. 

And Warwick rages like a chafed Bull: : • 

Awav.for death doth hold vs in purfuite. 

Qa, Mount you my Lord, towards Barwickepoft a- 
roainc; 

Ihurl and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds. 

Hauin? the fearful! flying Hare in fighr, 

With fiery cycs/parkling for very wrath, 

And bloody flcele gralpt in their yrcfull hands 
Arcatourbackes>and therefore hence amaine. 

Away: for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ftay not to expoftulate, make fpced, 

OreiCccome after, lie away before. 

Jisn. Nay take me with thee,good fweet Exeter: 

Not that I fearc to flay, but lone to go 

Whether the Qneene intends. Forward,away. Exeunt 


t/f low d datum. Enter Clifford Wounded* 

Clif. Heere burnes my Candle out; I,heere it dies. 
Which whiles it lafted, gaue King Henry light. 

0 LancaflerJ I feare thy ouerthrow, 

More then my Bodies parting with my Soule: 

My Loue and Feare, glew’d many Friends to thee, 

And now I fall. Thy tough Commixtures melts. 
Impairing Henry , ftrcngth’ning milproud Yorke ; 

And whether flyc the Gnacs, but to the Sunne ? 

And who (hines now, but Henries Enemies ? 

0Phoebus! had*!! thou nctiergiucn confent, 

Tint Phaeton fhould checke thy fiery Steeds, 

Thy burning Carre neuer had fcorch’d the earth. 
And/fwry, had*ft thoufway’d as Kings flioulddo. 

Or as thy Father,and his Father did, 

Giuingno ground vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

They neuer then had fprung like Sommer Flyes: 

I, and ten thoufand in this lucklcfle Realme, 

Hcd left no mourning Widdowes for our death. 

And thou this day,had 5 ft kept thy Chairc in peace. 

For what doth cherrifh W eeds,but gentle ay re ? 

And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
Bootle{reareplaints,and CurelefTe are my Wounds : 
No way to flye, nor ftrength to hold out flight: 

The Foe is mcrcilefle, and will not pitty : 

For at their hands I haue deferuM no pitty. 

The ayre hath got into my deadly Wounds, 


And much eftule of blood, doth make me faint: 

Come 7^r%,and R ichcirdfVanviche ,and the reft, 

1 ftab’d your Fathers bofouie^ Split my breft* 

AUrv.rr, & Retreat. £nhf £‘d\vard. U^armck^Richard^ and 
• Soldiers ^Montagus .j& Clarence. 
bfeS?H wc Lords,good fortune bids vs paufe, 
And fmooth chcfrownes of \Vtr,with peacefoll lookes ; 
SomeTroopcspuriiie the bloody-minded,(^uccne, 

That led calme Henry ^hquoh he were i King, 

As doth a Saile, fill’d with a fretting Gtfft 
Command an Argofie to fi:erh 4 rpp the V/ai:es. 

But thinkeyou(Lords)tha: Cljfiord fled With them? 

War. No, 'cis impofsible he fliould efcape: 

(For though before his face I fpeake the words) 

Your Brother Richard markt him for the Graue. 

And wherefoere he is, bee's.furcly dead. Qiff'ordgrones 
Rick • WhpfcXouTe is that which rakes hir heauy leaue? 
A deadly gtone, like life and deaths departing. 

See who it is. - ~. 

£d. And.nowtheBattaiiesended. 

If Friend # 6r F6e, let him be gently vfrd. 

Rich. Reuoke that doomeofbiercy.foPcii Chfford 9 
Who not contented that he lopp’d the Branch 
In hewfng Rirtknd, when hislediics pur forth, 

But fee his murth ring knife vnto the Roote, 

From whence th^c tender fpray. did fyvectly fpring, 

I meane our Princely Father,Dukc'of^Yorke, 

War. From off the gates of Yorke, fetch down^h&id. 
Your Fathers head,whic.h Clifford placed there; 

In (lead whereof, ice this fupply thcroomc, 

Meafure for meafure, muft be anfwcrcd. 

£d.Bringforth that fatallSchreechowleto oiirhoufe, 
That nothing fung but deatl^ to vs and ours : 

Now death (ball Hop his difmall threatnirig found, ‘ 
And his ill-boatJing t6ngue,no more fhall fpeake. 

War. I thinke is vnderftanding is bereft: 

Speake CliffortfdoW thou kuow who fpeakes to thee ? 
Darke cloudy death ore-fhadcs his bcames of fife. 

And he nor fees, nor heares vs,what we fay. 

Rich. O would he did, and fo (pcrhaps)hc cloth, 

’Tis but his policy to counterfet, f ' 1. ' 

Becaufe he would auoid fuch bitter taUnts 
Which m the time of death he gaue our Father, 

CU If fo thou tbink’ft, 

Vex him with eager Words # 

Rich. Clifford, aske mercy,and obtaine no grace. 

Ed, C/iffordjcpent in bootlelfe penitence. 

War. Clifford , deuife excufcs for thy faults. 

CU. While we deuife fell Tortures for thy faults.’ 

Rich. Thou diddTl lone Yorkc,and I am fon to Yorke. 
Edw. Thou pittied’ft Rutland, I will pitty thee; 

Cla , Where’s Captaine {JWargarety to fence you now ? 
War. Theymocke th ze Clifford, 

Sweare as thou waft wont. 

Ric. What,not an Oath? Nay then the world go’shard 
When Clifford cannot fpare hisEricnds au^oath : 1 

I know by that he’s deadend by my Soule, 

If this right hand would buy two houres life. 

That I(ih all defpight) might rayle ac him, . ‘ i 

This hand fhould chop it oft": & with the ifiuing Blood 
Stifle the Villaine,whoic vnftanched thirft 
Yorke,and yong Rutland could not fatisfic 

War. I, but he’s dead. Of with the Traitors head. 

And reare it in die place your Fathers Rands. 

And now to London with Triumphant march, 

__ p 3 T.heref 
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Thereto be crowned England? Royall King: 

From whence, fliall Warwicke cut the Sea to France, 
And aske the Ladie Bona for thy Queene : 

So fhalt thou linow both thefe Lands together, 

And hauing France thy Friend, thou fhalt not dread 
The fcattred Foe, that hopes to rife againe: 

For though they cannot greatly fling tohurt. 

Yet lookc to haue them buz to offend thine cares: 
Firft,will I fee the Coronation, 

AndthcntoBtitanny Ilecroffe the Sea, 

To effedl this marriage, fo it plcafe my Lord. 

£d. Euen as thou wilt fweet Warwicke, let it bee: 
For in thy fhoulder do I buildc my Seatc; 

And neuer will I vndertake the thing 
Wherein thy counfaile and confent is wanting: 

"Richard, I will create thee Duke of Glouccfter, 

And George of Clarence; Warwicke as our Selfe, 

Shall do, and vndoashimpleafethbett. 

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, Gewge ofGloftcr, 
For Gloftcrs Dukedome is too ominous. 

War. Tut, that's afoolifh obfetuation : 

Richard, be Duke ofGlofter: Now to London, 

To fee thefe Honors in poffcffion. Exeunt 

Enter Sinklo,and Humfrej ,with Crojfe-Bowes 
in their hands. 

(our felues: 

• Sink. Vndcrthisthickegrownebrake, wcc’l fiirovvd 
For through this Laund anon the Deere will come. 

And in this couert will we make our Stand, 

Culling the principall of all the Deere. 

Hunt, lie flay aboue the hilI,fo both may (hoot. 

Sink. That cannot be, thenoifeofthy Ctoffe-bow 
Will fcarre the Heard,and fo my fhoot is loft : 

Hcere ftand we both, and ayme we at the beft: 

And for the time (hall not feeme tedious, 
lie tell thee what befell me on a day, 

In this felfe-place, where now we meane to (land. 

Sink- Heere comes a man, let’s flay till he be paft: 

Enter the King with a Prayer booke. 

Hen. From Scotland am I ftolnecuen of pure loue, 
To grecc mine ownc Land with my wifhfull fight: 

No Harry,Harry, ’tis no Land of thine. 

Thy place is fill’d, thy Scepter wrung from thee. 

Thy Balmc wafht off, wherewith thou was Annointed : 
No bending knee will call thee Cafar now, 

No humble futers preafe to fpeake for right: 

No, not a man comes for redreffe of thee: 

For how can I helpe them,and not my felfe ? 

Sink . I, heerc’s a Deere, whofe skin’s a Keepers Fee: 
This is the quondam King ; Let’s feize vpon him. 

Hen. Lee me embrace the fower Aduerfaries, 

For Wife men fay, it is the wifeft courfe. 

Hum. Why linger we?Let vs lay hands vpon him. 
Sink,. Forbearc a-wMe,wee‘l heare a little more. 

Hen. My Qnecne and Son are gone to France for aid: 
And (as I heare)the great Commanding Warwicke 
I: thither gone,to craue the French Kings Sifter 
To wife for Edward. If this newes be true, 

Poore Queene,and Sonne,your labour is but loft: 

For Warwicke is a fubtle Orator: 

And Lewis a Prince foone wonne with mouiog words: 

By this account then, Margaret may winnehim. 

For (he’s a woman to be pittied much : 

Her fighes will make a batt’ry in his brefi. 

Her tcarcs will pierce into a Marble heart; 
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The Tyger will be milde, whiles Thedoth^ 

And Nero will be tainted with remorfe, Urtle > 

To heare and fee her plaints, her BrinilhTear^ 

I, but fhee s come to begge, V/arwicke ro Piuf 

s hce on his left fide, aauitig ayde for bfeme . ‘ 

He on his right, asking a wife fdr Edward ’ 

Shee Weepcs, and iayes, her Henry is depos'd- 
He Smiles, and fayes, his Edward is inftaul’d- 
That (he (poore Wretch) for greefe can 
Whiles Warwicke tels his Title, fmooths the w n0tn ° tc 
Inferreth arguments of mighty ftrength, Wton gi 
And in conclufion winnes the King from her 
With promife of his Sifter, and whac elfe, * 

To ftrengthen and fupport King Edwards pl acc 
O Margaret , thus‘twill be,and thou (poore fj, 

Art then forfaken,as thou went’ft forlorne. 


id thou (poore foule) 

_ .. nt ft forlorne 1 

Hum. Say, what art thou talk’ftofKii 


ArW.Morc then I feeme,and leffe then I w « S^ eeDs i 
A man at lcaft, for leffe I (hould not be: born to ; 

And men may talke of Kings,and why not I ? 

Hum. I,but thou talk’ll, as if thou wer’t a Kin 
King. Why fo I am (in Minde)and that’s enoiL 
Hum. But if thou be a King.whereis thyCr JL\ 
King. My Crowne is in my heart,not on m v head 
Not deck’d with Diamonds,and Indian flones • ’ 

Nor to be feene : my Crowne, is call’d Content 
A Crowne it is, that fildome Kings enioy. 

Hum. Well, ifyou be a King crown’d with Content 
Your Crowne Content,and you,muft be contented 
To go along with vs. For (as we thinke) 

You are the king King Edward hath depos’d: 

And we his fubic&s.lworne in all Allegeance 
Will apprehend you,as his Enemic. 

King. But did you neuer fwcare,and breakeanOath. 
Hum. No,neuer fuch an Oath,nor will not now. 
King. Where did you dwell when I was K.ofEngland? 
Hum. Heere in this Country,where we now remaine. 
King. I was annointed King at nine raonthes old 
My Father.and my G randfather were Kings: 

And you were fworne true SubictSFs vato me: 

And tell me then,haue you not brokeyourOathcs? 
5/».No,for we were Subie£fs,but while you wet kin* 
King. Why? Am I dead? Do I not breath a Man? S 
Ah fimple metj,you know not what you fweare: 
Looke,as I blow this Feather from my Face, 

And as the Ayre blowes it to me againe, 

Obeying with my winde when I do blow. 

And yeelding to another,when it blowes, 
Commanded al wayes by the greater guft: 

Such is the lightneffe ofyou, common men. 

But do not breakeyour Oathes, for of that finne, 

My milde intreatie ftiall not make you guiltie. 

Go where you will, the king {hall be commanded, 

And be you kings, command,and lie obey. 

Sinkjo. We are true Sublets to the king. 

King Edward. 

King. So would you be againe to Henrie , 

If he were feared as king Edward is. 

Sinklo. We charge you in Gods name & the Kings, 
To go with vs vnto the Officers# 

King. In Gods name lead,your Kings name be obeyd 
And what God will,that!etyourKing perforrne. 

And vvhat he will, I humbly yeeld vnto. txetmi 


Enter K.Sdward.GlofteryClarence,Lady Gt«J • 
King. Brother ofGlofter,at S.Albons field 


This 
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-zrTTTwiusband.Sir Richard Grey f vn% fiaine, 
JJiSdthSa.'doobr.h..Conqueror, 

Kit is now,to repoffeffc thole Lands, 
which wee in luftice cannot well deny, 

Lute in QuarrcII of the Houfe of 

■rt worthy Gentleman did lofc his Life. 

■injch.Yoat Highneffc fhall doe well to graunt her fuit: 

^eredifhonor to deny it her. 

JC ," jt were no leffe,but yet lie make a pawfe. 

Rich. lo: ,. 

t the Lady hath a thing to graunt 

‘ f ore t he King will graunt her humble fuit. 

[licence. Hee knowes the Gan^wvv truehee keepcs 

the winde/ 

Hick. Silence. 

Kief. Widow, we will confidcro^ourfuit. 

And come fomc other time to know our minde. 

tyid. Right gracious Lord,I cannot brooke delay: 
May it pleafe y o0r Highneffe to refolue incnow, 

And what yourpleafure is,fhall fatisfie me. 

Rich. I Widow? then lie warrant you all your Lands, 
And if what pleafes himffhall pleafure you: 
fjeht clofer,or good faith you’le catch a Blow. 

Clarence. I feare her not.vnleffc fhe chance to fall. 
Rich. God forbid that/or hee’le take vantages. 

King. How many Children haft thou, Widow i tell 

™ Clarence. Ithinke he meanes tobegge aChild of her. 
Rich. Nay then whip me: hee’le rather giue her two. 
Wid. Three,my moll gracious Lord. 

Rich. You fhall haue foure, if you’le be rul’d by him. 
Ring. ’Twere pittie they fhould Iofe their Fathers 
Lands. ' 

Wii. Be pittifull,dread Lord,and graunt it then. 

King. Lords giue vs leaue, lie trye this Widowes 

wit. 

Rich. I,good leaue haue you, for you will haue leaue. 
Till Youth take leaue,and leaue you to the Crutch. 

King. Now tell me, Madame, doc you loue your 
Children ? 

Wid. I,full as dearely as I loue my felfe. 

King. And would you not doe much to doe them 

good? 

H'id, To doe them good, I would fuftayne fome 
harme. 

King. Then get your Husbands Lands, to doc them 

good. 

wid, Therefore I came vnto your Maieftie. 

King. lie tell you how thefe Lands are ro be got. 

Wid. So fhall you bind me to your Highneffe feruice. 
King. Whac fcruice wilt thou doe n^c,if 1 giue them? 
Wid What you commandjthat refts in me to doc. 

King. But you will cake exceptions to my Boone. 

Wid. No,gracious Lord,except I cannot doc it. 

King, I,but thou canft doe what I meane to aske. 

Wtd, Why then I will doc what your Grace com¬ 
mand}. 

Rich. Hee plyes her hard, and much Rainewcares the 
Marble. 

Clar. As red as fire s' nay then,her Wax muft melt. 

Ta ke*?' Whyfto PP csnr5 y Lord ? ft® 11 I not heare my 

An cafieTa*ke,’tis but to loue a King. 

W>A. That’s foone perform’d, becaufe I am a Subie<ft. 
Kmg. Why then, thy Husbands Lands I freely giue 


Iffid. I take my leaue with many thoufand thankes. 
Rich. The Match is made,ftiec feales it with a Curfie, 
King. But flay thee,’tis the fruits of loue I meane. 
UTtd. The fruits of Loue,I meane,my louing Liege, 
King. I,but 1 feare me in another fence. 

Whac Loue,cbink’ft chou,I fue fo much to get ? 

W'id. My loue till death,my humble thanks,my prayers. 
That loue which Vertue beggcs,and Vertue graunts. 
King. No,by my troch,I did not meane fuch loue. 

U^id. Why then you meane not,as I thought you did. 
King. But now you partly may perceiuc my minde, 
IPidi My minde will neuer graunt what I pcrceiue 
Your Highneffe aymes at,if I ayme aright. 

King. To tell thee plaine,I ayme to lye with thee. 
W'id. To tell youplaine,! had rather lye in Prifon, 
King. Why then thou (halt not haue thy Husbands 
Lands. 

md. Why then mine Honeftie fhall be my Dower, 
For by that Ioffe,I will not purchate them. 

King. Therein thou wrong’ft thy Children mightily. 
ITtd. Herein your Highneffe wrongs both them & me: 
But mightie Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the fadneffe of my fuit: 

Pleafc you difiniffe me,eyther with I,or no. 

King. I,if thou wilt fay I to my requeft; 

No,if thoudo’ft fay No to my demand. 

W'id. Then No,my Lord:my fuit is at an end. 

Rich. The Widow likes him not, fhec knits her 
Browes. 

Clarence. Hee is the bluntcft Wooer in Chpiften- 
dome. 

King. Her Looks doth argue her replete with Modefty, 
Her Words doth ftiew her Wit incomparable. 

All herperfe&ions challenge Soueraigntie, 

One way,or other,fhee is for a King, 

And dice ftiall be my Loue,or elfe my Queene. 

Say,that King Edward take thee for his Queene ? 

IFid. ’Tis better faid then done,my gracious Lord: 

I am a fubiccft fit to ieaft withall. 

But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 

King. Sweet Widow,by my State I fweare to thee, 

I fpeake no more then what my Soule intends. 

And that is,to enioy thee for my Loue. 

IPtd. And that is more then I will yeeld vnto: 

I kno w,I am too meane to be your Queene, 

And yet too good to be your Concubine. 

King. You cauill,Widow,I did meane my Queene. 
Wid. ’Twill grieue your Grace, my Sonnes fhould call 
you Father. 

King. No morc,then when my Daughters 
Call thee Mother. 

Thou art a Widow,and thou haft fome Children, 

And by Gods Mother,1 being but a Batchelor, 

Haue other-fome.Why.’tis a happy thing. 

To be the Father vnto many Sonnes: 

Anfwer no more,for thou (halt be my Queene. 

Rich. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
Clarence. When hcc was made a Shriuer,’twas for fhift. 
Kmg. Brothers, you mufe what Chat wee two haue 
had. 

Rich, The Widow likes it not, forfhee lookes very 
fad. 

King. You’ld thinke it ftrange, if I fhould marrie 
her. 

Clarence. To who,my Lord ? 

Kmg . Why Clarenceyo my felfe. 
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Rich. That would be tenne dayes wonder at the leafl. 
Clarence. That’s a day longer then a Wonder lafls. 
Rich. By fo much is the Wonder in extremes. 

King. Well.ieafl on Brothers: I can tell you both, 

Her But is graunted for her Husbands Lands. 

Enter a Noble man. 

Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Pnfoner to your Pallace Gate. 

King. See that hebcconuey’d vnto the Tower: 

And goe wee Brothers to the man that tooke him. 

To queflion of his apprehenfion. 

Widow goe you along: Lords vfe her honourable. 

Exeunt. 

1)1 an; t Richard. 

Rich. J,Edward will v fe Women honourably t 
Would he were walledjMarrowjBone^and all. 

That from his Loynes no hopcfull Branch may fpring* 
To croffemcfrom the Golden time 1 lookefor: 
And.ycc.betwcene my Soules dcfire,and me, 

The luflfull£d»wdr Title buryed. 

Is Clarence,Henry, and his Sonne young Edward, 

And all the vnlook’d-for HTue of their Bodies, 

To take their Roomes,ere I can place my fclfer 
A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 

Why then I doe but dreame on Soueraigntie, 

Like one that Bands vpon a Promontorie, 

And fpyes a farre-off Chore,where hee would tread, 
Wifhjnghis foot were equal! with his eye. 

And chides the Sea,that funders him from thence, 
Sayir.g,hec’le lade it dry,to haue his way : 

So doc I w’ifh the Crowne,bcing fo fane off. 

And fo I chide the meanes that kcepcs me from it, M 
And fo (I fny) lie cut the Cauies off, A 

Flattering me with impoflibilitics: i \ 3: , , 

My Eyes too quickc.my Heart o’re-weenes too much, 
Vulclfe my Hand and Strength could cquall them. 
Well,fay there is n&Kingdome then for Richard: 

What other Pleafure can the World affoord ? 
Ilcro 3 kemy Heaucn in a Ladies Lappe, 

And deckc my Body in gay Ornaments, 

And’witch fvvcec Ladies with my Words and Lookes. 
Oh miferable Thought! and mote vnlikely. 

Then to accomplifh twentieGolden Crownes. 

Why Loue forfwore me in my Mothers Wombc: 

And for I fhould not dealc in her foft Lawes, 

Sheedid corrupt frayle Nature with fome Bribe, 

To fhvinke mine Arme vp like a wither’d Shrub, 

To make an enuious Mountaine on my Back, 

Where (its Deformitic to oiocke my Body j 
To (hape my Legges of an vnequall fizc, 

To dif-proportion me in eucry part: 

Like to a Chao3, or an vn-lick’d Bearc-whelpe, 

That carryes no iraprelfion like the Damme. 

J And am I then a man to be belou’d ? 

Oh monflrous fault,to harbour fuch a thought. 

Then fince this Earth affoords no loy to me. 

But to command,to check,to o’re-beare fuch. 

As are of better Perfon then my felfc: 

He make my Heaucn,to dreame vpon the Crowne, 

And whiles I liue,t’account this World but Hell, 

Vntill my rais-fhap’d Trunke, that beares this Head, 

Be round impaled with a glorious Crowne. 

And yet I know not how to get the Crowne, 

For many Liues Band betweene me and home: 
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And I,like one loB in a ThornirW^T 
rhat ^nts the Thornes,and is rent with theTl 
Seeking a way.and Braying from the wav l0tncs > 
Not knowing how to findc the open Ayre* 

But toy ling defperately to finde it out, * 

Torment my felfe.to catch the Englift Crowne- 
And from that torment I will free my f e lf c 
Or hew my way out with a bloody Axe. ' 

Why I can fmile,and murther whiles I ftnile 
And cry,Coiitent,to that which gricues my H 
And wet my Cheekes with artificiall Tearcs 
And frame my Face to all occafions. 
lie drowne more Saile rs theu the Mermaid flial! 
lie flay more g^ers tljin the Bafiliske, * 
lie play the Oiacor as well as Neftor , * 

Deceitie morc^J^hen Hlijfes could. 

And like a Synon, take another Troy, 

I can adde Colours to the Camclion, 

Change fhapes with Proteus, for aduantages, 

And fet the murtherous CMacbeuill to Schoole. 

Can I doe this,and cannot get a Crowne ? 

Tut,were it farther off,lie plucke it doyvne. £ xjt 

Flourifh. 

Enter Lewis the Trench King , his Siller 71 out, fa 
*4dmirall, call'd 'Bourbon : Prince Edward, 
fjueene ’Margaret,and the Earle of Oxford .' 

Lewis fits,and rifeth vp againe; 

Lewis. Fairc Queene of England,worthy Mamrtt 
Sit downc with vs : it ill befits thy State, ’ 

And Birth, that thou {hould’fi AandjWhilcLrwadothfit, 

Marg. No,mightie King of France: now Marmtt ’ 
MuB Brike her fayle,and learne a while to ferue. 
Where Kings command. I was (I muB confefft) 
Great Albions Queene,in former Golden dayes: 

But now milcbance hath trod ray Title downe, 

And with dif-honor layd me on the ground, 

Where I muB take like Seat vnto my fortune, 

And to my humble Seat conforme my felfe. 

Lewis. Why fay:, faire Queene, whence fprings this 
deepedefpaire? 

Marg. From fuch a caufe,as fills mine eyes with team, 
And Bops my tongue,while heart is drown’d in cares. 

Lewis. What ere it be,be thou Bill like thy felfe, 
And fit thee by our fide. Seats her by him, 

Yeeld not thy necke to Fortunes yoake. 

But let thy dauntleffe minde Bill ndc in triumph, 

Ouer all mifchance. 

Be plaine,Queene Margaret, and tell thy griefe, 

It fliall be eas’d,if France can yeeld reliefe. 

Marg. Thofe gracious words 
Reuiue my drooping thoughts. 

And giuc my tongue-ty’d forrowes leaue to Ipeakc, 
Now therefore be it knowne to Noble Lewis, 

That Henry foie poffeffor of my Loue, 

Is,of aKing,becomeabanifhtman, 

And forc’d to liue in Scotland a Forlome; 

While prowd ambitious Edward, Duke of Yorke, 

Vfurpes the Regall Title,and the Seat 
Of Englands true anoynted lawfuil King. 

This is the caufe that I,poore c Margaret, 

With this my Sonne,Prince Edward, Henries Heir*, 

A m come to craue thy iufl and lawfuil ayde: 

And if thou faile vs, all our hope is done. 

Scotland hath will to he!pe,but cannot helpe; 
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-l^r^ur Peercs,are both niis-led, 

0lir Trea P fure i'eiz’d,our Souldiors put to flight, 
fl thou feefi ) oai felues in hcauic P h S ht * 

A "J lie. Renowned Queene, 

,r-fotdence calme the Storme, 

bethinke a meanes to breake it off. 
rfsrr. The more wee Bay, the flronger growes our 

F° e ’ is The more I Bay, the more lie fuccour thee. 

' o,but impatience waiteth on true forrow. 

And fee where comes the breeder of my forrow. 

Enter Warwick 
■ ■ 

lewis. What’s hee approacheth boldly to our pre- 

!Cn ^£. ° ur °P Warwickc, Edwards greateft 

^lewis* Wtlcome braue Warwick?, what brings thee 
to France? Hee defends . Sheeartfeth. 

ylxrg. I now begin* a fecond S torme to rife. 

For this is hee that modes borh Wind : and Tyde. 

WAT#* From worthy Edward,K'mg of Albion, 

Mv LordUnd Soecraigne,and thy vowed Friend, 

I come (< n Khidneffe, and vnfayned Loue) 

Firfl to doe greetings to thy Royall Perfon, 

An/thento crauc a League of Amitie: 

\nd laflly,to confirme that Amitlc 

With Nuptiall Knotjif thou vouchfafe to graunt 

Thitvcrtuous Lzdy Bonayhy faire SiBer, 

To Englands King,in lawfuil Marriage. 

Mare. If that goe forward, Henries hope is done. 
warn. And gracious Madame, Speaking to Bona. 
In our Kings bchalfe, 

I am commanded,with your leaue and fauor. 

Humbly to kiIfe your Hand, and with my Tongue 
To tell the palfion of my Scueraignes Heart; 

Where Fame,late entring at his heedfull Eares, 

Huh plac’d thy Beauties Image,and thy Vertue. 

Marg. King Lewis, 2 nd Lady 2?o»j,heare me fpeake. 
Before you ar.fwcr Warwicke. His demand 
Springs not from Edwards well-meant honefl Loue, 

Bat from Deceit, bred by Neceffitie: 
iForhow can Tyrants fafely gouerne home, 

Vnltffc abroad they purchafc great allyance ? 

0 prouc him Tyrant,this reafon may fuffice. 

That Henry liueth Bill: but were hee dead, 

Yet here Prince Edward flands^Kitig Henries Sonne. 

Looke therefore Lewis, that by this League and Manage 
Thou draw not on thy Danger,and Dis-hotior: 

For though Vfurpers fway the rule a while. 

Yet Hcau’ns are iufl,and Time fupprefleth Wrongs. 
tV,ir.v. Injurious t Margaret. 

Edw. And why not Queene ? 
fEarm. Becaufethy Father Henry did vfurpe, 

And thou no more art Prince, then fhee is Queene. 

Oxf. Then Warwicks difanulls great John of Gaunt, 
Which did fubdue the greatefl part of Spaine j 
And after lohn of G2unx.,Henry the Fourth, 

Whofe Wifdome was a Mirror to the wifefi : 

Atid after that wife Prince, Henry the Fift, 

Who by his Proweffc conquered all France: 

From thcfe,our Henry lineally defeends. 

Warw. Oxford, how haps it in this fmooth difcoUrte, 

You told not,how Henry the Sixt hath loB 
•All thaqwhich Henry the Fift had gotten; 


\ Me thinkes thefc Pceres of France flaould finile at that. 

But for the refl: you tell a Pedigree 
Of thrccfcorc and two yecrcs,a filly time 
To make prefeription for a Kingdomes worth. 

Oxf. Why Warwicke, czn9t thou fpeakagainfl ;hy Liege, 
Whom thou obeyd’B thirtie and fix yeeres. 

And not bewraythyTreafon with a Blufli ? 

Warw. Can Oxford, that did cuer fence the right. 

Now buckler Falfehood with a Pedigree ? 

For fliamc leaue Henry, and call Edward King. 

Oxf Call him my King, by whofe injurious doome 
My cider Btother,the Lord tsfubrey Here 
Was done to death ? and more then fo,my Father, 

Eucn in the downc-fall of his mellow’d yeeres. 

When Nature brought him to the doorc of Death? 

No Warwicke, no: while Life vpholds this Arme, 

This Arme vpholds the Houfc of Lancafer. 

Warw. And I theHoufe of Porky. 

Lewis. Queene Margaret,"Prince Edward, and Oxford, 
Vouchfafe at out requeft,to Band afide, 

While I vfe further conference with Warwick?. 

They fland aloofe. 

Marg. Heauens graunt, that WarwickH wordes be¬ 
witch him not. 

Z.en’.Now Warwick?,tt\\ me euen vpon thy confidence 
Is Edward your true King ? for I were loth 
To linkc with him.that were not lawfuil chofien. 

Warw. Thereon I pawne my Credit, and mine Ho¬ 
nor. 

Lewis. Blit is hee gracious in the Peoples eye ? 

Warw. The more,that Henry was vnfortunate. 

Lewis. Then further: all diffembling fet afide, 

Tell me for truth,the mcafure of his Loue 
Vnto ourSiflerIS«»4. 

War. Such it feemes. 

As may befeeme a Monarch like himfelfe. 

My felfe haue often heard him fay,and fwcare. 

That this his Loue was an externall Plant, 

Whereof the Root was fixt in Vcrtues ground, 

The Leaues and Fruit maintain’d with Beauties Sunne, 
Exempt from Enuy, but not from Difdaine, 

Vnleflc the Lady Bona quit his paine. 

Lewis. NowSifier,letvsheareyourfirme refolue. 

Bona. Your graunt,or your denyall,fhall be mine. 

Yet I confeffe.that often ere this day, Speaks to War. 
When 1 haue heard your Kings defert recounted. 

Mine eare hath tempted iudgement to defire, 

Lewis. Then Warwick?, thus: 

Our Sifler fhall be Edwards. 

And now forthwith fliall Articles be drawne, 

T ouching the Ioynture that your King mu A make, 

Which with herDowrie fhall becounter-poys’d: 

Draw necre,Queene Margaret,and be a witneffe, 

That Bona fliall be Wife to the Englifh King. 

Pr.Edw. To Edward, but not to the Englifh King. 

Marg. Deceitfull Warwick?i it was thy deuice. 

By this alliance to make void my fuit: 

Before thy comming,Z.<?»'« was Henries friend. 

Lewis. And Bill is friend to him,and Margaret, 

But if yonr Title to the Crowne be weake. 

As may appeare by Edwards good fucceffe: 

Then ’tis but rcafon,that I be releas’d 
From giuing ayde,which late I proroifed. 

Yet fliall you haue all kindnefle at my hand, 

That your EAate rcquires,and mine can yeeld. 

Warw. Henry now hues in Scotland,at his cafe; 

Where^ 
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Where hsuing nothing, nothing can he lofe. 

And as for you your feife (our quondam Queene) 

You haue a Father able to maintaine you, 

And better ’twere, you troubled him, then France.’ 

Mar. Peace impudcnt.and (hameleffe Warwicke, 
Proud fetter vp, and puller downc ofKings, 

I will not hence, till with my Talke and Tcarcs 
(Both full ofTruth)Imakc King Lewis behold 
Thy (lye conueyancc,and thy Lords falfe loue, 

Toft blowing a home Wit bin. 
For both of you are Birds of felfc-fame Feather. 

Levrcs. Warwick e.this is fome pofte to vs,or thee. 
fnter the Pofte, 

Left, My Lord Ambaflador, 

Thefe Letters arc for you. Speakes to Warwick^, 

Sent from your Brother Marquefle Montague. 

Thcfc from our King.vnto your Maicfty. To Lewis. 
And Madam,thefe for you: To Margaret 

From whom, I know not. 

They all reads their Letters < 

Oxf. I like it well, that our faire Queene and Mifiris 
Smiles at iier newes, while Warwick? frownes at his. 

Prince Ed. Nay marke how ftampes as he were 
netlcd. I hope,all’s for the beft. 

Lew, Warwicke,what are thy Newes? 

And yours, faire Queene. 

Mar. Mine fuch,as fill my heart with vnhop’d ioyes. 
. 'War, Mine full of forrow, and hearts difeontent. 

Lew. What? has your King married the Lady Grey *. 
And now to looth your Forgery, and his. 

Sends me a Paper to perfwade me Patience ? 

Is this th’Alliance that he feckes with France? 

Dare he prefume to fcorne vs in this manner ? 

Mar. I told your Maicfty as much before: 

This proueth Edwards Loue,and Warwickeshoncfly. 

nw.tr. King Lewis , I heere proteft in fight of heauen. 
And by the hope I haue ofheaucnly bhfie. 

That I am cleere from this mifdeed of Edwards ; 

No more my King,for he difhonors me. 

But mofi himfelfe, if he could fee his lhame. 

Did I forget, that by the Houfe ofYorke 
My Father came vntimely to his death ? 

Did I let paflc th’abufe done to my Necce ? 

Did I impale him with the Regall Crowne ? 

Did I put Henry from his Natiue Right ? 

And am I guerdon’d at the laft, with Shame ? 

Shame on himfelfe, for my Defert is Honor. 

And to repaire my Honor loft for him, 

I heere renounce him,and rcturne to Henry. 

My Noble Queene, let former grudges paffe. 

And henceforth, I am thy true Seruitour: 

I will reu^nge his wrong to Lady Tessa, 

And replant Henry in his former ftate. 

(JWar. Warwicke, 

Thefe words haue turn’d my Hate, to Loue, 

And I forgiue, and quite forget old faults. 

And ioy that thou becom’ft King Henries Friend. 

W'ar. So much his Friend, I,his vnfained Friend, 

That ifKing Lewis vouchfafcto furnifh vs 
Witli fome few Bands ofehofen Soldiours, 

He vndertake to Land them on our Coaft, 

And force the Tyrant from his feat by Warre.' 

*Tis not his new-made Bride (hall fuccour him* 

And as for Clarence, as my Letters tell me, 

Hee's very likely now to fall from him,' 

For matching more for wanton Luft,then Honor, 
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Or then for ftrength and fafety of our 

Ton*. Deere Brother,how fhall Bonn b e r L 
But by thy helpc to this diftreffed Queene ? UCn 8’ < *» 
Mar. Renowned Prince,how fhall p 00r ,, 
Vnleflc thou refeue him from foulc difpaj re ‘ - f licm )W 
Bona. My quarrel,and thisEng!i(L q u 
War. And mine faire Lady 7>W,ioynT v ."! ,are °»« 
Lew. And mine,with hers,and thine and ?* y ° Urt - 
Therefore,at laft, I firmely am refolu'd * <ir i Arc tt. 
You fhall haueayde. 

Mar. Let me giue humble thankes for all 
Lew. Then Englands Meflenger,returne 
And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppoled King, T 
That Lewis of France, is fending ouer Maskers 
To rcucll it with him,and his new Bride. 

Thou feeft what’s part,go feare thy King withal] 
Bona. Tell him,in liopehce’l prone a widow.. <t , 
I weare the Willow Garland for his fake, ■ rt ty 

Mar. Tell him.rny mourning wecdsareW. ii 
And I amreadytoput Armoron. /‘Slide, 

W'ar. Tell him from me, that he hath done mew 
And therefore lie vn-Crowne him, cr’t be long. t0B& 
There’s thy reward, be gone. 

Lew. But Warwicke, 

Thou and Oxford, with fiue thoufand men 
Shall erode the Seas,and bid.falfe £<Wr<( battaile- 
And as occafion femes, this Noble Queen 
And Prince, (hall follow with a frefli Supply, 

Yet erethoU go, but aniwer me one doubt: 

What Pledge haue wc of thy firme Loyalty ? 

War. This (hall affuie my conftant Loyalty, 

That (four Queeue,and this young Prince agree, 

11c loypc mine eldcft daughter,and my Ioy, 

To hi m forthwith, in holy Wcdlocke bands. 

Mar. Yes, I agtee,and thanke you for your Motion. 
Sonne Edward, (lie is Faire and Vertuous, 

Therefore delay not, giue thy hand to Warwicke, 

And with thy hand, thy faith irreuocable. 

That onely Warwickcs daughter fhall be thine. 

Trin.Ed, Yes,I accept her,for file well deferuesit. 
And hccrc to pledge my Vow, I giue my hand, 

Hegiues his band to Warn, 
Lew. Why ftay we now ? Thele foldiers fhalbeleuicd. 
And thou Lord Bourbon,our High Admirall 
Shall waft them ouer with our Royall Fleete. 

I long till Edward fall by Warres mifchance, 

For mocking Marriage with a Dame ofFrance. 

Exeunt. Manet Warwicke. 

War. I came from Edward as Ambaflador, 

But I returne his fworne and mottall Foe: 

Matter of Marriage was the charge he gaueme, 

But dreadfull Watre fhall anfwer his demand. 

Had he none elfc to make a ftale but me ? 

Then none but I, fhall turnc his left to Sorrow. 

I was the Cheefe that rais’d him to the Crowne, 

And lie be Cheefe to bring him downe againe; 

Not that I pitty Henries mifery. 

But feeke Reuenge on Edwards mockery. 

Enter Richard, Clarence, Somcrfet, and 
Mount ague. 

Rich. Now tell me Brother Clarence, what thinke you 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Grayl 
Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice? 

Cta. Alas,you know,tis fane from hence to Franc”, 
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The third Tart of lying Henry the Sixt. 




—TTCftay till Warwicke made returne ? 

Ho* c0 vf„ Lords forbeare this talke: heere comes the 
Sons, My 1 

Flourifb. 

Enter King Edward,Lady Grey,Pcnbrooke,Staf¬ 
ford, I'Jaftings : foure ft and on one fide, 

J and foure on the other. 

j.. y And his well-chofen Bride. 
rhrence. I minde to tell him plainly what I thinke. 
King. Now Brother of Clarence, 
uow like you our Choyce, 

IL „ oU ftand penfiue,as halfe malecontent ? 

^Clarence. As well as Lewis of France, 
nr the Earle of Warwicke, 

Which are fo weakeof courage,and in ludgcmenc. 

That they le take no offence at our abufe. 

tine. Suppofe they take offence without a caufe: 

T l, {y are but Lewis and Warwick?,I am Edward , 

Y ur King and Warwickes, and muft haue my will. 

^°Ricb. And fhall haue your will, becaufe our King: 

Yet haftie Marriage feldome proueth well. 

1 ging. Yea,Brother Richard, wc you offended too ? 
Rich. Not I : no : 

God forbid,that I (hould wi(h them feucr’d. 

Whom God hath ioyn’d together : 

I and’twere pittie, to funder them, 
fhat yoake fo well together. 

ting. Setting your skornes,and yourmiflikeafide. 

Tell me fome reafon,why the Lady Grey 

Should not become my Wifc,and Englands Queene? 

And you too, Somerfet,znA tJMomtague , 

Speakc freely what you thinke. 

Clarence. Then this is mine opinion % 

That King Lewis becomes your Enemie, 

For mocking him about the Marriage 
Of the Lady Bona. 

Rich. And Warwick?, doing what you gaue in charge, 
Isnowdis-honored by this new Marriage. 

King. What, if both Lewis and tvarwick. be appeas’d. 
By fuch inuention as I can deuife ? 

Mount. Yet.to haue ioyn’d withFrance in fuch alliance. 
Would more haue ftrength’ned this our Commonwealth 
’Gainft forraine ftormes,then any home-bred Marriage. 

Hail. Why,knowes not Mount aguejdnvt of it feife, 
England is fafe.if true within it feife ? 

Mount. But the fafer.when ’tis back’d with France. 
Hail. Tis better vfing France,then trufting France: 
Letvs be back’d with God,and with the Seas, 

Which he hath giu’n for fence impregnable. 

And with their helpes,onely defend our fclucs: 

In them,and in our fc!ues,our fafetie lyes. 

Clar. For this one fpeecb, Lord Haftings well deferues 
To haue the Heire of the Lord Hungerford. 

ting. I,what of that ? it was my will,and graunt. 

And for this once,my Will (hall ftand for Law. 

&c£.And yet me thinks,your Grace hath not done well. 
To giue the Heire and Daughter of Lord Scales 
Vnto the Brother of your louing Bride; 

Shee better would haue fitted me,or Clarence : 

Jut in your Bride you burie Brotherhood. 

Clar. Or elfc you would not haue beftow’d the Heire 
Of the Lord Tonuill on your new Wiues Sonne, 

And leaue your Brothers to goc fpeede elfewhere. 

ting, Alas,poore Clarence .• is it for a Wife 
1 hat thou art malecontent ? I will prouidc thee. 


Clarence. In chufing for your feife. 

You (hew’d your iudgement: 

Which being (hallow, you (hall giue me leaue 
To play the Broker in mine owne behalfe $ 

And to that end,I (hortly minde to leaue you. 

King. Leaue me,or tarry, Edward will be King, 

And not be ty’d vnto his Brothers will. 

Lady Grey. My Lords, before it pleas’d his Maieftie 
To rayfe my State to Title of a Queene, 

Doe me but right,and you muft all confeflc. 

That I was not ignoble of Defcent, 

And meaner then my feife haue had like fortune. 

Sut asthisTitle honors me and mine. 

So your di(likes,to whom I would be pleafing. 

Doth cloud my ioyes with danger, and with forrow. 

KingMy Loue,forbeare to fawne vpon their frownes: 
What dauger,or what forrow can befall thee, 

So long as Edward is thy conftant friend. 

And their true Soueraigne,whom they muft obey ? 

Nay,whom they (hall obey,and loue thee too, 

Vnlefle they feeke for hatred at my hands: 

Which if they doe,yet will I keepc thee fafe. 

And they (hall feele the vengeance of my wrath. 

Rich. I heare, yet fay not mucb,but thinke the more. 

Enter a Pofte, 

King, Now Meffcngeryvhat Letcers.or what Newes 
from France i 

Poft. My Soueraigne Licge,no Letters, & few words. 
But fuch,as I (without your fpeciall pardon) 

Dare not relate. 

King. Goe too,wee pardon thee : 

Therefore,in briefe,tell me their words. 

As ncere as thou canft gueffe them. 

What anfwer makes King Lewis vnto our Letters ? 

Poil. At my dcpartjthcfe were his very words: 

Goe tell falfe Edward, the fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reuell it with him,and his new Bride. 

King. Is Lewis fo&raue ? belike he thinkes me Henry. 
But what faid Lady Bona to my Marriage ? 

Poft. Thefe were her words,vtt’rcd with mild difdaine: 
Tell him,in hope hce’le proue a Widower (hortly, 
lie weare the Willow Garland for his fake. 

King. I blame not her; (he could fay little leffe s 
She had the wron g. But what faid Henries Queene ? 

For I haue heard,that (he was there in place. 

Poft. Tell him(quoth (he) 

My mourning Wcedes are done. 

And I am readie to put Armour on. 

King. Belike (he minds to play the Amazon. 

But what faid Warwick? to thefe iniuries ? 

Toft. He.more incens’d againft your Maieftiej 
Then all the reft,difcharg’d me with thefe words: 

Tell him from me,that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore lie vnerowne him,er’c be long. 

King .Ha?durft the T ray tor breath out fo prowd words? 
Wcll.I will arme me,being thus forc-warn’d: 

They (hall haue Warres,and pay for their prefumption. 
But fay,is Warwick? friends with Margaret? 

Poft. I, gracious Soueraigne, 

They are fo link’d in friendlhip. 

That yong Prince Edward roarryss Warwick? Daughter. 

Clarence. Belike,the elder; 

Clarence will haue the younger. 

Now! 
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Now Brother King farewell,and fit you faft. 

For I will hence to Warwickes other Daughter, 

That though I want a Kingdome, yet in Marriage 
I may not proue inferior to your felfe. 

You that loue me,and Parwicke, follow me. 

Exit Clarence,and Somerfet followts. 

Rich. Not I: 

My thoughts ayme at a further matter: 

I ftay not for the loue of Edvard,but the Crowne. 

Kwg, Clarence and Somerfet both gone to Warwicke ? 
Yet am I arm’d againft the worft can happen: 

And hafte is ncedfull in this defp’rate cafe, 

Pembrookf and Stafford, you in our bchalfe 
Goe leuie men,and make prepare for Warre j 
They are alrcadie,or quickly will be landed; 

My felfe in perfon will ftraight follow you. 

Exeunt Pembrooke and Stafford . 

But ere I go zflHaftings and Trlountagut 
Refoluc my doubt: you twaine,of all the reft. 

Are neere to Parwicke, by bloud,and by allyance: 

Tell me.if you loue Parwickg more then me; 

If it be fo,then both depart to him: 

I rather wifh you foes,then hollow friends. 

But if you mindc to hold your true obedience, 

Giue me affurance with fome friendly V ow. 

That I may neuer haue you in fufpeft. 

isMcmt, So God helpe GMomtague, as hee prouci 
true. 

Hast. And Hafhngt,at hee fauour* Edvards caufe. 
King. Now,Brother Richard, wWl you Band by vs ? 
Rich. l,in defpightof all that Iball withftand you. 
King. Why fo; then am I fure of Vi&orie. 

Now therefore let vs hence,and lofc no howrc. 

Till wee meet warwicke, with his forreinepowre. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Warwick? and Oxford in England, 
with French Souldiors. 

Warm. Truft roe,my Lord, all hitherto goes well. 

The common people by numbers fwarroe to vs. 

Enter Clarence and Somerfet. 

But fee where Somerfet and Clarence comes : 
Speakefuddenly,my Lords,are wee all friends? 

Clar. Fearc not that.my Lord, 

Wane. Then gentle Clarence, welcome vnto Parwicke, 
And welcome Somerfet : I hold it cowardize. 

To reft miftruftfull .where a Noble Heart 
Hath pawn’d an open Hand, in figneof Loue; 

Elfe might I thinkc,that flarence,Edwards Brother, 

Were butafained friend to our proceedings: 

But welcome fweet (flarence, my Daughter fhall be thine. 
And now,what refts? but in Nights Couerture, 

Thy Brother being carcleflely encamp’d. 

His Souldiors lurking in the Towne about. 

And but attended by a fiinple Guard, 

Wee may furptize and take him at our plcafure. 

Our Scouts haue found the aduenture very cafie : 

That as Vlyfl es, and ftout Diomede, 

With fleighc and manhood ftolc to Rhefiu Tents, 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatall Steeds 5 
So wee,wdlcouer’d with the Nights black Mantle, 

At vnawares may beat downe Edwards Guard, 

And feize himfelfe; I fay not,flaughtcr him. 

For I intend but onely to furprizehim. 

You that will follow me to this attempt, 


The t hi rd Tart o/KJ ng Henry the Sixt 


Applaud the Name of Henry with your^ra^." 

They all cry,Henry. 

Why then .let’s on our way in filent fort, 

For Warwicke and his friends,God and Saint Georg 

Extent, 

Enter three Watchmen to guard the Kings Tent 

I. Watch. Come on my M afters,each man take h' 

The King by this,is fet him downe to fleepe. '* 
a. Watch. What,willhenottoBed? r * 
t. Watch. Why,no: for he hath made a folemne V 
Neuer to lye and take his naturall Reft, v ° w > 

Till Warwicke,ot himfelfe,be quite fuppreft. 

a. Watch. To morrow then belike fhall be the d 

If Warwick^ be fo neere as men report, VH,caa y» 
$.Watch. But fay,I pray,what Noble man i s that 
That with the King here refteth in his Tent? ‘ 

friend™^' T '* ^ L ° td the Kin g* chiefeft 

Patch. 0,is it fo? but why commands the Kin 

That his chiefc followers lodge in Townes ahm„ u- ^ 
While he himfelfe keepes in the cold field ? Il8, 

2 . Watch. ’Tis the more honour,bccaufe more dan. 
rou*. ”■ 

$. Patch. I,but giue me worfhip, and quietneffe 
I like it better then a dangerous honor. 

If Warwicke knew in what eftate he Bands, 

’Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 

x. Watch. Vnleffe our Halberds did fliut vp his pif. 
fage. 

2 . watch. I: wherefore elfe guard we his RoyallTent, 
But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes ? 

Enter Warwicke , Clarence,Oxford,Stmcrfet, 
and French Souldiors,filent all. 

Warw. This is his Tent.and fee where ftand his Gaud: 
Courage my Mafters: Honor no w, or neuer: 

But follow me,and Edward fhall be ours, 

1. Watch. Who goes there ? 

2 , Watch. Scay,or thou dyeft. 

Warwtcke and the reft- cry all, Warwicke,ffamickt, 
andfet vpon the Guard,whoflye frying,Arme,Am, 
Warwick* and the reft following them, 

■’The Drummeplaying, and Trumpet founding. 

Enter Parwicke,Somerfet,and the reft,bringing the Kite 
out tn his Gowne, fitting in a Chaire: Richard 
and Haft ings flyer ouer the Stage, 

Som. What are they that flye there ? 

Parw. Rickard and Haftings : let them goe, heere is 
the Duke. 

K.Edw. The Duke? 

Why Warwicke, when wee parted, 

Thou call’dft me King. 

Warw. I,buc the cafe is alter’d. 

When you difgrac’d me in my Embaffade, 

Then I degraded you from being King, 

And come now to create you Duke of Yorke. 

Alas,how fhould you gouerue any Kingdome, 

That know not how to vfe Embaffadors, 

Nor how to be contented with one Wife, 

Nor how to vfe your Brothers Brotherly, 

Nor how to ftudic for the Peoples Welfare, 

Nor how to fhrowd your felfe from Enemies ? | 


The third Tart ofK^ing Henry the Sixt* 


Brotherof Clarence, 

A rI th . oU ifeeAat Edward needs muft downe. 

defpight of all mifchance, 

' f Ueo thV felfe, and all thy Complices 
°j th J wih alwayes beare himfelfe as King: 

Fortunes mallicc ouerthrow my State, 

i eex cecde» thecompafTeofhcr Wheele. 

My 1,11 T u cn for his mindc, be Edward Englands King, 
* 

Takes off his Crowne. 

ffeiirr now fhall weare the Englifh Crowne; 
d be true King indeede: thou but the fhadows 
£ L ord of Somerfet, at ray requeft, 
fe that forthwith Duke Edward be conuey d 
Vnton>y Brother Arch-Bifhop of Yorke : 

When lhauc fought with Pembrooke, and his fcllowcs, 

He follow yon, and tell what anfwer 
rnwiand the Lady Tona fend to him. 

Now fe> r a-while farewell good DukeofYorke, 

** They leade him out forcibly . 

X.E<f.What Fates impofc,that men muft needs abide; 
I .boots not to refift both windeand tide. Exeunt. 

Oxf, What now remaines my Lords for vs to do. 

Rut march to London with our Soldiers ? 

^that’s the firft thing that we haue to do. 

To free King Henry from imprifonment, 

And fee him feated in the Regall Throne. exit. 


Enter Riuers,and Lady Gray» 

pjtt Madam,what makes you in this fodain change? 
Gray. Why Brother Ritters ,are you yet to learnc 
What late misfortune is befalne King Edward ? 

Rm. What Ioffe of fomc pitcht battell 
Againft JP'arwtche^ 

Gray. No,but the Ioffe ofhis owne Royall petfon. 
Riu, Then is my Soueraignc flaine ? 

Cray lalmoft flaine,for he is taken prifoncr* 

Either betrayd by falfhood ofhis Guard, 

Or by his Fot ferpriz’d at vnawares; 

And as I further haue to vnderftand, 

Isnew committed to the Bifhop of Yorke, 

FeH Warwickes Brother, and by that our Foe. 

Riu. Thefe Newcs I muft confefTe are full of greefc. 
Yet gracious Madam, beare it as you may, 

Warwicke may loofc, that now hath wonne the day. 

Gray. Till thcn,faire hope muft hinder liues decay: 

And 1 the rather vvaine me from difpaire 
For loue of Edwards OfF-fpring in my wombe: 

This is it that makes me bridle paffion, 

And beare with Mildneffe my misfortunes croffe: 

1,1, for this I draw in many 3 teare, 

And flop the riling of blood-fucking fighes, 

Leaft with my fighes or teares, I blaft or dro wne 
King Edwards Fruite, true neyre to th’Englifh Crowne. 
Riu. But Madam, 

W here is Warwicke then become ? 

Cray. I am inform’d that he comes towards Londdn, 
To fet the Cro wne once more on Henries head, 

Gueffe thou the f eft. King Edwards Friends muft downe. 
Butto preuent the Tyrants violence, 

(For truft not him that hath once broken Faith) 

Ik hence forthwith vnto the Sanftuary, 


exeunt. 


To faue (at leaft )thc heire of Edwards right: 
There fii3ll I reft fccure from force and fraud : 
Come therefore let vs flye,while we may flye. 

If Warwicke take vs,we are fure to dye. 

Enter Richard,herd Haftings,and Str WiHiam 
Stanley. 


Rich. Now my Lord Haftings, and Sir William Stanley 
Leaue offto wonder why I drew you hither. 

Into this checfeft Thicket of the Parke. 

Thus ftand the cafe: you know our King,my Brother, 

Is prifoner to the Bifhop here,at whofc hands 
He hath good vfage.and great liberty, 

And often but attended with weake guard. 

Come hunting this way to difport himfelfe. 

I haue aduertis’d him by fecret meanes. 

That if about this houre he make this way, 

V ndcr the colour ofhis vfuall game, 

He fhall heere finde his Friends with Horfe and Men, 

To fet him free from his Captiuitic. 

Enter King Edward, and a Huntfman 
with him. 

Huntfman. This way my Lord, 

For this way lie* the Game. 

King Edw. Nay this way man. 

See where the Huntfnaen ftand. 

Now Brother ofGlofter.Lord Haftings,and the reft, 
Stand you thus clofc to ftealc the Bifhops Deere ? 

Rich. Brother,the time and cafe,requircth haft. 

Your hovfe ftands ready at the Parke-corner. 

King Ed. But whether fhall we then ? 

Haft. To Lyn my Lord, 

And fhipt from thence to Flanders.' 

%tch. Wcl gueftbelccue me,for that was my meaning 
K.Ed. Stanley,\ will requite thy forwardneffe. 

‘Rfcb. But wherefore ftay we? ’tis no time to calke. 
K.Ed. Huntfman, what fay’ft thou ? 

Wilt thou go along i 

Huntf. Better do fo,then tarry and behang’d. 

Rich. Come then away,lets ha no more aaoo, 

K.Ed. Bifhop far well, 

Sheeld thee from Warwickes frowne, 

And pray that I may re-poflefle the Crowne, exeunt 

Flottrijh. Enter King Henry the fixt, Clarence, WarwickSi 
Somerfet,young Henry, Oxford, Mountague, 
and Lieutenant. 

K.Hen. M.Lieutenant.now that God and Friend# 
Haue fhaken Edward from the Regall feate. 

And turn’d my captiue ft ate to libertie, 

My feare to hope,my forrowes vnto ioyes. 

At our enlargement what are thy due Fees ? 

L»e«.SubiC(fts may challenge nothing of their Soli’rains 
But,ifan humble prayer may preuaile, 

I then craue pardon of your Maieftic, 

K.Hen. For what. Lieutenant?For well vfingme? 
Nay.be thou fure,lie well requite thy kindnefle. 

For that it made my imprifonment,a pleafure: 

I, fuch a pleafure,3s incaged Birds 
Conceitie; when after many moody Thoughts, 

At laft, by Notes of Houfhold harmonic, 

They quite forget their Ioffe of Libertie 
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1 6 8 The third Tart o/K wg Henry the Sixt. 


But lParrricke,ihti God,thou fet’d me free, 

■And chiefely thercfore,I thankeGod,and thee. 

He was the Auchor.thou the InArument. 

Therefore that I may conquer Forrunes flight. 

By liuing low, where Fortune cannot hurt me. 

And that the people of this blcfled Land 
May not be puniflit with my thwarting ftarres, 

Marwicks .although my Head dill weare the Cro wne, 

I here refigne my Gouernment to thee. 

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

IKarw. Your Grace hath dill beene fam’d for vertuous, 
And now may feeme as wife as vertuous. 

By fpying and auoiding Fortunes malice, 

For few men rightly temper with the Starres: 

Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 

For chufing me,when Clarence is in place. 

CUr. No Warwickeybou art worthy of the fway. 

To whom the Heau’ns in thy Natiuitie, 

Adiudg’d an Oliue Branch,and Lawrell Crowne, 

As likely to be bled in Peace and Warre: 

And therefore I yeeld thee my free confent. 

IKarw. And I chufe Clarence oncly for Protector. 

King.fKarwicl^ and Clarence, give me both your Hands: 
Now ioyne your Hands, 8c with your Hands your Hearts, 
That no diffention hinder Gouernment: 

I make you both Prote&ors of this Land, 

While I my felfe will lead a priuate Life, 

And in dcuotion fpend my latter dayes. 

To finnes rcbuke.and my Creators prayfe. 

Warw. What anfwercs Clarence to his Soueraignes 
will ? 

CUr. That he cpnfents, if IKarwieke yeeld confcnt. 
For on thy fortune I repofe my felfe. 

IKarw. Why then,though loth,yet mud I be content: 
Wcc’le yoake together,like a double lhadow 
To Henries Body,and fupply his place; 

I meane.in bearing weight of Gouernment, 

While he enioyes the Honor,and his eafe. 

And Clarence, now then it is more then needfull, 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a Traytor. 

And all his Lands and Goods confifcate. 

CUr. What elfe ? and that Succeflion be determined. 

Warm, I .therein Clarence fhall not want his part. 

King. But with the fird,of all your chiefc affaires. 

Let me entreat (for I command no more) 

That Margaret your Queenc, and my Sonne Edward , 

Be fent for,to returne from France with fpecd : 

For till I fee them here, by doubtfall feare. 

My ioy of libertie is halfe eclips’d. 

CUr. It dial! bee done, my Soueraigne, with all 
fpeedc. 

King. My Lord of Somerfct,what Youth is that. 

Of whom you feeme to haue fo tender care ? 

Somerf. My Liege, it is young Henry , Earle of Rich¬ 
mond. 

King, Come hither,Englands Hope: 

Layes hit Hand on his Head, 

If fecret Powers fugged but truth 
To my diuining thoughts. 

This prettie Lad will proue our Countries blifle. 

His Looker are full of peacefull Maiedic, 

His Head by nature fram’d to weare a Crowne, 

His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himfelfe 
Likely in time to bleffe a Regall Throne: 

Make much of him,my Lords; for this is hee 
Mud hclpe you raore,thcn you are hurt by met. 


Enter a Pojte. 

IKarw. What newes,my friend? 

Pofie. That Edward isefcaped from y 0Jr 
And fled (as hee hearcs fincc) to Burgundie. th * r > 

IKarw. Vnfauorienewes: buthowmadeh " 

Tejle. He was conucy’d by Richard, Duke ofGUal* 
And the Lord Haflwgt, who attended hint ° Cr » 

In fccret ambufh.on the Forrcd fide. 

And from the Bifhops Huntfmen refeu’dhim • 

For Hunting was his dayly Exercife. 

Warm. My Brother was too carelcffe of his ch 
But let vs hence,my Soueraigne,to prouide 
A faluc for any forc.that may betide. ^ 

UWanct Somerfet,Richmond,and Oxford, 

SomMy Lord,! like not of this flight of Edwards* 
For doubtIefTc,!2»r£#*K/« will yeeld him helpe, 

And wc fhall haue more Warres befor'tbc lone. 

As Henries late prefaging Prophecie 
Did glad my heart,with hope of this ytoung Richmtnl 
So doth my heart mif-giue me, in thefe Confli& 5 
What may befall him,to his harme and ours, * 
Therefore,Lord Oxford, to preuent the word, 
Forthwith wee’le fend him hence to Brittanie, 

Till flormes be pad of Ciuill Enmitie. 

Oxf. I: for if Edward rc-poffeffe the Ctowne, 

’Tis like that Richmond, with the red,fhall downe. 

Sow. It lhall be fo; he fhall to Brittanie, 

Come thcrefore,let’s about it fpeedily. Exm. 

Flourifb. Enter Edward, Richard, Hafings, 
and Senldiers, 

Edw. Now Brother Richard, Lord Haftings, and the red. 
Yet thus farre Fortune maketh vs amends, 

And faycs.that once more I fhall enterchange 
My wained date,for Henries Regall Crowne. 

Well haue we pafs’d, and now rc-pafs’d the Seas, 

And brought defired helpe from Burgundie. 

What then remaines.we being thus arriu’d 
From Raucnfpurre Hauen,before the Gates ofYoikej 
But that we enter,as into our Dukedome ? 

Rich. Tbe Gates made faft ? 

Brother, I like not this. 

For many men that dumble at cheThrefhold, 

Ate well fore-told,that danger lutkes within. 

Edw, Tulh man,aboadments mud not now affrightvs: 
By faire or foule meanes we mud enter in, 

For hither will our friends repaire to vs. 

Hail, My Liege, lie knocke once more,to fwnmon 
them. 

Enter on the IK'alls, the (JMaitr of Yorke, 
and his 'Brethren. 

eJHaior. My Lords, 

We were fore-warned of yonreomming, 

And fhut the Gates,for fafetie of our fellies j 
For now we owe allegeance vnto Henry. 

Edw. But.Madcr Maior,if Henry be your King* 

Yet Edward, the lead,is Duke of Yorkc. 

C Mater. True, my good Lord, I know you < o:R 

£a’)*.Why,and I challenge nothing but my Dukedome, 

As being well content with that alone. ^ 
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----^r^Th^Fox hath once got in his Nofe, 
fiade meanes to make the Body follow. 

Hee 1 e ^^Mafter Maior.why dand you in a doubt ? 

.hr Gates, we are King Henries friends. 

°P en r fav vou lo ? the Gates lhall then be opened. 
m or. U i3 YY Hcdefcends. 

. & w ife dout Captaine.and foone perfwaded. 

« ^ The good old man wouid k' r,c that a * 1 Wcre wel ’ 
not long of him: but being entred, 
not I,but we dull foone perfwade 

goth him , in ^ a11 his Brothers,^ :eifon * 

Enter the tMaior, and two tstldermcn , 
fja So.Mader Maior: thele Gates mud not be fhur, 
JincheNighe.or in the time of Warre 

r ,f e are not man,but yeeld me vp the Keyes, 

W" ’ Takes hss Keyes. 

, HI defend the TaWnc,and thee, 

^d a ilthofefriends,that deine to follow mee. 

March. Enter Mountgomerie,with DrUmmt 
and Soutdiers. 

Rich. Brother,this is Sir John Mountgomerie , 

Ourtraftic friend,vnlefTc I be deceiu’d, 
idn. Welcome Sir Iohn : but why come you in 

^ fount. To helpe King Edward in his time of dorme. 
As eueryJoyall Subieft ought to doe. 

£d*. Thankcs good tJMomtgomerie : 

But we now forget our Title to the Crowne, 

And onely clayme our Dukedome, 

Till God pleafe to fend the red. 

Mount. Then fare you well,for I will hence againe, 
lcame to ferue a King,and not a Duke: 

Drummer firike vp,and let vs march away« 

The Drumme begins to march. 

Edw. Nay day,Sir Iohn, a while, and wce’le debate 
By what fafe meanes the Crowne may be recouer’d. 

Mount. What talkc you of debating Pin few words. 
If you’le not here proclaimc your felfe our King, 
lie leaue you to your fortune,and be gone, 

Tokeept them back,that come to fuccour you. 

Why lhall wc fighr,if you pretend no Title? 

Rich, Why Brother, wherefore dand you on nice 
points ? 

Sdw. When wee grow dronger, 

Then wee’le make our Clayme : 

Till then,’tis wifdomc to conceale our meaning. 

Haf. Away with fcrupulous Wit, now Armes mud 
rule. 

Rich.And fearelefle minds clyme fooned vnto Crowns. 
Brother,wc will proclaime you out of hand, 

Thebruit thereof will bring you many friends. 

f^B'-Then be it as you will: for ’tis my right, 

And Henry but vfurpes the Diademe. 

Mount, I,now my Soueraigne fpcaketh like himfelfe. 
And now will I be Edwards Champion. 

T/(?y?,Sotind Trumpet, Edward (hal be here proclaim’d: 
Come,fellow Souldior, make thou proclamation. 

Flouri/h. Sound. 

Soul. Edward the Fourthly the Grace of God, King of 
England and France,and Lord of Ireland,&c. 

Mount. And whofoc’rc gainfayes King Edwards right, 
*7 this I challenge him to fingle fight. 

Throwes downe his Gauntlet. 
jiU. Long Iiuc Edward the Fourth. 


Edw. Thankcs braue Montgomery, 

And thankes vnto you all ^ 

If fortune ferue me,lie requite this kindncfic. 

Now for this Night,let s harbor here in Yorke: 

And when the Morning Sunne lhall ray fc his Carre 
Abouc the 3order of this Horiz-on, 

Wee’le forward towards IKarwicke, and his Matcsj 
For well I wor,that Henry is no Souldier. 

Ah froward Clarence, how cuill it befeemes thee. 

To flatter Henry, and forfake thy Brother ? 

Yet as wee may, wee’le meet both thee and Warwicke. 
Come on braue Souldiors : doubt not of the Day, 

And that once gotten,doubt not of large Pay. Exeunt. 

flouri/h. Enter the King,Warivicke,Meuxtague i 
Clarence , Oxford,and Somerfet. 

IKar. What counfailejLordsf 1 Edward from Belgia, 
With haflie Germanes,and blunt Hollanders, 

Hath pafs’d in fafetie through the Narrow Seas, 

And with his troupes doth march amaine to London, 
And many giddic people flock to him. 

King. Let’s leuie men,and beat him backe againe, 
Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden our. 

Which being fuffer’d,Riucrs cannot quench. 

IVar. In Warwickfhirel haue true-hearted friends. 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in Warre, 

Thofe will I mufler vp : and thou Sonne Clarence 
Shalt dirre vp in Suffolke,Norfoike,and in Kent, 

The Knights and Gentlemen,to come with thee, 

Thou Brother Mount ague ,'tn Buckingham, 
Northampton,and in Leiceder(hirc,flialt find 
Men well enclin’d to heare what thou command’d. 

And thou,braue Oxford, wondrous well belou’d. 

In Oxfordfliire fhalt mufler vp thy friends. 

My Soucraigne,with the louing Citizens, 

Like to his lland,gyrt in with the Ocean, 

Or mode A Dya»,circled with her Nymphs, 

Shall red in London,ti!l we come to him: 

Faire Lords take leaue,and dand not to rcplyJ 
Farewell my Soueraigne. 

King. Farewell my Hettor, and my Troyes true hope. 
CUr. In figne of truth,I kiffe your Highnefle Hand. 
King. Well-minded Clarence,be thou fortunate. 
Mount. Comfort,my Lord,and fo I take my leaue. 
Oxf. And thus I feale my truth,and bid adieu. 

King. Sweet Oxford, and my louing Mountague , 

And all at once,once more a happy farewell. 

War. Farewell,fwect Lords,lct’s meet at Couentry, 

. Exeunt. 

King. Here at the Pallace will I red a while. 

Coufin of Exeter,vih&t thinkes your Lordfhip ? 

Me thinkcsjtne Power that Edward hath in field, 

Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exet. The doubt is,that he will feduce the tcd« 

King. That’s not my feare,my meed bath got me fame: 
I haue not dopt mine earcs to their demands, 

Norpoded oft their fuites with flow delayes. 

My pittie hath becne balme to heale their wounds. 

My mildnede hath allay’d their fwclling griefes. 

My mercie dry’d their water-flowing tearcs. 

I haue not been defirous of their wealth. 

Nor much opprefl them with great Subfidies, 

Nor forward of reuenge,though they much err’d. 

Then why Aiould they loue Edward more then me? 

No £A«er,thefc Graces challenge Grace: 
_q a And 
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And when the Lyon fawnes vpon the Larabe, 

The Lambe will neuer ccafe to follow him. 

Shout within"A Lane after, A Lane aft cr. 

Exet. Hcarke, hearkc, my Lord , what Shouts arc 
thele ? 

Enter Edward and his Souldiers. 

Edw. Seize ou the fhamefac’d Henry, beare him hence. 
And once againe proclaimcvs King of England, 

: You are the Fount.that makes fmall Brookes to flow. 
Now flops thy Spring,my Seafliall fuck them dry. 

And fwell fo much the higher,by their ebbe. 
i Hence with-hitmo thcTower,let him not fpeake. 

Exit with King Henry. 

I And Lords-towards Couentry bend weour courfe, 

(Where peremptorie Warwicke now remaines: 

The Sunnc (hincs hor.and if we vfe delay, 

Cold biting Winter marres our hop’d-for Hay, 

* Rich. Away betimes,before his forces iOyne, 

•And take the grcat-growneTraytor vnawarcs: 
iBrauc Warriors,march amainc towards Couentry, 

Exeunt. 

Enter Warwicke, the Maior ef Couentry, two 
Tilejfengers,and others vpon the Walls. 

war. Where is the Poft that came from valiant Oxford t 
How farre hence is thy Lord,mine honeft. fellow? 

Me ft i. By this at Dunfmore, marching hitherward. 

War. How favre off is our Brother Ttiountague ? 
Whfcre is the Poft that came from Mount ague ? 

Ttieft.i. By this at Daintry,with a puiflant troope. 

Enter Someruile. 

War. Say Someruile, what fayes my louing Sonne ? 
And by thy gue(Tc,how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Somem. At Southam I did Icaue him with his forces, 
And doe expeft him herefome two howres hence. 

War. Then Clarence is at hand,! heare his Drummc. 

Someru. It is not his,my Lord.here Southam lyes: 
The Drum your Honor heares,marchcth from Warwicke. 

War. Who (bould thatbc?belike vnlook’d for friends. 

Someru. They are at hand,and you Ihall quickly know. 

March. Flourtft, Enter Edward } Richard, 
and Souldiers. 

Edw. Goe,Trumpet,to the Walls,and found a Park. 

Rich. See how the furly Warwicke mans the Wall. 

War. Oh vnbid fpight,is fportfull Edward come ? 
Where ftept our Scouts,or how are they feduc’d, 

That we could heare no newes of his repayre. 

Edw. Now Warwick?, wilt thou ope the Citie Gates, 
Speake gentle words,and humbly bend thy Knee, 

Call Edward King,and at his hands begge Mercy, 

And he (hall pardon thee thefc Outrages ? 

War. Nay rather.wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Confefle who fct*thec vp.and pluckt thee downe. 

Call Patron,and be penitent, 

And thou (halt ftill remaine the Duke of Yorke. 

Rich. I thought at leaft he would haue faid the King, 
Or did he make the leaft againft his will ? , 

War. Is not a Dukedome,Sir, a goodly gift ? 

Rich. I,by my faith,for a poore Earle to giuc, 
lie doe thee feruice for fo good a gift. 

War. Twas I that gaue the Kingdome to thy Bro¬ 
ther. 

Edw. Why then ’tis mine,if but by 1 r'arwickes gift. 
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And Wcakehng .Warwicke takes his gift ao a in e * 

And Henry is my King, Warwicke his^Subietf. * 

Edw. Bur Warwickes King is Edwards Prifo nc . 

And gallant Warwicke,doe but anfwer this f " 
What is the Body,whcn the Head is off? ’ 

Rich. Warwicke had no more fore- 

But whiles he thought to fteale the fingle Ten " C * 

The King was flyly finger’d from the Deck; * 

You left poore Henry at the Bifhop* Palla ce 
And tenne to one yoa’le meet him in the Tower 
Edw. ’Tis euen fo,yct you are Warwick,e ftill.' 

Rich. Come Warwicke , 

Take the time, kneele downe, kneele downe : 

Nay when ? ftrike now,or elfe the Iron cooler 
War. 1 had rather chop this Hand offatablow 
And with the other,fling it at thy face, 1 

Then beare fo low a fayle,to ftrike to thee;- 
Edw. Saylc how thou canft, ' - ' 

Haue Winde and Tyde thy friend, 

This Hand,faft wound about thy coale-black hay re 
Shall,whiles thy Head is warme, and new cut off * 
Write in the duft this Sentence with thy blood * 
Wind-changing Warwicke now can change no more, 

Enter Oxfcrdfivith Drumme and Colours. 

ITar. Oh chearefull Colours,fee where Oxford comes 
Oxf Ox ford,Ox ford, {ox Lane after. 

Rich. The Gates are open,lcc vs enter too. 

Edw. So other foes may fet vpon our backs. 

Stand we in good array: for they no doubc 
Will ifiue out againe, and bid vs battaile; 

If not,the Citie being but of lmail defence, 

Wee’Ie quickly rowze the Traitors in the fame.* 

W'ar. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy helpe. 

Enter Mount ague j»ith Drummc and Colours, 

Mount. Mountague, Mount ague fox Lane after, 
i?/r£.Thou and thy Brother both /ball buy thisTreafon 
Eucn with the deareft blood youi bodies beare. 

Edw* The harder matcht,the greater Vi&orie, f 
My mindc prefageth happy gainc,and Conqucft, 

Enter Somerfet.xvith Drurrims and Colours. 

Som. Somerfet Cornerfet fox Lancafter. 

Rich. Two of thy Narue,both Dukes of Soracrfct, 
Haue fold their Lines vnto the Houfe of Yorke, 

And thou /halt be the third,ifthis Sword hold. 

Enter Clarence .with Drumme and Colours . 

War, And Ioe,where George of Clarence fwcepes along, 
Of force enough to bid his Brother Battaile: 

With whom,in vpright zeale to right,prcuailes 
More then the nature of a Brothers Loue, 

Come Clarence, come: thou wilt,if Warwick* call. 

£7*r.Father of Warwick,know you what this meant* 
Lookc here,I throw my infamie at thee: 

I will not ruinate my Fathers Houfe, 

Who gaue his blood to lyme the ftones together, 

And fet vp Lancafter. Why,trowcft thou, Warwick 
That Clarence is fo harfh,fo blunt-vnnaturall, 

To bend the fatall Inftruments of Warrc , ^ 
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rjand his lawfull King. 

AgfShou wilt obietf my holy Oath: 

P , P n/- that Oath,were more impietie, 

hen he facrific’d his Daughter. 

Then f!C for tnyTrefpas made, 

1 1(0 ‘ Hcferue well at my Brothers hands, 

T hlt ociayroe my felfe thy mortall foe: 

1 rhfefolution,wherefoe’re 1 meet thee. 

)!‘nvill meet thee, if thou ftirre abroad; 
f’ugue thee,for thy foole mis-leading me. 

\ fo orowd-heatted Warwick'd defie thee, 

A 1 to my Brother turne my blufbingChcckes, 

Pardon me Edward,1 will make amends: 

Vnd Richard, doc not frownc vpon my faults, 

F I will henceforth be no more vncohftant. 

Edn-.NoW welcome more.and ten times more bclou’d, 
Thtn if thou neuer hadft defcrrfd our hate. 

Rick. Welcome good Clarence fan is Brother-like. 
yura. O* 1 P a fl> !1 g Tray tor,periur’d and vniuft, 
ihv. What Warwicke, 

, vi | t t hou leaue the To wne,and fight l 
Or (hall we beat.the Stones about thine Eares ? 

tVsrw. Alas,I am not coop'd here for defence : 

| will away towards Barnet prefently, 

\ndbid thee Battaile, Edward,\i thou dar’ft. 

lire. Yes urarwicke.Edward dz\;cs,and leads the way: 
Lords to the field: Saint George, and Viaoric. Exeunt. 
March. IFarwicke and his comp antefollowes. 

Riorum, and Excurftons. Enter Edward bringing 
forth Warwicke wounded. 

£<hv. So.lye thou there: dye thou,and dye our feate, 
for Warwicke was a Buggethat fear’d vs all. 
fiovt Mountague fit faft,I feeke for thee, 

That Warwick' 1 Bones may keepc thine companie. 

Exit. 

Warn. Ah,who is nigh? come to me,friend,or foe. 

And tell me who is Vi&or, Torke,ot Warwicke s’ 

Whyaske I that ? my mangled body fhewes, 

My blood,my want of ftrengrh,my ficke heart (hewes. 
That I mull yeeld my body to the Earth, 

And by my fall,the conqueft to my foe. 

Thus yeelds the Cedar to the A xes edge, 

Whofe Armes gaue (lieltcr to the Princely Eagle, 

Vnder whofe (hade the ramping Lyon flept, 

Whofe top-branch ouer-pecr’d lones fpreading Tree, 
Andkepjlow Shrubs from Winters pow’rfull Winde. 
Thele Eyes,that now are dim’d with Deaths black Veyle, 
Hauebecneas piercing as the Mid-day Sunne, 

Tofeatch thefecretTreafonsof the World: 

The Wrinckles in my Browes/iow fill’d with blood, 
Were lik’ned oft to Kingly Sepulchers: 

For wholiu’d King,but I coulddigge hisGraue ? 

And whodurft fmile,when Warwicke bent his Brow ? 
Loe,nowmy Glory fmear’d in duft and blood. 

My Parkes,my Walkcs,my Mannors that I had, 

Euen now forfake me; and of all my Lands, 

Is nothing left me,but my bodies length. 

Why,what is Porope,Ilule,Reigne,but Earth and Duft ? 
And hue we how we can,yct dye we muft. 

•( . 

Enter Oxford and Somerfet. 

font; Ah Warwicke, Warwicke thou as WC are. 

We might recouer all our Loffe againe: 


The Queene from France.hath brought a puiflant power. 
Euen now we heard the newes: ah,could’ft thou Aye. 

Warw. Why then I would not flye. Ah Mountague, 

If thou be there,fweet Brother,take my Hand, 

And with thy Lippes iceepe in my Soule a while. 

Thou lou’ft me not: for,Brother,if thou didft. 

Thy teares would wafti this cold congealed blood. 

That glewes my Lippes,and will not let me fpeake. 

Come quickly Mountague ,or I am dead. , 

Sow. Ah Warwicke,Mount ague hath breath’d his laft. 
And to theIaceft gafpe,cry’d out for Warwicke: 

And faid,Commend me to my valiant Brother. 

And more he would haue faid,and more he fpokc. 

Which founded like a Cannon in a Vault, 

That mought not be diftinguiflat: but at laft, 

I well might heare, deliuered with a groane. 

Oh farewell Warwicke. 

Warw. Sweet reft his Soule : 

Flye Lords, and faue your felues, 

For Warwicke bids you all farewell,to meet in Heauen. 
Oxf. Away,away,to meet the Queenes great power. 
Here they beare away his "Body. Exeunt. 

Flourifto. Enter King Edward in triumph , with 
Richard,'Clarence,and the reft. 

W/»^.Thus farre dur fortune keepes an vp ward courfe, 
And we arc grac’d with wreaths of Vidlorie : 

But in the midft of this bright-fliining Day, 

I fpy a black fttfpicious threatning Cloud, 

That will encounter with eur glorious Sunne, 

Ere he attaine his eafcfuli Weftcrnc Bed: 

I meane,my Lords,thofc powers that the Queene 
Hath rays’d in Gallia,haue arriued our Coaft, 

And,as we heare,march on to fight With vs. 

Clar. A little gale will foone difperfc that Cloud, 

And blow it to the Source from whence it came. 

Thy very Beames will dry thofe Vapours vp. 

For euery Cloud engenders not a Storme. 

Rich. The Queenejs valued thirtie thoufand flrong, 
And Somerfet, with Oxfordfted to her: 

If (lie haue time to breathe.be well allur’d 
Her faction will be full as ftrong as ours. 

King. We are aduertis’d by our louing friends. 

That they doc hold their courfe toward Tewksbury. 

We hauing now the beft at Barnet field, 

W’ill thither ftraight, for willingncflcrids way, 

And as we march,our ftrength will be augmented: 

In euery Countie as we goe along, 

Scrike vp the Drumme,cry couragc,and away. Exeunt. 

Floarijh. March. Enter the Queene,young 
Edward, Somerfet, Oxford, and 
Souldiers. 

Qtt. Great Lords,wife men ne’r fit and waile their Ioflc, 
But chearcly feeke how to redrelfe their harmes. 

What though the Maft be now blowne ouer-boord, 

The Cable broke,the holding-Anchor loft. 

And halfc our Saylors fwallow’d in the flood? 

Yet liues ourPilot ftill; Is’t meet^that hee 
Should leaue the Helme,and like a fearefull Lad, 

With tearefull Eyes adde Water to the Sea, 

And giue more ftrength to that which hath too much, 
Whiles in his moane,the Ship fplits on the Rock, 

Which Induftrie and Couragemight hauefau’d ? 

Ah what a fhame,ah what a fault were this. 

Say Warwicke was our Anchor: what of that ? . 

__qj_ And; 
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And Mount,ague our Top-Mad: what of him ? 

Our flaught’red friends,the Tackle*: what of thefc ? 
Why is not Oxford here,another Anchor ? 

And Somer/et, another goodly Maft ? 

The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings? 

And though vnskilfull,why not Ned and I, 

For once alio w’d the skilfull Pilots Charge? 

We will not from the Hciine,to (it and weepe. 

But keepc our Courfe (though the rough Winde fay no) 
From Shelues and Rocks,thac threaten vs with Wrack, 
As good to chide the Waucs,as fpeake them faire. 

And what is Edward ,but a ruthlcffe Sea ?. 

What Clarence,but a Quick-fand of Deceit ? 

And Richard ,but a raged fatall Rocke ? 

All thefc,the Enemies to our poore Barke. 

Say you can fwim,alas ’tis but a while : 

Tread on the Sand,why there you quickly finke, 

Beftridc the Rock,theTydcwil! wafh you off. 

Or clfe you famifti,that’s a three-fold Death. 

This fpeake I (Lords) to let you vnderftand. 

If cafe fbnic one of you would flye from vs. 

That there’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
More then with ruthleffe Waucs,with Sands and Rocks. 
Why courage then,what cannot be auoided, 

’Twere childifli weakenefle to lament,orfearc. 

Prince. MethinkesaWomanof this valiant Spirit, 
Should,if a Coward heard her fpeake thefc wotds, 
Infufe his Bread with Magnanimitie, 

And make him, naked, foyle a man at Armes. 

I fpeake not this,as doubting any here: 

For did I but fufpeft a tcarefull man. 

He thould hauc lcaue to goeaway betimes, 

Leaft in our need he might infe6t another, 

And make him of like ipirit to himfclfc. 

If any luch be here,as God forbid. 

Let him depart,before we neede his helpe. 

Oxf. Women and Children of fo high a courage. 
And Warriors faint,why ’twere perpetuall fhamc. 

OR braue young Prince: thy famous Grandfather 
Doth liue againc in thee; long may’ft thou Hue, 

To beare his Image,and renew his Glorie*. 

- Som. Andhethat will not fight for fuch a hope, 

Goc home to Bed,and like the Owlc by day. 

If he at ife,be mock'd and wondred at. 

®u. Thanlces gentle SomerfetfwectOxford thankes. 
Prince. And take his thankes, that yet hath nothing 
elfe. 

Enter a tjUeffenger. 

Trleff. Prepare you Lords,for Edward is at hand, 

Readie to fight: therefore be refolute. 

Oxf I thought no Idle: it is his Policie, 

To hafte thus faft,tofinde vs vnprouided. 

Som. But hec’s dcceiu’d,we are in readinefle. 

Qa. This cheares my hcart,to fee your forwardneffe. 
Oxf.Hete pitch our Battaile,hence we will not budge. 

Tlourifb,and march. Enter Edward } Richard , 
Clarence, and Souldiers. 

Edw .Braue followers,yonder Rands the thornie Wood, 
Which by the Heauens afliftance,and your flrength, 

Muft by the Roots be hew’ne vp yet ere Night. 

I need not addc more fuell to your fire, 

JFor well I wot, ye blaze, to burne them out: 

Giue fignall to the fight,and to it Lords, 


The third Tart off ing Henry the Sixt 


^.LordSjKnights.and ^ntlemen^vvhaTnV 
My tcares gaine-fay : for euery word I fpeake %i 

Ye fee I drinkc the water of my eye. P *** 
Therefore no more but this: Henri yours™. . 

Is Prifoner to the Foe,his State vfurp’d, Ucra, g t 'e 

His Rcalme a flaughter-houfe.his Subiefts fla 
His Statutes cancell’d.and his Treafure fpent 
And yonder is the W olfe.that makes this LL 
Youhght in Iuflice: then in Gods Name I j 
B e valiant,and giuc fignall to the fight, * ° r ” Sl 
Alarum^etreat^Excurfions. 0 

Flourijh. Enter Edward, Richard. Quee», n 

OxfirJ,Sm«%,? !S 


Knee. 


Edw. Now here a period of tumu!tuousRr„ 1 
Away with Oxford to Hames CaRle Rraieht • ^ M ’ 
For Somerfet ,off with his guilcie Head. ° 

Goe beare them hence,I will not heare them i'peat 
Oxf. For my part,He not trouble thee with 
Som. Nor I,but Roupc with patience to my faj 

§u, So part we fadly in this troublous Wmld 
To meet withloy infweet lerufalem. ’ 

Edw. Is Proclamation made.That who finde w j 

Shall hauc a high Reward,and he his Life? 4 m > 
“Rich. It is,and loe where youthfull Edwardt omes, 

Enter the Prince. 


v. Bring forth the Gall ant,let vs heare him fpeake 
? can fo young a Thorne begin to prick ? ' 


Edw, 

What ? can fo young a Thorne begin to prick l 
Edward,whit fatisfa&ion canfl thou make, 

For bearing Arme*,for ftirring vp my Subie&s, 

And all the trouble thou haft turn’d me to ? * 

Prince. Speake like a Subie<ft,prowd ambitious Ytrln, 
Suppofe that 1 am now my Fathers Mouth, 

Refigne thy Chayre, and where I ftand,kncdethou, 
Whil’ft I propofc the fclfe-fame words to thee, 
Which (Tray tor) thou would’ft haue me anfwerto, 

Qi*. Ah, that thy Father had beenc fo refolu’d. 

Rich. That you might ftill hauc worne the Petticoat, 
And nc’re hauc ftolne the Breech from Laucafltr. 

Prince. Lett /£fop fable in a Winters Night, 

His Currilb Riddles forts not with this place. 

Rich. By Heauen,Brat,lle plague ye for that word. 
Ott. I,thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 
Rich. For Gods fake,take away this CaptiueScold. 
Prince. Nay,take away this fcoldine Crooke-backe, 
rather. 

Edw. Peace wilfull Boy, or I will charme your tongue, 
Clar. Vntutor’d Lad,thou art too malapert. 

Prince. I know my dutie,you are all vndutifull; 
Lafciuious Edward } iad thouperiur’d George^ 

And thou mif-lbapcn Dicke ,I tell ye all, 

I am your bettcr.Traytors as ycarc. 

And thou vfurp’ft my Fathers right and mine. 

Edw. Takc that,the likeneffe of this Rayler here. 

Stabs him. 

Rich. Sprawl’ft thou ? take that,to end thy agonic. 

Rich, (labs him. 

Clar. And ther’s for twitting me with periurie- 

Clar.jiabs him. 

fflu. Oh, kill me too? 

Rich. Marry,and fliall. Offers to kiiber. 

Edw. Hold, Richard, hold,for we haue done too muck 

Rich. Why 
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enewes. 


Exit, 


^-^flSTlbec liue,to suite World wuh 

rord*- at f doth Hire fwowne ? vremeancsforlicc 

i'‘ oa f'clarence excufe me to the King my Brother : 

?*' to London on a ferious matter, 

I lcb< f romc there, be fure to heare fome 
What? what ? 

Ji Tower,theTower. *' 

n Oh tfedfwect Hed f peake to thy Mother Boy. 
^hounot fpeake ?0Traitors, Murtherers.' 

T wthat ftabb’d Cafar t (hed no blood at all: 

JJJL 0 ffend, nor were not worthy Blame, 

,r his foule deed were by, to equall it. 

LasaMan; this (in refpea)a Childe, 

, . u en ne’re fpctxd their fury on a Childe. _ 
uLt'sv/orfe then Murtherer, that I may name it ? 
w no my heart will burft,and if I fpeake, 
id I will fpeakc,that fo my heart may burft. 

Mchers and Villaines, bloudy Caniballes, 

o nW fvveec a Plant haue you vntimely cropt: 

V„u haue no children (Butchers) if you had. 

The thought of them would haue ftirr’d vp remorfe. 

Rue ifyou euer chance to haue a Childe, 

I ookein his youth to hauc him fo cut off. 

T deathfmen you haue rid this fweet yong Prince. 

A Vim. Away with her.go beare her hence perforce. 

# 0 , Nay, neuer beare me hence,difpatch me heere: 
Hem lheath thy Sword,lie pardon thee my death: 

What? wilt thou not? Then Clarence doit thou. 
fli. By heauen,I will not do thee fo much eafe. 

P 0 . Good Clarence do: fweet (flarence do thou do it. 

thou not heare me fweare I would not do it? 
%. f } but thou vieft to forfweare thy fclfe. 

■fwas Sin before, but now ’tis Charty. 

What wilt ^ not? Where is that diuels butcher Richard> 
Hard fauor’d Richard} Richard ,where art thou ? 

Thou art not heere; Murther is thy AJmef-deed ; 
petitioners for Blood, thou ac re put’ftbacke. 

Ed. Away I fav,l charge ye beare her hence, 
flu. So cotae to you,and yours,as to this Prince. 

Exit J^ucene. 

Ed. Where’s Richard gone. 
fla. To London all in poft.and as 1 guefTe,l 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower. 

Ed. He’s fodainc if a thing comes in his head. 

Now march we hence, difeharge the common fort 
With Pay and Thankes,and let’s away to London, 
Andfeeour gentle Queene how well (he fares. 

By this (I hope) ftie hath a Sonne for me. Exit. 

Enter Henry thefixt, and Richardyfith the Lieutenant 
on the (Pallet. 

Rich, Good day, my Lord,what at your Booke fo 
hard? 

Hen. I my good Lord: my Lord I fliould fay rather, 
Tis finne to flatter, Good was little better: 

’Good Glofter,and good Dcuill, were alike. 

And bothprepofterous: therefore, not Good Lord. 

Rich, Sirra, leaue vs to our felucs, we muft conferre. 
Hen. So flies the wreakleffc ftiepherd from f Wolfe 
So firft the harmlefle Shcepe doth yecld his Fleece, 

And next his Throate, vnto the Butchers Knife. 

What Scene of death hath Rofsitu now to A die ? 

Rich. Sufpitionalwaycs haunts the guilty mindcj 


The Tbeefe doth fcare each built an Officer, 

Hen. The Bird that hath bin limed in a bufb. 

With trembling wings mifdoubteth euery bufh; 

And I the haplefle Male to one fweet Bird, 

Haue now the fatall Obieft in my eye," 

Where my poore yong waslim d,was caught.and kill <1. 

Rich, Why whatapeeuifhFoolewastbat of Creet, 
That taught his Sonne the office ofaFowle, 

And yet for all his wings, the Foole was drown’d. 

Hen. I Dedalutf my poore Boy / cartes, 

Thy Father Minos, that deni dc our courfe. 

The Sunne that fear’d the wings of my fweet Boy. 

Thy Brother Edward, and thy Selfe, the Sea 
WhofeenuiousGulfe did fwallow vp his life: 

Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words. 

My breft can better brookethy Daggers point. 

Then can my cares that Tragickc Hiftory. 

But wherefore doft thou come?Is’t for my Life ? 

Rich. Think’ft thou I am an Executioner ? 

Hen. A Perfecutor I am fure thou art, 

Ifmurthering Innocents be Executing, 

Why then thou art an Executioner. 

Rich. Thy Son I kill'd for his prefumption. 

Hen. Hadft thou bin kill’d,when firft didft prefurae. 
Thou had’ft not liu’d to kill a Sonne of mine: 

And thus I prophetic, that many a thoufand. 

Which now imftruft no parccll of my feare. 

And many an old mans fighe, and many a Widdowes, 
And many an Orphans water-ftanding-eye. 

Men for their Sonnes, Wiues for their Husbands, 
Orphans, for their Parents timeles death. 

Shall rue the houre that euer thou was’t borne. 

The Owle {brick'd at thy birth, an euill figne. 

The Nigh t-Cro w cry’de, aboding luckleffe time, 

Dogs howl’d^ndhiddeousTempeftlbook down Trees: 
The Rauen rook’d her on the Chimnies top, 

And cbatt’ring Pies indifmall Difcords fling: 

Thy Mother felt more then a Mothers paine. 

And yet brought forthleflc then a Mothers hope. 

To wit,an indigefted and deformed lumpe. 

Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly Tree. 

Teeth had’ft thou in thy head, when thou was’t borne. 

To fignific, thou cam’ft to bite the world t 
And if the reft be true, which I hauc heard. 

Thou cam’ft- -- 

Rich. lie heare no more: 

Dye Prophet in thy fpeech, Stabbes him. 

For this (among'ft the reft) was I ordain’d. 

Hen. I,and for milch more {laughter after this, 

O God forgiue my finnes, and pardon thee. Dyes. 

Rich. What? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter 
Sinkc in the ground? I thought it would haue mounted. 
See bow my lword weepes for the poore Kings death. 

O may fuch purple teares be alway (hed 
From thofe that wifh the downfall of out houfe. 

If any fparke of Life be yet remaining, 

Downe,downe to hell,and fay I fent thee thither. 

Stabs him againc. 

I thathafle neythcr pitty,loue,nor feare. 

Indeed ’tis true that Henrie told me of: 

For I haue often heard my Mother fay, 

I came into the world with my Legges forward. 

Had I not reafon (thinkeye)to make haft,' 

And feeke their Ruine, that vlurp’d our Right ? 

The Midwife wonder’d, and the Women cri’de 
O lefus blefle vs,he is borne with teeth. 
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And fo I was,which plainly fignified, 

That I fhould fnarle, and bite,and play the dogger 
Then fince the Heauens haue fhap’d my Body fo, 

Let Hell make crook’d my Minde to anfwcr it. 

I haue no Brother, I am like no Brother: 

And this word [LoueJ which Gray-beards call Diuine, 
Be refident in men like one another. 

And not in me: I am my felfe alone. 

CUrence beware, thou keept’ft me from the Light, 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buzz.e abroad l'uch Prophefies, 

That Edward {hall be fearefull of his life. 

And then to purge his fcare, lie be thy death. 

King Henry , and the Prince his Son areigone, 

Clarence thy turnc is next, and then the reft, 

Counting my felfe but bad, till I be beft. 
lie throw thy body in another roome. 

And Triumph Henry Jmthy day ofDoome. Exit. 

Flottrijh. Enter King,Queene t Clarencc,Richard t Hafliugs } 
Nttrfe,and esittendants. 

King. Once more we fit in Englands Royall Throne, 
Rc-purchac’d with the Blood of Enemies: 

What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumnes Corne, 

Haue we mow’d downe in tops of all their pride ? 

Three Dukes ofSomerlet, threefold Renowne, 

For hardy and vndoubted Champions: 

Two Cliffords ,*s the Father and the Sonne, 

And two Northumberlands: two brauer men,' 

Ne’re fpurr’d their Couriers at the Trumpets found.* 
With them, the two braue Bear e%,fran>ick & Montague, 
That in their Chaines fetter'd the Kingly Lyon, 

And made theForreft tremble when they roar’d. 


Thus haue we fwept SufpUi^fb^^-— 

And made our Footftoole of Security ^ * 

Come hither Refe, and let me kiffe mv . 

Yong Ned, for thee, thine Vnckles,and mv f,ir 
Haucm our Armors watcht the Winters nigh,’ 
Went all afoote in Summers fealdinp heat* 

That thoumight’ft repoffeffc the Crowne inn. 

And of our Labours thou {halt reape the <„• " Cace > 

Rich, lie blaft his Harueft, if your head wl’ ■. 

For yet I am not look’d on in the world. J|( *> 

This fhouldcrwas ordain’d fothicke, tohea 
And hcaue it {hall fomc waight, or break. , 
Worke thou the way,and that (halt execute^ ^ e ’ 
King. CUrence and Glofierjow my loudv o„ 

And kis your Princely Nephew Brothers bodi"* 

CU Thedutythat I owe vntoyourMaiefty 

I Seale vpon the lips of this fweet Babe h 

Wltneffe the louing kiffe I giue the Fruite ^ P 
To fay the truth,fo Iudas kift his mafter, ’ 

And cried all haile.whcn as he meant all harme 
King. Now am I feared as my foule delights 
Hauing my Countries pcace,and Brothers &,«** 

C/d. What will your Grace haue done with 
Reynardhcx Either,to the King of France 
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Ierufalcm, 

And hither haue they fent it for her ranfome. 

King. Away with her, and waft hec hence to Fiance 
And now what refts, but that we fpend the time 
With ftately Triumphes, mirthfull Comicke fhew, s 
Such as befits the pleafure of the Court. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, farWell fowre annov 
For heere I hope begins our lafling ioy. Ex,m mil 


FINIS. 




Xhe Tragedy of Richard the Third: 

with the Landing of Earle Richmond, and the 

Battell at Bofworth Field. 


ojfBus ‘Primus. Sccena Prima . 



Enter Richard Duke of Glefter,Joint. 

Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent, 
j Made glorious Summer by this Son of Yorker 
I And all the clouds that lowr’d vpon our houfe 
the deepe bofome of the Ocean buried. 

vt 0 w are our browes bound with Various Wreathes, 

Ourbruifed armeshung vp for Monuments; 

Our fterne Alarums chang'd to merry Meetings; , 
Ourdreadfull Marches, to delightfull Mcafurcs. 
Grim-vifa^’d Warrc,hath fmooth’d his wrinkled Front: 
And now, in ftead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 

To fright the Soules of fearfull Aduerfaric», 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies Chamber, . 

To thelafciuious pleafingofa Lute. 

Burl, that am not {lisp’d for fportiue trickcs, 

Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glaffe j 
I, that am Rudely ftampt, and want loues Maiefty, 

To flrut before a wonton ambling Nymph: 

I,that am curtail’d of this faireProportioR, 

Cheated ofFeaturc by diffembling Nature, 

Deform'd, vn-finifli'd, fent before my time 
Into this breathing World, fcarfe halfemade vp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfafhionable. 

That dogges barke at me, as I halt by them. 

Why I (in this weake piping time of Peace) 

Haueno delight to pafle away thetime, 

Vnleffe to fee my Shadow in the Sunne, 

Anddefcanc on mine ownc Deformity. 

And therefore,fince 1 cannot proue a Louer, 

Tocntcttaine thefefaire well fpoken dayes, 

I am determined to proue a Villaine, 

Andhatc the idle^leafures of thele dayes. 

Plots hauel laidc, Indu&ions dangerous, 

By drunken Prophefies, Libels.and Drcanies, 

To fet my Brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate, the one againfi the other: 

And ifKing Edward be as true and iuft. 

As I am Subtle, Falfe,and Treacherous, 

This day Ihould Clarence clofely be mew’d vp: 
AboutaProphefie,which fayes that G, 

Of Edwards heyres themurcherer {hall be. 

Diue thoughts downe to my foulc.herc Clarence comes. 

Enter Clarence , andRrakenbury,guarded. 
Brother,good day: Whatmeanes this armed guard 


That waites vpon your Grace ? 

CU. His Maiefty teudring my perfons fafety. 

Hath appointed this Conduit,to conuey me to th’Tower 
Rich. Vpon vvhnt caufe ? 

CU. Becaufc my n3me is George. 

'Rich. Alackc my Lord.that fault is none ofyours: 

He fliould for that commit your Godfathers. 

O belike, his Maiefty hath fomc intent, 
ThatyouftiouldbencwChriftned in the Tower. 

But what’s the matter Clarence ,may I know ? 

Cla. Yea Richard,when 1 know: but I proteft 
As yet I do not; But as I can learne. 

He hearkens after Prophefies and Dreames, 

And from the Croffe-rowpluckes the letter G : 

And fayes,a Wizard told him,that by G, 

His iffuc difinherued Ihould be. 

And for my name of George begins with G, 

It followes in his thought,that I am he. 

Thefc (as I learne)and fiich like toyes as thefe. 

Hath moou’d hisHighncffe to commit me now. 

Rich. Why this it is,whenmen arc rul’d by Women : 
*Tis not the King that fends you to the Tower, 

My Lady Grey his Wife, CUrence ’tis {hec. 

That tempts him to this harfti Extremity. 

Was it not fhee, and that good man of Wotfhip, 
u4nthony W'oodeulle her Brother there. 

That made him fend Lord Haftings to the Tower ? 

From whence this prefent day he is deliucted ? 

We arc not fafi zffiarence, we are not fife. 

CU. By heauen,I thinke there is no man fecure 
But theQueenesKindred,and night-walking Heralds, 
Thattrudge betwixt theKing,andMiftris.s£«v, 

Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 
Lord Hajlings v/is.fot her deliucry ? 

Rich. Humbly complaining to her Deitie, . 

Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertie. 

He tell you what,I thinke it is our W3y, 

If we will keepe in fauour with the King, 

To be her men,and weare her Liuery. 

The iealous ore-wornc Widdow,and her felfe. 

Since that our Brother dub’d them Gentlewomen, 

Are mighty Gofsips in our Monarchy. 

Bra. I befeech your Graces both to pardon me. 

His Maiefty hath fttaightly giuen in charge. 

That no man fhall haue priuate Conference 
(Of what degree foeuer) with your Brother. 

r RJchJ 
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Rich. Euen fo,and pleafeyour Worlhip Brakenbary t 
You may partake of any thing we fay : 

Wc lpcakeno Treafon man; Wc fay the King 
I* wife and vertuous, and his Noble Quccne 
Well ftrooke in yearcs, faire,and not iealious. 

Wc fay, that Shores Wife hath a pretty Foot, 

A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a pafsing pleafing tongue t 
And that the Queenes Kindred are made gentle Folkes* 
How fay you fir? can you deny all this ? 

"Bra. With this (my Lord) my ielfe haue nought to 
doo. 

Rich, Naught to do with Miftris Shore ? 

I tell thcC Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting one) were beft to do it lecrctly alone. 

“Bra, What one, my Lord ? 

Rtch. Her Husband Knaue,would*ft thou betray me? 
Bra, I do befeech your Grace 
To pardon me, and withall forbeare 
Your Conicrenee with the Noble Duke* 

fta. We know thy charge Brakenbury, and wil obey. 
Rich . We are the Queenes abie£ts,and muft obey. 
Brother.farewell, I will vnto the King, 

And whatioe re you will imploy me in, 

W ere it to call King Edwards Widdow,Sifter, 

I will performe it to infranchife you. 

Meanc time, this deepe difgrace in Brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

(fla. I know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

Rich. Well,your imprifonmentChallnot belong, 

I will deliuer you, or elfe lye for you: 

Meane time, haue patience. 

Cta. I muft perforce : Farewell. Exit Clar. 

Rich Go treade the path that thou (halt ne’re rcturn; 
I Simple plaine Clarence, I do loue thee fo. 

That I will (hortly fend thy Soule to Hcauen, 

If Hcauen will take the prefentat our hands. 

But who comes hcerc? the new dcliucrcd Haftingsl 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Rich. As much vnto my good Lord Chambcrlainc: 
Well are you welcome to this open Ayre, 

How hath your Lordfhip brook’d imprifonment? 

Haft. With patience(Noble Lord)as prifoners muft: 
But I (ball Hue (my Lord) to giue them thankes 
That were the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Rich. No doubt,no doubt,and fo (ball Clarence too. 
For they that were your Enemies,are his, 

And haue preuail’d as much on him,as you. 

Haft. More pitty,that the Eagles fhould be mew’d, 
Whiles Kites and Buzards play at liberty. 

Rich. Whatnewesabroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad,as this at home: 

The King is fick!y,weake,and melancholly, 

And his Phyfitians fearc him mightily. 

Rich. Now by S.Iohn.that Newes is bad indeed. 

O he hath kept an euill Diet long, 

And oucr-much confum’d his RoyallPerfon: 

’Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon. 

Where is he, in his bed ? 

Haft. He is. 

Rich. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

ftxit Haftings. 

He cannot Hue I hope, and muft not dye, 

Till George be pack’d with poft-horfe vp to Heauen. 




lie m to vrge his hatred more to Clffeiwe 
With Lyes well ftcel’d with weighty Arcum. 

And if I faile not in my deepe intent, ^ Rlef)ts . 

Clarence hath not another day to Hue: 

Which done, God take King Edwa rdtr,U- 
And leaue the world for me to buf»l c in? 

For then, lie marry Warwickes vonoefl A , , 
What though I kill’d her Husbanded£p 8 S 
The readieft way to make the Wench ame A lcr > 

Is to become her Husband,and her Father • 

The which will I,not all fo much for loue 
As for another fecret dofe intent, 

By marrying her, which I muft reach vnto 
But yet I run before my horfe to Market • 

Clarence {{ill breathes, Sdward ftill lj ues a ’ n j „• 
When they arc gone, then muft I count my gaf^ 

Scena Secunda, 


Enter t hi Coarfe of Henrie the ftxt with Halberds to** j- 

Lady Anne being the UMeurncr. * 

nAnne. Set downe,fet downe your honmir.Ki.i , 
If Honor may be (hrowded in a Herfe; °*' 

Whil’ft I a-while obfequioufly lament 
Th’vntimely fall ofVertuous Lancafter, 

Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King, 

Pale Allies of the Houfe of Lancafter; 

Thou bloodlcfie Remnant of that RoyallBlood 
Be it lawfull that I inuocate thy Ghoft, 

To heare the Lamentations of poore Anne 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Sonnej 
Stab’d by the lelfefame hand that made thefe wounds, 
Loe.in thefe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I powre the helplcfTe Balme of my poore eyes, 

O curfed be the hand that made thefe holes : 

Curfcd the Heart, that had the heart to do it: 

Cnrfed theBlood, that let this blood from hence: 
More direfull hap betide that hated Wretch 
That makes vs wretched by the death of thee, 

Then I can wifh to Wolues.to Spiders,Toades, 

Or any creeping venom’d thing that Hues, 

Ifeuer he haue Childe, Abortiuc be it, 

Prodigeous, and vncimely brought to light, 

Whofe vgly and vnnaturall Afpeift 
May fright the hopeful! Mother at the vicw> 

And that be Heyre to his vnhappineife* 

If euer he haue Wife, let her be made 
More mifcrableby the death of him, ft 
Then I am made by my young Lord,and thee. 

Come now towards Chertfey with y our holy Lode, 
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. 

And ftill as you are weary of this waight. 

Reft you,whiles I lament King Henries Coarfe. 

Enter Richard Duke of Glofter. 

Rich. Stay you that beare the Coarfe, & fet it down 

An. What blacke Magician coniures vp this Fiend, 
To flop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Rich. Villainej fet downe the Coarfe, or by S.Faul, 
lie make a Coarfe of him that difobeyes. 
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-— ~f/[y~Lcrd (land backe,and let the Coffin paffc. 
S. Vnmanncr’d Dogge, 

ice thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

, IvS Paul lie ftnke thee to my Foote 

Wfpurne vpon thee Begger for thy boldncfTe. 

What do you tremble? are you all aftraid ? 
.U .\blame you noc.for you are Mortal!, 

A j’Mnrtall eves cannot endure the Diuell. 
i D jnuhou dteadfull minifter of Hell; 
rllrtuhad’ftbut power ouer his Mortall body, 
i” Soule thou canft not haue: Therefore be gone, 

Rich. Sweet Saint, for Charity,be not fo curft. 

Ah. Foule Diuell, 

For Gods fake hence, and trouble vs not, 

L t hou haft made the happy earth thy Hell : 

F H’d it with curling cries,8nd deepe exdaimcs: 

[fthou delight to view thy heynous deeds. 

Behold this patterne of thy Butcheries. 

OhGentlemen, fee.fee dead Henries wounds, 

Open their congeal’d mouthes, and bleed afreftl. 
Biulh.blulb, thou lumpe offowle Deformities 
For 'tis thy prefenee that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty Vcincs where no blood dwels. 

Thy Deeds inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this Deluge moft vnnaturall. 

OGod! which this Blood mad’ft, reuenge his death: 

0 Earth! which this Blood drink’ft, reuenge his death. 
EitherHeau’n with Lightning ftrike the murth’rer dead: 
Or Earth gape open wide, and eatehim quicke. 

As thou doft fwallow vp this goodKings blood, 

Which his Hell-gouern’d arme hath butchered. 

Rich, Lady,you know no Rules ofCharity, 

Which renders good forbad,Blelfingsfor Curfes. 

An. Vill 3 ine,thou know’ft nor law of God nor Man, 
NoBeall fo fierce,but knowes fome touch of pitty. 

Rich. But I know none,and therefore am no Beaft. 

A». O wonderfulljWhcn diuels tell the truth! 

Rich. More wonderfull,when Angels are fo angry: 
Vouchfafe (diuine perfeftion of a Woman) 

Ofthefe fuppofed Crimes,to giue me leaue 
By circumftancc, but to acquit my felfe. 

An. Vouchfafe (defus’d infection of man) 

Ofrhefc knowne euils, but to giue me leaue 
By circumftancc, to curfc thy curfed Selfe. 

Rich. Fairer then tongue can name thce,!et me haue 
Some patient Icyfurc to excufemy felfe. 

An. Fouler then heart canthinke thee. 

Thou can’ll make no cxcufe currant, 

Buttohang thy felfe. 

Rich. By fuch difpaire, I fhould aecufemy felfe. 

Ah. And by difpairing (halt thou (land excufcd. 
Fordoing worthy Vengeance on thy felfe. 

That did’ft vnworthy (laughter vpon others. 

Rich. Say that I flew them not. 

An. Then fay they were not flaine: 

Jut dead they are, and diuellilh flaue by thee. 

Rich. I did not kill your Husband. 

An. Whythcnheisaliuc. 

RJcb. Nay,he is dead, and flaine by Edwards hands, 
4". In thy foule throat thou Ly’ft, 

Queene CMargaret faw 

Thy murd’rous Faulchion fmoaking in his blood: 

The which, thou oncedidd’ft bend againft her breft. 

But that thy Brothers bcatc afide the poinr. 

Rich. I was prouoked by her fland’rous tongue. 


That laid their guilt, vpon my guiltlefle Shoulders. 

An. Thou was’c prouoked by thy bloody minde, 
That neuer dream’ft on ought but Butcheries: 

Did’ft thou not kill this King ? 

Rich. I grauntye. 

An. Do’ft grant me Hedge-hogge, 

Then God grautit me too 

Thou may’H be damned for that wicked deede, 

O he was gentle, milde,and vcrttious. 

•KiHi.The better for the King of heauen that hath him. 
An. He is in heauen,where thou (halt neuer come. 
Rich. Let him thanke me, that holpc to fend him thi¬ 
ther: 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

An. And thou vnfic for any place,but hell. 

Rich. Yes one place elfe,if you will heare me name it. 
An. Some dungeon. 

Rtch. YourBcd-chamber. 

t_An. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lyeft. 

Rich. So will it Madam,till I lye with you. 

An. I hope fo. 

Rich. Iknowfo. But gentle Lad y Anne, 

To leaue this keene encounter of our witces. 

And fallfomething into a flower method. * 

Is not the caufer of the timelcfle deaths 
Of thefe plantagcnets Jlenrie and Edward , 

As blamcfull as the Executioner. 

An. Thou was’t the caufe,and moft accurft effect. 
Rich. Y our beauty was the caufe of that cffeift : 

Your beauty, that did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertake the death ofall the world. 

So I might liueone houre in your fweet bofome. 

An. Ifl thought that, I tell thee Homicide, 

Thefe Nailes fhould rent that beauty from my Cheekes. 

Rich. Thefe eyes could not endure j beauties wrack. 
You fhould not blemifh it, ifl ftood by; 

As all the world is cheared by the Sunne, 

So I by that: It is my day, my life. 

An. Blacke night orc-flhade thy day,& death thy life. 
Rich. Curfe not thy felfe faire Creature, 

Thou art both. 

An, I would I were, to be reueng’d on thee. 

Rich. It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall, 

To be reueng’d on him that loueth thee. 

An. It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable, 

To be reueng’d on him that kill’d my Husband. 

Rich. He chat bereft the Lady of thy Husband, 

Did it tohelpc thee to abetter Husband, 

An. His better doth not breach vpon the earth. 

Rich. He Hues,that luues thee better then he could. 
An. Name him. 

Rich. Plantagenet. 

An. Why that was he. 

Rieh. The fellefame name, but one of better Nature. 
An. Where is he? 

Bfth. Hcere: Spits at him. 

Why doft thou fpit at me. 

An. Would it were mortall poylon, for thy fake. 
Rich. Neuer came poyfon from fo fweet a place. 

An. Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler Toade. 

Out of my fight, thou doft infeft mine eyes. 

Rich. Thine eyes (fweet Lady)haue infe&ed minel 
An. Would they were Bafiliskes,to ftrike thee dead. 
Rich. I would they were,that I might dye at once: 
For now they kill me with a liuing death. 

Thole eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait Teares;. 

For/ 
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Sham’d their Afpe£h with (tore of childifit drops 
Thefe cyes,which neuer fhed rcmorfcfull teare, 

No,when my leather Yorke,and Edward wepr, . 

To heare the pitcious moane that Rutland made 
When black-fac’d Clifford fhooke his fword at him. 

Nor when thy warlike Father like a Childe, 

Told the fad ftorie of my Fattiers death. 

And twenty times, made paufe to fob and wcepe: 
Thatall the (landers by had wet their checkes 
Like Trees bedafh’d with raine. In that fad time, 

My manly eyes did fcorne an humble teare: 

And what thefe forrowes could not thence exhale, 

Thy Beauty hath,and made them blinde with weeping. 

I neuer fued to Friend, nor Enemy: 

My Tongue could neuer lcarne fweet fmoothing word. 
But now thy Beauty is propos’d my Fee, 

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake. 

She looker fcomfullj at him. 
Teach not thy lip fuch Scornejfor it was made 
For kilting Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

If thy reucngefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe hcere I lend thee this fharpe-pointed Sword, 

Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true breft. 

And let the Soule forth that adoreth thee, 

1 lay it naked to the deadly ftroke. 

And humbly begge the death vpon my knee. 

He layer his breft open fie offers at with hit fiord. 
Nay do not paufe: For I did kill King Hcnrie, 

But 'twas thy Beauty that prouoked me. 

Nay now difpacch : ’TwasI that.ftabb’d yong Edward , 
Bujj ’twas thy Hcauenly face that fee me on. 

She fair the Sword. 

Take vp the S word againe,or take vp me. 

An. Arife Diflcmbler, though I wifh thy death, 

I will not be thy Executioner. 

Rich. Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will do it. 

Ah. I hauc already. 

Rich. That was in thy rage: 

Speake it sgaine,and cuen with the word. 

This hand,which for thy loue, did kill thy Loue, 

Shall for thy loue,kill a farre truer Loue, 

To both their deaths fhaltthou be accefiary, 
iAn. I would I knew thy heart, 

%fth. Tis figur’d in my tongue. 

An. I feare mc,both are falfe, 

Bfch, Then neuer Man was true. 

An. We!l,well,put vp your Sword. 

'Rich. Say then my Peace is made. 

*An. That lliah thou know heercafter. 

Rich. But (hall I liuc in hope. 

An. Allmenlhopeliuefo. 

Vouchfafe to wcare this Ring. 

Rich. Looke how my Ring incompafleth thy Finger, 
Euen fo thy Breft inclofeth my poore heart: 

Wearc both of them, for both ofthem arc thine. 

And if thy poore deuoted Seruant may 
But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand. 

Thou doft confirmc his happinefie for cucr. 

An. What is it? 

Rich. That it may pleafe you leauethefc fad defignes. 
To him that hath mod caufe to be a Mourner, 

And prefently repayre to Crosbie Houfe t 
Where (after I haue folemnly interr’d 
At Chertfey Monaft’ry this Noble King, 

And wet his Graue with my Repentant Teares) 

J will with all expedient duty fee you. 


chard the Third. 

For diuers vnknowne Reafons, I befeeclr 
Grant me thisBoon. 

An. With all my heart,and much it i 0Vcs m 
To lcc you are become fo penitent. * 016 too, 
7'reffel and Barkley,°o along with me. 

Rich. Bid mefarwell. 

An. Tis more then you deferue ; 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you 
Imagine 1 haue faidc farewell already. ’ 

Gent . Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord { * 

Rich. No: to White Friars,there attend my Conin) . 

Was euer woman in this humour woo’d> £ «'4 

W as euer woman in this humour wonne t 
He haue her.but I will no t keepe her long 
What? I that kill’d her Husband,and his Father 
To take her in her hearts extreameft hate * 

With curfes in her mouth, Teares in her eyes 

The bleeding witneffeofmy hatred by, 7 1 
HauingGod,her Confcience.and thefe bars a»ainft 
And I, no Friends to backemy fuitcwithall ° t ® t ‘ 
But the plaine Diuell,and diffcmbling lookes ? 

And yet to winne her? All the world to nothin. 

Hah! 

Hath fhe forgot alreadie that braue Prince 
Edward, her Lord, whom I(fome three monthes fincri 

Stab din my angry mood, at Tewkcsburv? ' 

• A fwceter, and a louelier Gentleman, 

Fram’d in the prodigallity of Nature: 

Yoog, Valiant,Wife,and (no doubtjrightRoyal 
The (pacious World caqnot againe affoord: ; ’ 

And will fhe yet abafe her eyes on me. 

That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince 
And made her Widdow to a wofull Bed ? 

On me, whofe All not equals Edwardt Moytie ? 

On me, that halts.and am mifhapen thus ? 

My Dukedome, to a Beggcrly denier I 
I do miftake my perlbn all this while: 

Vpon my life fhe findes(although I cannot ) 

My felfe to be a maru’llous proper man. 
lie be at Charges for a Looking'glafle, 

And entertaine a fcore or two of Taylors, 

To ftudy fafbions to adorne my body: 

Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe, 

I will maintaine it with fome little coft. 

But fir ft lie turne y on Fellow in his Graue, 

And then returne lamenting tomy Loue, 

Shine out faire Sunne, till I haue bought a glaffe. 

That I may fee my Shadow as I pafle. 


exit. 


Scena Ter tin. 


Enter the Queene 21 ether,Lord Riutrs, 
and Lord Cray. 

JPi».Haue patience Madam,ther’s no doubt his Maiefly 

Will foonerecouer his accuftoro’d health. 

Gray. In that you brooke it ill,it makes him wotle, 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good corofott, 
And checre his Grace with quickc and merry eyes 


j£?». Ifheweredead,what would betide on me ■ 
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The Li feandDeatbo) 

——^dwiiaTwouW betide on me / 

Ioffe of fuch a Lord,ftreludes all harmes. 

& T The Heauens haue blcft you with a goodly Son, 
f^our Comforter, when be is gone. 

To J> y Ah' he is yong; and hrs minority 
’ ^‘nto the truft of Richard Gloufter, 
l5pU ndiat loues not me, nor none of you. 

A**-I,u concluded he (hall be Proteflor? 
ff' i r it determin’d,not concluded yet: 

Bll &' lluftbe ’ lftheKin§,llifCarry '. 

Enter Buckingham and Derby. 

Here comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derby. 

If. ’ Good time of day vnto your Roy all Grace. 

God make your Maiefty ioyful.as yoiihauebin 
On * TheCounteffe -Richmond,good, my L.of Derby. 
Tn^urgood prayer, w ll lVarYely fay,Amen. 
YetW;,notwithaanding (bees your wife, 

M,d loues not me, be you good Lord affur’d, 
t hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

1 m n J dobefeech you,either not belecue 
Tbcenu ious flanders ofher falfe Accufers: 
nt if (he be accus'd on true report, 

J re with her weaknefle,which 1 thinke proceeds 
From wayward fickncffe,and no grounded malice. 

On, Saw you the King to day my Lord ok Derby. 

Per. Buc now the Duke of Buckingham and 1, 

Aie come from vifiting his Maiefty. 

Out. What likelyhood of his amendment Lords. 
yuc’. Madam good hope.his Grace lpeaks chearfully.- 
Ou. God grant him health,did you confer with him? 
Bnc. I Madam,he defires to make attonement; 

Betweene the Duke ofGlouftcr,and your Brothers, 

And betweene them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, 

And lent to warnc them to his Royall prefence. 

Oh. Would all were well,buc that will neuer be, 

Ifeare our happinefie is at the height. 

Enter Richard, 

\ 

Rich. They do me wrong.and I will not indure it. 

Who is ic that complaincs vnto the King, 

Thar l(forfooth) am fterne,and loue them not ? 

By holy Fanl, they loue his Grace but lightly. 

That fill his eares with fuch diflentious Rumors. 

Becauie I cannot flaccer,and looke faire. 

Smile in mens facesjfmooth^deceiuejand cogge, 

Duckc with French nods,and Apifh curtcfie, 

I muft be held a rancorous Enemy. 

Cannot a plaine man liuc,and thinke no harme, 

Butthushis Ample truth muft be abus'd, 

With fiiken,flye,infinuating Iackcs? 

Grej % To who in all this prefence fpeaks your Grace? 
Rich. To thee, that haft nor Honcfty,nor Grace ; 

When haue I iniurM thee? When done thee wrong ? 

Or thee? or thee? or any of your Fa<ftion i 
A plague vpon you all. His Royall Grace 
(Whom God preferue better then you would wifh) 

Cannot be quiet fcarfe a breathing while. 

But you muft trouble him with lewd complaincs. 

Brother of Gloufter,you miftake the matter: 

The King on his o wne Royall difpofition, 

(And not prouok’d by any Sutor die) 

Ayming (bclikc)at your intcriour hatred*! 


That in your outward aftion fhewes it fclie 
Acainft my Children, Brothers,and my Sclte, 

Makes him to fend, that he may learnc the ground 
Rich. I cannot tell,the world is grownelo bad, 

That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not pearch. 

Since eucrie Iaeke became a Gentleman, 

There s many a gentle perfon made a lacke. 

Oh. Come, come,we know your meaning Brother 
Ycuenuy my advancement^ my friends: (Glofter 

God grant we neuer may haue neede of you. 

Rich, Mcane timc,God grants that 1 hauc need of you. 
Our Brother is imprilon’d by your meanes. 

My felfe difgrac’d, 3nd the Nobilitie 

Held in contempt, while great Promotions 

Are dailv ginen to ennoble thole 

That fcarfe fome two dayes fince were worth a Noble. 

Ou, By him that rais’d me to this carefull height. 
From that contented hap which I inioy’d, 

I netier did incenfehis Maieftie 
Againrt die Duke of Clarence, .but haue bin 
An earned aduocate to plead for him. 

My Lord you do me fhamcfull iniurie, 

Fallely to draw me in thele vile lufpetfs. 

Rtch\ You may deny that you were not tne meaoc 
Of my Lord Haflingr late imprifonment. 

Rite. She may my Lord,for> 

R,eb. She may Lord Rmerr , why who knowes not fo? 
She may do more fir then denying that: 

She may helpe you to many faire preferments. 

And then deny her ayding hand therein. 

And lay thofe Honors on your high defert. 

What may fhe not, (he may, I marry may (he. 

Rite. Whac marry may fhe ? 

Ric. What marrie may fhe ? Marrie with a King, 

A 8atcheller,and a handfonie (tripling too, 

I wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

fire. M y Lord of Gloufter,I haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings,and your bitter fcoffes : 

By heauen, I will acquaint his Maieftie 
Of thofe grefle taunts that oft I haue endur’d. 

I had rather beaCountrie feruant maide 
Then a great Queene, with this condition. 

To be fo baited, fcorn’d, and flormed at. 

Small ioy hauc I in being Englands Queene. 

Enter old Queene Margaret » 

Mar, And lefned be that fmall, God I bcfeech him. 
Thy honor,(tate,and feace.is due to me. 

Rich. What? threat youme with celling of the King ? 
I will auouch’t in prefence oftheKing: 

I dare aduenttue to be fent to th’Towre. 

Tis time to fpeake. 

My paines are quite forgot. 

Margaret. Out Diuell, 

I do remember them too well: 

Thou killd’ft my Husband Henrie in theTovver,’ 

And Edward my poore Son.atTewkesburie, 

Rich. Ere you were Queene, 

I,or your HusbaqdKing : 

I was a packe-horfe in hi* great affaires: 

A weeder out ofhis proud Aduerfaries, 

A Iiberall rewarder ofhis Friends, 

Toroyalize hi* blood,I fpent mine owue. 

Margaret. I and much better blood 
Then his,or thine. 

r Rich. 
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Rich. In all which time,you and your Husband Grey 
Were fadious,for theHoufe of L<ncaflcr\ 

And Ritters So were you : Was not your Husband, 

In ^Margarets Battaile,at Saint Atoms aine ? 

Let me put in your mindes, if you forget 
What you haue beene ere this, and what you arc; 
Withall,what I haue beene,and what I am. 

Sl'M. A murth’rous Villaine, and fo ftill thou art. 
Rich. Poore (flarence did forfakc his Father IVarwicke, 
I,and fdrlwore himfclfe (which Icfu pardon.) 

Which God reuenge. 

Rich. To fight on Edwards pareie, for the Crowne, 
And for his meede,poore Lord,he is mewed vp s 
I would toGod my heart were Fl'mt,like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pitriful!,like mine ; 

I am too childifh foolifh for this World. 

<£^ft/.High thee to Hell for (hamc,& lc3ue this World 
Thou Cacodemon,there thy Kingdome is. 

Riu. My Lord of Glofter: in thofe bufie dayes. 
Which here you vrge,toproue vs Enemies, 

We follow’d then out Lord,our Soueraigne King, 

So fhould we you,if you fhould be our King. 

Rich. If I (hould be 7 I had rather be a Pcdlcr; 

Farre be it from my heart.the thought thereof. 

As little ioy (my Lord ) as you fuppole 
You fhould enioy,were you this Countries King, 

As little ioy you may fuppofe in me. 

That I enioy,being the Qucene thereof. 

Q^M. A little ioy enioyes the Qucene thereof, 

For I am fhec,and altogether ioylcflc: 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me,you wrangling Pyrates,that fall out, 

In fharing that which you haue pill’d from me: 

Which off you trembles not,that lookes on me ? 

If not.that I am Quecne,you bow like Subie&s; 

Yet that by you dcpos’d,you quake like Rebells. 

Ah gentle Villaine,doe not turnc away. (fight ? 

Rich. Foule wrinckled Witch,what mak’ft thou in my 
SHjM* But repetition of what thou haft mart*d. 

That will I make,bcfore I let thee goe. 

Rich. Wert thou not baniihed, on paine of death ? 

I was: but I doe find more paine in banilhmenr. 
Then death can yeeld me here,by my abode. 

A Husband and a Sonne thou ow'ft to me, 

And thou a Kingdome; all of you.allegeance: 

This Sorrow that I haue, by right is yours. 

And all the Pleafures you vfurpe.are mine. 

Rich. The Curfe my Noble Father layd on thee, 

When thou didft Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy fcorncs drew’ft Riuers from his eyes. 

And then to dry them.gau’ft the Duke a Clowt, 

Steep’d in the faultleffe blood of prettie Rutland: 

His Curies then,frombitterne{Te of Soule, 

Denounc’d againft thee,are all falne vpon thee: 

And God,not we,hath plagu’d thy bloody deed. 
jQu. So iuft is God,to right the innocent. 

Hafi. 0,’twas the fouleft deed to flay that Babe, 

And the moft mcrcileffe^hat ere was heard of. 

Riu.Ty rants thcmfelues wept when it was reported. 

! Dorf. No man but prophccied reuenge for it. 

Ruck- Northumberland.then prefcnt,wept to fee it. 

£UM. What? were you fnarling all before I came. 
Ready to catch each other by the throat. 

And turne you all your hatred now on me ? 

Did Yorhes dread Curfe preuaile fo much with Heauen, 
That Henries death, my louely Edwards death. 


THejrKingdomes loflc,nay wofidlBanftur^^ 
Should all but anfwer for that peeuifl, 

Can Curfes pierce the Cloudsfand enter 2' 

Why then giue way dull Clouds to my ife? ? 
Though not by Warre,by Surfetdye vou,? Curfe »- 
As ours by Murther,to make him a King * ln 8» 
Edward thy Sonne,that now is Prince of W I 
For Edward out Sonne,that was Prince of w i 
Dye in his youth,by like vntimely violenr* 

Thy feife a Queene,for me that was a Q, Je * 
Out-liue thy glory,like my wretched Ste • 

Long may’ft thou liuc.towayle thy Childr^ j 

And fee another.as I fee thee now, ns t ^ ea *h> 

Deck’d in thy Rights,** thou art flail’d in m : n ,- 
Long dye thy happie dayes,before thy death 
And after many length'ned howres oferieft * 

Dye ney ther Mother, Wife,nor England* o' 

Raters and Dorfet, you were danders by < ^ Ccne ‘ 
And fo waft thou,Lord Ha/tings, when rovScmn. 
Was fUb'd with bloody D.ggmtGod/p £ 

That none of you may hue hisnaturall age ' m ’ 

But by fome vnlook’d accident cut off. 6 * 
tf«*.Haue done thy Charmc^ hateful wither’d u, 
QM. And leaue out thee? ftay Dog,fortyftJ V,, &«• 
II Heauen haue any grieuous plague in (lore CaKlllt ' 
Exceeding thofe that I can wifh vpon thee * 

O let them keepe it,tiH thy finnes be ripe, * 

And then hurle downe their indignation * 

On thee,the troubler of the poore Worlds peace 
The Worme of Confcience ftill begnaw thy Soule 
Thy Friends fufped for Traytors while thou liu’ft ' 
And take deepe Traytors for thy deareft Friends l 
No fleepe clofe vp that deadly Eye of thine 
Vnlefle it be while fome tormenting Dreame 
Affrights thee with a Hell of ougly Dcuillj. 

Thou eluilh mark’d, abortiue rooting Hogge, 

Thou that waft feal’d in thy Natiuitic 8 ' 

The flaue of Nature,and the Sonne of Hell: 

Thou flander of thy hcauie Mothers Wombe, 

T hou loathed Iflue of thy Fathers Loynes, 

Thou Raggc of Honor, thou detefted— 

Rich. (Margaret. 

Qjd. Richard. Rich. Ha. 

Qjht. I call thee not. 

Rich. I cry thee mercie then: for I did think, 
That thou hadft call’d me all thefe bitter names, 

QJM, Why fo I did,but look’d for no reply. 

Oh let me make the Period to my Curfe. 

Rich- ’Tis done by me,and ends in (Margaret. 

4?#,Thus haue you breath’d your Curfe againft your felf. 
(LftLPoore painted Q^een,vain flourilh ofmy fortune, 
Why ttrew’ft thou Sugar on that Bottel’d Spider, 
Whofe deadly Web enfnareth thee about ? ■ 
Foole,foole,thou whct’ft a Knife to kill thy feife: 

The day will come, that thou (halt wilh for me, 

To helpe thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-backt Toade. 

Haft.VzKc boding Woman,end thy frantick Curfe, 
Lead to thy harme,thou moue our patience. 

£9.7)/. Foule (hame vpon you,you haue all 171011 d m * n{ ' 
Ri.W etc you wel feru’d,you would be taught your duty 
SUM To ferueme well,you all (hould do me duty, 
Teach me to be your Quecne,and you my Subietts : 

O fetue me well,and teach your fclucs that duty. 

Dorf. Difpute not with her,(hee is lunaticke. 

4/, Peace MafterMarquefle,you are malapert* 
Your fire-new ftampe of Honor is lcarce currant. 


°l 
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■— r^SobilTty could iudge 

Othat > y ^re y tofofeit,ar.dbemifcrable. 

u ftand high, haueroany biafts to (hake them, 
T llC >’M v fall, they dafli themfclues topceces. _ 

^Ricl counfailc marry, learne it, leatnc it Mat- 


if,, ic •°“ h « r* m t THi!! “ v 


f an d muchmore : but I was borne fo high: 
^ ,c ‘ i-’buildeth in the Cedars top, 

w ith the winde, and (cornes the Sunne. 

And turnes the Sun to fhade: alas,alas, 

urmetfe Sonne, n ° Wth * f eath> . 

^bright oUt-lhining beames, thy cloudy wrath 

£ in etefnalldarkneffe folded vp. 
d 31 Um.I/WK in nnr averifcS 



AS £ pcacCjpeace for lhanie : Ifnot, for Charity. 

Vr g e ne,t h° r chatity,nor lhamc to me: 
Vncharitably with me haue you dealt, 

AndlhameftiUy my hopes (by you) are butcher d. 

Mv Charity is outrage. Life my (hame, 

A,id in that (hame, ftill Hue my lorrowes rage. 

'Sec. Haue done,haue dontf. 
jirfr O Princely Buckingham, lie kmc tby. hand, 
i„fione of League and amity with thee; 

Now faire befall thee,and thy Noble houfe: 

ThyGarments are not fpotted with our blood s 
Not thou within the eompaffe of my curfe. 

Sue. Nor no one hcere: for Curies neuer pafle 
ri, e ]ips of thofe that breath them in the ayre. 

1 Mtr. I will not thinke but they afcend the sky* 

And there awakcGods gentle deeping peace. 

0 Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge: 

Lookewhen hefawnes.hebitcs; and when he bites. 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death. 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him, 

Sinne, death,and hell haue fee their matkes on him. 

And all their Minifters attend on him. 

^ch. What doth (he fay,my Lord ofBuckingham, 
Euc. Nothing that I refpedf my gracious Lord. 

TAttr. What doft thou fcorne roc 
For my gentle counfell ? 

And footh the diuell that I warnc thee from. 

Obut remember this another day: 

When he (hall fplit thy very heatt with forrow: 

And fay (poore Margaret) was a Prophctcffe: 

Liue each of you the fubie&s to his hate, 

And he to yours,and all of youtoGods. Exit, 

Bttc. My haire doth (land an end to heare her curfes. 
Kiu. And fo doth mine, I mufe why die’s at libertic. 
Rich. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong,and I repent 
My part thereof, that I haue done to her. 

Mar. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Rich. Yet you haue all the vantage of her wrong; 

1 was too hot, to do fomebody good. 

That is too cold in thinking of it now; 

Marry as for Clarence , he is welt repayed; 

He is frank’d vp to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them, that are the caufe thereof. 

Riu- Avcrcuous,and aChtiftian-like concliifioo 
To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. 

Rich. So do I euer, being well aduis’d. 

Sftakestohmfelfe, 
rot had I curft no w, I had cur ft my fel fc. 


Enter Cateshj. 

Cates. Madam, bis Maiefty doth call for you, 

And for your Grace, and yours my gracious Lord. 

Qtt. Cateshy I corti e > Lords will you go with roee. 

rTu. We wait vpon your Grace. 

Exeunt all but Gtoftcf. 

Rich, I do the wrong,and firft begin to brawlc. 

The fecret Mifch'eefes that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the greeuoirt charge of others. 

Clarence, who I indeede haue caft in darknefie, 

I do beweepe to many Ample Guiles, 

Namely to Derby, Hajltngs,Buckingham,. 

And tell them’tis thcQuecne,and her Allies, 

That ftirre the King againft the Duke my Brother, 

Now they belceue it, and Wichall whet me 
To bereueng’d on Ritters, Dorfet .Grey. 

But then I figh, and with apeecc of Scripture, 

Tell them that God bids vs do good for euill ; 

And thus I cloath my naked Villanie 

With odde old ends, ftolne forth of holy Writ, 

And feeme a Saint, when moft I pby the deui.ll* 

Enter two murtberers. 

But foft, heere Come my Executioners, 

How now my hardy flout refolued Mates, 

Are you now going to difpatch this thing ? 

lyilANc are my Lord,and come to haue the Warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Rtc. Well thought vpon, I haue it heare about me; 
When you haue done, repayte to Crosby place; 

But firs be fodainc in the execution, 

Withall obdurate.do not heare him pleade; 

For Clarence is well fpoken, and perhappes 
May moue your hearts to pitty, ifyou marke him. 

Vtl. Tur,tut,my Lord, we will notftand to prate. 
Talkers are no good dooers, be allur'd: 

We go to vfe our hands,and not our tongues. 

Rich. Your eyes drop Mill-ftoncs, When Fooles eyes 
fall Teares : 

I like you Lads,about your bufinefle ftraight. 

Go,go,difpatch. 

Vil. We will my Noble Lord. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Clarence and Keeper. 

Keep. Why lookes your Grace foheauily today. 

Cla. 0,1 haue paft amilerablenight, 

So full of fearefull Dreames, of Vgly fights. 

That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 

I would not fpend another fuch a night 
Though ’twere to buy a World of happy dales: 

So full ofdifmall terror was the time. 

Keep. What was your dream my Lord,I pray you tel me 
Cla .Me thoughts that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark’d to croffe to Burgundy, 

And in my company my Brother Gloufter, 

Who from my Cabin tempted me to walke, 

Vpon the Hatches; There we look’d toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand heauy times. 
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Daring the warres ofYorke and Lancaftcr 
That had befalne vs. As we pac’d along 
Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Gloufter ftumblcd,and in falling 
Strookeme (that thought to ftay him)oucr-boord. 

Into the tumbling billowcs of the mainc. 

O Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne. 
What dreadfull noife of water in mine cares. 

What fights of vgly death within mine eyes. 

Me thoughts, I faw a thoufand fearfull wrackes: 

A thoufand men that Fifties gnaw’d vpon: 

Wedges of Gold,great Anchors, heapes ofPeatle, 
Ineftimable Stones, vnvalewedlcwcls, 

AH feattred in the bottomc of the Sea, 

Some lay in dead-mens Sculles, and in the holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As 'twere in fcorne of eyes) reflecting Gemmes, 

That woo’d the flimy bottome of the deepe, 

And mock’d the dead bones that lay feattred by. 

Keep. Had you fuch Ieyfure in the time of death 
To gaze vpon thefe fccrets of the deepe i 
Cla. Me thought I had,and often did I ftriue 
To yecld the Ghoft: but ftill the enuious Flood 
Stop’d in my foule, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaft,and wand’ring ayre; 

But fmother’d it within my panting bulke. 

Who almoft burft, to belch it in the Sea. 

Keep, Awak’d you not in this fore Agony ? 

Clar. No,no,my Dreame was lengthen’d after life. 
O then, began the Tempeft to my Soule; 

I paft (me thought) theMeiancholly Flood, 

With that fowre Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
Vnto thcKingdome of perpetuall Night. 

The firft that there did greet my Stranger-foule, 

Was my great Father-in-Law,renowned Warwicke, 
Who fpake alowd: What fcourge for Periurie, 

Can this darkc Monarchy affoord falfe £larence? 

And fo he vanifh’d. Then came wand’ring by, 

A Shadow like an Angeli.with bright hayre 
Dabbel’d in blood,and he ftiric'k’d out alowd 
Clarence is come,falfe,flceting,periur’d Clarence , 

That ftabb’d me in the field by Tewkesbury : 

Seize on him Furies, take him vnto Torment. 

With that (me thought)a Legion of foule Fiends 
Inuiron’d me, and howled in mine earcs 
Such hiddeous cries,thac with the very Noife, 

I (trembling) wak’d, and for a feafoti after. 

Could not beleeue, but that I was in Hell, 

Such terrible Imprcfjion made my Dreame. 

Keep. No marucll Lord,though it affrighted you, 

I am affraid (me thinkes) to heare you tell it. 

CU. Ah Keeper,Keeper,I haue done thefe things 
(That now giue euidencc againft my Soule) 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requits mee. 

O God! if my deepe prayres cannot appeafe thee. 

But thou wilt be aueng'd on my mifdceds. 

Yet execute thy wrath in me alone : 

O fpare my guiltlefle Wife,and my poore children. 
Keeper, I prythce fit by me a-while. 

My Soule is heauy,and I fainc would fleepe. 

Keep .I will my Lord, God giue your Grace good reft. 

Enter Brakenburj the Lieutenant. 


*Bra. Sorrow breakes Seafons,and repofing houres, 
j Makes theNight Morning,and the Noon-tide night: 


oj E^cjoard the Third. 

Princes haue but their Titles for their (31 
An outward Honor, for an inward Toyl^' 6 *' 
And for vnfelt Imaginations ^ * 
They often fcelc a world ofreftlefle Cares • 
So that betweene their Titles,and low Nam 
There’s nothing differs,but the outward f am e 

Enter two eJMurthtTtrs. 


I .Mur. Hojwho’s hccrc? 

. \ 

thou hither. 


f?u^L What W ° uld ft lhou Fe,1 °vv.? And how 








Exit. 


i.UMur. I would fpcak with Clarence, and r 
thcr on my Lcgges. • 

Bra. What fo breefe? 
i. ’Tis better (Sir) then to be tedious .• 

Let him fee our Commifiion.and talke no mors 
"Bra. I am in this, commanded to deliuer 
The Noble Duke of Clarence to yout hands. 

I will not reafon what is meant hcereby, 

Becaufc I will be guiltlefle from the meaning 
There lies the Duke afleepe.and there the Key« 

He to the King,and fignifictohim. 

That thus I haue refign’d to you my charge. 

1 You may fir,’tis a point of wifedorae: 

Far you well. 

2 What,fhall weftabhimasheflecpes 
I £? ! hec^fay’twasdonecowardly^henhewah, 
* Why ne fhall neuer wake, vmill the great ludee 

ment day. » • 

1 Why then hee’l fay, we flab’d him fleepinc 

2 The vrging of that word Judgement, hath breda 
kinde of remorfe in me. 

1 What? art thou affraid ? 

2 Not to kill him, hauing a Warrant, 

But to be damn’d for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 

1 I thought thou had'ft bin refolute. 

2 So I am, to let him liuc. 

1 lie backe to the Duke ofG!oufler,and tell him fo. 

2 Nay, I pry thee ftay a little: 

I hope this paflionate humor of mine, will change, 

It was wont to hold me but while one tels twenty, 

1 Howdo’ftthoufeelethyfelfenow? 

2 Some certaine dregges of confcience are yet with, 
in mee. 

1 Remember our Reward,when the deed’* done. 

2 Come,he dies: I had forgot the Reward. 

1 Where’s thyconfcicnce now. 

2 O, in the DukeofGloufterspurfc. 

1 When heeopens hispurfc togiuevs ourReward, 
thy Confcience flyes out. 

2 ’Tis no matter,let it goe: There’s few or none will 
entertaine it. 

1 What ifit come to thee againe? 

2 lie not meddle with it, it makes a man a Coward: 
A man cannot ftealc, but it accufcth him: A man cannot 
Swear*, but it Checkes him: Aman cannot lye with his 
Neighbours Wife, butitdetetfts him. ’Tis a blufh’mg 
(hamefac’d fpirit, that mutinies in a mans bolome : It 
fillesamanfullofObftacles. It made me once reftorca 
PurfleofGold that (bychance)Ifound: It beggars any 
roan that keepes it: It is turn’d out of Townes and Cit- 
ties for a dangerous thing, and euery man that means to 
liuc well, endcuours to truft to hirofclfc, and liue with¬ 


out it. 
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k«‘ h iKcdiu,lIin*vmtode.,ndbetoet ! imn«i 

2 T M iflfinuate with thee but to make thee hgh. 
p| CV voul fram'd,he cannot prcuatle with me. 

I l Sjjifaicall man,that refpefts thy rcputat.on. 

with the hiltes of thy 
t hcn throw him into the Malroefejr-Butce in 

excellent deuice; and make a fop of him. 

\ Sofc,h e wakes. 

Strike* ,. 

* Mo wee’l reafon with him. 

r/a Where art thou Keeper? Giue me a cup of wine. 

L You fhall haue Wine enough my Lord anon. 

CU. InGods name, what art thou? 
t A man,as you arc. 

CU. But not as I am Royal!. 

. Nor Vou as we are, Loyall. 

ru ThV voice i$Th undercut thy looks are humble. 

vfv voice is now the Kings,my lookes mine owne. 
CU. How darkly,and how deadly doft thou fpeake. 
Vrtnr eves do menace me: why looke you pale ? 

\Vho lent you hither? Wherefore doyou come ?\ 

i To.to.to~---- 

CU. To murthcr me ? 

of You fcarfely haue the.hearts to tell me fo, 

And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 

Wherein my Friends haue 1 offended you . 
i Offended vs you haue not.butthe King. 

CU. 1 fhall be reconcil’d to him againe. 

, Neuer my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 

CU. Are you drawr.e forth among a world ofmen 
jo flay the innocent? What is my offence ? _ 

Where is the Euidencc that doth accufeme? 

What lawful! Qucft haue giuen fecit Verduft vp 
Vnto the frowning Iadge? Or who pronounc d 
The bitter fentcnce of poore Clarence death. 

Before I be tonuiftby courfcofLaw ? 

To threaten me with death, is moft vnlawfull. 

I change you, as you hope for any goodneffc $ 

That you depart^and lay no hands on me: 

The deed you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will do,we do vpon command* 

2 And he that hath commanded,is our King. 

Cla. Erroneous Vaffals, the great King of Kings 

Hath in the Tabic offeH Law commanded 
That thou {halt do no murthcr. Will you then 
Spurne at his Edi6l,and fulfill a Mans ? 

Take heed : for he holds Vengcance in his hand. 

To hurlc vpon their heads that breake his Law, 

2 And that lame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee. 

For falfcForfwearing.and for murthcr too: 

Thou did’ft rccciue the Sacrament, to fight 
In quarrell of thettoufc of Lancafter. 

1 And like a Traitor to the name ofGod, 

Did'fi breake that Vow,and with thy treacherous blade, 
Vncip’ft the Bowels of thy Sotfraignes Sonne. 

2 Whom thou was't fwornc to cherilh and defend, 
t How canlt thou vrge Gods dreadfull Law to vs. 

When thou haft broke it in fuch decre degree ? 

CU. Alas! for whole fake did I that ill deede ? 

For Edward* for my Brother, for his fake. 

He fends you not to murther me for this: 


For in that finne, he is as deepe as l. 

IfGod will be auenged for the deed, 

O know you yet,he doth it publiquely, 

Take not the quarrell from his powrclull arme 5 
He needs no indired^r lawleflc courfe. 

To cut off thofe that haue offended him. 

I Who made thee then a bloudy minifier, 

When gallant fpringing braue Plantagtn*, 

That Princely Nouice was ftrucke dead by thee ? 

CU My Brothers loue,the Diucll,and my Rage. 

1 Thy Brothers Loue,our Duty, and thy. Faults, 

Prouoke vs hither now,to {laughter thee. 

Cla. If you do loue my Brother,hate not roe: 

I am his Brother, and I loue him well. 

If you arc hyr’d for meed, go backe againe. 

And I will lend you to my Brother Gioui,.er: 

Who fhall reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for tydings oi nay death, 

2 Youaredecciu’d, 

Your Brother Gloufter hatesyou. 

Cla. Oh no,he loues me, and he holds me deer* i 
Go you to |iim from me, 

i I fo we will. . , , v , 

Cla. Tell him,When that ottr Princely Father lorke, 
Bleft his three Sonnes with his victorious Arme, 

He little thought of this diuided Fricndftiip : 

Bid Glouftef thinke on this, and he will weepe* 
i I Milftones.as he lcfloned vs to weepe. 

Cla. O do not flander him/or he is kinde, 

i Right,asSnowin Haruefts 

Corns, you deceiue your felfe, 

’Tishe that fends vs todeftroy youheere. 

Cla. It cannot be,fothebewept my Fortune, 

And hugg’d me in his armcs,and fwore with fobs, 

That he would labour my deliuery. 

1 Why fo he doth, when he deliuers you 
From this earths thraldome, to thcioycsofheaueh. 

2 Make peace Vvith God,for you mult die my Lord. 
Cla. Haue you that holy feeling in your foules, 

To couilfailc me to make my pence with God, 

And are you yet to your owne (bulcs fo blinde, 

That you will warre with God,by murd’ring me. 

O firs confider, they that fet you on 

To do this ueedc, will hate you for the deede., 

2 Whatfliall we do? 

Clar. Rclcnt,and fatie your foules: 

Which of you, if you were a Princes Sonne, 

Being pent from Liberty,as I am now, 

If two fuch muttherers as your fdues came to you. 
Would not intreat for life, as you would begge 

Were you in my diftrefle. 

i Relent? no: ’Tis cowardly and womanifit. 

Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly,fauage,diuellifti: 

My Friend, I fpy fomc piety in thy lookes : 

O, if thine eye be notaFiatteter, 

Come thou on my fide, and intreate for mcC, 

A begging Prince,what begger pitties not* 
a Lookebchindeyou,my Lord. 

1 Take that.and thar,if all this will not do, Stabs bint. 

lie drowne you in the Malmefey-But within. Exit. 

2 A bloody dced.and defperately difpatcht: 

How fainc (likeP»tee)would I wafti my'hands 
Of this moft greeuous murthcr. Enter i.Afurtherer 

I How now? what mean’ft thou that thou help ftane 
not? By Hequen the Duke fhall knowhow flacke you 
haue bccne. 
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i.CMur.l would he knew that I had fau’d his brother, 
Take thou the Fee,and tell him what 1 fay. 

For I repent me that the Duke is flaine. Exit. 

I .Mur. So do not I: go Coward as thou art. 

Well,lie go hide the body in fome hole, 

1 ill that the Duke giue order.for his buriall: 

And when I haue my mecde,! will away, 

For this will out,and then I muff not ftay. Exit 


\°j Richard the Third. 




Actus Secundus. Serna Trima . 


Tlottrifh. 

Enter the King fteke,the Jlutene, Lord tTWarquejfe 
Dorjet , Riuers, Haft tugs Catesby, 
Buckingham, IF’ooduill. 

King. Why fo: now haue I done a good dales work. 
You Peeres,continucthis vnited League: 

I. euery day expect an Embaffage 
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence. 

And more to peace my foule fhall part to heauen. 

Since I haue made my Friends at peace on earth. 

Dor fit a nd Riuers, take each others hand, 

Diilemble not your hatred, Sweate your louc. 

Rut .By heauen,my foule is purg’d from grudging hate 
And with my hand 1 fealemy true hearts Loue. 

Haft. So thriue I,asltruly fweare the like. 

King. Take heed you dally not-before your King, 

Lelt he that is the fupreme King ofKings 
Confound your hidden falfhoed, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

1 Haft, SoprofperI,as I fweareperfe<5tloue. 

Ki • And f.asl loue Haftings with my heart. 

King. Madam.your felfe is not exempt from this: 

Nor you Sonne Derfet, 'Buckingham nor you ; 

You haue bene factious one againft the other. 

Wife,loue Lord Haftings, let him kiffc your hand. 

And whar you do,do it vnfcignedly. 

ftlu. There Haftings, I will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred,lo thriue I,and mine. 

King. Dorfic, imbrace him: 

Haftings, loue Lord Marqueffe. 

Dor. This interchange ofloue,I hccre proteft 
Ypon my part,(ball be inuiolable# 

Haft. And fo fweare I. 

King- Now Princely Buckyngh am,(cA\e x j this league 
With thy embracements to my wiues Allies, 

And make me happy in your vnity. 

__ Rue. When cuer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious loue. 

Doth cherifti you,and yours, God puniih me 
With h3te in thbfe where I expeft mod loue. 

When I haue mod need to imploy a Friend, 

And mod affuredthat he is a Friend, 
Deepe,hoIlow,treacherous,and full of guile. 

Be he vnto me: This do I begge of heauen, 

When I am cold in loue,to you,or yours. Embrace 

King. A pleafing Cordiall, Princely Buckingham^ 

Is this thy Vow,vnto my fickcly heart: 

There wantech now our BrotherGloder hecre. 

To make the bleffed period of this peace. 

Sue. And in good time, 

Heere comes Sir Richard Ratcliff*, and the Duke. 



Enter Ratciiffe, and Gtofter. 


Rich .Good morrow to rny Soueraipneir 
And Princely Peeres,a happy time ofdav 108 & Otto. 

King, Happy indeed,as wchauefpenL,. a 
Gloder, we haue done deeds ofCharity C ' s 
Made peace of enmity, fairc loue of hate 
Betweene thefe fwelling wrong intenfed p 
Rich. A bleffed labour my mod Souerabn^ 
Among this Princely heapc, ifany heere ° • 0t< i: 
By fall'e intelligence, or wrong furmize 
Hold me a Foe; If I vnwiIlingIy, or j nttly raP , 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne ° ’ 

To any in this prcfencc, I defire * 

To reconcile me to his Friendly peace : 

’Tis death to me to be at enmitie: 

I hate it,and defire all good mens louc 

Fird Madam,Imtreace true peace ofyou, 

Which I will purchafe with my dutious ferula 
Of you my Noble Cofin Buckingham, r 
If eucrany grudge were lodg’d betweene vs. 

Of you and you, Lord Riuers and of Dorfet 
That all without defert haue frown’d on me: 

Ofyou Lord U^oodutd, and Lord Scales of you 
Dukes,Earles, Lords, Gentlemen,indeed ofajj. 

I do not know that Englilhman aliue. 

With whom my foule is any ioc at oddes 
More then the Infant that is borneto night; 

Ithankc my God for my Humility. 

Qu. A holy day (hall this be kept hecreafter: 

I would to God all firifes were well compounded 
My Soueraigoe Lord, 1 do befecch your Highneffe 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace, 

Rich. Why M a dam,haue I offred louc for this. 

To be fo flowted in thisRoyall prefence? 

Who knowes not that the gentle Duke is dead? Thn 
You do him iniurie to fcorne his Coarfe. aMm, 
King;' Who knowc* not he is dead i 
Who knowes he is ? 

Quj All-feeing heauen, what a world is this? 

Buc. Looke I (o pale Lord Dorfit,\s the reft? 

Dor. I my good Lord .and no man in the prefence, 
But his red colour hath forfookc his cheekcs. 

King. Is Clarence dead i The Order was rcuerft. 
Rich. But he (poore man) by your firft order dyed, 
And that a winged Mercurie did bearc: 

Some cardie Cripple bare the Countermand, 

That came too laggeto fee him buried. 

God grant, rhrtt fomeleffe Noble.andleffeLoyall, 
Neerer in bloody thoughts,and not in blood, 

Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did, 

And yet go currant from Sufpition. 

Enter Earle of Derby. 

Der. A boone my Soueraigne for my feruice done. 
King. I pretheepeace,my foule is full offorrow. 

Der. I will not rife, vnleffe your Highnes heare me# 
Ring. Then fay at once,what is it thou requefts. 

Der. The forfeit (Soueraigne)ofmy feruantslife, 
Who flew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolke. 

King. Haue I a jongue to doome my Brothers death? 
And (hall that tongue giue pardon to a flaue? 

My Brother kill’d no man, his fault was Thought, 

And yet his punilhmenc was bitter death. 
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Affect and bid me be aduis'd ? 

Knccl r ^e ot Brother-hood? who ipoke ofloue ? 

W' 10 me how the poore foule did torlake 
V\' h0 C l t vWarwicke,and did fight for me? 

Th« ml p., L jn the field at Tewkesbury, 

Wh° c ^ Y f or d had me downe, he refeued me! 
if dfltdde arc ® roc her liuc,and be aKing#^ 

A n " * 1 ' iJ tne.when we both lay in the Field, 

^.imoftito death,how he did lap me 

£ u f. n - in and naked) to the numbe cold night ? 

(*f S from my Remembrance, brucifh wrath 

CnfllllV Pl° ckt > 30d ° 0t S matl 0t yOU J 

u!dfo^ ch 8 raccto P utkinmymmdC u /r 

^ d hen vour Carters,or your waycing Vaflalls 

1.1 nre cious Image of our deere Redeemer, 

V ufttaight are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, 

,JI fvniuftly too) mod grant it you. 

V for rny Brother, nor a man would fpeake, 

Mer lfYngracious) fpeake vnto my felfe 

P hi fn poore Soule. The proudeft ofyou ad, 

JL bin beholding to him in his life : 

Yetnone ofyou, would onee begge for his life. 

0 God! 1 f eare iu ^ ice cakc ^°, Id 

On me, 3nd y ou ; anc ^ mine » ancl y ours ^ or tkis ' 

Cnme Ha/lincs hclpe me to my Cloflct. 

»h poor e Clarence. Exeunt fame with K.& g*een. 

Rich. This is the fruits ofrafhnesiMarkt you not. 

How that the guilty Kindred of the Qucene 

Look’d pale, when they did heare of Clarence death. 

Oi they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. Come Lords will you go, 

To comfort Edward with our company. 

But. We wait vpon your Grace, exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


ErAer the old Dttubeffe ofTorkc % with thetM 
children of Clarence* 

live. Good Grandam tell vs/is our Father dead ? 
Dutch . No Boy. 

Why do weepe fo ofc? And beate your Breft? 
And cry, O Clarence, my vnhappy Sonne. 

Sojo Why doyou looke on vs,and fhakeyour head, 
And call vs Orphans, Wrctchcs,C3ftawayes, 

Ifthatour Noble Father were aline ? 

Dm. My pretty Cofins,you miftakc meboth, 

I do lament the fickneffc of the King, 

As loath tolofc him, not your Fathers death: 

Ic were loft forrow to waile one that’s loft. 

Toy. Then you conclude,(my Grandam) he is dead: 
The King mine Vncklc is too blame for it. 

God will reuenge it, whom I will importune 
With earned prayers.all to that effedt* 

Daugh. And fo will I. 

Dw.Peace children peace,the King doth loue you wel. 
Incapeable,and fhallow Innocents, 

Y^ou cannot gueffe who caus’d your Fathers death. 

Boy. Grandam we can: for my good Vnklc Gloftcr 


Told me, the King prouok'd to ic by the Qucene, 

Deuis’d impeachments to lmprifon him; 

And when my Vnckle told me fo,he wept. 

And pictied m?,and kindly kift my cheeke: 

Bad me rely on him> as on my Father, 

And he would louc me deercly as a childe. 

Dm. Ah! that Deceit fliould ftealefuch gentle lhape. 
And with a vercuous Vizor hide deepe vice# 

He is my fonne, I,and therein my (hamc, 

Yet from my dugges,he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Thiuke you my Vukle did diffecnble Grandam ? 

Dut. I Boy. , , 

Boy. Icannottbinkcit. Hcarke,wharnoife«sthrs? 

Enter the Queene with her haire about her ears , 

Ritters & Dorjet after her. 

Qa. Ah' who (hall hinder me to waile and weepe ? 

To chide niy Fortune.and torment my Selte. 
lie ioync with blacke difpaire againtt my Soule, 

And to my felfc,becomc an cnemie. 

Dut. What meancs this Scene of rude impatience 
Qu. To make an a&ofTragicke violence. 

Edward my Lord, thy Sonne,ourKing is dead. 

Why grow the Branches,when the Rootcis gone? 

Why wither not the lcaues that want their fap ? 

Ifyouwill liuCjLament: ifdye, bebreefe. 

That our fwift-winged Soules may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient Subiefts follow him. 

To his new Kmgdome of nere-changing night, 

Dut. Ah fo much imereft haue in thy forrow, 

As I had Title in thy Noble Husband : 

Thaue bewept a worthy Husbands death, 

And liu’d with looking on his Images: 

But now two Mirrors of bis Princely fcmblance, 

Are crack’d in pieces, by malignant death. 

And I for comfort,haue but onefalfeGIafl’e, 

That greeues me, when 1 fee my fhame in him. 

Thou art a Widdow: yet thou art a Mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy Children left* 

But death hath lhatch’d my Husband from mine Arnacs, 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands, 

Clarence,And Edward. O, what caufe haue I, 

(Thine being but a moity of my moane^) 

To oucr-go thy woes, and drowne thy cries. 

Boy. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Fathers death: . 
flow can we ayde you with our Kindred tearcs ? 

Daugh. Our fatherlefi'e diftrefle was lefc vnmoan’d, 
Your widdow-dolbur, likewifebevnwept. 

j Qu. Giue me no hclpe in Lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring forth complaints: 

All Springs reduce their currents to mine eyes. 

That I being gouern’d by the waterie Moone, 

May fend forth plenteous tearcs to drowne the World. 

Ah, for my Husband,for my deere Lord Edward. 

Chit. Ah for our Father, for our deere Lord Clarence. 
Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
£)u. What ftay had 1 but Edward, and hce’s gone? 

ChtL What ftay had wc but Clarence ? and he’s gone. 
Dut. Wh8t ftayes had I,but they ? and they are gone. 

Was neuer widdow had fo deere a Ioffe. 

Chtl. Were neuer Orphans had fo deere a Ioffe. 

Dut. Was neuer Mother had fo deere a ioffe. 

Alas! I am the Mother of thefe Grccfes, 

Their woes arc parcell’d, mine is generall. 

She for an Edward weepes,and fo do I; . 

___ -A 
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I for a Clarence weepes, fo doth not dice: 

Thefe Babes tor Clarence weepc, fo do not they. 
Alas! you three,on ire threefold diftreft: 

Power all your teares, I am your forrowcs.Nurfe> 
And I will pamper it with Lamentation. 


,?A C : fl y . I ? ,d " ,,h ° cu ' r 


PorGod A.I.ao,,. 
ror by the way, lie fort occafion, 

Dor. Comfort deere Mother,God is much difplcas’d, I To part the Queened proud Kindred 0 ^’ 

That you take with vuthankfulncfTc his doing. R,ch. Myotherfelfe,myCounfai]r S °r thePrilJ « 

In common worldly things,’ciscall’d vngratcfull, Mu n« f l. itf„ D,«,sk*. J... ~ C i c °nha 0 „. ’ 

With dull vnwillingncfle to repay a debt, 

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent: 


1 


Much more to be thus oppofitc with heauen, 

For it requires the Royall debt it lent you. 

Riuers. Madam,bcthinke you like a carefull Mother 
Of the young Prince your fonne: fend ftraight for him, 
Let him be Crown’d, in him your comfort hues. 
Drowne defperate forro w in dead Edvards graue, 

And plant your ioyes in liuing Edwards Throne. 

Enter 'Rjchard, Buckingham, Derhie,Ha- 
flings, and Ratcltffe . 

Rich. Sifter haue comfort,all of vs haue caufe 
To waile the dimming of car {hining Starre: 

But none can helpe our harmes by wayling them. 
Madam,my Mother, I do cry you mercie, 

I did not fecyour Grace. Humbly on my knee, 

I craue your Blefling. 

Dut. God blefle thee, and put meeknes in thy breaft, 
Loue Charity, Obedicncc.and true Dutie. 

Rich . Amen,andmake me die a good old man. 

That is the butt-end of a Mothers bieffing • 

I maruell that her Grace did leaue it out. 

Rttc. You cIowdy-Princes,& hart-forowing-Fceres. 
Tha t bcare this heauie mutuall loadc of Moane, 

Now cheere each other,in each others Loue: 

Though we haue fpent our Harueft of this King, 

We are to reape the Harueft ofhis Sonne. 

The broken rancour of your high-fwolne hates, 

But lately fplintcr’d, knit,and ioyn’d together, 

Muft gently be preferu’d,cherifht,and kept: 

Me feemeth good, that with fome little Traine, 
Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince befet 
Hither to London 5 to be crown’d our King, 

Riuers. Why with fome little Traine. 

My Lord ofBuckingham ? 

Hue. Marrie my Lordjeaft by a multitude, 

The new-heal’d wound of Malice fhould breakc our, 
[Which would be lo much the more dangerous. 

By how much the eft ate is greene,and yet vagouem’d. 
Where cuery Horfe beares his commanding Reine, 

And may direct his courfe as pleafchimfelfe, 

As well the feare ofharme, as harme apparant. 

In my opinion, ought to be preuented. 

Rtch. I hope the King made peace with all of vs, 

And the compact is firme,and true in me. 

Riu. And fo in me,and fo(I thinke)in all. 

Yet fince it is bar greene, it fhould be put 
To no apparant likely-haod of breach. 

Which haply by much company might be vrg’d : 
Therefore I fay with Noble Buckingham, 

That it is meece fo few fhould fetch the Prince. 

Haft. And fo fay I. 

Rich. Then be it fo, and go we to determine 
Who they fhall be that ftrait fihall poftc to London. 
Madam,and you my Sifter, will you go 
To giuc your ccnfures in this bufinefle. Exeunt. 


My Oracle, My Prophe’t^ deerT^ 0 *V 
I,as a childc, will go by thy direftion, * 

Toward London then,for wee’l not ft’ay behind £ 


Seem Tenia , 


Enter one Citizen at one door,, and another at 
the other. f 

fa Good morrow Neighbour, whether 

z.Cit. I promife you, I featfely know my f c ir f . 
Hearc you the ncwes abroad ? 1 uc ' 

1. Ycsjthat the King is dead. 

2 . Illnewe<byrlady.feldomecomesthebetter- 
Hearc, I feare, twill proue a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen. 

3- Neighbours,Godfpeed. 

1. Giuc you good morrow fir. 

3 . Doth the newes hold of good Icing Edwards^ 

2 . I fir, it is too true,God helpe the while. 

$. Then Mafters looke to fee a troublous world 
T. No,no,by Gods good grace.his Son fhall rci™ 

3. Wee to that Land that's gouern’d by aChilde,' 

I. In him there is a hope of Gouernroent, 

Which in his nonage, counfcll ynder him, 

And in his full and ripenedyeares, himfelfe 
No doubt fhall thcn,and till then gouemc well. 

r. So flood thcState,when Henry the (ixt 
Was crown’d in Paris, but at nine months old. 

3* Stood the State fo PNo.nOjgood friends,Godwoi 

For then this Land was famonfly cDricb’d 
With politike graue Counfell; then the King 
Had vertuous Vnkles to protect his Grace. 

I. Why fo hath this, both by his Father and Mother 
3 . Better it were they all came by his Father; 

Or by his Father there were none at all: 

For emulation, who (hall now be neereft, 

Will touch vs all too neere,if God preuentnot. 

O full ofdanger is the Duke ofGloufler, 

And the QueenesSons.and Brothers.haught and proud 
And were they co be rul’d.and not to rule, 

This fickly Land, might folacc as before. 

1. Come, come,we feare the worft: all will be well. 
3 .When Clouds are fecn,wifemen put on their dekes 

When great leaues fall, then Winter is at hand 5 
When the Sun fets,wbo doth not looke for night ? 

Vntimely ftormes, makes men expeft a Dearth: 

All may be well; but if God fort it fo, 

’Tis more then we defcrue,or I expeeft. 

2 . Truly, the hearts of men arc full of feare: 

You cannot reafon ( almcft)with a man. 

That lookes not hcauily.and full of dread. 

3 . Before the day es of Change,flill is it fo, 

By a dsuine inftimft, mens mindes miftruft 

Enfuin 
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fwell before a boyft’rous ftorme: 
A 1 * Stall to God. Whither away? 
le» ue we wcrc font for to the Iuftices. 

* JJ* d }o was I: He beare you company. 


Exeunt . 


Seem Quarta. 


Enter Arch'hiftof ,yong Torke,theQueene, 
and the Dutcbefe. 

Arch. LaftnightI heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 

. j-t Northampton they do reft tonight: 
tomorrow, or next day,they will be heere. 

Did. 1 l°o§ with allmy heart to fee the Pnnce: 

1 ! nnc he is much growne fince laft I faw him. 

] n» ButIhcarcno,they fay my fonne ofYorke 
H^imoftowttanebim in his growth. 

” Turk' I Mother,but I would not haue it fo. 

Why my good Cofin.it is good to grow. 
hr Grandam, one night as wc did fit at Supper, 

M y Viikle Riuers talk’d howl did grow 
More then my Brother. I.quoth my Vnkle Gloufter, 
Small Herbes haue grace,great Weeds do grow apace. 
And fince, me thinkes I would not grow fo laft, 

Bccaufc fweet Flowres are flow,and Weeds make haft. 

m . Good faith,good foith.the faying did not hold 
In him that did obieft the fame to thee. 

He was the wretched’!* thing when he was yong. 

So long a growing,and fo leyiurely. 

That if his rule were true,he ftiould be gracious. 

Tor. And fo no doubt he is,my gracious Madam. 

Dat. 1 hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth.if I had beene remembred, 

I could haue giuen my Vnkles Grace, a flout, 

To touch his growth, necrer then he toucht mine. 

Dat. HowmyyongYorke, 

Iprychceletmeheareit. 

Ter. Marry (they fay) my Vnkle grew fo faft, 

Thathe could gnaw a cruft at two houres old, 

Twas full two ycarcs crc I could get a tooth. 

Grandam,this would haue beene a byting left. 

Dat. I prythce pretty Yorke,v;ho told thee this ? 

Tor. Grandam, his Nurfle. 

Dat. His Nutfe? why fhe was dead,ere ^ waft borne. 
Tor. lftwcre not Ihc, 1 cannot tell who told me. 

Qu s A parlous Boytgo too.you are too (lircw’d. 

T«r. Good Madam.be not angry with the Childe. 
Pitchers haue cares. 

Enter a LMejfenger. 

Arch. Heere comes a Meffenger; What Newes? 
Mef. Such newes my Lord,as grccucs me to report. 
Qu. How doth the Prince ? 
cMef. Well Madam,and in health. 

Vat. What is thy Newes? 

Mef. Lord Riuers,tad Lord Grey, 

Arefent to Pomfret, and with them, 

Sit Thomas Vattgban^tifoncts. 

Dat. Who hath committed them ? 

Mef. The mighty Dukes,G/ ok/w and “Buckingham. 


Arch. For what offence? I 

tjlief. The futnme of all I can, I haue difclos d: 

Why,or for what, the Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnkndwne to me, my gracious Lord. 

Qti. Aye me! I fee the ruine of my Houfe; 

TheTyger now hathfeiz’d the gentleHinde, 

Infulting Tiranny beginnes to Iutt 

Vpon the innocent and a wclefle Throne r 

Welcome Deftruftion, Blood, and Maflacre, 

I fee (as in a Map) the end of all. 

Dut. Accurfed.andvnquiet wrangling dayes. 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My Husband loft his life, to get the Crowne, 

And often vp and downe my fonnes were toft 
For me to ioy,and weepe, their gaine and Iofle. 

And being feated, and Domefticke broyles 
Cleane oucr-blownc, themfelues the Conquerors, 

Make warre vpon themfelues,Brother to Brother; 

Blood to blood, felfe 3 gainft felfc: O prepoftorous 
And franticke outrage, end tby damned fpletfne. 

Or let me dye, to looke on earth no more. 

fftu. Comc.come my Boy,we will to San&uary.' 
Madam, farwcll. 

Dut . Stay, I will go with you. 
jQu. You haue no caufe. 

Arch. My gracious Lady go. 

And thethcr beare your Trcalure and your Gooc.es, 

For my part,Ile refigne vnto your Grace 
The Seale 1 keepe,aodTo betide to me. 

As well I tender you,and all ofyours. 

Go,Ile conduft you to the Samftuary. Exeunt 


Aclus Tertius . Secern Trima. 


The Trumpets found , 

Enterjong Prince,the Dukes of Glocefter, and Buckingham , 
Lord (fardm ail, with others. 

Buc. Welcome fweetc Prince to London, 

To your Chamber. 

Rich. Welcome deere Cofin, my thoughts Soueraign 
The wearie way hath made you Mela ncholly. 

Trin. No Vnkle, but our crofles on the way, 

Haue made it tedious,wearifome,and heauie. 

I want more Vnkles heere to welcome me. 

Rich. Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertue of your yeers 
Hath not yet diu’d into the Worlds deceit: 

No more can you diftinguilh of a man. 

Then ofhis outward fhew, which God he knowes, 
Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart. 

Thofe Vnkles which you want,were dangerous : 

Your Grace attended to their Sugred words, 

But look’d not on the poy fon of their hearts; 

God keepe you from them,and from fuch falfe Friends, 
Prist, God keepe me from falfe Friends, 

But they were none. 

Rich. My Lord,the Maior of London comes to greet 
you. 

Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.tMator. God blefle your Grace, with health and 
happie dayes. 

prin. I thanke you,good my Lord,and thank you all: 

___ _ _. ~-— * 
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I thought my Mother,and my Brother terke t 
Would long,ere this,haue met vs on the way. 

Fie,whac a Slug is Haftings, that he comes not 
To tell Vs, whether they will condor no. 

"Enter Lord Haft tugs. 

"Buck; And in good time, hcere comes the fweatine 
Lord. b 

Prince. Wc!comc,roy Lord: what, will our Mother 
come? 

Haft. On what occafion God he knowes,not I; 

The Qriecne your Mother,and your Srothcr Torke, 

Haue taken Santluarie: The tender Prince 
Would faine haue come with nne,co meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce with-held. 

Bucks Fie,what an indirect and pecuifli courfe 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardinall,will your Grace 
Perfwade the Quecne,to fend the Duke of Yotke 
Vnto his Princely Brother prefently ? 

If {he denie. Lord Haftings goc with him, 

And from her iealous Armcs pluck him perforce. 

Card. My Lord ofBuckingham,if my weake Oratorie 
Can from his Mother whine the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon expcdl him here; but if (he be obdurate 
To milde entreaties,God forbid 
We Ihould infringe the holy Priuiledge 
OfblcfTed Sar.ftuarie: not for all this Land, 

Would I be guiltic of fo great a finne. 

'Buck. You arc too fenceleffc obftinate,my lord. 
Too ceremonious,and traditionall. 

Weigh it but with the groflenefle of this Age, 

You breake not San<5tuarie,in feizing him : 

The benefit thereof is alwayes granted 
To thofe.whofc dealings baue deferu’d the place. 

And thofe who haue the wit to clayme the place: 

This Prince hath neyther claym’d it,nor deferu’d it. 

And therefore,in mine opinion,cannot haue it. 

Then taking him from thence,chat is not there. 

You breake no Priuilcdge,nor Charter there: 

Ofc haue I heard of Sandtuarie men, 

But San&uarie children,ne’re till now. 

Card. My Lord,you (hall o re-rule my mind for once. 
Come on,Lord Haftings, will you goe with me? 

Haft. I goe,my Lord. Exit Cardinal and Haftings. 
Prince.G ood Lords,make all the fpeedie haft you may. 
Say, VncklefGUcefter, if our Brother come. 

Where (hall we foiourne,till our Coronation ? 

^ Gle. Where it think’ft beft vnto your Royall felfc. 

If I may counfaile you,fome day or two 
Your Highnefle (hall repofe you at the Tower: 

Then where you pleafe,and {hall be thought moft fit 
For your beft health,and recreation. 

Prince. I doe not like the Tower,of anyplace: 

Did Itelita Cafar build that place, my Lord ? 

, Buck : He did,my gracious Lord,begin that place. 
Which fince,fucceeding Ages haue re-edify’d. 

Prince. Is it ypon record ? orelfe reported 
Succefiiuely from age to age,he built it ? 

Buck. Vpon record,my gracious Lord. 

Prince. But fay,my I ord,it were not regiftred. 

Me thinkes the truth (hould liue from age to age. 

As ’twere rctayl'd to all pofteritie, 

Euen to the generall ending day, 

Clo. So wifc,fo young.they fay doe neuer liue long. 
Prince. What fay you,Vncklc ? 
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Glo. I fav,without Characters' p-ZT rr——^ 

1 hus,like the formal! Vice,Iniqi/itj e * 1Ue,IoD g, 

I moralli^c two meaning in one word 
Prince. That lulttn Cafhr was a f am * 

With what his Valour did enrich his Wi^*° lan * 

His Wit fee downe.co make his Valour l„ 

Death makes no Conqucft of his Conque'l 
for now he hues in Fame,though not •> F ? ’ 

He tell you v\hat,my Coufin 

Buc^ What,my gracious Lord? 

Prince. And if I Hue vntill I beam™ 
lie win our ancient Right in France again. 

Or dye 3 Souldier,as I liu’d a King. b ’ 

Glo. Short Summers lightly haue a forward Sp tin 

Enter young Torke,Hafting,,^^.^ 

Nowin good 

° f Y °' k '* h0B& "->«rN* V 

Torke. Well.my dcare Lord,fo muft I ca ., 

Trine. ),Br<.thc,, t oourgn e f«,a sitb 'W. w . 

Too lot, he dy d,that might haue kept that Tith 
\\ hich by his death hath loft much Maieftic * 

Torke. I thanke you,gentle Vncklc, Omv? 

You faid.thac idle Weeds are faft in growth • ^ 

Torke. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh my faire Coufm,I muft not fay f 0 . 

Torke. Then he is more beholding to youthen I, 
Glo. He may command me as my Soueraigne 
But you haue power in me,as in a Kinftnan. ’ 

Torke. I pray you,Vnck!e,giue me this Dao» tr< 

Glo. My Dagger,little Coufin? vmh all my heart. 

Prince* A Bcggc^Brothf r i 

Torke. Ofmy kind Vnckle.thatlknowwill giue 

And being but a Toy,which is no griefe togiuc, 
do A greater gift then that,Ile giue my Coufin, 

Torke. A greater gift ? O,that’s the Sword to it. 
Glo. I.gentle Coufin,were it light enough. 

T>trke, O then I fee,you will part but with light gifts. 
In weightier things you’le fay a Begger nay. 

Glo. It is too weightie for your Grace to weare. 
Tork/. I weigh it lightly,were it heauier. 
do. What,wouId you haue my Weapon, little lord? 
Torke. I would chat I might thanke you, as,as,you 
call me. 

Glo. How? 

Torke. Little. 

Prince. My Lord of Yorke will ftill be erode in talke: 
Vncklc,yourGracc knowes how to beare with him. 

Tork,e. You mcane to beare me, not to beare with me: 
V«ck!e,my Brother mockes both you and me, 

Becaufe that I am little,like an Ape, 

He thinkes that you {hould beare me on your {boulders, 
Bucks, With what a fharpe prouided wit he reafons: 
To mittigate the fcorne he giues his Vnckle, 

He prettUy and aptly taunrs himfeife: 

So cunning,and fo young,is wonderful!. 

Glo. My Lord,wilt p'cafe you pafle along ? 

My felfe,and my good Coufin Buckingham, 

Will to your Mother,to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower,and welcome you. 

Me. What, 
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But 


^^TrklTwill voii goe vnto the Tower 
^My Lord Protestor will haue it fo. 

I't ffill «ot fleepe in quiet atthc Tower, 
w Why,what Ihould you feare ? 

C l Marry.vny Vncklc Clarence angry Ghoft: 
r ^7ndam told me he was murther’d there. 

My Gr " d KcarenoVncklcsdcad. 

wf Nor none that liue,I hope. 
nLce And if they liue,I hope I need not feare. 
tcoWC wy Lord: and with a heauic heart, 
f „„nthem.eoel vnto the I ower. 

^jSenet. Exeunt Frince,Torke t Haftings i andDorJit. 

tfautt Richard,Buckingham,and Cateshy. 

Thinke you,my Lord,this little prating Torke 
not incenfcd by his fubtile Mother, 

Tn taunt and fcorne you thus opprobnoully? 

Gli. No doubt,no doubt: Oh ’cis a perillous Boy, 

Rold qaieke, Ingenious,forward,capable: 
u. e is all the Mothers, from the cop to toe. 

erjuclr Well,let them reft: Come hither c atiS h^ 

Thou arc fworne as deepely to effect what we intend. 

As dofely to conceale what we impart: 

Thou know’ft out reafons vrg’d vpon the way. 

Wlut think’ft thou ? is it not an eafic matter. 

To make Wiliam Lord Haftings of our rninde, 

Fot theinftallment of this Noble Duke 
In the Seat Royall of this famous lie ? 

Cates. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

Tucks What think’ft thou then of Stanley ? Will 

m Cates, Hee will doc all in all as Haftings doth. 

Tuck,. Well then, no more but this: 

Goe gentle and as it were farre off, 

Sound thou Lord Haftings, 

How he doth ftand affeded to our purpofe. 

And fummon him to morrow to the Tower, 

Tofic about the Coronation. 

If thou do’ft findc him tradable to vs. 

Encourage him,tnd tell him all our reafons; 

If he be lcadcn,ycie,cold, vn willing, 

Bethoufo too,andfo breake off the talke. 

And giue vs notice of his inclination: 

Fot we to morrow hold diuided Councels, 

Wherein thy felfe (halt hi ghly be employ'd. 

Rich. Commend me to Lord William: tell him Crtcsly, 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Aduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my Lord,for ioy of this goodnewes, 

Giue Miftrcfle Shore one gentle Kilfe the more. 
2 /d^Good Catesby ,goe effed this buftneffefoundly. 
Cates . My good Lords both,with all the heed I can. 
Rich. Shall wc hcare from yoa^Catesby^vc we fleepe ? 
Cates . You (hall, my Lord. 

Rich, At Crosbj Houfc,there (hall you find vs both. 

Exit Catesbj. 

Buck. Now, my Lord, 

What (hall wee doe, if wee perceiue 

Lord Haftings will not yceld to our Complots ? 

Rich Chop off his Head: 

Something wee will determine : 

And Iooke when I am King,clayme thou of me 
The Earledome of Hereford,and all the moueables 
Whereof the Kingly Brothcr,was poffeft* 


IhTKwer.my Lord? | ' » 


Rich. And looke to haue it yeelded with all kindneffe. 
Come, let vs fuppe betimes, that afterwards 
Wee may digeft our complots in fome forme. 

Exeunt . 


Seem Secunda. 


Enter a tJMeJfenger to the Dooreof Haftings. 

tMeJf. My Lord, my Lord. 

Haft. Whoknockes? 

One from the Lord Stanley. 

Haft. What is’caClocke? 

ALeJf. Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

Haft. Cannot my Lord Stanley fleepe thefe tedious 
Nights? 

Afejf. So it appeares,by that I haue to fay: 

Firft.he commends him to your Noble leltc. 

Haft. What then? 

Adejf. Then certifies your Lordlhip, that this Night 
He dreamt, the Bote had rafed off his Helme: 

Befides,hc fayes there are two Councels kept; 

And that may be determin’d at the one, 

Which may make you and him to rue at th’other. 
Therefore he lends to know your Lordfhips pleafure, 
if you will prefently take Horfe with him, 

And with all fpeed poft with him toward the North, 

To fliun the danger that his Soule diuines. 

Haft. Goe fellow,goe,returne vnto thy Lord, 

Bid him not feare the feperated Counccll: 

His Honor and my felfe are at the one, 

And at the other,is my good friend Catesby ; 

Where nothing can proceede,that toucheth vs. 

Whereof I {hall not haue intelligence: 

Tell him his Fearcs are {hallow,without inftance. 

And for his Dreames,I wonder hee’sfo fimple. 

To truft the mock’ry of vnquiet (lumbers. 

To flye the Bore,before the Bore purfues. 

Were to incenfe the Bore to follow vs. 

And make purfuit,where he did mcane no chafe. 

Goe,bid thy Matter life,and come to me. 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he fhall fee the Bore will vfc vs kindly. 

Afejf. He goe,my Lord,ar,d tell him what you fay. 

Exit. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cates. Many good morrowes to my Noble Lord. 
Haft* Good morrow Catesby,yon arc early ftirring: 
What ncwes,what newes,in this our tott’ring State ? 

Cates. It is a reeling World indeed,my Lord: 

And I belccue will neuer ftand vpright. 

Till Richard weare the Garland of the Readme, 

Haft. How weare the Garland ? 

Doeft thou meant the Crowne ? 

Cates. I,my good Lord. 
haft. He haue this Crown of mine cut fro my (houldert, 
Before He fee the Crowne fo foule mif-plac’d: 

But canft thou gueffc,that he doth ayme at it ? 

Cates, Jq I 































































































n 








•!;! 




imm* 




11 »i- • 




HIJM || i ft J ‘I ' ;* 

m if j 

MillliiBf™ ■ 

' r - . . 


Iw-fil* k- 1 4»i 


I 

jfufJI ! :.■*• .;: ,P 

[*• ’ ' ’ ._ ’ 


ill ■ 


iiUfitff: :* 


:||K|r 

' I*Si ■'* i M ill Soffit? ff • 3 


inawm^-afCJi .••«:.•• 

f wlfilpISS 


illiiiiKiifp! 

'■ (H?xI *'■••! *1 *ut ■ '■ 

; *Ef fc m r'k: '&£i ®3.' 


18 8 L~he Life APidDeath of^RicJjHpd the L^htpd. 


Cates. I,on my life, and hopes to find you forward, 
Vpon his partie.for the gaine thereof: 

<And thereupon he lends you thisgood newes. 

That this fame very day your enemies. 

The Kindred of the Queene,muft dye at Pomfret. 

Haft . Indeed I am no mourner for that newes, 
Becaufe they haue beene (Till my aduerfaries: 

. But,that He giue my voice on Richards fide. 

To barre my Matters Hcires in true Defcent, 

God knowes I will not doe it,to the death. 

Cates. God keepe your Lordfhip in that gracious 
minde. 

Haft. But 1 /hall laugh at this a twelue-month hence. 
That they which brought me in my Matters hate, 

I liue to looke vpon their Tragcdie. 

Well Catesby,c re a fort-night make me older. 

He fend lome packing,that yet thinkc not on’t. 

Cates. * Fis a vile thing to dye,my gracious Lord, 
When men are-vnprcpar’d,and looke not for it. 

Haft. O monftrous,monftrous! and fo falls it out 
With Ritters .Vaughan,Grey: and fo ’twill doc 
With lome men elfe,that thinkc thcmfclucs as fafe 
As thou and l,who(as thou know’ft) are dearc 
To Princely Richard ,and to Buckingham. 

Cates. The Princes both make high account of you. 
For they account his Head vpon the Bridge. 

Haft. I know they doe,and 1 haue well deferu’d it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Come on,come on,where is your Bore.fpeare man ? 
Fcare you the Bore,and goe fo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My Lord good morrow,good morrow (fatesby: 
You may ieaft on, but by the holy Rood, 

I doe not like thefe feuerall Councels,!. 

Haft. My Lord,1 hold my Life as deare as yours, 

And neuer in my dayes,I doe proteft. 

Was it fo precious to mc } as ’tis now: 

Thinkeyou,but that I know our ftate fccure, 

I would be to triumphant as I am? 

iSY4.The Lords at Poinfrct,whc they rode from London, 
Were iocund,and fuppos’d their ftates were fure. 

And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft: 

But yet you fee,how foone the Day o’rc-caft. 

This fudden ftabof Rancour I mifdoubt: 

Pray God (I fay) I proue a needlcflc Coward. 

What,(hall we toward the Tower? the day is fpenr. 

Haft. Come,come,haue with you: 

Wot you what, my Lord, 

To day the Lords you talke of,are beheaded. 

5r<i.They,for their truth,might better wear their Heads, 
Then fome that haue accus’d thcm,weare their Hats. 

But come,my Lord,let’s away. 

Enter a Furfuiuant. 

Haft. Goe on before, lie talke with this good fellow. 

Exit Lord Stanley,and Catesby. 

How no w,Sirtha ? how goes the World with thee ? 

Purf .The better,that your Lordftiip pleafie toaske. 
Haft. I tell thee man,’tis better with me now. 

Then when thou met’ft me laft,where now we meet: 

Then was I going Ptifoner to the Tower, 

By the fuggeftion of the Q^teenes Allyes. 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy jfelfe ) 

This day thofc Enemies are put to death. 


And I in better ftate then ere I was. 

Purf. God hold ir, 

to your Honors po A 
Haft. Gramcrcie fellow : there,drinketh C ° n - ent ’ 

Thrones him his 

Exit Pur ft 


Purf. I thanke your Honor, 

Enter a Prieft. 


He, 


8 h 


MU( t 


Prieft 

nor. 

Han. 

Iam 


Well met,my Lord,I am glad to fee youtH 

Uf?. I thanke thee,good Sir Mw,with a li , 

in your debt,for your laft Exerciie: a^art, 

Come the next Sabboth,and I will contentyou 
Prieft. He wait vpon your Lordfhip. ‘ 

Enter ’Buckingham. 

Buc. What,talking with a Prieft,Lord ChamUi • 
Your friends at Pomfret,they doe need the S lamc? 
Your Honor hath no (hriuing wotke in hand ’ 

Haft . Good faith,and when I met this holy m> n 
The men you talke of,came into my minde, 1 ’ 

What,goe you toward the Tower ? 

Buc. I doe,my Lord,but long I cannot flay there- 
I Ihall returne before your Lordfhip,thence/ 

Haft. Nay like cnough,for 1 ftay Dinner there 
Buc. And Supper too,although thou know'll it not 
sfom^will you goe ? ** 

Haft. He wait vpon your Lordlhip. £ 


Seem 'Tertia, 


£nterSir Richard Ratciife^ith Halberdsjmjm ' 
the Nobles to death at Vomfret* 

Ritters . Sir Richard Ratc/ifie,\ct me tell thee this, 

To day fhalt thou behold a Si.bie& die. 

For Truth/or Dutie,and for Lovaltic. 

Cjre}. God blefle the Prince from all the Pack of you, 

A Knot you are^of damned Blood-fuckers. 

Vatigh. You liuc x tnat flhall cry vvoc for this fcecrc- 
afeer. 

Rat, Difpatchjthelimit of your Liucsisout. 

Ritters, O Pomfrei,Pomfret! O thou bloody Prifon! 
Fatali and ominous to Noble Peeres: 

Within the guiltie Clofure of thy Walls, 

'Richard the Second here was hackt to death: 

And for more flander to thy difmall Seat, 

Wee giue to chcc our guiltlefle blood to drinke. 

Grey, Now Margarets Curfe is falne vpon our Heads, 
When fhee exclaim’d on Haffwgs. you^ndl, 

For Banding by,whcn Richard ftab’d her Sonne. 

Riuers m Then curs’d fhee Richard, 

Then curs’d fhec 'Buckingham^ 

Then curs'd fhee Haftwgs. Oh remember God, 

To heare her prayer for them,as now for vs; 

And for my Sitter,and her Princely Sonnes, 

Be fatisfy’djdeareGodjWith our true blood, 

Which^s thou know’ft,vniuitly mutt be fpilt. 

Rat, Make haftc>thehoure of death is expiate. 

Ritters . Come Grey^cpw FattghanM t vs here embrace 
FarewclLvntill we meccaeainc in Heauen. 

Exeunt. I 

1 ’ Sccm \ 
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Scana Quarta . 


V«ter ’Buckingham DarbjJListingsfBifkoV of Ely, 

1 Norfolke , Ratchfe, L suell.with others , 

at a Table. 

uj Now Noble Peeres',the caufe why we ate met, 

, "i-termine of the Coronation: 

’ rods Nmre fpeakCjWhen is the Roy all Way ? 

10 Eltc u Ji all things ready forthe Royal! time ? 
mb. It is > and wants but nomination. 

fi. Tomorrow then I iudge ahappie Way. 

UcV -Who knowes the Lord Protedors mind herein? 

Who is moft inward with the Noble Duke? 

VV Your Giace,wc th’inke, ftiould fooneft know hi* 

^"Bncks W c know each others Faces: for our Hearts, 

He knowes no more of mine,thenl of yours, 

Orlof his,my Lord,then you of mine : 

Lord Haftings .you and he are ncere in lone. 

Haft. I thanke his Grace,I know he loues me well: 

Btitforhispurpofc , n the Coronation, 

I haue iiot founded him,nor he deliuer’d 
Hi! gracious pleafure any way therein : 
jj ut you, my Honorable Lords.may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behalfe lie giue my Voice, 

Which I prefume hee’le take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloucefter. 

Ely. In happie time,here comes the Duke himfclfe. 
Rich.Uy Noble Lords,and Coufins all,good morrow: 
J haue beene long a deeper: but I truft, 

My abience doth negledl no great defigne, 

Which by my prefence might haue beene concluded. 

Buck, Had y o l not come vpon your Qjny Lord, 
IPillim,Lord Haftwgs,\n<h pronounc’d your part; 

Imeanc your Voice,lor Crowning of the King. 

&6.Then rtiy Lord Hafttugs.no man might be bolder, 
His Lordlhip knowes me weil,and loues me well. 

MyLord of Ely,when I was laft in Holborne, 

1 faw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 

I doe bcfeech you,fend for fome of them. 

Sly. Mary and will.my Lord,wi;h all my heart. 

Exit Biftop. 

%icb. Coufin of Buckingham,a word with you. 

Catesby hathfounded HafUugs in ourbufinelfe, 

And findes the tefticGentleman fo hot, 

Tint he will lofe his Head,ere giue confent 
His Mallets Child,as worlhipfully he tcarmes it. 

Shall lofe the Royaltie of Englands Throne. 

Buck. Withdraw your felfca while,lle goe with you. 

Exeunt. 

Darb.We haue not yet fet downe this day ofTriumph: 
To morrow'in my iudgement,is too hidden. 

Fori myfelfe am not lo well prouided, 

As elfe I would be,were the day prolong’d. 

Enter the Biftsop of Sly. 

Ely. Where is nay Lord, the Duke of Glofter ? 

1 haue fent for thefe Strawberries. 

Ha.His Grace looks chearfully & fmooth this morning, 


There’s fome conceit or other likes him well. 

When that he bids good morrow with fuch fpirit. 

I thinke there’s neuer a man in Chriftendomc 
Can letter hide his loue,or hatt,then hce. 

For by his Face ttraight (hall you know his Heart. 

Darb. What of his Heart perceiue you in his Face, 

By any liuelyhood he fhew'd to day ? 

Haft. Mary,that with no man here he is oftended: 

For were he,he had flaewnc it in his Lookcs. 

Enter Richard, and Buckingham. 

Rich. I pray you all.tell me what they deferue, 

That doe confpire my death with diuellifh Plots 
Of damned Witchcraft,and that haue preuail’d 
Vpon my Body with their Heliifh Charmes. 

Haft. The tenderlouc I beare your Grace,my Lord, 
Makes me mod forward,in this Princely preience. 

To doome th’Offendors,whofoe’re they be : 

1 fay.my Lord,they haue deferued death. 

Rich. Then be your eyes the witnefle of their etfill. 
Looke how I am bewitch’d : bchold.mine Armc 
Is like a blafted Sapling.wiiher’d vp : 

And this is Edwards Wife,that monftrous Witch-, 
Conlorced with that Harlor,Strumpet Shore, 

That by their Witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this deed,my Noble Lord. 
Rich. If? thou Proteiff or of this damned Strumpet, 

Talk’ft thou to me of Ifs: thou art a Traytor, 

Off with his Head ; now by Saint Paul l fWeare, j' im 
I will not dihe,vntill I fee the fame. 

Louell and Ratchfe,\oa\ic thac it be done: Exeunt, * 

The reft that loue me, rife,‘and foliowmp. 

eJManet Louell and Rate life, with the 
Lord liafttngs. 

El aft. Woe,woe for England, not a whit for me. 

For T,too fond,might haue preuented this : 

Stanley did drcame.the Bore did ro wfe our Helmes, 

And 1 did fcorne it,and dildainc to flyc: 

Three times to day my Foot-Cloth-Horfe did (Tumble, 
And darted,when he look’d vpon the Tower, 

As loth to beare nae to the (laughter-houfe. 

O now I need the P.ricft,that fpake to me : 

I now repent I told the Purfuiuant, 

As too triumphing,how mine Enemies 
To day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd. 

And I my felfe fecure,in grace and fauour. 

Oh .Margaret,Margaretfxave thy hcauie Curfe 
Js lighted on poore Hafftngs wretched Head. 

&*.Come,come,difpatth,the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a (Tiort Shrift,he longs to fee your Head, 

Haft. O momentarie grace of mortal! men. 

Which we more hunt for,then the grace of God \ 

Who builds his hope in ayre of your good Lookcs, 

Liues like a drunken Sayler on a Maft, 

Readie with euery Nod to tumble downe, 

Into the fatali Bowels of the Deepc. 

Lou. Come,come,difpatch,’tis bootlefte to exdaimc. 
HaH. O bloody Richard: miferable England, 

I prophecie the fcarcfull’ft time to thee, 

That euer wretched Age hath look’d vpon. 

Comejead me to the Block,beare him my Head, 

They fmile at me, who (hortly (hall be dead. 

Exeunt. 


Enterj 
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Enter Richard,and Buckingbamjn rotten Armour , 
maruedous ill-fauoured. 

Richard. Come Coufin, 

Caaft thou quake,and change thy colour, 

Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then againe begin,and flop againe, 

As if thou were diftraughc,and mad with terror? 

Buck. Tur, I can counterfeit the deepeTragedian, 
Speake,and looke backc.and prie or. cuery fide, 

Tremble and flare at wagging of a Straw: 

Intending deepe fufpition, gaftly Lookcs 
Are at my feruice,like enforced Smiles; 

And both are readie in their Offices, 

At any time to grace my Stratagemes. 

But what, is Catesby gone ? 

“Rich. He is,and fee he brings the Maior along. 

Enter the Maior,and Cate shy. 

Buck. Lord Maior. 

Rich. Looke to the Draw-Sridge there# 

"Buck- Hearke,a Drumme. 

Rich. Catesby,o'tc-\ookt the Walls, 

"Buck. Lord Maior,the reafon we haue fent. 

Rich. Looke back,defend thee,here arc Enemies. 
"Buck. God and our Innoccncie defend,and guard vs. 

Enter Lotted and Ratclijfe,with Haftings Head. 

Rich. Be patient,they are Mends: Ratcltffe,and Lotted. 
Lotted. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traytor, 
The dangerous and vnfufpedled Haftings. 

Rich. So deare I lou’d the man, that Imuft wcepe: 

I tooke him for the plained harmelcffe Creature, 

That breath’d vpon the Earth,a Chriftian. 

Made him my Bookc,wherein my Soule recorded 
The Hiftorie of all her fecrct thoughts. 

So fmooth he dawVd his Vice with (hew of Vcrtue, 
That his apparant open Guilt omitted, 

I meane,his Conucrfation with Shores Wife, 

He liu’d from all attainder of fufpc&s. 

"Buck. Well,well,he was the couertft ftieltred Traytor 
That euer liu’d. 

Would you imagine,or almoft beleeue, 

Wert not,that by great preferuation 
We Hue to tell it,thac the fubtill Traytor 
This day had plotted, in the Counccll-Houfe, 

To murther me,and my good Lord of Glofter. 

Mater, Had he done fo ? 

Rich. What? thinke you we areTurkcs,or Infidels? 
Or that we would, againft the forme of Law, 

Proceed thus rafiily in the Villaines death. 

But that the extreme perill of the cafe. 

The Peace of England, and our Perfons fafetie. 

Enforc’d vs to this Execution. 

Maior. Now faire befall you,he deferu’d his death, 
And your good Graces both haue well proceeded. 

To warne falfe Tray tors from the like Attempts. 

* Buc^ I neuer look’d for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Miftr cffeShore: 

Yet had we not determin’d he fhould dye, 

Vntill your Lordfhip came to fee his end. 

Which now the louing hafte of thefe our friends. 
Something againft our meanings.hauc preuented j 
Bccaufe,my Lord,I would haue had you heard 
The Traytor fpeake,and timoroufiy confeffe 
The manner and the purpofeof his Treafons: 


That you might well haue %nify’dlhTf ams 
V nto the Citizens,who haply may 
Mifconfter vs in him,ar.d wayle his death 
Ma. But,my good Lord,your Graces word n. 

As well as I had feene,and heard him fpeake • S 
And doe not doubt.right Noble Princes both 
But He acquaint our dutious Citizens * 

With all your iuft proceedings in this cafe 
Rich. And to that end we wifh’d your I ..an. 
T’auoid the Cenfures of the carping World 
Buck. Which fince you come too late of ou • 

Yet witnefle what you heare we did intend • * 1DtCat > 

And fo,my good Lord Maior,we bid farwell. 

Rich. G oe after,after, Coufin Buckineham 
The M aior towards Guild-Hall hyes him in all 
There,at your meeteft vantage of the time * ^° t: 
Inferre the Baftardie of Edwards Children • 

Tell them,how Edward put to death a Citizen 

Onelyfor faying,he would make his Sonpe ’ 

Heire to the Crownc,meaning indeed his Houf e 
Which,by the Signe thereof,was tearmed fo, * 
Moreouer,vrgc his hatefull Luxurie, 

And beaftiall appetite in chAnge of Luft, 

Which ftretcht vnto their Scruants,Daughters W' 
Euen where his raging eye,or fauage heart, * ' 
Without controll,lulled to make a prey. 

Nay,for a need,thus farte come neere my Perfon • 

Tell them,when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that infatiacc Edward', Noble Torke, 

My Princely Father.then had Warres in France 
And by true computation of the time. 

Found,that the Iffue was not his begot: ’ 

Which well appeared in his Lineaments, 

Being nothing like the Noble Duke.my Father: 

Yet touch this fparingly,as’twerefarreofF, 
Becaufc,my Lord.you know my Mother hues. 

Buck. Doubt not,my Lord,lie play the Orator, 

As if the Golden Fee,for which I plead, 

Were for my felfe: and fo,my Lord,adue. 

Rich. If you thriue wel,bring them to BaynardsCaftle, 
Where you fhall findc me well accompanied 
With reuerend Fathers,and well-learned Bilhops. 

Buck.- I goe,and towards tbreeorfoureaClocke 
Looke for the Newes that the Guild-Hall affoords. 

Exit Buckingham. 

Rich. Goc Lotted with all fpeed to Dodtar^W, 
Goe thou to Fryer Peuker, bid them both 
Meet me within this houre at Baynards Caftlc, 

Now will 1 goe to take fome priuie order, 

To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 

And to giue order,that no manner perfon 
Haue any time recourfe vnto the Princes. (xemt, 

Enter a Scriuener. 

Scr. Here is the Indi&ment of the good Lord Hefting 
Which in a fet Hand finitely is engrofs’d. 

That it may be to day read o’rc in Vaults. 

And marke how well the fequell hangs together \ 
Eleuen houres I haue fpent to write it ouer, 

For yefter-night by Catesbj was it fent me, 

The Precedent was full as long a doing, 

And yet within thefe fiue houres Haftings liu d, 
Vntainted,vnexamin’d,free,at libertic. 

Here’s a good World the while# . ? 

Who is fo groffe, that cannot tee this palpable deuice^ 


Exit. 
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Inter 


-— rTfrXdd ,but fayes he fees tt not. 

Yet World and all will come to nought, 

lS dealing rauft be feene in thought. Exu. 

Richard andBuckingham atfeutrall Doores. 

v,ch How now.how now,what fay theCitizens ? 
Kt Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 
are miirn.fiV not & word* 

Th r C I Touche you the Baftardie of Edwards Children ? 

Zci I did,with his Contraa with Lady Lucy, 

And his Contraa by Deputie in France, 

Th’vofatiate greedineffe of his defire, 

I d his enforcement of the Citie W.ues 
j", Tyrannic for Trifles, his owne Baftardie, 

J\no got,your Father then in France, 
i n d his refembiance,being not like the Duke. 

Withall.I did inferre your Lineaments, 
g.jnffthe right Idea of your Father, ; 

Bothin your forme, and Noblenefle of Minde: 

Lavd open all your Viaories in Scotland, 

YourDificipHne in Warre,Wifdome in Peace, 

Your Boun tie, Vert ue,faire Humilitie: 

Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpofe, 

Vntoiicht,or fleightly handled indifeourfe. 

And when my Oratorie drew toward end, 

I bid them that did loue their Countries good. 

Cry,God laue Richard, Englands Royall King. 
itch. And did they fo ? 

lucks No,fo God helpc me,they fpake not a word. 

But like dumbe Statues,or breathing Stones, 

Star’d each on othcr,and look’d deadly pale: 

Which when I law,I reprehended them. 

And ask’d the Maior,what meant this wilfull filcnce? 

His anfwer was,the people were not vfed 
To be fpoke to,but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrg’d to tell my Tale againe: 

Thus fayth the Duke.thus hath the Duke inferr’d. 

But nothing fpoke,in warrant from himfeltc. 

When he had done,fome followers of mine owne. 

At lower end of the Hall,hurldvp their Caps, 

And fome tenne voyccs cry’d,God faue King Richard: 
And thus I tooke the vantage of thofe few. 

Thankes gentle Citizens,and friends, quoth I, 

This generall app!aufe,and chearefull fhowt, 

Argues your wifdome,and your loue to Richard : 

And eucr. here brake off,and came away. 

Rich. What tongue-leflc Blockcs were they. 

Would they not fpeake ? 

Will not the Maior then,and his Brethren,come ? 

Buck The Maior is here at hand: intend fome feare, 
Benot you fpoke with,but by mightie fuit: 

And looke you get a Prayer-Booke in your hand. 

And (land betweene two Church-men,good my Lord, 
For on that ground lie make a holy Defcant: 

And be nor cafily wonne to our requefts, 

Play the Maids part, ftill anfwer nay ,and take it. 

Rich. I goe: and if you plead as well for them. 

As I can fay nay to thee for my felfe. 

No doubt we bring it to a happic iffue. 

"Buck Go,go vp to the Leads,the Lord Maior knocks. 

Enter the (JWaior, and Citizens. 

Welcome, my Lord, I dance attendance here, 

I thinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall. 


Enter Catesby. 

Buck: Now Cateshy, what fayes your Lord to my 
Xe< Caiesly. He doth entreat yourGrace,my Noble Lord, 

To vifit him to morrow,or next day: 

He is within,with two right reuerend Fathers, '; 
Diuinely bent to Meditation - , 

And in no Worldly iuites would he be mou’d. 

To draw him from his holy Exercife. 

Buck- Returne,good Cate shy,to the gracious Duke, 
Tell him,my felfe,the Maior and Aldermen, 

In deepe dcfignes,in matter of great moment, 

No leffc importing then our generall good, 

Are come to haue fome conference with his Grace. 
Catesby. He fignifie fo much vnto him ftraight. Exit. 
Bucks Ah ha,my L ord,this Prince is nor an Edward, 

He is not lulling on a lewd Loue-Bed, 

But on his Knces,at Meditation: 

Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuincs : s 
Not fleeping,to engroffe his idle Body, 

But praying,to enrich his watchfull Soule. 

Happie were England,would this vertuous Prince 
Take on his Grace the Soueraigntie thereof. 

But fure I feare wc fhall not winne him to it. 

Maior. Marry God defend his Grace fhould fay vs 
nay. 

Bucks I feare he will: here Catesby comes againe. 
Enter Catesby. 

Now Catesby, what fayes his Grace? 

Catesby. He wonders to what end you haue affembled 
Such troopes of Citizens,to come to him. 

His Grace not being warn’d thereof before: 

He feare*,my Lord,you meane no good to him. 

Bucks Sorry I am,my Noble Coufin fhould 
Sufpecf me,that 1 meane no good to him: 

By Heauen.we come to him in perfit loue, 

And fo once more returne.and tell his Grace. Exit. 

When holy and deuout Reiigious men 

Are at their Bcades,’tis much to draw them thence. 

So fweet is zealous Contemplation. 

Enter Richard aloft, betweene two Bfthops. 

Maior. See where his Grace (lands,tweene two Clergie 
men. 

Bucks Two Props of Vertue,for a Chriftian Prince, 
To ftay him from the fall of Vanitie : 

And fee a Booke of Prayer in his hand. 

True Ornaments to know a holy man. 

Famous Plantagenet,mod gracious Prince, 

Lend fauourable earc to our requefts. 

And pardon vs the interruption 
Of thyDeuotion.and right Chriftian Zeale. 

Rich. My Lord,there needes no fuch Apologie; 

I doe befeech your Grace to pardon me, 

Who earneft in the feru ice of my God> 

Deferr’d the Vifitation of my friends. 

But leauing this,what is your Graces plcafure ? 

Bucks Euen thac(IhopeJwhichpleafethGodaboue, 
And all good men,of this vngouern’d lie. 

Rich. I doe fufpe& I haue done fome offence. 

That feemes difgracious in theCities eye, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

f 2 Buck- You 
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JA _ The Life and ‘Death ofRfhard the Third. 

Buck. You haue,my Lord: 


Would it might pleafc your Grace, 

On our entreaties, to amend your fault. 

^„JUcb. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Qhriftian J,and. 

Buck; Know then,it is your fault,that you refigne 
The Supreme.Seat, theThroii^^ilaiefticafUj 
TheSceptred Office.of your Anceftor*, 

Your State.Qf.EoTCunc,and your Deaw of^irth,. 

The Lineall Glory of your Royall Houfe, 

To the corruption of a blemijht Stock ; 

Whiles in themildnefleof your fleepie thoughts, 
Whichhete we waken to our Countries good, 

The Noble He doth want his proper Limmes : 

His Face defac’d with skarrea of Infamie, 

His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Plants, 

And alraoft fhouldred in the fw'allowingGulfc 
Of darkc Forgctfulnefle,and deepe Obiiuion. 

Which to rccure,we heartily folicite 
Your gracious felfe to take onyou the charge 
And Kingly Gouernmcnt of this your Land; 

Not as Prote<ftor,Steward,Subfticute, 

Or lowly Fa<ftor,for anotlacrs gaine; 

But as fuccefliuely/rom Blood to Blood, 

Your Right of Birth,your Empyrie.your owne. 

For this,conforted with the Citizens, 

Your very Worfhipfiill and louing friends. 

And by their vehement inftigation. 

In this iultCaufc come Lto mouc your Grace, 
r Ritb. I cannot tell.if to depart in lilencc. 

Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Beft fitteth my Degree,or your Condition. 

If not to anfwer, you might haply thinkc, 
Tongue-ty’d Ambition,notrep]ying,yeelded 
To beare the Golden Yoake of Soueraigntie, 

Which fondly you would here impofe on me. 

If toreproueyouforthisfuitof yours,' 

So feafon’d with your faithfull loue to me. 

Then on the other fide I check’d my friends. 

Therefore to fpeake.and to auoid the fhft. 

And then in fpeaking.not to incurie the laft, 
Dcfinitiuely thus I anfwer you. 

Your loue deferues my thankes, but my defert 
Vnmeritable,{hunnes your high requeft. 

Firft,if all Obftacles were cut away. 

And that my Path were cuen to theCrowne, 

As the ripe Reuenue,and due of Birth: 

Yet fo much is my pouertie of fpirit, 

So mightie, and fo manie my defafts, 

That I would rather hide me from my GreatnelTc, 

Being a Barke to brooke no mightie Sea; 

Then in my Greatncfle couct to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my Glory fmothcr’d. 

But God be thank’d,thcrc is no need of me. 

And much I need to helpe you,were there need: 

The Royall Trec hath left vs Royall Fruit, 

Which mellow’d by the ftealing howres of time, 

WiH well become the Seat of Maieftie, 

And makc(no doubt) vs happy by his Reigne. 

On him I lay that,you would lay on me. 

The Right and Fortune of his bappie Starres, 

Which God defend that J fliould wring from him. 

Buclf-My Lord,this argues Confcience in yout Grace, 
But the rcfpe<5b thereof arc nice, and triuiall. 

All circumftances well confidered. 

You fay ,that Edward is your Brothers Sounp, 

So fay w.e too,but not by Edwards Wife; 


For firft was he contra& to Lady LuciT 
Your Mother liues a Witneffe to his Vow • 

And afterward by fubftitute betroth’d 
To 'Bona, Sifter to the King of France. 

Thefc both put off,a poore Petitioner, 

A Care-cras’d Mother to a many Sonnes 
A Beautic-waining.and diftrefled Widow 
Euen in the aftcr.noone of her beft dayes,* 

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye 
Seduc’d the pitch,and height of his degree * ’ 

To bafe dcc|enfion,and loath’d Bigarnie. * 

By her,in his vnlawfull Bed,he got 
This EdwardyVihom our Manners callthe Prin 
More bitterly could I expoftulate, Ce ’ 

Saue that for rcuerence to feme aliue 
I giue a fparing limit to my Tongue. 

Then good,my Lord.take to your Royall 
This proffer’d benefit of Dignitie: 

I f not to bleffe vs and the Land withall,. 

Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceftrie 
From the corruption of abufing times, 

Vnto a Lineall true deriued courfc. 

Mam. Do good my Lord,your Citizens entreir«» 
Buck- Refufe not,mightic Lord,this proffer’dJ,? 
Catesb. O make them ioyfull, grant their lawful! cl 
Rich. Alas,why would you heape this Cate on m e ? 

I am vnfit for State,and Maieftie: 

I doe bcfeech you take it not amiffe, 

I cannot,norl will notyeeld to you. 

Buckj If you refufe it,as in loue and zeale 
Loth to depofe the Child,your Brothers Sonne 
As well we know your tenderneffe of heart, * 

And gentle,kinde.eftVminate remotfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your Kindred, 

And egally indeede to all Eftates: 

Yet know,where you accept our fuit.or no. 

Your Brothers Sonne (ball neuer reigne our King, 

But we will plant fome other in the Throne, 

To the difgrace and downe-fall of your Houfe: 

And in this refolution here we leauc you. 

Come Cicizens,we will entreat no more. Exeunt. 

Catesb. Call him againc.fweet Prince,accept their fuit: 
If you denie them, all the Land will rue it. 

Rich. Will you enforce me to a world of Cares, 
Call them againe,I am not made of Stones, 

But penetrable to your kinde entreaties, 

Albeit againft my Confcierice ar.d my Soule. 

Eater Buckingkam.and the ref. 

Coufin of Buckingham, and fage graueroen, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my back. 

To beare her burthen,where I will or no. 

I muff haue patience to endure the Load: 

But if black Scandall,or foule-fac’d Reproach, 
Attend the fequell of your Impofition, 

Your meere enforcement /ball acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaynes thereof; 

For God doth know,and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defire of this. 

Maior. God bleffe your Grace, wee lee it, and wil 
fay it. 

Rich. In faying fo,you fhall but fay the truth. 
Buck; Then I falute you with this Royall Title, 
Long hue King Richard, Englands worchie King. 

AH. Amen. 

Buck To morrow may it pleafe you to be Crown d. 
Rich. Euen whemyou pleafe,for you will haue it to. 
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. ^l~Tofaotrovnhcn we willed your Grace 
"TL oft joyfully we take our leaue. 

Come,lct vsto our holy Worke agame. 

S ,„y Coufins,farewell gentle friends. < 


m 


Exeunt. 


Jffus Quartus . Seem Trima . 


Enter the Queene, Anne Dxchejfe of Gloucefer, the 
Dxchejfe of Torke, and Marquejfe Dor jet. 

Duch.Tork.e- Whomeetesvshcerc? 

Mv Neece Blantagenet, 
l £ i jo the hand of her kind Aunt or Giofter. 

L for my Lifc,fhec’s wandring to the Tower, 

Oo pure hearts loue,to greet thetender Prince. 

Daughter, well met. 

June. God giue your Graces both, a happie 
igd a ioyfull time of day. 

Ott As much toyou.good Sifter: whither away ? 

June. No farther then the Tower,and as I gueffc, 
Vpont he like deuotion as your felues. 

To emulate the gentle Princes there. 

<2*. Kind Sifter thankes, wee’le enter all together: 

Enter the Lieutenant. 

And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 

Maftcr Lieutenant, pray you,by your leaue. 

How doth the Prince,and my young Sonne of Torke ? 

Lieu. Right wcll,deare Madame: by your patience, 

I may not fufter you to vifit them. 

The King hath flri&Iy charg’d the contrary. 

(Ju. The King ? who’s that ? 

Lux. I mcanc,the Lord Prote&or. 
jjx. The Lord protect him from that Kingly Title. 
Hathhe fet bounds betweene their loue,and me ? 
lam their Mother,who (hall barre me from them ? 

Dxch. Torke. I am their Fathers Mother, 1 will fee 
them. 

Arne. Their Aunt I am in law,in loue their Mother: 

Then bring me to their fights, lie beare thy blame. 

And take thy Office from thee.on my pcrill. 

Lieu. No,Madame, r.o; I may no< leaue it fo : 

1 am bound by Oath,and therefore pardon me. 

Sxit Lieutenant. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stanley. Let me but meet you Ladies one howre hence. 
And lie falute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, 

And reuerend looker on of two faire Queenes. 

Come Madame,you muft ftraight to Weftminfter, 

There to be crowned %ichards Royall Queene. 

Ah,cut my Lace afunder, 

That my pent heart may haue fome fcope to beat, 

Orelfe 1 fwoone with this dead-killing newes. 

Anne. Dcfpightfull tidings,Ovnpleafing newes. 
Dorf. Be of good cheare: Mother, bow fares your 
Grace ? 

Qu. O Dor fet, fpeake not to me, get thee gone, 

Death and Dertruftion dogges thee at thy hccles. 

Thy Mothers Name is ominous to Children. 


If thou wilt out-ftrip Death,goe crofie theSeas, 

And Hue with Richmond,hom the reach of Hell. 

Goe hye thee,hye thee from this flaughtcr-houie, 

Left thou encreafe the number of the dead. 

And make me dye the thrall of Margarets Curfe, 

NorMother,Wife,nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stanley. Full of wife care,i* this your countaite,Madame: 
Take all thefwift aduantage of the howtes: 

You (hall haue Letters from me to my Sonne, 

In your behalfe,to meet you on the way: 

Be not ta’ne tardie by vnwife delay. 

Dxch. Torke. O ill difperfing Winde oi Mifenc, 

O my accurfed Wombe,the Bed of Death s 
A Cockatrice haft thou hatcht to the VVotld. 

Whole vnauoidcd Eye is murtherous. 

Stanley. Come,Madame,come,I in allhaftewas lent, 
Anne. And I with all vnwiilingnefl'e will goe. 

O would to God.that the inclufiue Verge 
Of Golden Mettall,that muft round my Brow, 

Were red hot Steele,to fcarc me to the Braines, 

Anoynted let me be with deadly Venome, 

And dye ere men can fay.God l'aue the Qqeene. 

Ox. Goe,goe,poore foule,I enuie not thy glory. 

To feed my humor,wi(h thy felfe no harme. 

Anne. No: why? 1 When he that is my Husband now, 
Came to me,as I follow’d Henries Corfc, 

When fcarce the blood was well wafht from his nands. 
Which iflued from my other Angcll Husband, ^ 

And that deare Saint,which then I weeping follow d: 

O .when I fay I look’d on Richards Face, 

This was my Wifh: Sc thou (quoth I) accurft. 

For making mc,fo young,fo old a Widow : 

And when thou wed’ft,let forrow haunt thy Bed ; 

And be thy Wife,if any be fo mad, 

More milerable, by the Life of thee, 

Then thou haft made me,by my deare Lords deatb. 
Loe,ere I can repeat this Curfe againc. 

Within fo fmall a time, my Womans heart 
Groflely grew captiue to his honey words. 

And prou’d the fubieift of mine owne Soules Curfe, 
Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from reft: 

For neuer yet one howre in his Bed 
Did I enioy the golden deaw of fleepe. 

But with his timorous Dreamcs was ftill awak’d# 
Befides.be hates me for my Father W'arwicke, 

And will (no doubt) fhortly be rid of me. 

£hs. Poore heart adieu,I pirtie thy complaining. 
zAnne. No more, then with my foule I mourne for 
yours. 

Dorf. Farewell,thou wofull welcommer of glory. 
Anne, Adieu, poore foule, that cak’ft thy leaue 
of it. 

Dx.T.Go thou to Richmond, & good fortune guidethee. 
Go thou to Richard,. and good Angels tend thee. 

Go thou to San<ftuarie,and good thoughts pofleffe thee, 
I to my Graue,where peace and reft lye with mee. 
Eightie odde yeeres of forrow haue I fccne. 

And each howres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teenc. 

fix. Stay,yet looke backe with me vnto the Tower. 
Piety,you ancient Stones,thofe tender Babe*, 

Whom Enuie Hath immur’d within your Walls, 

Rough Cradle for fuch little prettie ones, 

Rude ragged Nurfe,old fullen Play-fellow, 

For tender Princes: vfe my Babies well; 

So foolifh Sorrowcs bids your Stones farewell, 

Exeunt. 
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Seem Secunda. 


Sound u Sennet. Enter Richard inpompe,Buc¬ 
kingham, Catesby,Ratcltffe,Louel. 

Rich. Stand all apart. Coufin of Buckingham. 

Buck; My gracious Soueraigne. 

Rich. Giue me thy hand. Sound. 

Thus high,by thy aduicc.and thy afliftance. 

Is King Richard feated: 

But fhall we wearc thefe Glories for a day? 

Or fhall they laft,and we reioyce in them ? 

“Buck- Still liue they,and for euer let them laft. 

Rich. Ah Buckingham,] now doe I play the Touch, 

T o trie if thou be currant Gold indeed : 

Young Edward liues,thinke now whac I would fpeakc. 
Buck- Say on my louing Lord. 

Rich. Why Buckingham ,I fay I would be King. 

Buck, . Why fo you are,my thricc-renowncd Lord. 
Rich. Ha ? am I King ? ’tis fo: but Edward hues. 
Buck^ True, Noble Prince. 

Rich. O bitter confcquence! 

That Edward ftill fhould liue true Noble Prince. 
Couftn,thou waft not wont to be fo dull. 

Shall I be plaine ? I wilh the Baftards dead. 

And I would hauc it fuddenly perform’d. 

What fay’ft thou now ? fpeake fuddenly,be briefe. 

Bucks YourGrace may doe your plcafure. 

Rich. Tut,tut,thou art all Ice,thy kindneffe freezes: 
Say,haue I thy confent,thac they ftviJI dye ? 

.Bw.Giue me fome litle breath,fome pawfc,deare Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake in this: 

I will refolue you herein prefently. Exit Buck. 

Catesby. The King is angry,fee he gnawes his Lippe- 
Rich. I will conuerfe wich Iron-wicted Fooles, 

And vnrefpeftiue Boyes: none are for me, 

That lookc into me with confidcrate eyes, 
High-reaching Buckingham growes circuinfpcft. 

Boy. 

Page. My Lord. 

Rich. Know’ft thou not any,whom cortuptingGold 
Will tempt vnto a clofe exploit of Death ? 

Page. I know a difeontented Gentleman, 

Whole hunible meanes match not his haughtie Ipirit: 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing. 

Rich. What is his Name? 

Page. His Name,my Lord,is Tirrttt. 

Rich. I partly know the man : goe call him hither. 
Boy. Exit. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (ball be the neighbor to my counfailes. ‘ 
Hath he fo long held out with me,vtityr’d. 

And flops he now for breath ? Well.be it fo. 

Enter Stanley. 

How now,Lord Stanley, what’s the newes? 

Stanley. Know mylouing Lord,the MarquelTc Dorfet 
As I heare, is fled to Richmond■, 

In the parts where he abides. 

Rich. Come hither Catesby , rumor it abroad. 

That Anne my Wife is very grieuous ficke. 


I will take order for her keeping clofe. 

Inquire me out fome meane poorc Gentleman 
Whom I will marry ftraight to CUrtnceH^l, 

The Boy is foolifh,and I feare not him. ^ * r: 

Lookc how thou dream*: I fay again’e, gi Ue out 
That Anne, my Qiieene,is ficke,and like to dve ’ 

About it,foritftandsmemuchvpon y ‘ 

To flop all hopcSjWhofe growth may damm a „ e m 
ftmuft be marryed to my Brothers Daughter 6 WC ’ 
Or elfe my Kingdomc ftands on brittlcGlaff • 
Murther her Brothers,and then marry her * * 
Vncertainewayofgaine. But I am in * 

So farre in blood,that finne will pluck on fume 
Tcare-falling Pittie dwells not in this Eye. ' 

Enter Tyrrel. 

Is thy Name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. lames Tyrrel, your mod obedient fuhi.A 
Rich. Art thou indeed ? e “* 

Tyr. Proueme,my gracious Lord. 

Rich. Dar’ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine > 
Tjr. Pleafe you: 

But I had rather kill two enemies. 

Rich. Why then thou haft it: two deepe enemies 
Foes to my Reft,and my fweet fleepes difturbers ' 

A re they that 1 would haue thee deale vpon: * 

Tyrrel ,1 meane thofe Baftards in the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me haue open meanes to come to them 
And foone He rid you from the teare ofthem. * 
Rich. Thou fing’ft fweet Mufique; 

Hearke,come hither Tyrrel , 

Goe by this token: rife.and lend thine Eare, tyhi&ir,, 
There is no more but fo: fay it is done. 

And I will loue thee,and preferre thee for it.' 

Tyr. I will difpa^ch it ftraight. Exit. 

Enter B uckingham. 

Bucks My Lord,I haue confider’d in my minde, 
The late requeft that you did found me in. 

Rich. Well,let that reft : Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 
Bucks I heare the newes,my Lord. 

Rich. Stanley, hec is your Wiues Sonne: well, lookc 
vnto it. 

Bucks My Lord.I clayme the gift,my due by promife, 
For which your Honor and your Faith is pawn’d, 
Th’Earledome of Hcrtford,and the moueables. 
Which you haue promifedT (ball pofleffe. 

Bfch. Stanley looke to your Wife: if the conuey 
Letters to Richmond, you fhall anfwer it. 

Bucks What fayes your Highneffc to my iuft requdl l 
Rich. I doe remember ni t.Henry the Sixt 
Did propbecie,that Richmond Ibould be King, 

When Richmond was a little pceuilb Boy. 

A King perhaps. 

Buck- May it pleafe you to refolue me in my fuit. 
Rich. Thou troubled me,I am not in the vaine. Exit. 
Buck • And is it thus? repayes he my deepe feruice 
With fuch contempt? made I him King for this ? 

O let me thinke on Hafttngs, and be gone 
To Brecnock,while my fearefull Head is on. exit. 


Enter Tyrrel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloodie Aft is done. 
The moft arch deed of pittious maifacre 


That 





, f "Tuery«^hi$ Land was guilty of: 
r '[L and Forrefi, who I did fuborne 
^5 this P eece of ruthfuli Butchery, 

T m rdey were fleftit Villaines, bloody Dogges, 

, i .A with tenderne(Te,and milde companion, 

, r like to Children, in their deaths lad Story, 
mhus (quoth Dighton )lay the gentle Babes : 
rh i thus (quoth Forrejl) girdling one another 
w.thin their Alablafter innocent Armcs: 

L iflips were foure red Rofes on a ftalke, 

{ din their Summer Beauty kift each other. 
iRookc of Prayers on theit pillow lay, 

Which one (quoth Farrell) almoft chang’d my minde: 
Loh theDiuell, there the Villaine Sopt: 

.qfon’Digbton thus told on, we Imothercd 
The moft replenifhed fweet worke of Nature, 
fhatfrom the prime Creation ere flic framed. 

Hence both are gone with Confcienceand Remorfe, 

They could not fpeake, and fo I left them both, 
fobeare this tydings to the bloody King. 

Enter Richard. 

Andheere he comes. All health my Soueraigne Lord. 

Ric. Kinde Tirrell, am I happy in thy Newes. 
fir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge. 
Beget your happineffe, be happy then, 

for it is done. 

Rich. But did’ft thou fee them dead. 
fir. I did my Lord. 

Rich. And buried gentle Tirrell. 

Tir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them. 
But where (to fay the truth) I do not know. 

Rich. Come to me Firrel foone,and after Supper, 

When thou fhah tell the procefle of their death. 

Meane time,but thinke how I may do the good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire. 

Farewell till then. 
fir, I humbly take my leaue. 

Rich. The Sonne of Clarence haue I pent vp clofe, 
Hisdaugbter meanly haue I matcht in marriage. 

The Sonnes of Edward fleepe in Abrahams bofome. 

And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night. 

Now for I know the Britaine Richmond aymes 
Atyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 

To her go I,aioIly thriuing wooer. 

Enter Rate life. 

Rut. My Lord. 

Rich. Good or bad newes,that thou com’ft in fo 
bluntly ? 

Ret- Bad news my Lord, CWourton is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy WeKhmcn 
lsin thefield,and flill his power encreafcth. 

Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere. 
Then Buckingham and his raftj leuied Strength. 

Come,I hauelearn d, that fearfull commenting 
Is leaden feruitorto dull delay. 

Delay leds impotent and Snaile-pac’d Bcggery: 

Then fierie expedition be my wing, 
louts Mercury,and Herald for a King: 

Go mutter men: My counfaile is my Shceld, 
vVemuft be brecfe,when Traitors braue the Field. 

Exeunt, 



Seem Tenia . 


Enter oldQuyene Margaret. 

Mar. So now profperity begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 

Heere in chcfe Confines (lily haue I lurkt. 

To watch the waining of mine enemies. 

A dire induftion,am I witnefle to. 

And will to France,hoping the confequence . 

Will proue as bitter,blackc, and Tragicall. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes heere ? 

Enter ‘Dutchejfeand Queene. 

Qu. Ah my poore Princes] ah my tender Babes: 

My vnblowed Flowres, new appearing fwcets: 

If yet your gentle foulcs flyc in the Ayre, 

And benotfixt in doomcperpetuall, 

Houer about me wich your ayery wings, 

And heare your mothers Lamentation. 

Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right 
Hath dim’d your Infant morne,to Aged night. 

Dut. So many miferies haue craz’d my voyce. 

That my woe-wearied tongue is ftill and mute. 

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 

Edward for Edward, payes a dying debt. 

£)u. Wilt thou,0 Godjflye from fuch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them in the intrailes of the Wolfe / 

When didft thou fleepe,when fuch a deed was done? 
Mar. When holy Harry dyecj,and my fweet Sonne. 
Dut Dead life,blind fight, poore mortall liuing ghoft, 
Woes Scene,Worlds fhame.Graues due, by life vfurpt, 

■ Breefc abftraft and record of tedious dayes, 

Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawful! earth, 

Vnlawfully made drunke with innocent blood. 

Ah that thou would’ft affoone affoord a Graue, 
As thou canft yecld a mclancholly feate: 

Then would I hide my bones,not reft them heere. 

Ah who hath any caufe to mourne but wee ? 

tJMar. I f ancient forrow be moft reuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of figneurie. 

And let my greefes frowne on the rpper hand 
If forrow can admit Society. 

I had an Edward,t\\[ a Richard kill’d him: 

I had a Husband, till a Richard kill’d him : 

Thou had'ft an Edward, till a RjcbardVWYd him .* 

Thou had’ft a Richard , till a RichardfdW’A him. 

Dut. I had a Richard too,and thou did’ft kill him J 
I had* Rutland too, thou hop’ft to kill him. 

Mar. Thou had’ft a Clarence too. 

And RichardkWl’d him. 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept 
A Hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death: 

That Dogge, that had his teeth before his eyes. 

To worry Lambcs, and lap their gentle blood : 

That foule detacer of Gods handy wotke: 

That reignes in gauled eyes of weeping foules: 

That excellent grand Tyrant of the earth. 

Thy wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues. 

O vpright,iuft,and true-difpofingGod, 

How do I thanke thee,that this carnall Curre . 
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\ 9 & _ 'The Life and \Death of 'Richardthe Third. 




Praycson the iffue of his Mothers body, 

And makes her Pue-fellow with others mone. 

Dnt. Oh Harries wife, triumph not in my woes: 

God wicnefle with me, I haue wept for thine. 

Mar. Beare with me: I am hungry for reuenge, 

And now I cloy me with beholding it. 

Thy Edward he is dead, that kill’d my Edward , 

The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: 

Yong Yorke,he is but boote, becaufe both they 
Matcht not the high perfection of my Ioffe. 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftab’d my Edward, 

And the beholders of this frantickc play, 

Th'aduherttc Hajhngi,Riuers iVaugha*,Gray, 

Vntimely fthoiher’d in their dusky Graues. 

Richard yet lines, Hcls blacke Intelligencer, 

Onely refetu’d theirFaCtor, to buy foulcs, 

And fend them thither: But ac hand,at hand 
Infues his pittious and vnpictied end. 

Earth gapes,Hell burnes, Fiends roare, Saints pray. 

To haue him fodainly conuey’d from hence: 

Cancell his bond of life, deere God I pray, 

That I may liuc and fay. The Dogge is dead. 

gu. O thou did’ft prophefie,r.he time would come. 
That I fiiould wifh for thee to helpe me curie 
That bottel’d Spider : that foule bunch-back’d Toad. 

Mar. I call’d thee then,vaine flourifh of my fortune: 
I call’d thee then,poore Shadow,painted Queen, 
Thcprcfentation of but what I was; 

The flattering Index of a direfull Pageant; 

One heau’d a high,to be hurl’d do wne below: 

A Mother onely mockt with two faire Babes; 

A dreame of what thou waft, a garifh Flagge 
To be the ayme ofeuery dangerous Shot; 

A figne of Dignity, a Brcath,a Bubble; 

A Queene in icaft, onely to fill the Scene. 

Where is thy Husband now? Where be thy Brother* ? 
Where be thy two Sonnes? Wherein doft thou Ioy ? 
Whofues,andkneeles,and fayes,Godfauethe Queene? 
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee? 
Where be the thronging Troopes that followed thee? 
Decline all this,and fee what now thou art. 

For happy Wife,a mod diftrefled Widdow: 

For ioyfull Mother, one that wailes the name: 

For one being fued too,onc that humbly fues: 

For Queene, a very Caytifte, crown’d with care: 

F or (he that fcorn’d at me, now fcorn’d of me : 

For (lie being feared of a!l,now fearing one: 

For fhe commanding all, obey'd of none. 

Thus hath the courfe ofluftice whirl’d about. 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more but Thought of what thou waft. 

To torture thee the more,being what thou art, 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my Sorrow ? 

Now thy proud Necke,bearcs halfe my burthen’d'yoke. 
From which,euen heere T flip my wearied head. 

And leaue the burthen of it all,on thee. 

Farwell Yorkes wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 
Thefc Englifh woes, fhall make me fmilc in France. 

gu. Q thou well skill’d in Curfes,ftay a-while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Trior. Forbears to fleepe the night,and faft the day: 
Compare dead happine(Te,with liuing woe: 

Thinke that thy Babes were fweeter then they were. 

And he that flew them fowler then he is: 

Bett’ring thy lofle, makes the bad caufer worfe, 


Rcuoluing this,will teach thee how toCuHTi 
<g«. My words are dull, O quicken then.' •, 
Mar. Thy woes will make them fharne Wuh ^ 
And pierce like mine. C* 

Dat. Why fhould calamity be full of w!! 

£». Windy Atturnies to their Clients 

Ayery fucceedcrs of inteftine ioyes V ° cs » 

Poore breathing Orators of miferies 

Let them haue fcope, though what they will • 

Helpe nothing els, yec do they cafe the hart 1 °’ Patt ’ 
Dnt. Iffothen,benotToneue-tv’d-on. 

And in the breath ofbittcr words,let’sfmLI, 

My damned Son,that thy two fweet Sonnes foL l , 
TheTrumpet founds, be copious in exclaimcs ^" 1. 

Enter King Richard,andhh Trame 
Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition a 

Dnt. Oflie, that might haue intercepted thee 

By ftranghng thee in her aceurfed wombe 
From all the flaughters(Wretch)that thou haftd™ 
Qn. Hid fl thou that Forhead with a Golden C *' 
Wherc’t fhould be branded, if that right were Ju"* 
The flaughter of the Prince that ow’d that Cro'^ '' 
And the dyre death of my poore Sonnes and R. T’ 
Tell me thou VUlainc flaue,where arc my Chi d 
Dnt. Thou Toad, thou Toade, Icn 

Where is thy Brother Clarence ? 

And little Ned Plant agenet his Sonne ? 

&*■ ™ ete I s , thc g catle 'X&r'Vmghanfiw* 

Dnt. Where is kmde Haftingit 

. Rkh -, A T fl t ourini Trumpets,(trike Alarum Drumm«. 
Let not the Heauens heare thefc Tell-tale women 
Railc on the Lords Anuointcd. Strike I fay. 

Flourijh. alarums', 

Either be patient, and intreat me fayre, 

Or with the clamorous report of Warre, 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

Dnt. Art thou wy Sonne? 

Rich. I,I thankeGod,myFather.andyourfclfe, 
Dnt. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Rich. Madam,I haue a touch ofyour condition, 
That cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

Dnt. O let me fpcake. 

Rich. Dothen,butIlenothsare. 

Dnt'. I will be milde, and gentle in my words. 
Rich. And breefefgood Mother)forIaminhaft. 
r Dut. Art thou fo hafty? I haue flaid forthee 
(God knowes)in torment;and in agony. 

Rich. And camel not at laft to comfort you? 

Dnt. No by the holy Rood,thou know’flit well, 
Thou earn’d on earth, to make the earth my Hell. 

A greeuous burthen was thy Birth to me. 

Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancie. 

Thy School-daies frjghtfull,defp’rate,wilde,andfuriom 
Thy prime of Manhood,daring,bold,and venturous: 
Thy Age confirm’d, proud,fubtle,flye,and bloody, 
More milde, but yet more harmfull; Kinde in hatred: 
What comfortable houre canft thou name. 

That euer grac’d me with thy company ? 

Rich. Faith none,but Humfrey Hower , 

That call’d your Grace 
T o Breakefaft once,forth of my company. 

If I be fo difgracious in your eye. 

Let me march on,and not offend you Madam. 

Strike vp the Drumroe* 

Dnt. I prythec heare me fpcake. 


Tlx Life andVeath ofRichard the Third. 197 


'it ch. You fpcake too bitterly. 

Heare me a word: 

For I (ball neuer fpeake to thee againe. 

nt' Either thou wiltdye,by Gods iuft ordinance 
V * fhis warre cbou turnc a Conqueror : 
f * it b oreefc and extrearoe Age fhall petifh, 

?ld neuet more behold thy face againe. f 

ru remote take with thee my moft greeuous Curfe, 

Which in the day of Ba«*» tyre thee more 
5' ‘ allthecompkat Armour that thou wear ft. 

Pravers Q n the adUerfc party fight, 

% there the little foules of Edwards Children, 

Srifner the Spirits of thine Enemies, 
fnd profflife them Siiceeffe and V itfory: 

Bloody thou art, bloody wili be thy end: 

cWerues thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 
%Though far more caufejet much leflc (pint to curie 
Apes in me, I fay Amen to her. 

Rich. Stay Madam,I muft talke a word with you. 

Qu. I haue no more fdirnes of the Royal 1 Blood 
Fordvce to flaughter. For my Dzng\itcn(Richard) 

They (ball be praying Nunncs,not weeping Qaeebes: 

And therefore leuell not to hit their Iiues. 

Rich. You haue a daughter cnWd Elix.aheth, 

Venuous and Faire,Royal! and Gracious? 

Qji. And muft (he dye for this? O let her Iiuc, v 
And lie corrupt her Manners,ftaine her Beauty, 

Slander my Selfc,as falfc to Edwards bed : 

Throw ouer her the vaile of Infamy, 

So (he may line vnfearr’d of bleeding flaughter, 

I will confcffe (he was not Edwards daughter. 

Rich. Wrong not her Byrth,(be is a Royall Pfinceffe. 
Oa. Tofwe her life, lie fay fh« is not fo. 1 
%fch. Her life is fafeft onely in her byrth. 

Qtt And onely in that fafety,dyed her Brothers. 

Rich, Loe at rheir Birth.good ftarres were oppofite. 
Qu. No, to their lines,ill friends were contrary. 
yjybl All vnauoyded is the doome ofDefliny. 

On. True: when auoyded grace makes Deftiny. 
MyBabes were deft.in’d to a fairer death. 

If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

Rich, You fpeake as ifthac I had flaine my Cofins ? 
Oa. Cofins indeed, and by their Vnckle couxend. 

Of Comfort,Kingdome,Kindred,Frecdome, Life, 

Whole hand foeuer lanch’d their tender hearts, 

Thybead(all indire<ftly)gauediretHon. 

No doubt the murd’rous Knife wa sdull and blunt, 

Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hsrd heart, 

Toreuell int'nelntrailes of my Lambes. 

But that ftiil vfc of greefe, makes wdlde greefe tame, 

My tongue fhould to thy eares not name my Boyes, 

Till that my Nayles were anchor’d in thine eyes : 

And 1 in fuch a defp’rate Bay of death, 

Like a poore Barke* of failes and tackling reft, 

Rulh all topeeces on thy Rocky bofome. 

Rich , Madam,fo rbriuel in my enterprise 
And dangerous fuccefie of bloody w'arrcs. 

As I intend more good to you and yours. 

Then euer you and yours by me were harm’d. 

What good is couer’d with the face ofheauen. 
To be difcoiiered,that can do me good. 

Rich. Th’aduancement of your children,gentle Lady 
Vp tofomcScaffold,theretolofetheir heads. 
Rich. Vnto the dignity and height ofFortune, 

The high Impcriall Type of this earths glory. 


Flatter my forrow with report of it 
Tellme,what State,what Dignity,what Honor, 

Canft thou demife to any childe of mine. 

Rich. Euen all I haue; I,tand my felfe and dll. 

Will I withall indow a childe of thine: 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule. 

Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs. 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

£>u. Be breefe.Ieaft that the proceflc of thy kindneffe 
Laftlonger telling then thy kindneffe date. 

Rich. Then know. 

That from my Soule, I louethy Daughter. 

Qu. My daughters Mother thinkes it with her foule. 
Rich. What do you thinke? 

Qu. That thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule 
So from thy Soules louedidft thou loue her Brothers, 
And from my hearts loue, I do thanke thee for jt. 

Rich. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning: 

I mcane thac with my Soule I loue thy daughter. 

And do intend to make her Queene of England. 

Well then,who doft ^meane (ballbe her King. 
Rich. Euen he that makes her Queene: 

Who elfe fhould bee ? 

JUfj. What,thou? 

Rich. Euen fo: How thinke you ofit ? 

Che How canft thou woo her ? 

Rich. That I would learneofyou, ; . 

As one beingbeft acquainted with her hutnbbr. 

Qu. And wilt thovrfearne ofme ? 

Rich. Madam,with all my heart. 

On. Send to her by the man that flew her Brothers, - 
A paire of bleeding hearts: thereon ingrauc 
Edward and Torhe, then haply will flic wcepe.: 

Therefore prefent to her,as fometime Margaret 
Did to thy Father,fteept in Rutland* blood, 

A hand'kercheefe, which fay to her did dreyne 
The purple fappe from her fweet Brothers body, 

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withall. 

If this inducement moue her not to loue. 

Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds: 

Tell her,thou mad’ft away her Vnckle Clarence, 

Her Vnckle Riners, I (and for her fake) • 

Mad’ft qoicke conueyaoce with her good Aunt j4nne. 

Rich. You mocke me Madam, this not the way 
To win your daughter. 

There is no other way, 

Vnleffe thou could’ft put on fome other fhape. 

And- not be Richard t that hath done all this. 

Ric. Say that I did all this for loue of her. 

Qu. Nay then indeed fhe cannot choofe but hate thee 
Hauing bought loue, with fuch a bloody fpoyle. 

Rich. Looke what is done, cannot be now amended: 
Men fhall deale vnaduifedly fometimes. 

Which after-houres giues leyfure to repent. 

If I did take the Kingdome from your Sonnes, 

To make amends, lie giue it to your daughter: 

If I haue kill’d the fflue ofyour wombe, 

To quicken your encreafe, I will begec 
Mine yflue of your blood, vpon your Daughter: 

A Grandams name is little lefle in loue. 

Then is the doting Title of a Mother; 

They arc as Children but one fteppe below, 

Euen ofyour mettall,ofyour very blood: 

Of all one paine,faue for a night of groanes 
Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like forrow^ 

Your Children were vexation to your youth. 


But( 
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But mine (hall be a comfort to your Age, 

The lode you baue, is but a Sonne being King, 

And by that loffc,your Daughter is made Queene. 

I cannot make you what amends I would. 

Therefore accept fuch kindnefl’e as I can. 

Dorfet your Sonne, that with a fearfull foule 
Leads difeontented fteppes in Forraine foyle. 

This faire Alliance, quickly Ihall call home 
To high Promotions,and great Dignity. 

The King that cailcs your beauteous Daughter Wife, 
Familiarly (hall call thy TW/er,Brothcr J 
Againe fhall you be Mother to a King: 

And all the Ruines of diftreflcfull Times, 

Repayr’d with double Riches of Content, 

What? we hauc many goodly dayes to fee: 

The liquid drops ofTcares that you hauelhed. 

Shall come againe, transform’d to Orient Pearle, 
Aduantaging their Loue.with intcreft 
Of ten-times doable gainc of happinefle. 

Go then (my Mother) to thy Daughter go. 

Make bold her bafhfull yearcs.with your experience, 
Prepare her eares to heare a Wocrs Tale. 

Put in her tender heart, th’afpiring Flame 
Of Golden Soueraignty : Acquaint the Princefle 
With the fvveet filent houres ofMariiagcioyes: 

! And when this Armc of mine hath chaltil’ed 
The petty Rebelljdull-brain’d Buckingham, 

Bound with Triumphant Garlands will I come, 

And leade thy daughter to a Conquerors bed : 

To whom I will retaile my Conqueft wonne, 

And (hefhalbe foie V\&.oteffc,Cafars Cafar. 

Qu. What were I beft to fay, her Fathers Brother 
Would be.her Lord ? Or (hall I fay her Vnkle ? 

Or he that flew her Brothers.and her Vnkles ? 

Vndcr what Title fhall I woo for thee. 

That God,the Law,my Honor,and her Loue, 

Can make feeme pleafing to hercendcryeares? 

Rich. Tnfcrre faire Englands peace by this Alliance. 
Qu Which (he ihall purchafe with ftil lading warre. 
Rich. Tell her,thc King that may command, intreats. 
Qu. That at her hands,which the kings King forbids. 
Rich. Say fhe fhall be a High and Mighty Queene. 
Qu. To vaile the Titlc,as her Mother doth. 

Rich. Saylwillloue hereuerlaftingly. 

Qu. But how long flvali that title euer hft ? 

Rich. Sweetly in force,vnco her faire liucs end. 

G)u. But how long.fairely Ihall her fwcct life laft ? 
Rich. As long as Heauenand Nature lengthen* it. 
Qt. As long as Hell 3 nd Richard likes of it. 

Rich. ■ Say,I her Soueraigne,am her Subie&low. 

Qu. But (he your Subied,lothes fuch Soueraignty. 
Rich, Bs eloquent in my behalfe to her. 

Ou< Anhoneft tale fpecds beft,being plainly told. 
Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my louing tale. 

Ou. Plaine and not honeft,is too harfh a ftyle. 

Rich. Your Reafons ate too (hallow,and to quicke. 
Qt. O no, my Reafons are too deepe and dead. 

Too deepe and dead (poorc Infants jin their graucs,’ 
Harpe on it ftill (hail I,till heart-firings breake. 

Rich. Harpe not on that firing Madam, that is paft. 
Now by my Gcorgc,my Garter,and my Crowne. 

Qu. Prophan’d, diflionor’d.and the third vfurpe. 

Rich. I fweare- 

Qt. By nothing, for this is no Oath : 

Thy George prophan’d, hath loft his Lordly Honor; 

; Thy Garter blemifli’d, pawn’d his Knightly Vertue; 

/ 
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Thy Crowne viurp’d, difgrac’d his Kin 


w ro. 


v-iownc viurp u,ongrac a hisKinolvo'—■ 

If fomething thou would’ft fweare to be bel e > ' 
Swearc then by fomething, that thou haft n J U 
Rich. Then by my Sclfe. tVVr ° D gU 

Qu. Thy Sclfc,is felfe-miCvs’d. 

Rich. Now by the World. 

Qt. ’Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

Rich. My Fathers death, 

Qu. Thy life hath it dilhonor’d, 

Rich. Why then,by Hcauen. 

Qu. Heanenswrongismoftofall; 

Ifthoudidd ft feare to breake an Oath with h’ 

The vnity the King my husband made, 11 
Thou had’ft not broken, nor my Brothers died 
If thou had’d fear’d to breake an oath by him 
Th’Jmperiall mettall, circling now thy head ’ 

Had grac’d the tender temples of my Child* 

And both the Princes had bene breathing heere 
Which now two tender Bed-fellowes for dull * 

Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Woirr 
What can’ft thou fweare by now. 

Rich. The time to come. 

Qt. That thou haft wronged in the time ore-pal). 
Forlmyfelfehauemanytearestowafli ' ' 

Heereafter time, for time paft,wrong’d by thee 
The Children liue, whole Fathers thou haft {]a U p|,.. 'j 
V ngouem’dyouth, cowaileit withtheirage: 1 ' 
The Parents liue,whofc Children thou haft butcliet'd 
Old barren Plants, to waile it with their Age. ’ 
S weare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifvs’d ere vs’d, by times ill-vs’d repaft. 

Rich. As I emend to profper.and repent: 

So thriue I in my dangerous Affayres 
Of hoftilc Armes: My felfe, my (elfe confound: 
Heauen,atid Fortune barre me happy houres: 
Day.yeeld me not thy light; nor Ntght,thy reft. 

Be oppofitc all Planets of good lucke 
To my proceeding, if with decre hearts loue. 
Immaculate deuotion,holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter. 

In her, confifts my Happinefle,and thine: 

Without her, foliowes to my felfe, and thee j 
Her felfe, the Land,and many a Chriftian foule, 
Death, Defolation,Ruine,and Decay: 

It cannot be auoyded, but by this s 
Jt will not be auoyded, but by this. 

Therefore deare Mother (I muft call you fo) 

Be the Attorney of my loue to her: 

Pleadc what I will be, not what I haue beene; 

Not my defcrtSjbuc what I will deferue: 

Vrgc the Ncccflicy and ftacc of times, 

And be not pecuilh found,in great Dclignes. 

Qu. Shall I be tempted of the Diucl thus? 

Rich. I,if the Diuell tempt you to do good. 

Qt. Shall I forget my felfe,to be my felfe. 

Rich. I,if your (elfes remembrance wrong your felfi 
Qt. Yet thoudidftkil my Children. 

Rich. But in your daughters wombe I bury them. 
Where in that Neft of Spiccry they will breed 
Selues of themfelues, toyourrecomforture. 

Qu. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? 
Rich. And be a happy Mother by the deed. 

Qu. I go,write tome very (hortly. 

And you fhal vnderftand from me her mind. ExH 
Rich. Beare her my true loues kiffe,and fo farewell 
Relenting Foole,and (hallow-changing Woman. 
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'^wT^ ac ncvves ? 

Enter Ratcliffe. 

Moft mightie Soueraigne.on the Wefterne Coaft 
7 J,, nuiflfont Nauie: to our Shores 
R u dC !t many doubtfoll hollow-hearted friends, 

T , ht ?d and vnrefolu’d to beat them backe. 
?!thought,that Richmond is their Admirall: 
y hull.expe^ing but the aide 
tvMucham.to welcome them alhore. 

° f/someHghc-footfriend P oftto),DukeofNorfoIk, 

Rt'ciijfc th y fclfe » or c « tes b^ txt 1S hee ? 

ft. Here,my good Lord. 

%,ch. Cdtesty, flye to the Duke. 
rat. I will,my Lord,with all conuenicnt haftc. 

Rich. Cattsbjcome\\\\\\tr y pofte to Salisbury: 
iVhen thou corn’d thither: Dull vnmindfuli V illaine, 

Whv ftay’ft thou here,and go’ft not to the Duke ? 
cJ.Firft:mighty Liege,tell me your Highncfle plealure, 
What from your Grace I (hall deliuer to him. 

Rich. O true,good f'ateshj/, bid him leuie ftraight 
The greaceft ftrengchand power that he can make, 

^nd meet me fuddenly at Salisbury. 

Cat. I goe. Exit. - 

Rat. What, may it pleafe you, (hall I doe at Sails- 

bU 'llh, Why. what would’ft thou doe there, before I 

"° C -Rat. Your Highncfle told me I fliould pofte before. 
'Rfh. My minde is chang’d: 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stanley, what newe* with you ? 

5 M.None,good my Liege,to pleafe you with y hearing, 
Nor none fo bad,but well may be reported. 

Rich. Hoyday,a Riddle,neithergood nor bad: 
Whatneed'ft thou runne fo many miles about. 

When thoumayeft tell thy Tale the neereft way ? 
Oncemore,what newes ? 

Sun. Richmond is on the Seas. 

Rich. There let him fluke,and be th< Seas on him, 
White-liuer’d Runnagate,what doth he there ? 

Stan. I know not,mightie Soueraignc,buc by guefle. 
Rich. Well,as you guefle. 

Stan. Stirr’d vp by DorfetfBuchingham,znA Morton , 
He mikes for England,here to cl ayme the Cro wne. 

Rich. IsthcChayreemptie? is the Sword vnfway’d? 
Is the King dead ? the Empire vnpofleft? 

What Heire of Torke is there aliuc,buc wee ? 

And who is Englands King,but great Torkes Heire ? 

Then tell me,whac makes he vpon the Seas ? 

Stan. Vnlefle for that,my Liege,I cannot guefle. 

Rich. Vnlefle for that he comes to be your Liege, 

You cannot guefle wherefore the Welchman comes. 

Thou wilt reuolqand flye to him,I feare. 

Stan. No,my good Lord,therefore miftruft me not. 
Rich. Where is thy Power then,to beat him back £ 
Where be thy Tenants,and thy followers ? 

Atethey not now vpon the Wefterne Shore, 
Safe-condu<fting the Rebels from their Shippes ? . 

s <<tn. No, my good Lord, my friends are in the 

North. 

Rich. Cold friends tome: what do they in the North, 
‘A nen they fhouldleruetheii Soueraignein the Weft? 


Stan. They hauc not been commanded,mighty King: 
Pleafeth your Maieftie to giue me lcaue, 
lie muftcr vp nay fricnds,and meet your Grace, 
Wherc,and what time your Maieftie (hall pleafe. 

Rich. I,thou would’ft be gone,to ioyne with Richmond: 
But lie not truft thee. 

Stan. Moft mightie Soueraigne, 

You haue no caufe to hold my friendlhip doubtfuil, 

I neuer was,nor neuer will be falfe. 

Rich. Goe then,and mufter men:but leaue behind 
Your Sonne George Stanley : looke your heart befirme. 
Or elfe his Heads aflurance is but fraile. 

Stan. So deale with him,as I proue true to you. 

Exit Stanley» 

Enter a UWeffenger. 

Mejf. My gracious Soueraigne,now in Deuonfbire, 
As I by friends am well aduercifed. 

Sir Edward (fourtney ,and the haughtic Prelate, 

Bifliop of Exeter,his elder Brother, 

With many moe Confederatcs,arc in Armes. 

Enter another (-Mejfenger. 

Meff. In Kent,my Liege,the Guilfords are in Armes, 
And euery houre more Competitors 
Floeke to the Rebels,and their power growes ftrong. 

Enter another tftteffenger. 

Mejf. My Lord,the Armie of great Buckingham. 
Rich. Out on yc.O wles,nothing but Songs of Death, 

HeJtrikcth him. 

There,take thou that,till thou bring better newes* 

Meff. The newes I haue to tell your Maieftie, 

Is,that by fudden Floods,and fall of Waters, 
Ruckingharm Armie is difpers’d and fcatter’d. 

And hehimfelfewandrcd away alone. 

No man knowes whither. 

Rich. I cry theemercie: 

There is my Purfe,to cure that Blow of thine. 

Hath any well-aduifed friend proclaym’d 
Reward to him that brings the Tray tor in ? 

Meff. Such Proclamation hath been made,my Lord. 

Enter another LMeJfenger. 

Trleff. Sir Thomas Lotted, wd Lord Marquefle Dorfet } 
'Tis faid^y Liege,in Yorkshire are in Armes s 
But this good comfort bring I to your Highncfle, 

The Brittaine Nauie is difpers’d by Tempcft. 

Richmond in Dorfetfti.re fent out a Boat 
Vnto the fhore.to aske thofe on the Banks, 

If they were his Afliftants, yea,or no ? 

Who anfwer’d him,they came from Buckingham, 

Vpon his partie: he miftrufting them, 

Hoys’d fayle,and made his courfe againe for Brittaine, 
Rich. Match on,march on.fince we are vp in Armes, 
If not to fight with forraine Enemies, 

Yet to beat downc thefe Rebels here at home* 

Enter Catesby. 


N 


Cat. My Liege.the Duke of Buckingham is taken. 
That is the beft newes: that the Earle of Richmond 
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Is with a mighty power Landed at Milford,. * 
fs colder Newes, but yet they mull be told* 

Rich. Away towards Salsbury,whilc we reafon here, 
ARoyall batteil might be wonoe and loft: 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salsbury, the reft march on with me. F/oriJh.Exeunt 


T he Ufea ndp eath of Ric hard the Third. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Derby,and Sir Chriflopher. 


Hath turn’d my fained Prayer on my head' 

And giuen in earneft.what I begg’d in i e ft 
Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked rr- 
Toturne their owne points in their Malted r 
Thus Margarets curfe faiies heauy on niv n<* i? 0Qlts 
When he (quoth (he)ftialj fplit thy heart withV 
Remember Margaret was a ProphetefTe • °' 

Come leade me Officers to the blocke offha 
Wrong hath butwrong,and blame the due oTki 

Exeunt Buckingham vitbOfcl, 

Scena Secunda. 


Wo w 


Der, Sir Chriflopher ,tell Richmond this from me, 

That in the ftyc of the moft deadly Bore, 

My Sonne George Stanley is frankt vp in hold : 

If I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head. 

The fcare of that,hoIds off my prefent ayde. 

So get thee gone: commend me to thy Lord. 

Withall fay, that the Quecne hath heartily confented 
He fhould cfpoufe Elizabeth hir daughter. 

But tell me,where is Princely Richmond now ? 

Chri. At Pcnbroke,or at Hertford Weft in Wales* 
Der. What men of Name refort to him. 

Chri, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Souldicr, 

Sit Gilbert Talbot , Sir IF'iUiam Stanley , 

Oxford , redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, 

And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 

And many other of great name and worth*: 

And towards London do they bend their power, 

If bythe way they be not fought withall. 

Der. Well hye thee to thy Lord : IkifTe his hand. 

My Letter will refolue him of my minde. 

Farewell, Exeunt 


Actus Quintus. Scena R rim a. 


Enter HuckiKghar/t with Halberds Jed 
to Execution. 


Enter Richmond,Oxford,Blunt, Herbert, end 
others,with drum and colours. ’ 

Richm Fellowe* in Armes,and my moft Uino c . 
Bruis’d vnderneath the yoake ofTyrannyJ ^ s 
Thus farre into the bowels of the Land, ’ 

Haue wc marcht on without impediment • 

And hcerc receiue we from our Father S tanlty 
Lines offaire comfort and encouragement: 

The wretched, bloody,and vfurping Boare, 

(That fpoyl’d your Summer Fields,and fruitful Viu cs ) 
Swilles your warm blood like wafh, & makes his troueh 
In your embowel’d bofomes :This fouleSwine “ 
Is now euen in the Gentry of this Ifle, 

Ne’re to the Towne of Leicefter,as we learne: 

From Tamworth thither,is but one dayes march. 

In Gods name cheerely on, couragious Friends, 

To reape the Harueft of perpetual! peace, 

By this one bloody tryali of fharpe Warre, 

Oxf. Enery mans Confidence is a thouland men, 
To fight againft this guilty Homicide. 

Her. I doubt not but his Friends will tumetovs, 
Blunt .He hath no friends,but what are friends for fear, 
Which in his deereft neede will flye from him, 

Richm. All for our vantage,then in Gods name march, 
True Hope is fwift, and flyes with Swallowes wings, 
Kings it makes Gods,and meaner creatures Kings. 

Exeunt Omm, 


Bac. Will not King Richard let me fpeake with him? 
Sher. No my good Lord,therefore be patient. 

Hue. Hafiings, and Edwards children ,Gray & Ritters, 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire Sonne Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that haue mifearried 
By vnder-hand corrupted foule iniuftice. 

If that your moody difeontented foules. 

Do through the clowds behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge mocke my deftruflion. 

This is AU-foules day (Fellow)is it not? 

Sher. It is. 

. Hue .Why then Al-foules day,is my bodies doomfday 
This is the day,which in King Edwards time 
I wifh’d might fall on me,when I was found 
Falfe to his Chtldrcn,and his Wiues Allies. 

This is the day .wherein I wifht to fall 
By the falfe Faith of him whom moft I trufted. 

This, this AU-foules day to my fearfull Soule, 

Is the determin’d refpit of my wrongs : f ; 

That high All-fcer,which I dallied with, 

/ *___ 


Enter King Richard in *y4rmes with Norfolk*, Retdiffr, 
and the Earle of Surrey, 

Rich.Hetc pitch our Tent,euen here in Bofworthfield; 
My Lord of Surrey 5 why ldoke you fo fad ? 

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter then roy lookcs. 
Rich. My LordofNorfolke. 

Nor . Heerc moft gracious Liege. 

Rich. Norfolke,wc mu(i haue knockes : 

Ha, muff wc not ? 

Nor « Wc muff both giuc and take my louing lord. 
Rich. Vp with my Tenr,hecre wil I lye to night, 
But where to morrow ? WelLall’s one for that 
Who hathdeferied the number of the Traitors* 

Nor. Six or feuen thoufand is their vttnoft power. 
Rich. Why our Battalia trebbles that account: 
Befides,the Kings name is a Tower of ftrengtb, 
Which they vpon the aduerfe Fatffion want. 

Vp with the Tent: Come Noble Gentlemen, 

Let vs furuey the vantage of the ground. 

Call for fome men of found direction: 
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Nor chccrc of Minde that I was wont to haue, 
Set it downe- Is Inke and Paper ready ? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 
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mkc no dcUy, 

^ Lrds to morrow is a bufie day. Exeunt 

'or A* 0 * * 

Rater Richmond, Sir William Brandon,Ox- 
ford, and Dorfct • 

v l rn The weary Sunnc, hath made a Golden fee* 

And by the bright Traft of his fiery Carre, 
t . rnken of a coodly day tomorrow. 
fZjBiam Brandon, you fhall beatc my Standard r 
r ue me fome Inke and Paper in my Tent: 
m ^nwthe Forme and Modell of our Battaue. 

L e ach Leader to his feuerall Charge, 
a id part in iuft proportion our fmall Power. 

M V Lord of Oxford, you Sir William Brandon , 
a y0 ur Sir Walter Herbert ft ay with me: 

| at ic of Pembroke keepes his Regiment; 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my goodnight to him, 

Aodby the fccond houre in the Morning, 

Dofire the Earle to fee me in my Tent: 

y ct one thing more (good Captaine) do forme: 

VVhere is Lord Stanley quarter’d, do you know? 

‘Blunt. Vnlcffe I haue miftane his Colours much, 
(Which well I am allur'd I haue not done) 

Hi» Regiment lies halfe a Mile at leaft 
South, from the mighty Power of the King. 

Richm. lfwithoutperillit bepoftible, 

Sweet Blunt,m ake fome good meanes to fpeak with him 
And giuc him from me, this moft needfull Note. 

Blunt. Vpon my life, my Lord, lie vndertake it. 

And fo God giuc you quiet reft to night. 

Richm. Good night good Captaine Blunt: 
ComeGentlemen, 

Let vs confult vpon to morrowes Bufinefle ; 

Into my Tent, the Dew is raweand cold. 

They withdraw into the Tent. 

Enter %icbard,Ratc!iffe,N»rfolke,& C* tcf b° 

Rich. What is’t a Clocke ? 

Cat. It’s Supper time my Lord,it's nine a clocke. 

King. I will not fup to night, 

Giue me fome Inke and Paper: 

What, is my Beauer eaficr then it was ? 

And all my Armour laid into my Tent ? 

Cat. It is my Liege: and all things ate in readinefle. 
Rich. Good Norfolke,hye thee to thy charge, 
Vfecarcfull Watch, choofc txufty Ccntincls, 

Nor. I go my Lord. 

Kick. Stir with the Lai ke to morrow,gentle Norfolk. 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. Exit 

Rich. Ratcltffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Rich. Send out a Purfuiuant at Arme* 

ToStanleys Regiment:bid himbringhis power 
Before Sun-rifing, leaft his Sonne George fall 
Into thc.blinde Caue of cternall night. 

Fill me a Bowie of Wine: Giue me a Watch, 

Saddle white Surtey for the Field to morrow: 

Look that my Staues be found,& not too heauy. Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord. 

Rich. Saw’ft the melancholly Lord Northumberland ? 
Rat. Tboma* the Earle of Surrey, and himfelfc. 

Much about Cackftmt time, from Troopc to Troope 
Went through the Army,cheariog vp the Souldiers. 

King, So, I am fatisfied: Giue me a Bowie of Wine, 
Ihaue not that Alacrity of Spirit, 


Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Lcaticme* 

Raicltffe , about the mid ofnight come to my Tent 
And hclpe to arme me. Leaue me 1 fay. Exit Ratcltf. 

Enter Derby to Richmond in his Tent . 

Der. Fortune,and Vitfory fit on thy Helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night canaftoord. 

Be to thy Perfon, Noble Father in Law. 

Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother > 

Der. I by Ationrncy, blefTe thee from thy Mother, 
Whoprayes continually for Richmonds good: 

So much for that. The filent houres fteale on. 

And flakier datkeneffe breakes within the Eaft. 

In breefe, forlo the fcafon bids vs be* 

Prepare thy Batteil early in the Morning, 

And put thy Fortune to th’Arbitrcment 
Of bloody ftroakes,and mortall ftaring Watre: 

I, as I may, that which I would I cannot. 

With beft aduantage will deceiue thet iroc. 

And ayde thee in this doubifull fhocke of Armcs. 

Buc on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Leaft being fccnc, thy Brother, tender George 
Be executed in his Fathers fight. 

Farewell t the leyfure, and the fearfull time 
Cuts off the ceremonious V owes ofLoue, 

And ample encerchange offweet Dilcourfe, 

Which fo long fundted Friends fhculd dwell vpon: 

God giue vs leyfure for thefe rites of Loue. 

Once more Adieu, be valiant,and fpecd well. 

Riebm. Good Lords conduift him to his Regiment: 
lie ftriue with troubled noife, to take a Nap, 

Left leaden fiumber peize me downe to morrow. 

When I fhould mount with wings ofVi&ory: 

Once more, good night kindc Lords : and Gentlemen. 

Exeunt. Manet Rtcbmaud. 

O thou, whofe Captaine I account my fclfe, 

Looke on my Forces with a gracious eye: 

Put in their hands thy bruifing Irons of wrath. 

That they may crulh downe with a heauy fall, 
Th’vfurping Helmets of our Aduerfaries : ' 

M ake vs thy minifters of Chafticemcnr, 

That we may praifc thee in thy victory: 

To thee I do commend my watchful! foule. 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eves: 

Sleeping,and waking, oh defend me ftill. Sleeps. 

Enter the Cbofi of Prince Edward, Sonne (a 
Henry the Jixt. 

Gh-t. Ri. Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow* 
Thinkc how thou ftab’ft me in my prime of youth 
At T eukesbury: Dilpaire therefore,and dye. 

Ghofi to Richm. Be chearcfuH Richmond, 

For the wronged Soules 

Of butcher’d Princes, fight in thy behalfc: 

King Henries iflue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the Cj hoft of Henry the fixt. 

Ghofi . When I was mortall, my Annointed body 
By thee was punched full of holes; 

1 hinkc on the Tower, and me: Difpaire,and dye, 

Harry the fixt, bids thee difpaire,and dye. 

To Richm. Vertuous and holy be thou Conqueror: 
Harry that prophefied thou fbould’ft be King, 

Doth comfort thee infleepc: Liue,and flourilh. 

e Enter] 


iillitil 




- J 

7 ! .: hr 




■ 

liliBH 


•s i-iiUji-p 

W 


mm 


Wm 

■ * 1 

HE 




























































































' \: 


mmm 


BKitSt 




(JjjjjM:' 3§1 

llji 

■MHa*. 



i 


IV 






m 




r-r. . 

mmh 

3801!? 8 






ill 


*-x ■ 





202 


Enter the Ghofi of Clarence. 

Ghofi. Let me fit beany in thy foule to morrow# 

I chat was wafh’d to death with Fulfome Wine: 

Poore (flarence by thy guile betray’d to death: 

To morrow in Ure battell thinkeon me, 

And fall thy edgdeffe Sword,difpaire and dye. 

To Richm. Thou oflf-tpring ofthe houle of Lancaftcr 
The wronged heyres of Yorke do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell, Liue and Flourish. 
Enter the Chefs ofRiuers,Gray,and Eaughan. 

Ritt Let me fit heauy m thy foule to morrow, 
Riucrijthat dy’deatPomfrct: difpaire.and dye. 

Grey. Thinke vpon Cm, and let thy foule difpaire. 
Vaugh. Thinkc vpon V*ugban,zx\& with guilty feare 
Let fall thy Lance, difpaire and dye. 

u411 to Richm , Awake, 

And thinkc our wrongs in Richards Bofome, 

Will conquer him. Awake.and win the day. 

Enter the Ghofi of Lord Hoffings. 

Gho. Bloody and guilty: guiltily awake. 

And in a bloody Battell end thy dayes. 

Thinke on Lord Haftings: difpaire,and dye. 

Haft. to Rich. Quiet vnttoublcd foule. 

Awake, awake: 

Arme, fight,and conquer, forfaire Englands fake. 

Enter the Ghofis ofthe twoy eng Princes. 

Cfhofis. Dreame on thy Coufins 
Smothered in the Tower : 

Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard , 

And weigh thee downe to ruine,fhame,and death, 

Thv Nephewes foule bids thee difpaire and dye. 

Ghofts to Richm. Sleepe Richmond, 

Slcepc in Peace,and wake in Ioy, 

Good Angels guard thee from the Bernes annoy, 

Liue, and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappy Sonnes, do bid thee flotirifh. 

Enter the Ghofi of \sfnneJois IF ife. 

Ghofi to Rich. Richard , thy W ife, 

That wretched Anne thy Wife, 

That neuer (lepc a quiec houre with thee. 

Now fiiles thy fleepe with perturbations, 

To morrow in the Batcaile, thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgelefie Sword, difpaire and dye; 

Ghofi to Rtchm. Thou quiet foule, 

Sleepe thou a quiet fleepe : 

Dreame of Succe(Te,and.Happy Victory, 

Thy Aduerfaries Wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghofi of Buckingham. 

Ghofi to Rich. The firft was I 
That help’d thee to the Crowne: 

The lad was I that felt thy Tyranny. 

0,*n the Battaile think on Buckingham, 

And dye in terror of thy guiltinefle. 

Dreame on,-dreame on, of bloody deeds and death. 
Fainting difpaiTe ; difpairing yeeld thy breath. 

' Ghofi to Richm. I dyed for hope 
Ere I could lend thee Ayde; 

But cheere thy heart, and be thou not difmayde : 

God,and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 

And R,ehard.ii\i in height of all his pride. 

Richard ft arts out ofhis dreame. 
Rich . Giue me another Horfc, bind vp my Wounds: 
Haue mercy 1 cfu. Soft, I did but dreame. 

O coward Confcience! how doft thou af flieft me ? 

The Lights burne blew. It is not dead midnight. 

Cold fearefull drops fiand on my trembling flefh. 
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What? do I feare my Selfc ? There’s none elfTf 
Richard loues Richard, that is, I am I. - * 

Is there a Murtherer hecre? No ; Yes, I am • 

Then flye; What from my Selfe ?Great reaV 
Left I Rcuengr. What? my Selfc vpon mv Sf 
Alacke, 1 loue my Selfe. Wherefore ? For an * 
That I my Selfc, haue done vino my Selfc? ' ^° 0< ^ 
O no, Alas, I rather hate my Selfc, 

For hacefull Deeds committed by my Selfe 
I am a Vlllaine : yet I Lye, 1 am not. 

Foole, of thy Selfe fpcake well: Foole, do not flat 
My Confcience bath a thoufand leuerall Ton tCr ’ 
And cuery Tongue brings in a feuerall Talc “ UCS) 
And euene Tale'condemnes me for a Villain e . 
Periurie,in the high’ft Degree, ’ 

Murther, flerne murther, in the dyr’ft degree 
All feuerall finnes, all vs d in each degree * 
Throng all to’th'Barrc, crying all, Guilty ’Guiltv 
I fnall dilpaire, there is nc Creature loues me- 
And if I die, no foule fliall pittie me. 

Nay . wherefore fhould they ? Since that I my Selfe 
Finde in my Selfe, no pittie to my Selfe. 1 

Me thought, the Soules of all that Iliad murthcr’d 
Came to my Tent, andeuery one did threat 
To rnorrowes vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King W ho's there ? 

Rat. Ratchffe my Lord,Vis I: the early Village Cod 
Hath twice done falutation totheMorne, 

Your Friends are vp, and buckle on their Armour, 

King. O Ratchffe. I feare, 1 feare, ' 

Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows, 
King. By the ApoftlePWjfliadowes tonight 
Haile ftroke more terror to the foule of Richard, 
Then can the fubftancc often thoufand Soujdien 
Armed in proofe, and led by (hallow Richmond. 

’Tis not yet neere day. Come go with me, 

Vndcr our Tents lie play the fcafe-dropper, 

T o heare if any meant to fhrinke from me, 

Exeunt Richard $ Ratliff/, 

Enter the Lords to Richmendfitting 
in his Tent. 

Richm. Good morrow Richmond# 

Rich. Cry mercy Lords and watchfull Gentlemen, 
That you haue tanc a tardie fluggard heere? 

Lords. How haue you flept my Lord? 

Rich. The fweeteft fleepe, 

And faireft boading Dreames, 

Thar cuer entred in a drewfie head, 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought their Soules,whofc bodies^rt'&.flJUrthti’d, 
Came to my Tcnr,and cried on Vi&ory; 

I promife you my Heart is very iocond, 

In the remembrance of fo faire a dreame, 

How farre into the M orning is it Lords ? 

Lor, Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then ’tis time to Arme,and giue diredlioi 
His Oration to his Souldiers. 

More then I haue faid, louing Countrymen, 

The Icyfure and Inforccraent of the time 
Forbids to dw ell ypon: yet remember this, 
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rTlUdoutgood cauftTfight vp^n our fide, 
5u d pravers of holy Saints and wronged foules, 

T 1 * hi eh rear’d Bulwarkes, ftand before our Faces, 
l ‘ ke , Jexcept) thofe whom wefight againft, 
rather haue vs win, then him they follow, 

Kbit is he they follow ?Truly Gentlemen, 
u^.dvTyrant, and a Homicide: 

^ „ is ’d in blood, and one in blood eftablifli’d ; 

iliac made meancs to come by what he hath, 

° ^luahter’d thofe that were the meancs to help him : 
»Llcfoule Stone, made precious by the (oy le 
AfEnglands Chairc, where he is fallcly fer .* 
n a e tlw 1 hath cuer becne Gods Enemy- 
In if you fight againft Gods Enemy, 

God will in iuftice ward you as his Soldiers, 
ifyoudo fweare to put a Tyrant downe. 

Von f* ee P c in P eacc > c h e Tyrant being flaine: 
rfyoii do fight againft your Countries Foes, 
YoiirCountriesFat fhall pay your paincs thehyre. 
jfyou do fight in fafegard ot your wiues. 

Your wiues fhall welcome home the Conquerors. 

Ifyou do free your Children from the Sword, 

Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age. 

Then in the name of God. and all theferights, 

Aduance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. 

For me, the ranlomc of my bold attempt. 

Shall be this cold Corpes on the earth's cold face. 

But if I thriue, the gaine of my attempt. 

The leaft of you fhall (hare his part thereof. 

Sound Drummes and Trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, 
God,and Saint George, Richmond, and Vuftory. 

Enter King Ff chard, Ratcliffe,and Catesky . 

A’. What faid Northumberland^ touching Richmond? 
Rat. That he was neuer trained vp in Armes. 

King. He faid the truth : and what faid Surrey then? 
Rat. Hefmil’d and faid, the better for our purpofe. 
King. He was in the right, and fo indeed it is. 
Tclhhedocke there. Clockeftrikes ■ 

Giue me a Kalender: Who faw the Sunne to day ? 

Rat . Net I my Lord. 

King. Then he difdaincs to fhine: for by the Bookc 
Hcfhould haue brau’d the Eaftan houre ago, 

Ablackeday will it be to fomebody. Ratchffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. The Sun will not be feene to day. 

The sky doth frowne, and lowre vpon our Army. 

1 would thefe dewy ceares were from the ground. 

Not Ihine to day ? Why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond ? For the felfe-fame Hcauen 
Thaifrownes on me, lookes fadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfolke. 

A?»r.Atme,arme,my Lord: the foe vaunts in the field. 
Ring, Comc,buftle,buftle. Caparifonmy horfe. 

Call vp Lord Stanley , bid hira bring his power, 

I will leade forth my Soldiers to the plainc. 

And thus my Battell fhal be ordred. 

My Foreward fhall be drawne in length. 

Confiding equally of Horfe and Foot: 

Out Archers fhall be placed in the mid’ft; 
lohn Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading of the Foot and Horfe. 

They thus dirc&ed, we will fllow 


In the maine Bauell,whofepuiffance on cither fide 
Shall be well-winged with our cheefcft Horfe : 

This, and Saint George to boote. 

What think’ft thou Norfolke. 

Nor. A good direction warlike Soueraigne, 

This found fon my Tent this Morning. 
lackey of Norfolke, he not fo bold. 

For Dickon thy maifter it bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuifed by the Enemy. 

Go Gentlemen, euery man to his Charge, 

Let not our babling Dreames affright our foules: 

For Confcience is a word that Cowards vfc, 

Deuis’d at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong armes be our Confcience, Swords our Law. 
March on, ioync brauely, let vs too’t pell mell. 

If not to hcauen, then hand in hand to Hell.- 
What fhall I fay more then I haue inferr’d ? 

Remember whom you are to cope withall, 

A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals.and Run-awaye», 

A feum of Brittaincs.and bafe Lackey Pezants, 

Whom their o’re-cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate Aduentures,and aflur’d Deftnuftion. 

You flecpitig fafe.they bring you to vnreft : 

You hailing Lands, and blett with beauteous wiues. 
They would reftraine the one, diftainc the other. 

And who doth leade them, but a pa ! try Fellow ? 
Longkept inBiitaineat our Mothers coft, 

A Milke-fop, one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold, as oner fhooes in Snow: 

Let’s whip thefe ftraglers o’re the Seas againe, 

Lalh hence thefe oucr-weeningRagges of France, 

Thefe famifh'd Beggeis, wearyoftheirliues. 

Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) 

For want of meanes (poorc Rats)had bang’d themlelues, 
I fwe be conquered, letnnen conquer vs. 

And not thefe baftard Britaincs, whom our Fathers 
Haue in their ownc Land beaten,bobb’d,and thump’d. 
And on Recordjhft them the heiresoffhame. 

Shall thefeemoy our Lands?lye with oor Wiues ? 

Rauifh our daughters? Drum afarreojf 

Hcarkc, I heare their Drumme, 

Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen. 
Draw Archers draw your Arrowcs to the head, 

Spurre your proud Horfes hard,and ride in blood. 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

What fayes Lord Stanley , will he bring his power f 
Mef. My Lord,hc doth deny to come. 

King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord,the Enemy is pafttheMarfh : 

After the battaile, let George Stanley dye. 

King. A thoufand hearts arc great within my bofom. 
Aduanceour Standards, fet vpon our Foes, 

Our Ancient word of Courage, faire S.George 
Infpii e vs with the fpleene of fiery Dragons: 

Vpon them, Vi&orie fits on our helper. 

Alarum,txcurfions. Enter Catesby. 

Cat, Refcue my Lord of Norfolke, 

Refcue,Refcue: 

The King ena£b more wonders then a man. 

Daring an oppofite to euery danger: 

His horfe is flaine, and all on foot be fight , 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 

Rcfcue faire Lord,orelfe the day is loft. 

Alarums. i <% 





to LP 9fr 9fr PP to ZP I* OP 60 80 LZ 90 90 P£ 00 20 |£ 00 62 82 LZ 92 9Z PZ 0Z ZZ iZ 02 61 8L LI 91 SL PI 01 ZL U 0L 6 8 L 9 9 


P 


0 


2 


l 0 


OW'M 




























































































































zoq. _ The Life and dea th ofTfchardthe Third . 


Enter Richard. 

Rich. A Horfe, a Horfc, my KingdomcforaHorfe. 
Cates. Withdraw my Lord, lie helpc you to a Horfe 
Rich. Slauc, I hauc let my life vpon a caft. 

And I will ftand the hazard of the Dye: 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiuehaue I flaine to day, in ftcad of him. 

A Horfe,a Horfc, my Kingdome for a Horfe. 

Alatuna, Enter Richardand Richmond, thej fight, Richard 
isfiuiue. 

Retreat,and Flourifb. Enter Richmond, Derby hearing the 
Crowne, with dieters other Lords. 

Richm. God,and your Arnies 
Be prais’d Victorious Friends; 

The day is ours, the bloudy Dogge is dead. 

Der. Couragious Richmond, 

Well haft thou acquit thee: Loe, 

Heere thefe long vfurped Royalties, 

From the dead Temples of this bloudy Wretch, 

Haue I pluck’d off, to grace thy Btowes withall. 

Weare ic,and make much of it. 

Richm. Great God of Heauen, lay Amen to all; 
Buttell me, is yong George Stanley liuing ? 

Der. He is my Lord, and fafe in LciccfterTowne, 
Whither (if youpleafe) we may withdraw vs. 

Richm. What men of name are flaine on either fide? 


Der. fobn Duke ofNorfolke, ^*/kjTordlT~>~' 
Sir Robert Brokenbury, and Sir William Brandon, ettlS ’ 

Richm. Interre their Bodies, as become tL' *• 
Proclaimca pardon to the Soldiers fled, ' lr “ 1 n!i 

That in fubmifsion will returnc to vs. 

And then as we haue tane the Sacrament 
We will vnitc the White Rofe,and the Red 
Smile Heauen vpon this faire Coniun&ion 
Thai long haue frown’d vpon their Enmity • 

What Traitor heares me, and fayes not Amen ? 
England hath long beene mad, and fcarr’d her f e If 
T he Brother blindely Hied the Brothers blood • £ ’ 
The Father, rafhly flaughtered his owne Sonne* 

The Sonne compell’d, bccne Butcher to the Site* 

All this diuided Yotke and Lancafter, 

Diuided, in their dire Diuifion. 

O now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true Succecders of each Royall Houfe ' 

By Gods faire ordinance, conioynetogether ; 

And 1 ct thy Heires (God if thy will be fo) 

Enrich the time to come, with Smoorh-fac’d Peace 
WithTrailing Plenty, and faire Profperousdaycs/’ 

Abate the edge ofTraitors, Gracious Lord 

That would reduce thefe bloudy dayes againe. 

And make poore England weepe inStreamesofBload* 
Let them not hue to tafte this Lands increafe, 

That would with Treafon,wound this faire Lands PMC 
Now Ciuill wounds arc flopp’d, Peace Hues so CD . 
That flie may long liuehccre,God fay, Amen? 


FINIS. 






The Famous Hiftory of the Life of 

King HENRY the Eight. 


THE PRO Logve. 


.Come no more to make you lattgh (Things now, 
bortre a Weighty,and a Serious Brow , 
^^^ S ad,high,and working .full of State aniwoe: 
5 #i h Noble Sccenes , as draw the Eye to flow 
WtnoWprefent. Thofc that can Pi tty,heere 
Uey (if they thinke it well) let fall a Tcare, 

The Subtell will defer tic it. Such asgitte 
Tbc.r Money out of hope they may beleeue, 

Muy heerefide Truth too. Thofie that come tofee 

Onely a flow or two , and fo agree, 

fhe Play may paffe: if they beflill .and willing., 

lltvndertakcmay fee away their frilling 

Richly in twofhort houres. Onely they 

that come to heart a Merry. Bawdy Play , 

A ooyfe ofTargets: Or to fee a Fellow 
In along Motiey Coate,garded with Fellow, 


[Vilibe deceyu'J. per gentle Hearers, know 
To rankcour chofenlrutb withfuch a fhow 
As Foole, and Fight is, beflde forfeiting 
Our owne Brnines,and the Opinion that we bring 
To make that onely true, we now intend, 

Will leaue vs ncucr an vnderflanding Friend. 
Thcreforc,fo> Goodneffefake,andas you are knowne 
The Fir ft and Happiett Hearers ol the Towne, 

Befad.os wewouldmakeye. Tlunkeyefee 
The very Perfons of our Noble Story ^ 

As they were Ltuing: Thinke you fee them Great, 
Andfallow’d with the general/ throng,andfive At 
Ofthou (and Friends : Then „ in a moment,fee 
How foone this Mighiinefife, meets Mi fry : 

And if you can be m erry then , / lefay, 

A Man may weepe vpon his Wedding day , 


(tAllus Trimus. Scccna Trim a. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolkc at one doore. Jit the other , 
the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord 
Jlbttrgaucnnj. 

Buckingham. 

[APOod morrow,and well met. How haue ye done 
JXSince laft we faw in France ? 

Norf . 1 thankc your Grace: 

Healthfull,and cuer finceafretb Admirer 
Ofwhatlfaw there. 

Tuck: An vntimely Ague 
Staid me a Prifoncr in my Chambcr,when 
ThoieSunncs ofGIory,thofecwo Lights of Men 
Met in the vale of Andren. 

Nor. ’TwixtGuynes and Ardc, 

I was then prefent, faw them faiute on Horfebackc, 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
In their Embraccmcnt,as they grew together, 

Which had they, 

What foure Thron’d ones could hauc weigh’d 
Such a compounded one ? 

Buck. All the whole time 
I was my Chambers Prifoncr. 


Nor. Then you loft 

The view of earthly glory: Men might fay 
Till this time Pompe wa« fingle, but now married 
Tooneaboucit felfe. Each following day 
Bccamc the next dayes maftcr, till the iaft 
Made former Wonders, it's. To day the French* 

All Clinquant all in Gold, like Heathen Gods 
Shone downetheEnglifh; and to morrow, they 
Made Britaine, India : Euery man that flood. 

Shew d like a Mine. Their Dwarfifh Pages were 
A s Cherubins, al I gilt: the Madams too. 

Not v-f’d totoyle, did almoft fweat tobeare 
The Pride vpon them, that their very labour 
Was to them,as a Painting. Now this Maske 
Was cry’dc incompareable ; and th’eniuing night 
Made it a Foole,and Beggcr. The two Kings 
Equall in luftre, were now beft, now worft 
As prefence did prefent them : Him in eye** 

Still him inpraife*and being prefent both, 

*Twa$ faid they faw but one, and no Difcerner 
Dur ft wagge his Tongue in cenfure, when thefe Sunnes 
/'For fo they phrafe’em) by their Heralds challeng’d 
The Noble Spirits to Aimes, they did performe 

t 3 Beyond 
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Beyond thoughts Compafle, that former fabulous Stone 
Being now fcenc, poflible enough, got credit 
That BeuU was beleeu’d. 

Buc. Oh you gofarre. 

Nor . As I belong to worfhip,and affe<5t 
In Honor, Honefly, the tradl of eu’ry thing. 

Would by a good Difcourfer loofefomelife, 

Which Aftions felfe,wa$ tongue too, 

Buc. All was Royal!, 

To the diipofing of it nought rebcll'd, 

Order gaue each thing view. The Office did 
Diftin&ly his full Function : who did guide, 

I I mcanc who fet the Body, and the Limbes 
Of this greatSport together? 

Nor. As you gucfl’c: 

One certes, that promifes no Element 
In fuchabufineffe. 

Buc. I pray you who, my Lord ? 

Nor . All this was ordred by the good Difcretion 
Of the right Reuercnd Cardinall of Yorke. 

Sue. Thediuellfpeed him: No mans Pye is freed 
From his Ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in thefe fierce Vanities?I wonder. 

That fuch a Kccch can with his very bulke 
Take vp the Rayes o’th’bencficiall Sun, 

And keepe it from the Earth. 

Nor. Surely Sir, 

There's in him ftuffe, that put’s him to thefe ends: 

For being not propt by Aunceftry, whofe grace 
Chalkcs Succeffors their way; nor call'd vpon 
For high feats done to’th'Crowne ; neither Allied 
To eminent Afliftants; but Spider-like 
Out ofhis Selfe-drawing Web. O giucs vs note. 

The force ofhis ownc merit makes his way 
A guife that heauen giucs for him, which buyes 
A place next to the King. 
tsftvr. 1 cannor tell 

What Heauen hath giuen him: let feme Grauer eye 

Pierce into that, but I can fee his Pride 

Peepe through each part of him: whcnceha’shethat. 

If not from Hell ? The Diuell is a Niggard, 

Or ha’s giuen all before, and he begins 
A new Hell in himfelfe. 

! Buc . WhythcDiuell, 

Vpon this French going out, tooke he vponhim 
(Without the priuity o’th'King) t’appoint 
Who fhould attend on himf He makes vp the File 
Of all the Gentry; for the molt part fuch 
To whom as great a Charge, as little Honor 
He meant to lay vpon: and his owne Letter 
The Honourable Boord of Councell, out 
Mult fetch him in, he Papers. 

Abur. I do know 

Kinfmcn of mine, three at the lealt, that baue 
By rhis.lofickcn’d their Eftates, that neucr 
They fhall abound as formerly. 

Buc . Omany 

Hauc broke their backes with layingMannors on ’em 
For this great Iourney. What did this vanity 
But minifter communication of 
A molt poore iflue. 

Nor. Grccuingly I thinke, 

The Peace betweene the French and vs, not valcwcs 
The Colt that did conclude it. 

Buc. Eucryman, 

After the hideous Itorme that follow’d,was 
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1 attach’d 


! A thi 


mg Infpir’d, and not confulting.b^kT 
Into a gcnerall Prophetic; That this Tcmpeft 
Daflimg the Garment of this Peace. abo»L 
I ne lodaine breach on’t. 

Nor. Which is budded out. 

For France hath flaw’d the League,and hath - 
Our Merchants goods atBurdeux. 

A bur. Is it therefore! 

Th’Ambaflador is filcnc’d? 

Nor, Marry is’t. 

Abur. A proper Title of a Peace,and pu rchat ,.. 

At a fuperfluous rate. 4 

Why all this Bufincfle 
Our Reuerend Catdinall carried. 

Nor, Like it your Grace, 

The State takes notice of the priuatc difference 
Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I aduifeyou 
(And take it from a heart, that wifhes towards vo 
Honor, and plenteous fafety) that you reade ^ ** 
The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency 
Together; To confider further, that 
What his high Hatred would effeft, wants not 
A Minifler in his Power. You know his Nature 
That he’s Reucngcfuil; and I know, his Sword * 
Hath a fharpeedge : It’s long,and’t may befaide 
It reaches farre, and where ’twill not extend x 
Thither he darts it. Bofome vp my counfell 
You’lfindek wholefome. Loe,where comes that Ro l 
That I aduiccyour fhunning. c 

Enter Cardinall irdfey, the Purfi home before him. eertem 
of the Guard, and two Secretaries with Peers': Uc 
Cardinall in hispajfage,fixethhts eye on Back- 
ham,and 'Buckingham on him, 
bothfull ofdifdaine. 

C ur - The Duke of Buckinghams Surueyor?Ha? 
Where’s his Examination? 

Seer. Hccre fo pleafe you. 

(far. Is he in perfon,ready l 
Seer. I, pleafe vour Grace, 

Car. Well,we Hull then know morc,& Buckingham 
Shall leffen this bigge looke. 

Exeunt Cardinallyand his Trm, 
Buc. This Butchers Curre is venom’d-mouth’d,andI 
Haue not the power to muzzle him, therefore beft 
Not wake him in his (lumber. A Beggersbooke, 
Out-worths a Nobles blood. 

Nor. What are you chafPd ? 
AskeGodforTcrap’rance, that’s th’applianceonely 
Which your difeafe requires. 

Buc. I read in’s looks 
Matter againfl me, and his eye reuil’d 
Me as his abieft obie&, at this inftanc 
He bores me with feme tricke; He’s gone to’tb’King: 
He follow,and out-flare him. 

Nor, Stay my Lord, 

And let your Reafon with your Choller queftion 
What’tis you go about ttoclimbe fteepehilles 
Requires flow pace at fit ft. Anger is like 
A full hot Horfe, who being allow'd his way 
Selfe-mettle tyres him : Not a man in England 
Can aduife me like you: Be to your felfe, 

As you would to your Friend. 

Buc. lie to the King, 

And from a mouth of Honor, quite cry downe 

Tbu 




r^Z^fHbwcsinfolence; or proclaim^ 
rhere^ diff« rencc * n no P cr ^ on ** 

Tb Srf. Be aduif’d; 

A L t a Furnace for your foe fo hot 
C;do findge your felfe. We may oucrunne 
] n vj0 [ c0t fwiftnefie that which wc run at; 
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By 


know you not. 


And lofe by ouer-running : 

} c re that mounts the liquoy til e run ore, 

/■-mine to augment it, wafts it: bcoduiid; 
f/fSth^noE,, 8 iiftSo U l e 
1 ?re ftronger to dire& you then your (el fe; 
ifvriththe-fap of reafon you would quench, 

Otbut allay the fire ofpalfion. 

Husks Sir. 

T |in thankfull to you,and lie goe along 
Lyourprcfcription: but this top-proud fehow, 

0 om from the flow of gall I name not, but 
from lincerc motions, by Intelligence, 
i ni ] proofes as cleerc as Founts i nlnly, when 
\Vc« ice each graine ofgraucllj I doc know 
]- 0 bccorrupt and treafonous. 

Horf. Sav not treafonous. 

^Joth'King He fay’t,& make my vouch as flrong 
Asfliore of Rocke: attend. This holy Foxe, 

Or Wolfe, or both (for he is equall rau’nous 
As he is fubtile, and as prone to mifehiefe, 

As able to perform’t) his minde, and place 
Infcfting one another,yea reciprocally. 

Only to ihevv his pompe, as well in France, 

As here at home.fuggcfts the King our Maftcr 
To this laft coftly Treaty :Th’enteruiew, 

That (wallowed fo much treafure,and like a glafle 
Did breake ith’wrcnching. 

florf. Faith ,and fo it did. 

tucks Pray giue me fauour Sir: This cunning Cardinall 
The Articles o’th’ Combination drew 
As himfelfe pleas’djand they were ratified 
As he cride thus let be, to as much end, 

As giue a Crutch to th’dcad. But our Count-Cardinall 
Has done thi3,and tis well: for worthy IPotfey 
(Who cannot erte) he did it. Now this followes, 
(Which as I take it, is a kinde of Puppie 
Toth'old dam Treafon) Charles the Emperour, 

Vndcr pretence to fee the Quecoe his Aunt, 

(For twas indeed his colour, but he came 
Towhifper Wolfeyfot re makes vification. 

His feares were that the Interview betwixt 
England and France, might through their amity 
Breed him fomc prejudice; for from this League, 

Peep’d harmes that menac’d him. Priuily 
Dealcs with our Cardinal, and as I troa 
Which I doe well; for I am fure the Emperour 
Paid ere he promis’d, whereby his Suit was granted 
Ere it was ask’d. But when the way was made 
And pau’d with gold : the Emperor thus defir’d. 

That he would pleafe to alter the Kings courfc. 

And breake the foreiaid peace. Let the King know 
(As foone he fhall by me) that thus the Cardinall 
Does buy and fell his Honour as hepleafes. 

And for his owneaduantsge. 

Norf, I am forry 

Fohearcthisofhim; and could wifli he 
Somthing rnifiaken in’t. 

Buck- No, not a fillable: 

I doc pronounce him in that very fliape 

'"anncir.ln r - 


: were 


Enter Brandon, a Sergeant at ^trmes before him , and 
two or theee of the Guard, 

Brandon. Your Office Sergeant: execute it. 

Sergeant, Sir, 

My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Eatle 
Of Hertford, Stafford and Northampton, I 
Arreft thee of High Treafon, in the name 
OfourmoftSoueraigne King, 

Buck.. LoyoumyLord, 

The nec has falne vpon me, I fhall perifh 
V nder deuice, and pradhfes 
Bran. I am forry. 

To fee you tane from liberty, ro looke on 
Thebufinesprcfenr. TishisHighnes pleafure 
You (hall to th’ Tower. 

Bucks It will helpe me nothing 
To plead mine Innocence; for that dye is on me 
Which makes my whit’ft part,black. The will ofHeau’n 
Be done in this and all things: I obey. 

O my Lord Aburgany ; Fare you well. 

Bran. Nay, he mull beare you company. The King 
Is pleas’d you fhall to th’Tower,till you know 
How he determines further. 
uibur. As the Duke faid. 

The will of Heauen be done, and the Kings pleafure 
By me obey’d. 

Bran. Here is a warrant from 
TheKing,t’attach Lord Mountacute, and the Bodies 
Of the Dukes Cot) fe (Tor, John de la Car t 
One Gilbert Peeke ,his Counccllour. 

Buck* So, (o; 

Thefe are the limbs o’th’ Plot: no more I hope. 

Bra. A Monkeo'tW Chartreux. 

Buck.: O MichaeH Hopkins? 

Bra. He. 

Buck■ MySorueyorisfalce : The ore-great Cardinall 
Hath fhew’d him gold; my life is fpand already: 

] am the (hadow of poore Buckingham. 

Whofe Figure euen this infiant Ciowd puts on. 

By Darkningmy deereSunne.My Lords farewell. Exe. 


Seem Sccunda . 


He fhall 


Cornets. Enter King Henry , leswing on the Cardinals fhotil- 
der> the Nobles, and Sir Thomas Loucll: the Cardtnall 
places himfelfe vnder the Kings feet e on 
his right fide. 

King . My life it felfe, and the beft heart of it, 

Thankes you for this great care: I flood i'th* leuell 
Of a full-charg'd confederate, and giue thankes 
To you that choak’d it. Let be cald before vs 
That Gentleman of Buckinghams , in perfon. 

He hcare him his conteffions iuftifie, 

And point by point the Treafons ofhis Maifter, 

He fhall againe relate. 

A noyfe within crying roome for the Qneene, vfber'd by the 
2 )tike of Norfolke. Enter the Queene, Norfolk* and 
Snffolke:fbc kneels . King rifethfrom his State , 
takes her vp, k*jf es and placeth 
her by btm. 

Queen. Nay, we muft longer kneele;! am a Suitor. 
King. Arife,and take place by vs; halfc your Suit 
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The other moity ere you aske is giuen, 1 
Repeat your will,and take it, 

Queen. Thankc yourMaicfty 
That you would loue your fclfe,and in that loue 
Not vneonfidered leaue your Honour,nor 
The dignity ofyour Office; is the poynt 
Of my Petition. 

Ktn. Lady mine proceed* 

Queen, 1 am foliated nor by a few, 

And thofe of true condition; That yoqrSubie£ls 

Are in great grieuance: Therehaue beene Comroiffions 

Sent downe among ’em, which hath flaw’d the heart 

Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although 

My good Lord Cardtnall, they vent reproches 

Moil bitterly on you,as putter on 

Ofthefe exactions: yet theKing,our Maifter (not 

Whofe Honor Heauen Afield from foilejeuen he cfcapes 

Language vnmanncrly;yea,fuch which breakes 

The fides of loyalty,and almoft appeares 

In lowd Rebellion. 

Norf. Not almoft appeares, 

It doth appcarc; for, vponthefe Taxations, 

The Clothiers all not able to maintaine 
The many to them longing, haue put off 

The Spinfters, Carders, Fullers, Weauers,who 
Vnfit for other life,compeld by hunger 
And lack of other meancs, in defperate manner 
Daring th'euenc too th’cecth.are all in vprore. 

And danger ferues among them. 

Kin, Taxation? 

Wherc\n?and whatTaxation?My Lord Cardinal!, 

You that are blam’d for it alike with vs. 

Know you of this T axation? 

Card. Pleafe you Sir, 

I know but ofta Angle part in ought 
Pcrtaincs to th’Scatc; and front but in that File 
Where others tell fteps with me. 

Queen. No,my Lord ? 

You know no more then others? But you frame 
Things that are knowne alike, which arc not wholfome 
To thofe which would not know them, and yet muft 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefc cxadions 
(Whereof my Soueraigne would haue note) they are 
Moft peftilent to th’hearing,and to beare “cm. 

The Backe is Sacrifice to th’load ; They fay 
They arc deuis’d by you, cr elfe you fuffet 
Too hard an exclamation. 

Ktn. Still Exaftion: 

The nature ofit, in what kinde let s know, 

Is this Exaction? 

Queen. 1 am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience; but am boldned 
Vnder your promis’d pardon. The Subicds griefe 
Comes through Commiflions.which compels from each 
The fixe part of his Subftance,to be leuied 
Without delay; 3 nd the pretence for this 
Is nam’d,your warres in France-.this makes bold mouths. 
Tongues fpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegcance in them; their cutfcs now 
Line where their prayers did: and it s come to pane, 
This traftable obedience is a Slauc 
To each incenfed Will: 1 would your Highnefle 
Would giue it quickc confederation; for 
There is no primer bafenefle. 

Kin. By my life, 

' This is againft our pleafure >> 
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Card. And for me, 

1 haue no further gone in this, then by 
A fingie voice,and that net paft roe,but 
By learned approbation of the ludges: jfj am 

Traduc’d by ignorant Tongues,which neith^fc 

My faculties nor perfon^yct will be 
The Chronicles of my doing : Let roe fay 
*Tis but the fate of Place 3 and the rough Brak e 
Thac Vertue muft goc through : we muft not ft* 

Our neceflary aftions, in the fcare ,ni 

To cope malicious Cenfurers,which euer 
Asraunous Fifhcs doe a Veflcll follow * 

That is new trim’d; but benefit no further 
Then vainly longing. What we oft doe beft 
By ficke Interpreters (once wcake ones) i s * 

Not ours,or not allow’d; what worft,as oft 
Hitting a groffer quality, is aide vp 
For our beft Aft: ifwe (hall ftand ftill^ 

In fcare our motion will be mock’d,or carp’d at 
We ftiould take roote here, where wefit; 1 
Or fit State* Statues oncly. 

Kin. Things done well. 

And vvirh a care, exempt themfelues from fcare : 
Things done without example,in their iffuc 
Are to be fear’d* Haue you a President 
Of this Commiflion ? 1 bclceuc,not any. 

We muft not rend our Subiefts from our Lawcs 
And fticke them in our Will. Sixe part of each?' 

A trembling Contribution; why we take 
From eueryTree, lop,barke,and part o’th* Timber; 
And though we leaue it with a roote thus hackt, 

The Ayre will drinke the Sap. To euery County 
Where this is queftion’d,fcnd our Letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denyMe 
The force of this Commiflion: pray lookctoo’t; 

I put it to your care. 

Card . A w^rd w:th you. 

Let there be Letters writ to euery Shire, 

Of the King' grace and pardon : the greened Commons 
Hardly conceuie of me. Let it be nois’d, 

That through our Intcrceftion, thi» Reuokemcnc 
And pardon comes: I £hail anon aduife you 
Further in the proceeding. Exit Secret. 

Enter Surttejor . 

Queen. I am forry, that the Duke of Tnckjnghm 
Is run in your dupleafurc. 

Kin. It grieuesmany: 

Th e Gentleman is Learn*d,and a moft rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound ; his trayning fuch, 
That he may furnifh and inftroft great Teachers, 
Andneuer feeke forayd out of himfelfe: yet ice, 
When thefc io Noble benefits ftiall proue 
Not well difpos’d, the minde growing once corrupt) 
They turne to vicious formes, ten times morevgly 
Then euer they were faire. This man fo complcac, 
Who was enrold ’mongft wonders; and when wc 
Almoft with rauifh’d liftning 7 could not finde 
His houre of fpeech,a minute: He, (myJLady) 

Hath into monftrous habits put the Graces 
That once were his,and is become as blackc, 

As if befmear’d in hell. Sit by Vs,you Ihali beare 
(This was his Gentleman in truft) of him 
Things to ftrike Honour fad. Bid him recount 
The fore-recited praftifes, whereof 


Wc cannot fcele too little, hearc too much. 


Cd> 
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7 r 7 ^ndlbfth, 8 £ vvfih bold lpirit relate what you 
ft like a carcfull Subied haue collctf ed , 
not of the Duke of'Buckingham. 
i' lH Speake freely. 

Sur. Firft.it was vfuall with him; euery day 
" u ld infeft his Speech: That if the King 
cL,Jd without iffue dye; hee’l carry it fo 
To make the Scepter his. T hefe very words 
I'ueheard him vttcr to his Sonne in Law, ^ 

I f d Aburgany % to whom by oth he menac’d 
c!,icn^e vpon the Cardinally 
R Card. Pleafe your Highnefle note 
This dangerous conception in this point, 
vjoifrended by his wifh to your High perfon; 

Hi°s will is moft malignant,and it ft retches 
Beyond you to your friends. 

Queen. My learn’d Lord Cardinal If, 
p c liucr3ll with Charity. 

Kin. Speakeoir, 

How grounded hec his Title to the Crowne 
Vpon our fade; to this poynt haft thou heard him, 

A ; any time fpcakcoughtf 

* Sur, He was brought to this, 

Bv a vaine Prophefie of Nicholas Henton. 

' Kin* What was that Henton > 

Sht. Sir, a Chartreux Fryer, 

His Confeflor, who fed him euery minute 
With words ofSoueraignty. 

Kin . How know'ft thou this ? 

Stir. Not long before your Hignefle fped to France, 
The Duke being ac the Rofe, within the Parifii 
Saint Laurence poultney^xA of me demand 
What was the fpcech among the Londoners, 

Concerning the French Iourney. I replide, 

Men feare the French would proue perfidious 
To the Kings danger : prefendy, the Duke 
Said/twas the feare indeed, and that he doubted 
Twould proue the verity of certaine words 
Spoke by a holy Monkc, that oft,fayes he. 

Hath fent to me, wifbing me to permit 
lohnde la Car y my Chaplaine,a choyce howre 
Tohcare from him a matter of feme moment: 

Whom after vnder the CommifTions Scale, 

Hcfollemnly had fworne, that what he fpoke 
MyChaplaine to no Creature liuing,but 
To me, fhould vttcr, with demure Confidence, 

This paufingly enfu’dc; nci ther the King, nor’s Hcyrcs 
(Tell you the Duke) fhall profper, bid him ftriuc 
To the loue o’ch* Commonalty, the Duke 
Shall gouernc England. 

Queen . If I know you well, 

You were the Dukes Surucyor,and loft your Office 
On the complaint o’th’ Tenants; take good need 
You charge not in your fplecne a Noble perfon. 

And fpoyle your nobler Soule; 1 fay,take heed; 

Yes,heartily bcfeechyou. 

Kin, Let him on: Goe forward. 

Sur. On my Soule, lie fpeake but truth. 

I told my Lord the Duke, by th’Diuelsillulions 
The Monke might bc.deceiu’d, and tlaat *twas dangerous 
For this to ruminate on this fo farre, vntili 
It forg’d him fome defigne,which being beleeu’d 
It was much like to doc: He anfwcr’d,Tufh, 

It can doc me no damage; adding further. 

That had the King in his laft Sickncffe faild. 

The Cardinals and Sir Thomas Lcutls heads 


Sc ay a Tcrtia . 




Should haue gone off. 

Kin. Ha? What,fo rancke? Ah,ha, 

There’s noifehiefe in this man; canft thou fay iurther ? 

Sur. I can my Liedge« 

Kin. Proceed. 

Sur. Being at Greenwich, 

After your Highnefle had reprou’d the EXike 
About Sir William "Blunter. 

Kin. I remember of fuch a time, being my fworn lcr- 
The Duke retcin’d him his. But on: what hence? 

Sur. If (quoth he) I for this had beene committed. 
As to the Tower, I thought; I would haue plaid 
The Part my Father meant to act vpon 
Th’Vfurpet Rtchard, who being at Sals bury. 

Made fuit to come in’s prefence;which if granted,. 

(As he made femblance of his duty) would 
Hatie put his knife into him. 

Kin. A Grant Tray tor. 

Card. Now Madam.may bis Highnes liue in freedome. 
And this man out ofprifoil. 

JQueen. God mend all. (fay’ft? 

Ktn. Thcr’s fomthing more would out of thee; what 

Sur. After thcDuke his Father, with the knife 
He ftretch’d him.and with one hand on his dagger. 
Another fpread on’sbreaft, mounting his eyes, 

He did difeharge a horrible Oatb,whofe tenor 
Was, were he euill vs’d.he would outgoe 
His Father, by as much as a performance 
Do’s an irrefolute purpofe. 

Kin. There’s his period, 

To flreath his knife in vs: he is attach’d, 
Callhimtoprefenttryall: if he may 
Finde mercy in the Law,’tis his; if none. 

Let him not ieek’t of vs : By day and night 
Hce’s T ray tor to th’ height. Ixeunt. 


Enter L. Chamberlaint and L • Sandy:. 

L. Ch. Is’c pcffible the fpels of France fhould iugglc 
Men into fuch ftrange myfterics ? 

L.San. New cultomes. 

Though they be neucr fo ridiculous, 

(Nay let ’em be vumaniy) yet are follow’d. 

L. Ch. As farre as I lee,all the good our EnglHh 
Haue got by the late Voyage, is but meerely 
A fit or two o’th’ face, (but they are fhrewd ones) 

For when they hold ’em,you would fweare dire£lly 
Their very nofes had been Councelloiirs 
To Pepin or Clotharitu ,they keepc State fo. 

L.San, They haue aH new legs. 

And lame ones ;one would take it, 

Thatneuer fee’em pace before, theSpauen 
A Spring-halt rain’d among’em. 

L. Ch. Death my Lord, 

Their doathes are after fuch a Pagan cut too’r. 

That furc th’haue worneoutCIv iftendomeihownovv/ 
What newes,Sir Thomas LouelVi 

Enter Sir 7homos Louell. 

Lotted. Faith my Lord, 

I heart of none but the new Proclamation, 

That's clapt vpon the Court Gate. 
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L. Cham. What is’t for? 

L»tt. f he reformation of our trauefd Gallants, 
That fill the Court with quarrels, talke,and Taylors. 

L.C^w.I’mglad’tis there; 

Now 1 would pray our Monfieurs 
To thinke an Englifh Courtier may be wife. 

And ncuer fee the Louure. 

Loui They muft either 

(For fo run the Conditions) lcaue thofe remnants 
Of Foole and Feather,that they got in France, 

With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto; as Fights and Fire-workes, 
Abufing better men then they can be 
Out of a forreigne wife dome, renouncing cleane 
The faith they haue in Tennis and tall Stockings, 

Short bliftred Breeches, and thofe types ofTrauell; 
And vnderftand againe like honeft men, 

Or pack to their old Playfellowes;there, I take it. 

They may Cum Praitlegio , wee away 

The lag end of their lcwdnefle.and be laugh’d at. 

L, San. Tis time to giuc ’em Phyficke, their difeafes 
Are gtowne fo catching. 

L.Cham What a lolfc our Ladies 
Willhaueof thefe trim vanities? 

Lotted. I marry. 

There will be woe indeed Lords, the flye whorfons 
Haue got a fpeeding tricke to lay downe Ladies. 

A French Song, and a Fiddle, ha’s no Fellow. 

L. San. The Diuell fiddle 'em, 

I am glad they arc going. 

For fure there’s no conuerting of’em: now 
An honeft Country Lord as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plaine fong. 
And haue an houre of hearing,and by *r Lady 
Held currant Muficke too. 

L.Cham. Weli laid Lord Sands, 

Your Colts tooth is not caft yet ? 

L.San. No my Lord, 

Nor ftiall not while 1 haue a ftump*. 

L, Cham. Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a going? * 

Loss. To the Cardinals; 

Your Lordfhip is a gueft too. 

L.Cham. O, tis true; 

This night he makes a Supper,and a great one. 

To many Lords and Ladies; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdome He allure you, 

Lou. That Churchman 
Beares a bounteous minde indeed, 

A hand as fruitfull as the Land that feeds vs, 

His dewes fall euery where. 

L. Cham. No doubt hec’s Noble; 

He had ablacke mouth that faid other of him. 

L.San. He may my Lord, 

Ha’s wherewithal! in him ; 

Sparing would fiievv a worfe finne,thcn ill Dodlrine, 
Men of his way, fhould be moft liberall, 

They arc fet hecrc for examples. 

L.Cham. True, they are fo; 

But few now giue fo great ones: 

My Barge ftayes ; 

Your Lordfhip fhall along : Come, good Sir Thomas, 
We (ball be late cite,which I would not be. 

For I was {poke to, wjth Sir Henrj Guilford 
This night to be Comptrollers. 

L.San. I am your Loidihips. Exeunt, 
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Scena Quarta. 


Hohoies. A fmall Table vnderaState for the r j. 
longer Table for the Gutfts. Then Enter 

and diners other Ladies,& Gentlemen )<w Cu ei ]> 
at one Doore; at an other Doors enter ‘ 

Sir Henrj Guilford. 

S.TJen.Guilf. Ladyes, 

A generall welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all; This Night he dedicates 
To faire content,and you: None hcere he 
In all this Noble Beuy, has brought with her^ * 

One care abroad: hee would haue all as tnerr • 

As firft, good Company, good wine,good J5L. 
Can make good people. Co ®h 

EnterL.ChamberlaineL, Sands.andLou,U . 

O my Lord, y’are tardy ; 

The very thought of this faire Company, 

Clapt wings to me. 

Cham. You are young Sir Harry Guilford. 

San, Sir Thomas Lotted, had the Cardinal) 

But halfe my Lay-thoughts in him, feme ofthefe 
Should finde a running Banket,ere they reded 
I thinke would better pleafe’em: by mylife, * 

They are a fwcet fociety of faire ones. * 

Lou. O that your Lordfhip were but now Confeffor 
To oncortwoofthele. ’ 

San. I would I were. 

They fhould finde eafie pennance. 

Lou. Faith how eafie? 

San. As eafie as a downe bed would affoord it. 
Cham. Sweet Ladies will itpleafeyou fit; Sir Hurry 
Place you that fide, lie take the charge ofthis: 

His Grace is entring. Nay.you mull not freeze, 

Two women plac’d together,makes cold weather: 

My Lord Sands, you are one will keepc’em waking: 
Pr 3 y fit betweenc thefe Ladies. 

San. By my faith, 

And thankeyour Lordfhip: by yourleauefweecLadin, 
If I chance totalke alittIewilde,forgiucme: 

1 had it from my Father. 

An.Tul. Was he road Sir ? 

San. O. very mad. exceeding mad,in loue too; 

But he would bitenone, iuft as I doe now, 

He would Kiffe you Twenty with a breath. 

Cham. Well faid my Lord: 

So now y’are fairely feated : Gntlemen, 

The pennance lyes on you; if thefe faire Ladies 
Pafle away frowning. 

San. For my little Cure, 

Let me alone. 

Hoboyes. Enter Cardinall Wolfey, and takes his State. 
Card . Y’are wel. ome my faire Guefts;thacnoble Lad] 
OrGentleman that is not freely merry 
Is not my Friend. This to confirmetny welcome, 
And to you all good health. 

San. Your Grace is Noble, 

Let me haue fucb a Bowie may hold my thanke^ 

And faue me fo much calking. 

Card. My Lord Sands, 


i 
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imbehoidtog toyod: cheereyour neighbours: 

* j:,, « 0 u are not merry; Gentlemen, 

L WhofeUhth,s ? 

fa# -The red wine firft muft rife 

their faire cheekes my Lord, then wee fhall haue em, 

Talke vs to fil'ence. 

1 B You arc a merry Gamfter 

Ji raw.. t , 

V Yes, ifl ®abe my play: 

j t 's to your Ladifhip, and pledge it Madam; 

Z t is to fiich a thing. 

{a.B. You cannot fhew me. 

‘ Drum and Trum fet. Chambers dtfehargd. 

I told your Grace, they would talke anon. 

Carl What’s that? 

Cham. Lookeoutthere,fomeofyc. 

Carl What warlike voyce, 
t0 what end is this? Nay,Ladies,fcarcnot; 

By all the lawes of Warre y’arc priuiledg’d. 

Enter a Seruant. 

Q,am. How now,what is’t ? 

Sera. A noble troupe of Strangers, 

Forfo they feeme; th’hauc left their Barge and landed, 
And hither make, as great Embaffadors 
From forraigne Princes. 

Card. Good Lord Chamberlain?, 

Go,giue ’em welcome#ou can fpeake the French tongue 
Andpray receiue ’em Nobly, and condu<ft ’em 
Into our prefence, where this heauen of beauty 
Shall (hine at full vpon them. Some attend him- 
All rife , and Tables remou’d. 

Youhaue now a broken Banket,but wee’l mend it. 

A good digeftion to you all; and once more 
Hhowrea welcome on yec: welcome all. 

dopes. Enter King and ethers as Maskers, habited like 
Shepheards, vjher’d bji the Lord Chambcrlaine. They 
pajfs diretlly before the Cardinall , and gracefully fa- 
lute him. 

A noble Company ; what are their pleafures ? 

Cham. Becatife they fpeak no Englifh,thus they praid 

To tell your Grace: That hauing heard by fame 
Ofthis fo Noble and fo faire afTembly, 

This night to meet heere they could doe no Iefle, 

(Out of the great refpeftthey bearc to beauty) 

But lcaue their Flockes,and vnder your faire Condu£L 
Craue leauc to view thefe Ladies,and entreat 
Auhoure ofRcuels with ’em. 

Card. Say, Lord Chamber!aim. 

They haue done my poore houfe grace: 

For which I pay’em a thoufand thankes. 

And pray ’em take their pleafures. 

Cheofe Ladies, King and An Bullen, 

King The faireft hand I eucr touch’di O Beauty, 

Till now 1 neiier knew thee. 

Muficke , Dance. 

Card. My Lord. 

Cham. Your Grace. 

Card. Pray tell ’em thus much from me: 

There fhould be one amongft ’em by his perfon 
More worthy this place then my felfe, to whom 
(If I but knew him) With my loue aud duty 
Iwouldfurrenderit. whiffet. 

Cham. I will my Lord. 

Card. What fay they? 


i 


Cham. Such a one, they all con'fefte 
There is indeed, which they would haue your Grace 
Find our,and he will take it. 

Card. Let rr.c fee then. 

By all your good leaues Gentlemen; hcere lie make 
My royall choycc. 

Kin. Ye haue found him Cardinall, 

You hold a faire AfTembly; you doe well Lord: 

You are a Churchman,or He tell you Cardinall, 

I fhould iudge now vnhappily. 

Card. I am glad 

Your Grace is growne fo pleofant. 

Kin. My Lord Chambcrlaine, 

Prethce eome hither, what faire Ladie’s that ? 

Cham. An’t pleafe your Grace, 

Sir Thomas Tullens Daughter,the Vifcount Kochford, 

One of her Highneffe women. 

Kin. By Heauen (he is a dainry one. Sweet heart, 

I were vnmannerly to take you out, 

And not tokifleyou, A health Gentlemen, 

Let it goe round. 

Card. Sir Thomas LoutBjs the Banket ready 
I’th’ Priuy Chamber ? 

Leu. Y es, my Lord. 

Card. Your Grace 

1 fcare, with dancingis a little heated, 

Km I feere too much. 

Card. There’s frefher ayremy Lord, 

In the nexc Chamber. 

Km, Lead in your Ladies eu'ry one : Sweet Partner, 
I mu ft not yet for fake you : Let’s be merry, 

Good my Lord Cardinall: 1 bane halfe a dozen healths, 
Todrinke to thefe faire Ladies,and a mealurc 
To lead ’em once againe,and then let’s dreame 
Who’s beft in fauour. Let the Muficke knock it. 

Exeunt with Trumpets. 


Jctus Secmdus . Scena Trim a. 


Enter two Gentlemen at feusrall Dcores. 

1. Whether away fo faft ? 

2 . O,God faue ye; 

Eu’n to the Hall, to heare whar (hall become 
Of the great Duke ofBuckingham. 

1. lie faue you 

That labour Sir. All’s now done but the Ceremony 
Of bringing batke the Prjfoncr. 

2 . Were you there ? 
i. Yes indeed was I. 

a. Pray fpeake what ha’s happen’d, 

1. You may guefTe quickly what. 

2 . Is he found guilty ? 
i. Yestruelyishe, 

And condemn’d vpon’t. 

*. I am forry fort, 
i. So are a number more. 

2 « But pray how paft it ? 
i. lie tell you in a little. The great Duke 
Caine to the Bar; where, to his accufations 
He pleaded ftill not guilty, and alleadged 
Many fharpe reafons to defeat the Law. 

The Kings Atturney on the contrary, 

Vrg’d on the Examinations, proofcs,confeff*on» 
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Ofdiuers witneffes, which the Duke defin'd 
To him broughc viua voce to his face; 

Ar which appear’d againft him,his Surueyor 
Sir Gilbert Peeke his Chancellour,and Iohn Car t 
Confeffor tohim,with that Diuell Monke, 

Hopkins that made this mifehiefe. 

2 . That was hee 

That fed him with his Prophecies, 
t. The fame, 

AH thefe accus’d him ftrongly, which he faine 
Would haue flung from him; but indeed he couldnotj 
And fo his Peeres vpon this euidence, 

Haue found him guilty of high Treafon. Much 
He fpoke,and learnedly for life: But all 
Was either pittied in him, or forgotten. 

2 . After all this, how did he beare himfelfe ? 

1. When he was brought agen toth’Bar,toheare 
HisKncll rungout, his Iudgement.he was ftir’d 
With fuch an Agony,hefweatcxtrcamly, 

And fomthingfpoke in choller, ill,and hafty: 

But he fell to himfelfe againe, and fwcetly. 

In all the reft fhew’d amoft Noble patience. 

2 . I doe not thinke he fcares death. 

1. Sure he does not. 

He neuer was fo womanifh, the caufe 
He may alittlegrieucat. 

2 . Certainly, 

The Cardinall is the end of this. 

1. Tislikely. 

By all conie&ures: Firft Kildares Attendure; 

Then Deputy of Ireland, who remou’d 
Earle Surrey, was fent thither, and in haft too, 

Leaft he fhould helpe his Father. 

2 . That trickeot State 
Was a deepe enuious one, 

1. At his returne, 

No doubt he will requite it; this is noted 
(And generally) who euer the King fauours* 

The Cardnall inftantly will finde iroployment. 

And farre enough from Court too. 

2. All the Commons 

Hate him pernicioufly,and o’ my Confidence 
Wifla him ten faddom deepe: This Duke as much 
They loue and doate onscall him bounteous Buckingham, 
The Mirror of all courtefie. 

Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment, lipfaues before 
hint } the jdxe with the edge towards htnt, Halberds on each 
fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Loutll, Sir Nicholas 
Vaux, Sir falter Sands, andcommonpeopletfc. 

1. Stay there Sir, 

And fee the noble ruin’d man you fipeake of. 

2. Let’s ft and clofc and behold him. 
j Buckj AH good people. 

You tb3c thus farre hauecometopittyme; 

Heare what I fay,and then goe home and lofc me. 

I haue this day rcceiu’d a Traitors judgement, 

And by that name muft dye; yet Heauen beare witnes. 
And if I haue a Confcience, let it finckc me, 

Euen as the Axe falls, if I be not faithful!. 

The Law I beare no nuihccfm my death, 

T’has done vponthe pretniies.but Iuftice; 

But thofc that fought ic, 1 could wi(h more Chriftians; 
(Be what they will) I heartily, forgiue’em; 

Xct let ’emlooke they glory not in mifehiefe; 
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Nor build their euils on the graues of presr ~~ 
For then,my guiltleflc blood muft cry againS ? 5 
For further life in this world I ne’re hope Cn! ‘ 
Nor will 1 fue,although the King haue mcrcie 
More then I dare make faults. 

You few that lou’d me. 

And date be bold to weepe for Buckingham 
His Noble Friends and Fcllowes; whom to*l 
Is only bitter to him, only dying: CSUt 

Goe with me like good Angels to my end 
And as the long diuorce of Steele falson m e 
Make of your Prayers one fweet Sacrifice * 

And lift my Soule to Heauen. 

Lead on a Gods name. 

Loutll. 1 doe befeech your Grace, for charity 
If euer any malice in your heart ^ 

Were hid againft me, now to forgiue me frankly 
Tuck. Sir Thomas LoutU, I as free forgiu e you 
As I would be forgiuen : I forgiue all. 

There cannot be thofe numberleffe offences 
Gaintt me, that I cannot take peace with: 

No blacke Enuy (hall make my Graue. 

Commend mce to his Grace: 

And if he fpeake of Buckingham ; pray tell him 
You met him halfc in Heauen: my vowes and prayer* 
Yet are the Kings; and till my Soule forfake, 1 2 

Shall cry for bleflings on him. May he liue 
Longer then 1 haue time to tell his yeares; 

Euer belou’d and louing, may his Rule be • 

And when old Time (hall lead him to his end, 
Goodnclfe and he,fill vp one Monument. 

Lou. To th’ water fide I muft conduift your Grace- 
Then giue my Charge vp to Sir Nicholas Vanx, ’ 
Who vndertakesyou to your end. 

Taux Prepare there, 

The Duke is comming: See the Barge be ready; 

And fit it with fuch furniture as fuites 
The Greatneflcofhis Perfon, 

Bucks Nay, Sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone*, my State now will but mode me. 
When I came hither, I was Lord High Conftable, 
And Duke c,fTuckmgbam: now,pooce Sdmrifok »»; 
Yet 1 am richer then my bafe Accufers, 

That neuer knew what Truth meant: I now fealeit; 
And with that bloud will make ’em or.e day gtoanefoil 
Mv noble Father Henry of 'Buckingham, 

Who firft rais’d head againft Vfurping Richard, 
Flying for fuccour to hisSeruant Tianifttr, 

Being diflreft; was by that wretch betraid, 

And without Tryall,fell; Gods peace be with him. 
Henry the Seauemh fuccecding, truly pittying 
My Fathers Ioffe; like a moftRoyall Prince 
Reftor’d me to my Honours: ana out of mines 
M ade roy Name once more Noble, Now his Sonne, 
Henry the Eight, Life.Honour,Name and all 
That made me happy; at one ftroakc ha’s taken 
For euer from the World. I had my Tryall, 

And muft needs (ay a Noble one; which roa k e * 

A little happier then my wretched TFather: 

Yet thus farre we are one in Fortunes;both 
Fell by our Scruants, by thofe Men we lou’d rooft; 

A molt ynnaturall and faithlcffe Seruice. 

Heauen ha’s an end in all: yet,yoO that heare me, 
This from a dying man rcceiue as certain^: 

Where you are liberall of your loucs and Councel, 

Be fure you be not loofc; for thofe you make n cn ^ 
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r - —^heartTto; when they once percciuc 
in your fortunes, fall away 
^ lea lr from ye, neuer found againe 
L,kC ! e thevmeane to finkeye: all good people 
BUtV r r mc I muft now forfake yc;the laft houre 
^ mn. weary life is come vpon me: 

0t(ny ! fnd w hcn you would lay lomthing that is fad, 
fare*eli> an “ i 

, .,kehowI tcli. 

■ ne doiie;and God forgiue me. 

1 1,3 ' Exeunt Duke and 7 rame. 

O this is full of pitty; Sir,it cals 
,J* e too many curies on their heads 
L r -ete the Authors. 

, If the Duke be.guiltleflc, 

-tis fun woe: y et ^ ca . n s iue y ow in ° 

Ofan infuing cuilt, it it tail. 

Greater then this. 

°, Good Angels keepe it from vs: , 

W Lj tma y it bePyou doe not doubt my faith Sir. 

This Secret is fo weighty,’twill require 
A ftrong faithco concealeit. 

’ Let me haue it: 

Idoenot talke much. 

. I am confident; 

You lhallSir: Did yon not oflate dayes heare 
A buzzing of a Separation 

jjetweene the King and Katherine ? 

I Yes,but it held not; 

Forwhen the King once heard it,out or anger 
He fent command to the Lord M ayor ftraight 
j 0 flop the rnmorjand allay thofe tongues 
That durft diTperfe it. 
j. But that (lander Sir, 

Is found a truth now: for it growes agen _ 

Freflter men e’re it was; and held for certaine 
The King will venture at it. Either the Catdinall, 

Oifome about him neere, haue out of malice 
Tothegood Queene, poffeft him with a icruple 
That will vndoe her: To confirme this too, 

Cardinall Campeius is arriu’d, and lately, 

As all thinke for this buhnes. 

i. Tis the Cardinal!; 

Andmccrely to rcuenge him on the Emperour, 

For not bellowing on him at his asking, 
TheArchbifhopnckc o(Toudo y t\m is purpos'd. 

j, I thinke 

Youhauehit the markc; but is’t not crucll, ^ ^ 

Thatfhe fhould feele the fmartofthis : the Cardinall 
Will haue his will,and (be muft tall. • 
i. ’Tiswofull. 

Wee are too open hcere to argue this: 

Let’s thinke in priuatc more- Exeunt . 


Sccna Sectmda. 


Enter Lord Chamber I4tne ^reading this Letter • 

M Y Lord , the Horfes your Lordfhip fent for , with all the 
care I h.id t I faxv well chofen , ridden , and ftirnifh'de, 
They were young and handfome , and of the befl breed in the 
North . When they were ready to fetont for London, a man 
of my Lord Cardmalls b) Commtjfion, andmatne power too^e 
tm from me, with this reafomhu matfier would bet fertidbe - 


~for7aSubtcft>ifnot before JTe Ktr.g, which jhf dour mouther 

feare he will indeede ; well, let him haue them ; hce 
will haue all 1 thinke. 

Enter to the Lord (fhamherlaine . the Dukes of Nor¬ 
folk? and Suffolk?* 

Norf Well met my Lord Chamberlains. 

Cham. Good day to both your Graces. 

Suf. HowistheKingimployd? 

Cham. I left him priuate. 

Full of lad thought s and troubles. 

Norf. Whac’s the caufe ? 

Cham. It feemes the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 
Ha’s crept too*neere his Conlciencc. 

Suff. No, his Confcience 
Ha’s crept too neetc another Ladie. 

Norf. Tis fo; 

This is the Cardinals doing : The King-Cardinal!* 

That blinde Prieft, like the deleft Scnneof Fortune, 
Turnes what he lift. T'neKmg will know him one day. 
Suff. Pray God he doe, 

Hee’l neuer know himfelfe elfe. 

Uorf. Howholilyhe vvorkes in all his bufineffe. 

And with what zcalc? For now he has crackt chc League 
Between vs & the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew. 
He diues into the Kings Soule, and there Icatters 
Dangers,doubts, wringing of the Conlcience, 

Feares, and defpaires, and all thefe for his Marriage. 

And out of all thefe,to relrorc the King, 

He counfel* a Diuorce,a Ioffe of her 
That like a Iewell, ha’s hung twenty yeares 
About his nccke, yet neuer loft her loftre; 

Of her that loues him wirti that excellence, 

That Angels lone good men with; Eucn of her, 

That when the greateft ftroakc of Fortune falls 
Will bUffe the King : and is not this courfe pious ? 

Cham. Heauen keep me from fuch conncehtis meft true 
TWefenewesarceueiy where,cuery tonguefpeaks ’em* 
And euery true heart weepes for’t. All that da re 
Locke into theie affaires, fee this mainc end. 

The French Kings Sifter. Heauen will one day open 
The Kings cycs,that fo long haue flept vpon 
This bold bad man. 

Suf. And free vs from his flauery, 

Norf. We had need pray. 

And heartily, for our delinerance; 

Or this imperious man will worke vs all 
From Princes into Pages: all mens honour? 

I ie like one lumpc beforehim,to befafhion’d 
Into what pitch he pleafe. 

Suf. For nic.my Lords, 

I loue him not,nor feare him,there’s my Crecdet 
As I am made without him,fo lie (Land, 

] f the King pleafe : his Curies and his bleflings 
Touch me alike: th’are breath 1 not beleeue in. 

I knew him.and 1 know him: folleauehim 
To him that mad* him proud; the Pope. 

Norf. Let’s in; 

And with fome other bufines,put the King 

From thefe fad thoughts,that work too much vpon him: 

My Lord, youle beare vs company? 

Cham. Excufe me, 

The King ha’s fent me otherwhere: Befides 
Yoo'l finde amoft vnfit time to difturbe him: 

Health to your Lordfhips. 
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^/^ Thankesmy good Lord Chamberlai*ie. , g ,.!l j^ nT f mT 


Exit Lord Chamberlatrte, and the King dr awes the Cttrtaine 
andfits readingpen finely. 

Stiff. How fad he lookes; lure he is much afflidled. 
Kin. Who’s there ? H a ? 

Merff. Pray God he be not angry. (felucs 

Kin. W ho’s there I lay ? How dare you thruft your 
Into my priuate Meditations > 

Whoamj[ ? Ha? 

Norff. A gracious King, that pardoris all offences 
Malice ne’rc meant: Our breach of Duty this way, 

Is bufineffe ofEftate; in which, wc come ’ 

To know your Royall pleafure. 

Kin. Ye arc too bold: 

Go too; He make ye know your times of bufineffe : 
Is"this an hovvre for temporal! affaires ? Ha ? 

Enter tVolfey and Camp cm with a (fommijfion. 

Who’s there? my good Lord Carding ? Omy Wolfy, 

1 he quiet of my wounded Conlcicnce; 

Thou art a cure fit for a King; you’r welcome 
Moft learned Reuercnd Sir,into ourKingdome, 

Vie vs,and it: My good Lord, haue great care, 

I be not found a Talker. 
n^ol. Sir, you cannot; 

I would your Grace would giue vs but an hourc 
Ofpriuace conference. 

Kin. We are buficjgoc, 

Norff. This Plied ha’s no pride in him ? 

Sttff. Not tofpeakeof; 

I would not be fo ficke though for his place: 

But this cannot continue. 

Norff. Ifitdoe,llc venture one; haue at him. 

Stiff. I another. 

Exeunt Norfol^e and Suffolk*. '. 

W'ol. Your Grace ha’s ginen aPr:fidentofwifcdome 
Aboucali Princes,in committing freely 
Your fcrupleto the voyccof Chrilfendome: 

Who can be angry now? What Enuy reach you i 
The Spaniard tide by blood and fauour to her, 

Muft now confcfte, ifehey haue any goodneffc, 

The Tryall,iuftand Noble. All the Glerkes, 

(I mcanc the learned ones in Chnflian Kingdomes) 

Haue their free voyces. Rome (the Nurfc of Judgement) 

Inuiced by your Noble felfe,hath fent 

One gencrall Tongue vr.to vs. This good man, 

This iu(i and learned Pricff,Cardnail Campeitu , 

Whom once more, I prefent vnto your Highnefle. 

Kin. And once more in mine armes I bidhim welcome. 
And chanke the holy Conclaue for their loues. 

They haue lent me fuch a Man, I would haue wifh’d for. 
Cam .Your Grace mud needs defcrueail ftrangers loues, 
You are lo Noble : To your HighnefiTe hand 
I tender my Commilfion; by whofe vertue. 

The Court of Rome commanding. Yonmy Lord 
Cardimli of2V^c, are ioyn’cl with me their Scruant, 

In the vnparciall lodging of this Bufineffe. (ted 

K7»..Twocqua!l men : The Qucenefhall beacquain- 
Forth with for what you come. Where’s Gardinerf 
Wol. I know your Maiefty,ha’s alwayes lou’d her 
So dcarc in heart, not to deny her that 
A Woman oflelfe Place might aske by Law; 

Schollers allow’d freely to 3rgue for her. 

Kin. I, and the heft (he ihalihaue ; and my fauour 
To him that does beff, God forbid els: Cardinall, 
Prethee call Gardiner to me,my new Secretary. 

Ifind him a fit fellow. 


Uo «rt 0 


you. 


or?*. 


1 man ? 


fKol. Giue me your hand: much iov & c. 

You are the Kings now. ' K tau 

Gard. But to be commanded 
For euer by your Grace,whofe hand ha’s „• ,, 

Kin. Come hither Gardiner. aiS( Ue # 

Walkes and whtfpcrs 

Camp. MyLordofr^wasU; D 
In this mans place before him ? e 

Wol. Yes,he was. 

Camp. Was he not held a learned 

VKoL Yes furely. 

Camp. Beleeueme,there’s an ill opi n i on r , 
Euen ofyour felfe Lord Cardinall. P rca dthen 

Wol. How? of me? 

Camp They will not fticke to fay V on*„ . 
And fearing he would rife ( he wasfo vcrtuoS ^ 
Kept h im a forraigne man ftill, which fo grce J w 
That he ran mad, and dide. ° u 01 ‘ lln >, 

U y ol, Heau’ns peace be with him: 

That’s Chriftian care enough s for liuino M„ rn , 
There’s places of rebuke. HewasaFoofe; UIet! > 
For he would needs be vertuous. That good Fell 
Ifl command him followes my appointment ° W ’ 

I will haue none fo nccrc els. Learne this Brother 
Weliuenotto be grip’d by meaner perfons. ’ 
Kin. Dcliuer this with modefty toth’Qj. lee . n e 

xi n . , Cxit Cjrd.Ktr, 

I he moft conuement place, thatl canthmkeof 
For fuch receipt of Leatning.is Black-Fryers: 

There ye fhall meete about this waighy bufincs. 

My fVolfey ,fee it furnifh’d, O my Lord, 

Would it not grieue an able man to leaue 
So fweet a Bedfellow? But Confcience,Confciencc 
’tis a tender place, and I muft leaue her. Emit. 


O 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Anne T alien, and an oldhdj. 

An. Not for that neithcr;herc’s thepang thatpinchci. 
His Highncfle,hauing liu’d fo long with her,andik 
So good a Lady, that no Tongue couldeuer 
Pronounce dishonour of her; by my life, 

She neuer knew hnrme-doing : Oh^now after 
So many courfes of the Sun enthroaned, 

Still growing in a Maiefty and pompe,thc which 
To leaue, a thoufand fold more bitter, then 
3 Tis fweet at fir ft t'acquire, After thisProceffc. 

To giue her the auaunt,it is 3 piety 
Would mouc a Monfter. 

Old La. Hearts of moft hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

An. Oh Gods will, much better 
She ne’re had knownc pompc; thought be tecnporall, 
Yet if that quarrell. Fortune, do diuorce 
It from the bearer, ’tis a fuflferance, panging 
As foule and bodies leuering. 

OldL . AlaspooreLady, 

Shee’s a ftranger now againe. 

An . So much the more 
Muftpitrydropvponher; verily 
I fweare,ti$ better to be lowly borne, ^ 



thich guifts 


Ircceiue, 


'4 ..nee with humble liuers in Content, 

*» dr £L perk’d v P in a gliftnng gnefc, 

^"vcarca golden forcow. 

^ OliL- Out content 

1,0 J niy^troth, and Maidenhead, 

v^u^ nct be a Queene. 

/HA L. Beflarew me, I would, 

. venture Maidenhead for’t,and lb svould you 
r" ,11 this fpice of your H ipocrific: 

u aC hade fo faire parts ot Woman on you, 
lllt / l0 o) a Womans heart.whidh euer yet 
KdEn.hcnce, Wealth, Soueraignty; 
a-hich tofayfooth,areBlcmngs;and w 
J ’your mincing) the capacty 

nfvour loft Chiuercll Confcience,would 
ifyou might pleafe to ftretAat. 

1 Jane. Nay, good troth. 

OliL. Yes troth,& trotb;you would not be a Queen? 
d»nc. No, not for all the riches vnder Heauen. 

OldL -Tis ftrauge;?. threepence bow’d would hire me 
Old ss l am, to Q^ecne it: but I pray you 
\Vhat thinkc you of a DutchdTc ? Haue you limb* 

Tobearc thatload ofTitle ? 

An. No in truth. 

Oii.L. Then you are weakly made-,pluckc off a little, 

I wold not be a young Count in your way 
For more then blulhing comes to: Ityourbacke 
Cannot vouchfafe this burthen, tis too wcake 
Euer to get a Boy, 
jn. How youdoetalkc; 
ifweare againe, I would not be a Quecne, 

For all the world; 

Old. L. In faith,for little England^ 

You’Id venture an emballitig : 1 my felfe 

Would for Carnaruanjhire , although there long’d 

Nomote to th’Ct ovvne but that: Lo, who comes here ? 

Enter Lord Chamberlaine. (know 

L.Cham. Good morrow Ladies; what wer’t worth to 
Thcfecret of your conference? 

An. My good Lord, 

Notyour demand; it values not your asking ; 

Our Miftris Sorrowcs we were pittying. 

Cham. It was a gentle bufinefi’c.and becomming 
Theaftionofgood women, there is hope 
All will be well. 

An. Now I pray God, 4men. 

Cham. You bearc a gentle minde,& hean’nly blelTings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, faire Lady 
Pttceiuel fpeake fincetely, and high notes 
Taneof your many vertues; the Kings Maiefty 
Commends his good opinion ofyou,toyou; and 
Doe’s purpofe honour to you no Idle flowing, 

Then Marchionefle okPcmbrooke\ to which Title, 

A Thoufand pound aycarc, Annuall lupport. 

Out ofhis Grace, he addes. 

An. I doe not know 

Whatkindc ofmy obedience,I fbould tender; 

More then my All,i* Nothing: Nor my Prayers 
Are not words duely hallowed; nor my Wifhes 
More worth,then empty vanities: yet Prayers & Wifhes 
Are all I can returne. ’Belcech your Lordfliip, 

Vouchlafe to fpeake my thankes,and my obedience, 
AjfromabluflvngHandmaidjto his Highnefle; 

Whofe health and Royalty I pray for. 


Cham. Lady; 

I fihall not faile t’approue the faire conceit 
The King hath of you. i haue perus’d her well, 

Beauty and Honour in her arc lominglcd. 

That they haue caught the King : and who knowes yer 
But from this Lady,may proceed a Icmme, 

To lighten all this lie. i’le to the King, 

And fay I fpokc with you. 

Exit Lord Chamber!nine. 

dn. My honour’d Lord. 

Old.L. Why this it is: Sec, fee, 

I haue beene begging fixteene ycarcs in Court 
(Am yee a Courtier beg geily) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too latfc 
For any fuvt of pounds: and you, (oh fate) 

A very frefh Fifh heere; fye,fye,fye vpon 
Yhis compel’d fortune : haue your mouth fild vp. 
Before you open it. 

jia'. This is flrange to me. 

OfdL. How tafts it? Is it bitter ? Forty pcncc,no: 
There was a Lady once (tis an old Stoiy) 

That would not be a Q^icenc, that would fbe not 
For all the mud in Egypt; haue you heard it ? 

An. Come you are plcafartt. 

Qld. L. With your Theame,I could 
O'rc-roount the Laikc: The Marchioncffe of Fcmbrooke} 
A thoufand pounds a yeare, for pure refpeil ? 

No other obligation ? fey my Life, 

That promifes mo thoufands: Honours trainfc 
Is longer then his foic-skirr; by this time 
] know your backe will beare a Dutchcffe. Say, 

Arc you not ftrongev then you were? 

An. Good Lady, 

Make your felfe mirth with your particular fancy, 
Andleaue me out on’t. Would I had no being 
If this falute my blood a lot; it faints me 
Tothinke what followes. 

The Qjyene is comfortlefle, and weeforgetfull 
In our long abfcnce: pray doc not deliucr. 

What heere y’haue heard to her. 

Old L . What doc you thinke fine - Exeunt. 


Scena Quanta. 


Trumpets Rennet, and Cornets. 

Enter two Vergers, wttb Jko^tfiluer wands; next them two 
Scribes m the babite of Dotlors: after them, the'Si/bop of 
Canterbury alone; after htm^ the BijhopsofLincolne , Sly, 
Rochefier y and S * Afaph : Next them , with fome fmad 
difiance. followes a Gentleman bearing the Pur/e , with the 
great Seale , and a Cardinals Hat: Then two Pricfts y bea- 
rmg each a Silner Crojfe: Then a Gentleman V[hcr bare¬ 
headed,accompany ed with a Sergeant at Armes , bearing a 
Silner Mace ; Then two Gentlemen bearing two great 
Stluer Fillers : After them, fide by fide , the two Cardinals , 
two Noblemen,with the Sword and Mace . The King takes 
place vnder the Cloth of State. The two Cardinalls fit 
vnder him as Judges* 7 he Queer:e takes place fome di- 
fiance from the King. The Tijhops place tbemjelues on 
each fide the Court in manner of a Confifiory : *Below them 
the Scribes . The Lords fit next the Bijhops. The refi of the 
Attendants fiandin conuenicnt order about the Stage. 
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Car. Wliil’ft pur Commiflion from Rome is read,' 
Let filcnce be commanded. 

King. What’s the need ? 

It hath already publiquely bene read. 

And on all lides th’Authoricy allow’d. 

You may then fpare that time. 

Car. Bcc’t fo,procced. 

Seri. Say, Henry K. of England, come into the Court. 

Crier. Henry King of England.&c. 

King. Heerc. 

Scribe. Say, Katherine Queene of England, 

Come into the Court. 

Crier. Katherine Queene of England,&r. 

The Queene makes no an fiver, rifes oat of her (fhaire, 
goes about theCourt , comes to the Kwg,and kneeles at 
his Feete. Thenjpeakes. 

Sir, I defire you do me Right and Iuftice, 

And to beftow your pitty on me; for 
I am a mofl poore Woman, and a Stranger, 

Borne out ofyour Dominions : hauing heere 
No Iudge indifferent, nor no more affurancc 
Ofequall Friendfiiip and Proceeding. Alas Sir: 

In what hauel offended you ? What caufe 
Hath my behauiour giuen to your difplcafure, 

That thus you fliould procecde to put me off. 

And take your good Grace from me ? Heaucn witneffe, 

I haue bene to you, a true and humble Wife, 

At all tiroes to your will conformable; 

Euer in fcare to kindle your Difiikc, 

Yea,fubicft to your Countenance: Glad,or forry. 

As I faw it inclin’d ? When was the houre 
I euer contradi&cd your Defire ? 

Or made it not mine too ? Or which ofyour Friends 
Haue I not ftroue to louc, although I knew 
He were mine Enemy l What Friend of mine. 

That had to him dcriu’d your Angcr,did I 
Continue in my Liking? Nay.gauc notice 
He was from thence difeharg’d ? Sir, call to minde, 

That I haue bcene your Wife, in this Obedience, 

Vp ward of twenty y cares, and haue bene bleft 
With many Children by you, Ifin the courfc 
And proceffc of this time, you can report. 

And prouc it too, againft mine Honor, aught; 

My bond to Wcdlocke, ortny Louc and Dutie 
Againft your Sacred Pcrfon; in Gods name 
Turnemcaway: and let the fowl’ft Contempt 
Shut doore vpon me, and fo giuc me vp 
To the ftiarp’ftkindeofluflice. Picafeyou,Sir, 

The King your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince mod Prudent ; of an excellent 
And vnmatch’d Wit, and Iudgemryit. Ferdinand 
My Father, King of Spainc, was reckon’d one 
The wifefi Prince, that there had reign’d, by many 
A yeare before. It is not to be queftion’d. 

That they had gather’d a wife Councell to them 
Of euery Realme, that did debate this Bufinefle, 

Who deem’d our Marriage lawful. Wherefore I humbly 
Befeech you Sir, to fpare me, till I may 
Be by my Friends in Spainc,aduis’d; whofeCounfaile 
I will implore. lfnot,i’th’nameofGod 
Your pleafurc be fulfill’d. 

fVol. You haue heere Lady, 

(And of your choice) thefc Rcuercnd Fathers, men 
Of Angular Integrity,and Learning; 

Yea, the ele 6 l o’th’Land, who are affemblcd 
To plcade your Caufe. It fhall be therefore bootleffe. 
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That longer you define.the C^^jT 
Lor your owne quiet,as to rcaifie 
What is vnfetled in cheKin<», 

Camp. His Grace 

Hath fpokcnwell, and iufily: ThereW i, , 

It’s fit this Royall Sefllon do proceed 
And that (without delay) their Arg«L nti 

Be now produc’d,and heard. ® nt * 

Qh. Lord Cardinally you I fp eak(> 

Wol. Your plcafure. Madam. 

Sir, I am about to weepe ; but .hint- 
We are a Queene (or long hauedream’d f ‘ ^ in § th »t 
The daughter of a King, my drops ofte, J Cettiin ' 
He turne to fparkes of fire. es> 

Wol, Be patient yet. 

Qu. I will, when you are humble ;N av w 
Or God willpunifh me. Idobcleeue ^ e ^ ore » 
(Induc’d by potent Circuroftanccr) that 
You are mine Enemy, and make mv Chill.. 

You fhall not be my Iudge. Foritijyon ^ 



Refufe you for my 1 udge, whom yet once more 
I hold my moft malicious Foc,and thinkenot 
At all a Friend to truth. 

Wol. I do profeffe 

You fpeakc not tike your felfe: who euer yet 
Haue flood to Charity,and difpJayd th’effetft 
Ofdifpofition gentle, and of wifedomc, 

Orc-topp.ng womans powre.Madaro,youdomevwor 

I natic no Spleene againft you, nor iniuftice 
For you,or any: how farre ] haue proceeded 
Or how farre further (Shall) is warranted * 

By a Commiflion from the Confiftorie, 

Yea,the whole Confiftorie of Rome. You ch ar °cmc 
That I haue bio wne this Coalc : I do deny it, 6 ’ 

The King is prefent: Ifit be knowne to him, 

That I gainfay my Deed, how may he wound, 

And worthily my Falsehood, yea,as much 
Asyou haue done my Truth. Ifheknow 
That I am free ofyour Report, heknowes 
Tam not ofyour wrong. Therefore in him 
It lies to cure me, and the Cure is to 
Rerooue thefc Thoughts from you. The which before 
His Highneffelball fpeakein,I do befeech 
You(gracious Madam) to vnthinke your fpeaking. 
And to fay fo no more. 

fQueen. My Lord, my Lord, 

I am a Ample woman, much too weake 
T’oppofe your eunning.Y’are meck,& humble-mouth’d 
You figne your Place, and Calling, in full feeming, 
With Meekeneffear.d Humilitic: but your Heart 
Is cramm’d with Arrogancie,Sp!eene,and Pride. 

You haue by Fortune, and his Highneffcfauors, 
Gone Rightly o’re lowe fteppes,and now are mounted 
WherePowres are your Retainers, andyourwoffk 
(Domcftickestoyou) ferue your will, as’c pleale 
Your felfe pronounce their Office. I mufttellyou, 
You tender more your perfons Honor, then 
Your high profeflion Spirituall. Thatagen 
I do refufe you for my Iudge, and heerc 
Before you all, Appeale vnto the Pope, 

To bring my whole Caufe ’fore his Holineffe, 

And to be judg’d by him. 

She Cttrtfies to the King , and offers to deport- 

Cm f 
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B The Queene is obfiinatc, 
f “hborne to lull ice, apt to accufe it,and 
iSainfull to be tridc by'c; tu no: well. 

rner. Katherine. Q_of England, come into the v.outt. 

r t ZJlh. Madam,you arc cald-backe. 

nZ What need you note itPpray you keep your way, 

«7henV° u are calcl returnc ' Now Lhe Lorti J) e! P c » 

cV ttxeme pafl my patience.pray youpaffe on; 

ilill not tarry: no, nor euer more 

upon this buiinefle my appearance make, 

, ov of their. Courts. 

I ' 4 Exit flaeene, and her ^Attendants . 

r,„ G oe thy vv ayes Kate, 

Tl)3C n ian i<b J world, who (hall report he ha’s 
i better Wife.,tec him in naught; t>c trufted, 

Por freaking falfc in that; th«u art slor.c 
rtftliy rarC qualities, fwcet gcntlenefle, 

1 hyineeknefl'c Saint-hkc^Viie-like Gouernment, 
Obeying in commanding,and chy pares 
q ucr jjpne and Pious els,could 1peake thee out) 

The Q^tcene of earthly Queues: Slice's Noble borne; 
And her true Nobility ,lhe ha’s 

Carriecfher felfe towards me. 

iVol. Moft gracious Sir, 

Inhumbicft manner I require your Highnes, 

That it (hall pleale you co declare in hearing 
Ofall thefc eares(for where I am rob'd and bound, 

There muft I be vnloos'd, although not there 

At once, and fully fatisfide) whether euer I 

Did broach this bufincs toyourHighnes,or 

Laid any fcruplc in your way whi. h might 

Induce you to the queftion on’eror euer 

Haue to you, but with thankes to God for fuch 

ARoyall Lady, fpakeone, the leaft word that might 

Be to the preiudiee of her prefect State, 

Or touch of her good Pcrfon ? 

Kin . My LordCardinall, 

Idocexcufe you; yea, vpon mine Honour, 
i frcc you fronVc: You are not to be caught 
Thatyoii haue many cnemies.,that know not 
Why ‘hey arc fo; but like to VillageCurres, 
Barkewhcntheir fcll.owes doe. By fome of thefc 
The Queene is put ln'anger;y*arc excus’d: 

Bat will you be moreiuftifi’de? You euer 
Haue wifh’d the fleeping of this bufines A neuer defied 
It to be ftir’d; but oft haue hindrcd,oft 
Thepaflages made toward it; on my Honour, 

Ifpcakemy good LordCardnall, to this point; 

And thus farre cleare him. 

Now, what mou’d me too r, 

I will be bold with time and your attention : (too’c: 

Thcnmarkc th’inducement. Thusitcamej giuc heede 
-MyConfcience firft rcceiu*d a tenderncs, 

Scruple^nd pricke,on ccrcaine Speeches vtter'd 
By th’B.fHop of5^i?«,thcn French Embaflador, 

Who had beehe hither fent on the debating 
And Marriage ’t.wixt the Duke of Orleancc, and 
Our Daughter .Afjry : l’th’Progreflc of this bufincs, 
Ereadetcrminare relolurion, hce 
(IrneanctheBifhop) did require a refpice, 

Wherein he might the King his Lord adue 
Whether our Danghcer were legitimate, 

RefpecHng this our Marriage with the Dowager. 
Sometimes bur Brothers Wife. Thi.srdpite fhooke 
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The bolomc of my Confcience, rmcer'd me; 

Yea with a fpitcing power,and made to tremble 
Tbctegion of my Brcaft, which forc’d fuch way. 

That many maz’d confiderings,did throng 
And preft in with this Caution; Fiift,me thought 
I flood not in the fmilc of Hcauen, who had 
Commanded Nature, that my Ladies wonvbe 
Ifit conceiu’d a male*child by me, fliould 
Doe rto more Offices of life too t; then 
T he Graue does co th" dead: For her Male Hiue, 

Or dfde where they were made, or fhortly after 
This world had ayr’d them. Hence 1 cookc a thought. 
This was a lodgement on me,that my Kingdoms 
Well worthy the beft Hcyre o'lh’ World) (hould not 
Be gladded in’t by me. Then followcs,that 
I weigh’d the dancer which my Realmes flood in 
By this my 1 ffbes faile,and that gaue to me 
Many a groaning throw : thus hulling in 
The wild Sea of my Confciencc,I did fleere 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we arc 
Now prefent heere cogethenthac’s to fay, 

1 meant to redfifie my Conlcicncc, which 
1 then did fcele full ficke,and yee not well. 

By all the Rcucrend Fathers of the Land, 

Am) Dodlors leam*d. F,rft 1 began inpriuate. 

With you my Lord of Lincoln^ you remember 
Hi>w vnder my oppreflion I did reeke 
When 1 fir It mou’d you. 

B Lin . Very well my Liedge. 

Ktn I haue Ipoke long, be pleas’d yout felfe to fay 
How farre you facisfide me. 

Lin. Sople^feyour Highnes, 

The queftion dul at firft fo flagger me. 

Bearing a State of mighty moment inc. 

And cohfequenccofdrcad, that I committee! 

The danngft Connfailc which I had to doubt, 

And did ehtreate your Highnes co this courle. 

Which you are running heere. 

Kin. I then moo’d you, 

My Lord of Canterbury p nd gotyour leaue 
To make this prefent Summons vnfolicited. 

I lefe no Reucrcnd Pcrfon in this Court; 

But by particular confent proceeded 

Vnder your hands and Seales; therefore goc on. 

For no diflike i’th’world 3 gainft the perlon 
Of the good Queene; but the fharpe thorny points 
Ofmy alleadgcd rcafons, driues this forward: 

Proue but our Marriage lawfull, by my Life 
And Kingly Dignity,we are contented 
To vvearc our mortall State to come, with her, 

(Ktfhtrinc our Queene) before the primeft Creature 
That’s Parragon’d o’th’ World 

Cawf. So pleale your Highnes, 

The Queene being abfent/tis a needfull fitneffe. 

That we adiourne this Court till further day; 

Meane while, mu ft be an earned motion 
Made co the Queene to call backe her Appeale 
She intends vnto his HolinelTe. 

Kin . I may perceiue 

Thefe Cardinals trifle with me: I abhorre 
This dilatory {loth r and trickcs of Rome. 

My learn’d and welbcloued Seruant Cranmer, 

Prcthee returne,with thy approch: 1 know. 

My comfort comes along : bieake vp the Court; 

I lay, fee on. 

Exeunt, in manner as they enter'd, 

v 3 Attt** 
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The Life Oj 


JBus Tertius . Scena Trima, 


Enter Queene And her Women as at worke. 

Queen . Take thy Lute wench. 

My Soule growes fad .with troubles) 

Sing, and diiperfc ’em if thou canft; leaue working: 

Song. 

O Rpheua with hie Late made Trees , 

And the Mountaine tops that freeze, 

Tow themfelues when he did Jing. 

To his Mttfcke , Plants and Flowers 
r Ester fprung ; as Sunns and Showers, 

There had made a Lifting Spring. 

Entry thing that heard him play , 

Euen the Billowes of the Sea, 

Hung their headsthen lay by. 

In facet Mnftcke is fnch Art, 

Killing care, & griefe of heart. 

Fad afleepe , or hearing dye. 

Enter a Gentleman, 

Queen. How now ? 

Gent. And’t pleafe your Gracc,the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the prcfcnce. 

Queen. Would they fpeake with me ? 

Gent. They wil’d me fay fo M adam. 

Queen. Pray their Graces 
To come neerer what can be their bufines 
With me, a poore weake woman,faine from fauour ? 

I doe not like their commiog; now I thinke on’r. 

They fhould bee good men, their affaires as righteous« 
ButaIlHoods,makenot Monkes. 

Enter the two Cardinalls , Wolfey & Campian. 

Wolf, peace to your HighnefTe. 

Queen. Y our Graces find roc heere part of a Houfwifc, 
(I would be all) againft the worft may happen: 

What arc your pleafures with me,reuerent Lords ? 

Wol. May it pleafe you Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your priuatc Chamber; we (hall giue you 
The full Caufc of our comming. 

Queen. Speake it heere. 

There’s nothing I haue done yet o’ my Confidence 
Deferues a Corner: would all other Women 
Could fpeake this with as free a Soule as I doe. 

My Lords,I care not (fo much I am happy 

Aboue a number) if my actions 

Were tri’de by cu’ry tongue,eu’ry eye faw ’em, 

Eriny and bafe opinion let againft ’em, 

I know my life io euen. If your bufines 
Sceke me out, and that way I am Wife in; 

Out with it boldly: Truth loues open dealing. 
fard. Tanta eft erga te mentis integritas Reginaferenifftma. 
Queen. O good my Lord.no Latin; 

I am not fuch a Truant fince my comming. 

As not to know the Language I haue liu’d in : (ous : 

A ftrange Toogue makes my caufc more ftrange/ufpiti- 
Pray fpeake in Englifh ; heere are fomc will thanke you, 
if you fpeake truth, for their poore Miftris fake; 

Beleeue me fhe ha’s had much wrong. Lord Cardinally 
The wiliing’ft finnel euer yet committed, 

May heabfolu’din Englifh. 

Card. Noble Lady, 



lam forry my inte grity fhoul 
(And fcruicc to his Maiefty and you) 

So dc cpc f u fpi t i 0 n, where all faith was mean .. 

We come not by the way ofAccufation ’ 

To taint that honour euery good TongJebltir 
Nor to betray you any way to forrow; 1 Cs > 

You haue too much good Lady : But tokn 
How you ftand minded in the waighty <jjg c ° W 
Betwecne the King and you.and to deliuer 
(Like free and honeft men) our iuft opinions 
And comforts to our caufe. 

Camp ♦ Mofl honour'd Madam, 

My Lord ofYorke, outofhisNoblenature 
Zealc and obedience he (till bore your Grace 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cenfure 
Both of his truth and him (which was too fane) 
Offers, as I doe,in a figne of peace. 

His Seruice, and his Counfcll, 

Queen. To betray me. 

My Lords, I thanke you both for your good wills 
Ye fpeake like honeft men, (pray God ye prouefol 
But how to make ye fodainlyan Anfwere * 

In fuch a poynt of weight, fo r.eere mine Honour 
(Morcneeremy Life 1 feare) with my weake wit-’ 
And to fuch men of grauity and learning; * 

In truth I know not. I was let at worke, 

Among my’Maids,full little (God knovyes)l 0 okina 
Either for fuch men, or fuch bufinefle; 6 

For her fake that I haue bcene, for I feele 
The laft fit of my Greatnefle; good yourGraces 
Let me haue time and Counccll for my Caufe: 

Alas, I am a Woman frendlcfie, hopeiefl'c. 

Wot. Madam, 

You wrong the Kings loue with thefe feares. 

Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Queen. In England, 

But little for my profit can you thinke Lords, 

That any Englifh man dare giue me Counccll? 

Or be a knownc friend’gainft his Highnesplcafure, 
(Though hebe growne fo defperate to be honeft) 
And hue a Subiect ? Nay forfooth, my Friends, 
They that muff weigh out my af’flinftioiij, 

They that my truftmuft grow to, hue not heere, 

Tin y arc (as all my other comforts) far hence 
In mineowne Countrey Lords. 

Camp. I would your Grace 
Would leaueyour grecfes.and takemy Counfeli, 
Queen. How Sir? 

Camp Pur your mainecaufe into the Kings protedion 
Hee’s louing and moll gracious. ’Twill be much, 
Both for your Honour better.and your Caufe: 

For if the tryall of the law o’retake ye, 

You’l part away difgrac’d. 

Wol. He tels you rightly. 

Queen. Ye tell me what ye wifli for both,my ruins: 
Is this yourChriftian Counccll? Oucvponye. 
Heauen is aboue all yet; there fits a Judge. 

That no King can corrupt. 

Camp. Your rage miftakes vs. 

Queen. The more fhame for yejholy men I thoughty 
Vpon my Soule two reuerend CardinallVcrtues: 
But Cardinall Sins,and hollow hearts I feare ye; ^ 

Mend ’em for (hame my Lords: Is this your comfort 
The Cordial! rhat ye bring a wretched Lady ? 

A woman loft among ye, laugh’t at, fcornd ? 

I will not wi(h ye haife my miferies. 


I 
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The burthen of my forrowes, fall vpon ye. 

1 V*r. Madam, chis ** a mecre 

v turne the good we offer, into enuy. 

^ %uce Ye turne me into nothing W«e vponye, 
dall fuch falfe ProfelTors. W ould you haue me 
nfyou nauc any luflicc,any Pitty, ' 

\ ( ] be any thing but Churchmens habits) 
n t mV fickc caulc ,nto h' s hands, that hates me. 

VL ha’s bani fil’d me hts Bed already. 

His Loue, too long ago. I am old my Lords, 

, all the Fellow fhip I hold now with him 
uonelv my Obedience. What can happen 
To me, aboue this wrecchedneffe ? All your Studies 
jtfake me a Curfc,like this. 

Camp. Your feares arc worfe. 

Qn Haue I lin’d thus long (let me ipeake my lelte, 
Since^ertue findes no friend s)a Wife.# true one? 

A Woman (I dare fay without Vainglory) 

Neuer yet branded with Sufpition? 

Haue I, with all my full Affedfions 

Still met the King ? Loud him next Heau’iVObey’d him? 

Bill (out offondneffe) fupcrftttious to him ? 

Almoft forgot my Prayrcs to content him ? 

Anti am 1thus rewarded ? ’Tis not well Lords, 

Bring me a conftant woman to her Husband, 

One that ne’re dream’d a Ioy, beyond his pleafure; 

And to that Woman (when fhc has done mod) 

Ycr will I adde an Honor; a great Patience, 

Car. Madaro,you wander from the good 
We ayme at. 

Qn. My Lord, 

I date not make my felfe fo guiltie. 

To giue vp willingly that Noble Title 
YourMafter wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall e’rc diuorce my Dignities. 

Car. Prayhearcme. 

Qh. Would I had neuer trod this Englifh Earth, 

Or felt the Flatteries that grow vpon jt: 

Ye haue Angels Faces; but Heauen knowes your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched Lady ? 
am the moft vnhappy Woman liuing. 

Alas (poore Wenches)whcreare now your Fortunes ? 
Shipwrack’d vpon a Kingdome, where no Pitty, 

No Friends, no Hope,no Kindred weepe for me ? 

Almoft no Grauc allow’d me ? Like the Lilly 
That once was Miftris of the Field,and flounih’d, 
lie hang my head, and periflb. 
far. If your Grace 

Could but be brought to know,our Ends are honeft, 
Youl’d feele more comfort. Why (hold w^good Lady) 
Vpon what caufc wrong you ? Alas.our Places, 

The way of our Profeffion is againft it; 

We are to Cure fuch forrowes, net to fowe ’em. 

For Goodneffe fake, confider what you do. 

How you may hurt your felfe; I, vtterly 

Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 

The hearts of Princes kifle Obedience, 

So much they loue it. But to flubborne Spirits, 

They fwell and grow, as terrible as ftormes. 

I know you haue a Gentle, Noble temper, 

A Soule as euen as aCalme; Pray th’thkc vs, 

Thofe we profefTe.Peace-makers.Fiitnds, and Seruants. 

Camp. Madam.you’lfindcitfo: •' 

You wrong your Vcrtucs 


With thefe weake Womens feares. A Noble Spirir 

As yours was, put into you, euer cafis 

Such doubts as falfe Coinc from it. The King loucs you. 

Beware you loofe it not :Forvs(ifyou pleafe 
To truft vs in your bufinefic)wc arc ready 
To vfe our vtmoft Srudies.in your fcruicc. 

Ou. Do what ye will,my Lords: 

And pray for giue me; 

] f I haue vs’d my felfe vnmannerly. 

You know I am a Woman, lacking wit 
To make a leemcly anlwer to fuch perfons. 

Pray do my feruice to his Maieftie, 

He ha’s my heart yet, and fihall haue my Prayers 
While I (hall haue my life. Come reuerend Fathers, 
Beftow your Councels on me. She now begges 
Thar little thought when (he fet footing heere. 

She fhould haue bought her Dignities fo dccre. Exeunt 


Seem Secuncia . 



Enter the Duke of KTorfolke , Duke of Suffolk;, Lord Surrey, 
and Lord Chamberlaine. 

Norf. If you will now vnite in your Complaints, 

And force them with a Conftancy,thc Cardinall 
Cannot ftand vndcr them, if you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promife. 

But that you (hall fuftainc moc new dilgraces. 

With thefe you beare alreadic. 

Sur. I am ioyfull 

To mcetc the lea ft occafion, that may giue me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-Law,thc Duke, 

To be reueng’d on him. 

Suf. Which of the Peeres 
Haue vneontemn’d gone by him, or atlcaft 
Strangely negledfed? When did he regard 
The ftampe of Noblencflc in any perion 
Outofhimfclfe? 

Cham . My Lords,you fpeake your pleafure*: 

What he deferues of you and roe, I know: 

What we can do to him (though now the time 
G lues way to vs) I much feare. I f you cannot 
Barrc his acceflc to’th'King, neuer attempt 
Any thing on him : for he hath a Witchcraft 
Ouer the King in’s Tongue. 

Nor. O feare him not. 

His fpell in that is out: the King hath found 
Matter againft him, that for euer marres 
T he Hony of his Language. No, he’s fetled 
(No: to come off ) in his difplcafure. 

Sur. Sir, 

I fhould be glad to beare fuch Ncwct as this 
Onde euery houre. 

/Vcr. Bc-Ieeueit,thi$istrue. 

In the Diuorce, his contraric proceedings 
Are all vnfolded: wherein he appearcs. 

As I would wifh mine Enemy. 

Sur. How came 
His pra&ifes to light ? 

Suf. Moft ftrangely. 

Sur. O how? how i 

Suf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope mifearried, 

And 
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And came to th’eye o'th’King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardinall did intreat his HolinefTe 
To {lay the ludgement o’th’Diuorce; for if 
It did take place, I do (quoth he)perceiue 
My King is tangled in affe&ion,to 
A Creature of the Queenes, Lady Arne ’BuHetj^ 

Sur. Ha’s the King this ? 

Sttf. Beleeueit. 

Sur. Will this worke? 

Cham. The King in this perceiues him,how he coafts 
And hedges his owne way. But in this point. 

All his trickes founder,and he brings his Phyficke 
After his Patients death; the King already 
Hath married thefaire Lady. 

Sur. Would he had. 

Suf. May you be happy in your wilh roy Lord, 

For I profefleyou haue it. 

Sur. Now all my joy 
Trace theConiun&ion. 

Suf . My Amen too’t. 

ATer. All mens. 

Suf. There’s order giuen for her Coronation: 

Marry this isyet but yong,and may be lefc 
To fomc cares vnrecounted. But my Lords 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleatc 
In minde and feature. I perftvade me,from her 
Will fall fome bleffing to this Land,which {hall 
In it be memoriz’d. 

Sur. But will the King 
Digcft this Letter of the Cardinals ? 

The Lord forbid. 

Nor. Marry Amen. 

Suf. No,no: 

There be moe Wafpes that buz about his Nofe, 

Will make this fling the fooner. Cardinall Campeiut, 

Is ftolne away co Rome,hath ’tane no leaue, 

Ha’s left the caufe o’th’King vnhandlcd, and 
Is polled as the Agent of our Cardinall, 

To fecond all his plot, I do afiure^ou, 

The King cry’de Ha,at this. 

(fham. NowGodinccnfehim, 

And let him cry Hajlo wdcr. 

Noyf. But my Lord 
Wheii returnee Cranmirl 

Suf. He is return’d in his Opinions,which 
Haue fatisHed theKing for his Diuorce, 

Together with all famous Colledges 
Almoft in Chriftendomc: fhortly (1 bcleeue) 

His fecond Marriage lhal! be publilhd,and 
Her Coronation, Katherine no more 
Shall be call’d Qu^cne,but Princefle Dowager, 

And Widdow to Prince Arthur. 

Nor. This fame Cranmer’s 
A worthy Fellow,and hath tane much paine 
In the Kings bufinefle. 

Suf. He ha’s, and we fiiall fee him 
For it an Arcli’-byfhop. 

Nor. So I heate. 

Suf. Tisfo. 

Eh ter Wolfej and Cromwell. 

■ J The Cardinall.' 

Nor. ObIcrue,obferue,lice’s moody. 

Car. The Packet Cromwell, 

Gau’c you the King? 

Crom. To his owne hand,in’s Bed-chamber. 

Card. Look’drheo’th’infide of the Paper ? 
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Crom. Prefently 

He did vnfeale them, and the firft he view’d 
He did it with a Serious minde: a heede ’ 

Was in his countenance. You he bad 
Attend him heercthis Morning. 

Card. Is he ready to come abroad? 

Crom. I rhinke by this he is. 

Card. Leaue me a while. r . 

It fha.ll be to the Dutches of Alanfon, ’ r0K *dl, 
The French Kings Sifter; He (ball marry her 
Anne BuHen?No : He no Anne Bailees for him 

There’s more in’t then fairc Vifage. Bulle»> * 

No, wee’l no Tullens : Speedily I vrifti 
To heare from Rome. TheMarchionelfeofPenk. . 
Nor- He’s difeontented. n brokel 

Suf. Maybche heares the King 
Does whet his Anger to him. 

Sur. Sharpe enough, 

Lord for thy Iufticc. 

Car. The late Queenes Gentlewoman? 

A Knights Daughter 

To be her Miftris Mifiris ?The Queenes, Qjie tne? 
This Candle burnes not clecre, ’tis i muft fiiuff e »t 
Th t „°M it goes. Wha though lkno whctK[ ; 

And well delcruing ? yet I know her for 
A fplecny Lutheran, and not wholfome to 
Our caufe, that Ibe fhould lye i’th’bofomeof 
Our hard rul’d King. Againc,there is fpnmg vp 
An Hcretique, an Arch-one; Cranmer , one 6 * 

Hath crawl’d into the fauour of the King 
And is his Oracle. 

Nor. He is vex’d at fomething. 

Enter King Reading of a Sceiule. 

Sur. I would ’twer fomthing j would fret the Urine 
The Mafter-cord on’s heart, 

Suf. The King, theKing. 

King. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his owne portion ? And what expence by’th’houre 
Seemes to flow from him?How,i’ch’namcofThnft 
Does he rake this together? Now my Lords, 

Saw you the Cardinall? 

Nor. My Lord.wchaue 

Stood heere obferuing him. Some flrangcCommotion 
Is in his braine: He bites his lip.and ftarcs, 

Stops on a fodaine, lookes vpon the ground, 

Then layes his finger on his Temple : ftraight 
Springs out into faft gate, then flops againc, 

Strikes his breft hard, and anon, he cafts 

His eye againft the Moonc: in mod flrangc Poftures 

We haue feffae him fee himfclfe. 

King. It in ay well be. 

There is a mutiny in’s minde. This morning. 

Papers ofState he fent me, to perufe 
As I requir’d: and wot you what I found 
There (on my Confcience put vnwittingly) 

Forfooth an lnuentory, thus importing 
The feuerall parcels of his Plate his Treafure, 

Rich Stuffes and Ornaments of Houfhold, which 
I finde at fuch proud Rate, that it out-fpeakes 
Poffeflion of^ Subie<51. 

Nor. It’s Helens will , 7 r r: . 

Some Spirit put this paper in the Packet, 

To blefle your eye wit hall. 

King. If we did thinke 


Hi 
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"^^^nUtioo wore aboue the earth, 
fist on Spirituall obied, he Ihould ftill 

nlllinh«Mufings,butIamaffraid 

S-S Thinking* aw below the Moone,not worth 

Irferiousconfidering. ■ 

HlS King tak.es his Seat .whijpers Louell , who goes 
to the Cardinall. 

Car. Heauenforgiueme, 

Euer God blefle yourHighneffe. 

Virjir. Good my Loid, 

V ate foil of Heaucniy ftaffc,and*bi»c thc lriucncory 
Ofjour beft Grace-s^nlyour minde; chc which 

Y u were now running o’rc : you hawrfcarfe time 
To h° m s P iricual1 ic y ture ’ a briefe fpan 
Tokeepc your earthly Audit, lure in that • 

Ideemeyouan ill Husband^nc! amfctffd 

To haue you therein myCpmpanion . 

Car . Sir, 

For Holy Offices I haue a time; a t ime 
To thinke vpon the part of bufineffe, which 
Ibearei’th’State: and Nature does require 
Her times ofpreferuation, which perforce 
{her fraile fonne, among’ft my Brethren mortall, 

Muft giuc my tendance to. 

Ktngo You haue faid welt. 

Car. And euer may your Highneffe yoake together, 
/As I will lend you cauic ) my doing well, 

With my well laying. 

King. Tis well laid agen, 

And ’tis a kindc of good deede to fay well, 

And yet words are no deeds. My Father lou’d you, 

He faid he did, and With his deed didCrowne 
His word vpon you. Since I had my Office, 

I haue kept you next my Heart, haue not alone 
ImployMyou where high Profits might come home. 

But par'd my prefenc Hauings, to beftow 
MyBountics vpon you. 

Car . What fhould this meane ? 

Sur. The Lord increafe this bufincfic. 

King. Hauel not madeyou 
The prime man of the State ? I pray you tell me. 

If what I now pronounce, you haue found true ; 

And if you may confcffe it, fay withall 
lfyou are bound to vs, or no. What lay you ? 

Car. My Soueraignc, 1 confefle your Royall graces 
Shewr’d on me daily, haue bene more then could 
My ftudied purpofes requite, which went 
Beyond all mans endeauors. My cndcauors, 

Haue euer come too fhort of my Dcfires, 

Yet fill’d with my Abilities; Mine owne ends 
Haue beene mine fo, that cucrmore they pointed 
To’th’good of your moft Sacred Perfon, and 
Theprofit of the State. For your great Graces 
Heap’d vpon me (poore Vndeferucr) I 
Can nothing render but Allegiant thankes, 

My Prayres to heauen for you; my Loyalcie 
Which euerha’s, and euer lhall be growing. 

Till death (that Winter) kill it. 

King. Faireiy anfwcr’d: 

A Loyall, and obedient Subied is 
Therein illuftrated, the Honor of it 
Does pay the Ad of it, as i’th’contrary 
The fowlencfic is the punifhment. I prefume. 

That as my hand ha’s open’d Bounty to you, v 
My heart drop’d Loue, my powrc rain’d Honor, more 
3n yoq, then any: So your Hand,and Heart, 


Your Braine, and eucry Fun&ion of your power. 
Should, notvvichftanding that your bond of duty. 

As’ewer in Loues particular, be more 
To me your Friend,then any. 

Car. I doprofeffe. 

That for your Highneffe good, I euer labour’d 
More then mine owne: that am,haue,and will be 
(Though all the world fhould cracke their duty to you. 
And throw it from their Soule, though perils did 
Abound, as thickeas thought could make’em,and 
Appcarei n formes more horrid) yet my Duty, 

As doth a Rockc again!* the chiding Flood, 

Should the approach of this wilde Riucr breake. 

And ftand vnfhaken yours. 

King. Tis Nobly fpoken: 

Take notice Lords, he ha’s a Loyall bred. 

For you haue feenc-him open’r. Read o're this. 

And after this, and then to Brcakfaft with 
What appetite you haue. 

Exit King, frowning vpon the (farAinaK, the Nobles 
throng after him jmiltng.and whijpering. 

Car . What fhould this meane? 

What fodaine Anger’s this? How haue I reap’d it ? 

He parted Frowning from me, as ifRuine 
Ltap’d from his Eyes. So lookes the chafed Lyon 
Vpon the daring {Huntfroao that has gall’d him : 

Then makes him nothing. I muft reade this paper: 

I fcare the Story of his Anger. *Tis fo: 

This paper ha’s vndone me : ’Tisth* Accompt 
Ofall that world of Wealth I haue drawnc together 
For mine owne ends, (Indeed to gaine the Popedome, 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negligence / 

Fit for a Foole to fall by : What croffe Diuell 
Made me put this mainc Secret in the Packet 
I fent theKing ?Is there noway co cure this? 

No new deuice to beare this from his Braines ? 

I know ’twill ftirre him ftrongly • yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in fpight of Fortune 
Will bring me off againe. What’s this ? To th T Pope ? 
The Letter (as I liue) with all the Bufincffe 
I writ coo’s Holineffe. Nay then, farewell : 

1 haue touch’d the higheft point of all my Greatneffe, 
And from that full Meridian of my Gloiy, 

I hafte now to my Setting. Ifhallfall 
Like a brighcexhalacion in the Euening, 

And no man fee me more. 

Enter to Woo!fey, the Duties of Norfolk andSuffolke* the 
Earle of Surrey % and the Lord Chamberlaine. 

Nor . Heare the Kings plcafurc Cardinall, 

Who commands you 
To render vp the Great Seale prefently 
Into our hands, and to Confine your fclfc 
To Afher-houfe, my'Lord of Winchefters, 

Tdl you heare further from his Highneffe. 

Car . Stay: 

Where’s your Commiffion? Lords,words cannot carrie 
Authot iry fo weighty. 

Suf Who dare croffe’em. 

Bearing the Kings will from his mouth expreffely ? 

Car. Till I finde more then will,or words to do it^ 

(I meane your malice) know. Officious Lords, 

I dare,and muft deny it. Nowlfeele 
Of what courfc Mettle ye are molded, Enuy, 

How eagerly yc follow my Difgraces 

As 
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As if it fed ye, and how fleeke and wanton 
Ye appeal e in eucry thing may bring my mine? 

Follow your enuious courfes, men of Malice; 

Yhaue Chriftian warrant for 'cm^and no doubt 
In time will finde their fit Rewards. That Seale 
You aske with fuch a Violence, the King 
(Mine, and your Mafter) with his owne hand,gauc me s 
Bad mecnioy it, with the Placc,and Honors 
During my life; and to confirme his Goodnefic, 

Ti’de it by Letters Patents. Now,who’ll take it ? 

Sur. The King that gaue it. 

Car. It mull be himlelfe then. 

Sur. Thou art a proud Traitor, Priefl. 

Car. Proud Lord, thou lyeft: 

Within thefe fortie houres, Surrey durft better 
Haue burnt that Tongue, thenfaidc fo. 

Sur. Thy Ambition 

(Thou Scarlet finne) robb’d this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buckingham, my Father* in-Law, 

The heads of all thy Brother-Cardinals, 

(With thee, and all thy beft parts bound together) 
Weigh’d not a haire of his. Plague of your policie. 

You lent me Deputie for Ireland, 

Farre from his fuccour; from the King,from all 
That might haue mercie on the fault,thou gau’ft him: 
Whil’ft your great Goodnefic, out of holy pitty, 
Abfolu’dhim with an Axe. 

Wol. This, and all elfc 
This talking Lord can lay vpon my credit, 

I anfwcr,is moft falfe. The Duke by Law i 

Found his deferts. How innocent I was 

From any priuate malice in his end, r . 

His Noble 1 uric, and foule Caufccan witnefTe. : 

If 1 lou’d many words, Lord, 1 fhould tell you. 

You haue as little Honeftie, as Honor, 

That in the way of Loyaltie,and Truth, 

Toward the King, my cuerRoiall Mafter, 

Dare mate a founder man then Surrie can be, 

And all that loue his follies. 

Sur. By my Soule, 

Yotir long Coat (Priefl) protc<£b you. 

Thou fhould’tt feele 

My Sword i’ch’life blood ofthceclfe. My Lords, 

Can ye endure to heare this Arrogance ? 

And from this Fellow ? If we Iiue thus tamely. 

To be thus laded by a peece ofScarlet, 

Farewell Nobilitie: let his Grace go forward. 

And dare vs with his Cap, like Larkcs. 

Card. All Goodnefic 
Is poyfon to thy Stomacke. 

Sur. Yes, that goodnefic 
Of gleaning all the Lands wealth into one. 

Into your owne hands (Card’nall) by Extortion : 

The goednefle of your intercepted Packets 

You writ to’th Pope, againft theKing: your goodnefic 

S ; nce you prouokc me, fhall be mofl notorious. 

My Lord ofNorfolke,as you are truly Noble, 
Asyourefpetfl the common good, the State 
Of our defpis’d Nobilitie, our 1 flues, 

(Whom if he line, will fcarlc be Gentlemen) 

Produce the grand fumme of his finnes, the Articles 
Colle&cd from his life. ] lc ftartle you 
Worfe then the Sacring Bell, when the browne Wench 
Lay killing in your Amies,Lord Cardinall. 

Car. How much me thinkes, I could defpife this man. 
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But that I am bound in Charitic againft it* 


Cln §shand 


Nor. Thofe Articles,my Lord^^ 

But thus much, they are foule ones. 

Wol. So much fairer 
And fpotle(Te, fhall mine Innocence arife 
When the King knowes my Truth. * 

Sur. This cannot fauc you * 

I thanke my Merooric, I yet remember 
Some of thefe Articles, and out they (hall. 

Now,if you can blufh, and cric guiltic Cardinal! 
You’l (hew a little Honeftie. 1 

IPol. SpeakeonSir, 

I dare your worft Obicftions: If I blufh 
It is to fee a Nobleman want manners. 

Sur . I had rather want thofe, then my head • 

Haue at you. # 

Firft, that without the Kings aflent or knowledge 
You wrought to be a Legate, by which power * ’ 
You maim’d the Iurifdi&ion of all Eifhops. 

Nor . Then, That in all you writ to Rome,orclfc 
To Forraigne Princes, Ego & Rex mens ' 

Was ftill inferib’d : in which you brought the King 
To beyour Scruant. 5 

Suf. Then, that without the knowledge 
Either ofKing or Councell, when you went 
Ambaflador to the Emperor,you made bold 
To carry into Flanders, the Great Seale. 

Sur . Item, You fent a large Commiflion 
To Cjregorj de Cajfado, to conclude 
Without the Kings will, or the States allowance, 

A Leaguebctweenc his Highnclfe,andFerr^vi. 

Suf . That out of mecre Ambition, you haue caus'd 
Your holy-Hat to be ftampc on the Kings Coine. 

Sur. Then, That you haue lent inumerablc fubftancc 
(By what meanes got, I leaue to your owne confcience) 
To furnifh Rome, and to prepare the wayes 
You haue for Dignities, to themccre vndooing 
Of all the Kingdome. Many more there are. 

Which fincc they arc of you, and odious, 

I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham. O my Lord, 

PrcfTe not a falling man too farre! Yis Vertue: 

His faults lye open to the Lawes,let them 
(Not you) corrcft him. My heart weepes to fee him 
So little, of his great Sclfe. 

Sur. I forgiuc him. 

Suf. Lord Cardinall, the Kings further pleafure is, 
Becaufe all thofe things you haue done oflatc 
By your power Legatiue within this Kingdome, 

Fall into’ch’compafTc of a Premunire; 

That therrfore fuch a Writ be fued againft you, 

To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements, 

Caftles, and whatfoeucr, and to be 

Out of the Kings protection. This is my Charge. 

Nor . And fo wce’l leaue you to your Meditations 
How to Hue better. For your ftubborne anfwer 
About the giuing backe the Great Scale to vs, 

The King fhall know it, and (no doubt) fhal thankeyou. 


So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinall. 


Exeunt all tut Wolftj 

Wol. So farewell, to the little good you bearemt 
Farewell ? A long farewell to all my Greatneffc. 
This is the ftate of Man; to day he puts forth 
The tender Leaues of hopes, to morrow Bloffomes, 
And beares his blufhing Honors thicke vpon him*• 
The third cfey, comes a Froft; a killing Froft, 

And when he thinkes, good cafic man, full furcty 
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> ripening, mpprshisroQtc 


\ h r he fals as I do. J haue ventur’d 
ke little wanton Boyes that lwim on bladders: 
vLmanV Summers in a Sea of Glory, 

beyond my depth; my high-blowne Pride 
* length broke voder me, and now ha s left me 

Weary’and old wilh Seruice.to che 

nf. r de ftreame, that muft for euer hide me. 

Vtine pompe, and glory of this World, I hate ye, 

1 feele iT»y heart new open'd. Oh how wretched 
that poore man, that hangs on Princesfauours? 
There is betwixt that fmilc we would afpire too. 

That fweet Afpetf of Princes, a*.J their ruine, 
M orc pa n gs, and feares then wanes, or women l ane ; 
. n( j when he fallcs.he fj>llcs like Lucifer, 


Heart w hope againe 

Enter Cromwell* ft awing amazed. 


yyhy how now Qromwell r 
front. 1 h.uie no power to fpeakc Sir- 
What, amaz’d 


Car. 


^ w y misfortunes ? Can thy Spirit wonder 
forest man fhould decline. Nay,andyou weep 
I artifalne indeed. 
q yo w. How docs your Grace. 

Card. Why well: 

[sjeuer fo truly happy, my good CromweR , 

J know my lcifenow, and I feele within me, 

^peace aboue all earthly Dignifies, 

A ftill, 3 nd quiet Confcience. The King ha’s cur'd me, 

I humbly thanke his Grace: and from chcfc fhouldcrs 
Thefe ruin’d Pillers, out of pitty, taken 
A loadr, wouldiinkc a Nauy, (coo much Honor.) 

O’cis a burden Cromwef Visa burden 
Too heauy for a man, that hopes for Hcaucm 
Crcm. I am glad your Grace, 

Ha's made that right vfe of it. 

Card „ Ihopelhduc; 
lam able now (rne thinkes) 

(Out of a Fortitude of Soule, I feele) 

To endure more Mrleries, and greater farre 
Then my Weakc-hcarted Enemies, dare offer. 
WhatNcwcs abroad? 

' Crom. The Ueauieft, and the wotft, 

Isyour di(plealure with the King. 

Card . Godbleffchim* 

Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas Moore is chofen 
Lord Chancellor, in your pl/ce. 

Card. That’s fomcwhjv* fodain. 

But he’s a Learned man. May he continue 
LonginhisHighricftefauour, and doluftice 
ForTruths-fake,and his Confcience; chat his bones. 
When he ha’s run hi 5 courfe,and fleepes inBieftings, 
MayhaueaTombe ofOrphancs tcares wept on him. 
What more? 

Crom. That Cranfner is return’d with welcome ; 
Mail’d Lord Arch-byfhop ofCantcrbury. 

Card. I hat’s Ncwes indeed. 

Crom. Laft, that the Lady Ame+ 

Whom the King hath in fecrecie long married. 

This day was view’d in open, as his Quecnc, 

Going to Chappell: and the voyce is now 
Oocly about her Corronarion. 

Card. There was the waight that pull’d me downe. 
0 [romwell , 

The King hj’s gone beyond me: All my Glories 
in that one woman, I haue loft for eucr. 


No Sun, fhall euer vfher forth mine Honors, 

Or gilde againe the Noble Troopes that waighted 
Vpon my fmiles* Go get thee from me Cromwef 
I am a poore falne man, ynworthy now 
To be thy Lord, and Mafter. Seeke the King 
(That Sun, I pray may neuer fer) I haue cold him. 

What, and how true thou art; he will aduance thee: 
Some little memory of me, will ftirre him 
(I know his Noble Nature) not to let 
Thy hopcfull lcruice perifh coo. Good Cromwell 
NegledI him not; make vfc now, and prouide 
For thine owne future fafety. 

Crom . O my Lord, 

Muft I then leaue you ? Muft I needes forgo 
So good, fo Noble, and fo rrue a Mafter ? 

Beare witnefte, all that haue not hearts.of Iron, 

With what a forrow<7 rQmwcl Icaues his Lord. 

TheKing fhall haue my fcruice $ but my prayres 
For cuer, and for euer fhall be yours. 

Card . Cromwef 1 did not thinke to fhed a teare 
In all my Mileries : But thou haft forc’d me 
(Ouc of thy hone ft truth) to play the Woman. 

Let’s dry our eyes: And thus farre heare me Cromml y 
And when I am forgotten, as j fhall be, 

And fleepein dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me, more muft be heard of; Say I taught thee; 

Say fVolfey y that once trod the wayes ol Giory, 

And founded all theDepths,and ShoalesqfHonor, 
Found thee a way (out of his wrackejto rife in : 

A lure, and fafe one. though thy Mafter mift it. 

Marke but my Fall, and tha^ that Ruin’d me: 

Cromwef 1 charge thee, fling away Ambition, 

By that finne fell the Angels: how can man then 
(The Image of his Maker )hopc to win by it ? 

Loue thy fclfe laft, cherifh thofe hearts that hate thee; 
Corruption wins not more then Boncfly. 

Still in thy right hand, carry gentle Peace 
To filence enuious Tongues. Be iuft,and fearc not; 

Let all the ends thou aym’ft at, be thy Countries, 

Thy Gods s and Truths. Then if thou fall’ft(0 Cromwell) 
Thou fail’d a blefled Martyr. 

Serue the King: And pry thee leade me in: 

There take an Inuentory of all I haue, 

To the laft peny, 'cis the Kings. My Robe, 

And my Integrity to Heauen, is all, 

I dare now call mine owne. O Crcmwel, Cromwcl y 
Had 1 but ftrn-4 my God, with halfc the Zeale 
I ferud my King : he would not in mine Age 
Haue left me naked to mine Enemies. 

Crom. Good Sir, haue patience. 

Card . So I haue. Farewell 
The Hopes of Courr, my Hopes in Heauen do dwell. 

Exeunt . 


•iY' W- 

• HI- -rvMe. 'iffiK-.i ! DB 


1 


i MusOuartus. ScenaTrima . 


Enter tivo Gentlemen t meeting one another. 
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1 Y’are well met once againe. 
a So are you. 


1 You come to take your ftand heere, and behold 
7 he Lady Anne, pafie from her Corronation. 

2 "’Tis 


liliilit: 
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The Li/eo/Kjpg Henry the Eight. 


2 Tis all nay bufinefle. Atourlaft encounter,* 

The Duke of Buckingham came from his Triall. 

1 'Tis very true. But that time offer’d farrow* 

This generall ioy. 

2 ’Tis well : The Citizens 

I am fure hauc fhewnc at full their Royall minds. 

As let'em hauc their rights they are euer forward 
In Celebration orthis day with Shewcs, 

Pageants, and Sights ot Honor* 

1 Neuer greater. 

Nor lie aflure you better taken Sir. 

2 May I be bold to aske what that containcs. 

That Paper in your hand. 

i Yes/tis the Lift 

Of thofe that claime their Offices this day. 

By cuftome of the Coronation. 

The Duke of Suffolke is the firft,and claimes 
To be high Steward; Next the Duke of Norfolke, 

He to be Earle Marfhall ryou may readc the reft. 

I I thankc you Sir: Had I not known thofe cuftoms, 
I fhould haue beene beholding to your Paper ; 

But I befeech you,what’$ become of Katherine 
The Princcffe Dowager? How goes her bufinefle ? 

I That I can tell you too. The Archbifhop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned,and Rcuerecid Fathers of his Order, 

Held a late Court at Dunftable; fixe miles off 
From Ampthill,where the Princeffe lay, to which 
She was often cytcdby them,but appear’d not: 

And to be fhort, for not Appearance^nd 
The Kings late Scruple, by the maine a (Tent 
Of all thefe Learned men, was diuorc’d, 

And the late Marriage made of none effe£l: 

Since which,(he was remou’d toKymmahon, 

Where /he remaines now fickc. 

•2 Alas good Lady. 

The Trumpets found : Stand dofe, 

The Queene is comming. Ho-hoycs . 

The Order of die Coronation. 


1 A Uncly Flotirijb of Trumpets. 

2 7 hen, two Pudges . 

3 Lord Chancellor, wtth Purfe and cMace before him . 

4 Q fwnRtrsfinging. Muficke. 

5 Maior of London, bearing the Mace . Then Garter, in 
his Coate of Armes, and on his head he wore a Gilt Copper 
(frowne. 

6 Marquefle Dor fet, bearing a Scepter of Cold , on his head , 
a Demy CoronallofGold. With him , the Far le of Surrey, 
bearing the Rod ofStluer with the Doue y Crowned with an 
Earles Coronet . Collars ofEffes . 

7 Duke of Suffolke, in his f\cbe ofEfiate,his Coronet on his 
he ad,bearing a long white IPand^ as High Steward. IPith 
him,the Duke of Norfolke, with the Rod of Afarlhaljhip, 
a Coronet on his head. Collars of 8ffes m . 

8 A Canopy, borne byfeure of the Cinque-Ports, vnder it 
the 0usene in her Robe,* in her haire , richly adorned with 
Tear/e , Crowned. Oneachfide her>tbe BiPoops of L ondon, 
and Winchefter. 

9 The Glde Duscheffc of Norfolke,' inaCoronall of (fold, 
wrought with Flowers,bearing the fffueenes Tratne. 

to Certaine Ladies or Counteftes, with plame Circlets of 
Cjold^without Flowers. 

Exeunt, firfipaffing ouer the Stage in Order and State, and 
then ,A great Flottrifh of Trumpets . 


Aarons 


2 A RoyallTraine bcleeueme tThdVrT-- 

Who’s that that bearcs the Scepter ? kn ° w: 

1 Marquefle Dorlet, 

And that the Earle of Surrey,with the Rod. 

2 A bold braue Gentleman* That fhnnUu 

The Duke of Suffolke. ° uldbc * 

1 Tis the fame: high Steward. 

2 And that my Lord of Norfolke ? 

1 Yes. 

2 Heauenblcflethec, 

Thou haft the fweeteft face I euer look’d on 
Sir,as I hauc a Soule,(he is an Angeil; 

Our King ha s aJI the Indies in his Armcs 
And more, and richer,when he ftraincs that Lad 
I cannot blame his Confcicncc. ^ 

1 They that beare 

The Cloath of Honour oucr her,arc fourcB 
Of the Cinque Ports. 

2 Thofe men are happy, 

And fo arc all,are ncerc her. 

1 cake it,(he that carries vp the Traine, 

Is that old Noble Lady^utchefle of Norfolke. 

1 It is,and all the reft are Counteftes. 

2 Their Coronets fay fo. Thcfc arc Starrcs indeed 

And fometimes falling ones. J 

2 No more of that* 

Enter a third Gentleman . 

1 Godfaueyou Sir. Where haue you bin broiling: 

3 Among the crow’di’rh’ Abbey, where afinoer 

Could not be wedg’d in more: I am ftifled 
With the meere ranknefle of their ioy. 

2 You faw the Ceremony? 

3 Thacldid. 

1 Howwasic? 

3 Well worth the feeing. 

2 Good Sir,fpeakc it to vs? 

3 As well as I am able. The rich ftreame 

Of Lords,and Ladies, hauing brought the Queene 
To a prepar’d place in the Quire.* fell off 
A diftance from her; while her Grace fatedownc 
To reft a while, fome halfcan houre, orfo, 

In a rich Chaire of St2te, oppofing freely 
The Beauty of her Per Ion to the People. 

Beleeue me Sir, (lie is the goodlieft Woman 
That euer lay by man : which when the people 
Had the full view of, fuch a noyfe arofe* 

As the ffirowdes make at Se>a, in a ftiffc Tempeft, 

As lowd,and to as many Tunes* Hats^Cloakcs, 
(Doublets, I thinkc) flew vp, and had their Faces 
Bin loofe, this day they had becneloft. Such ioy 
I neuer law before. Great belly’d women, 

That had not halfe a weeke to go,like Rammes 
In the old time of Warre, would (bake the preale 
And make ’em reelc before ’em. No man liuing 
Could fay this is my wife there, all were wouen 
So ftrangelv in one peece. 

2 But what follow’d ? 

3 At length, her Grace rofe,and with modeft paces 
Came to the AItar,whcre fhe kned’djand Saint-like 
Caft her faireeyes to Heauen,and pray’d deuoutly. 
Then rofe againe.and bow'd her to the people: 
When by the Arch-byfhop of Canterbury, 

She had all the Royall makings of a Queene; 

As holy Oyle, Edward Confeflors Crowne, 

The Rod,and Bird of Peace,and all fuch Emblemes 
Laid Nobly on her: which perform’d, the Quire 
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Tbe Life of Kinz Henry the Eight 


, -r-Trn^^ftftMuficke ot the Kingdomc, 

VVltb rVt ft'fg TeDetm. So (he pared, 

T °f,.,h rbe lame full State pac’d backs aga.nc 
A ll 'y or j cc .place,where the Fcaftis held. 

, 1 S n0 more call it Yorke-pbce,that’s paft: 

KTc the Cardinallten.that Titles loft, 
the Ktngs, and call’d Whue-HalU 
. i know it: 

ij’tis fo lately alter’d, that the old name, 

, f rC (h about me. 

*’ \Vhat twoReuciend Byfhops 

ay c thofe that went on each fide of the Queene? 

^ „ 5 , ol;eley and Gardiner, the one of Wmchefler, 
jfcily prefert’d from the Rings Secretary: 
r^othcr L ondon. 

j Hcot Winchefter ^ 

jsheJd no gieat good louer of the Arcbfcifhops, 
phevertuous Cranmer. 

, All the Land knowes that: 

How ever,yet there is no great breach, when it comes 
fri’tmtr will finde a Friend will not Oirinke from him, 

^ j VVho may that be, 1 pray you. 

« jhoffioi CrmrveH, 

\ m8 n in much efleeme with th’King, and truly 
A worthy Friend. 1 he King ha’s made him 

Mafteto da’Iewcll Houfe, 

And one already of thePriuy Councclh 
2 He will deferue more. 

5 Yes without all doubt. 

Come Gentlemen ycdiall go my way. 

Which is co’th Court,and there ye (hall be my Guefb: 
Something I can command. As I walkc thither. 

It tell ye more. 

Both. You may command vs Sit. Exeunt. 


Seem Secunda. 


Inter Katherine Dowager , fickc, lead between* C Griffith , 
her Gentleman ffher^ and Patience 
her Woman* 

Grif. How do’s yourGrace ? 

Kath. G Griffith >ficke to death : 

My Legges like loaden Branches bow to’th’Earch, 
Willing to Icaue their burthen : Reach a Chaire, 
Sonow(methinkes)I feele a little coic. 

Did’ft thou not rell me Griffith , as thou lead’d mee, 

1 hat the great Childc of Honor, Cardinal! Wot fey 
Was dead ? 

Grtf. Yes Madam :btit I thsnke yourGrace 
Out of the painc you fufter’d, gaue no care roo’c. 

Katb. Pre’thee good Griffith, tell me how he dy'de. 
If well, he flept before me happily 
For my example. 

Crif Well, the voyce goesM^dam, 

For after the flout Earle Northumberland 
Arrefted him at Yorkc, and brought him forward' 

Asa man finely tainted, to hts Anfwer, 

Hcfcllficke fodainly v and grew fo ill 
He could not .fit his Mule. 

Kath. Alaspoorcman^ 

G^/.Atlaft^with eafieilqdcs, he came to Leicefter, 


Lodg’d in the Abbey j where the reuerend Abbot 
With all his Coucnt, honourably rcceiu'd him ; 

To whom he gaue thefe words. O Father Abbot, 

An old man, broken with the ftormes of State, 

Is come to lay his weary bones among yes 
Gitic him a little earch for Charity. 

5>o went to bed ; wheieeagcrly his ficknefle 
Purfu’d him ftill, and three nights after this. 

About the houre of eight, wbic h he himfelfc 
Foretold fhould be his laft, full of Repentance, 
Contmuall Meditations, Teares,and Sorrowes. 

He gaue his Honors to the world agen, 

His blcfled part to Hcauen.and flept in peace. 

K*th. So may he reft, 

His Faults lye gently on hrm 2 
Yet thus farre Griffith , giue meleane to fpeakchim. 
And yet with Charity. He was a man 
Of an vnbounded ftomacke, euer ranking 
HimfeJfe with Princes. One that by inggeftibn 
Ty’dcallche Kingdomc. Symonie, w r 3s faire pla lk. 
His ownc Opinion was his Law. J ’th’prcfencc 
He would fay vntruchs, and be euer double 
Both in his words, and meaning. He was neuer 
(But where he meant to Ruinc)pircifull. . 
HisPromife$> were as he then was, Mighty : 

But his performance, as he is now. Nothing : 

Of his owne body he was ill,and gaue 
The Clergy ill example. 

Grif Noble Madam: 

Mens euill manners, liue in Brafle, their Vertucs 
We write im Water. May it pieafe your Highncflc 
To hearc me fpeake his good now ? 

Kath. Yes good Griffith, 

I were malicious eife. 

Grtf This Cardinal!, 1 

Though from an humble Scocke, vndoubtedly 
Was fafhion’d to much Honor. From his Cradle 
He wassScho]ler ? anda ripe,and good one: 
Exceeding wile, faire fpoken # aud perfwading: 
Lofty,and fowre to them that lou’d him not: 

But, to thofe men that fought him, fwe£c as Summer 
And though he were vnfattsfied in getting, 

(Which was a finne) yet in bellowing,Madam, 

He was moll Princely ; Euer witnefle for him 
Thofe twinnes of Learning, that he rais’d in you, 
Iplwich and Oxford: one ofwhich,fe!l vvith him* 

Vn willing to out-liue the good that did it. 

The other (though vnfiufflTd) yet fo Famous, 

So excellent in Arr,and ftill fo 1 ifing. 

That Chriftcfidome fhall euer fpeake his Vertiie. 

His Ouerthrow, heap’d Happinefle vpon him : 

For tbcn,and not till then, he felt himfelfe. 

And found rhe Blefledneffe of being little. 

And to adde greater Honors to his Age 

Then man could giue him; he dy’de, fearing God. 

Kath . After my death, I wiffi no other Herald^ 
No other (peak er of my 1 ming A&ions, 

Tokcepe mine Honor, from Corruption, 

But fuch an honeft Chronicler as Cfriffith• 

Whom I moft hated Liuing, thou haft made mec 
With thy Religious Truth,and Modeftie, 

(Novy in his Afhes)Honor: Peace be with him* 
Patience , be hcerfc me ftill, and fet me lower, 

I hauc not long to trouble thcc. Good Griffith, 
Caufe the Mufitians play me that fad note 
I nam’d my Knell; whiPftl fit medicating 
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The Life ofRing Henry the Eight . 


/ 


On that Ccelcftiall Harmony I go too. 

Sad andfolemne CMuficke. 

Grif She is afleep : Good wench,let's fit down quiet. 
For feare wc wake her. Softly,gende J fttt/*v?*- 

TheVifion. 

Enter folemncly tripping one after another, fixe Per Jen ages, 
clad in white Robes , wearing on their heades Carla nds of 
Bayes ^andgo lden F'iz.ards on their faces. Branches of Bayes 
or Valme tn their hands. They firft Conge vnto her , then 
Dance: and at certaine Changes , the firft two hold a ffare 
Cjarland oner her Head , at which the other foure make re¬ 
verend Curtjics. Then the two that held the Garland ^deli¬ 
ver the fame to the other next two y wbo obferue the fame or~ 
der in their Changes, and holding the Garland otter her 
head . Iftfoich done, they deliuer the fame (far land to the 
laft two : who likewife obferue thefame Order. *sit which 
(as it were by infiltration) fhe makes (in herfieepe) fignes of 
retoyring, and holdeth vp her hands to heaven, jlndfofn 
their Dancing vanity, carrying the Garland with them~>. 

7 he {JHuficke continues. 

Rath . Spirits of peace,where arcyc?Areyea!I gone? 
And leaue me heere in wrctchedneffc, behindeye? 

Grif Madam,wearehecre. 

Rath. It is not you I call for, / 

Saw ye none enter fincc I fiept ? 

Grif None Madam# 

Rath. No? Saw you not cuen now a blcffed Troopc 
Inuite me to a.Banquet, whofe bright faces 
Caft thoufand beanies vpon me,like the Sun ? 

They promis’d me eternal! Happineffc, 

And brought me Garlands (Griffith )wh\cn I fcelc 
I am not worthy yet to wearc : I fball afluredly. 

Grif. I am moft ioyfulj Madam/uch good dreames 
Poffeffe your Fancy. 

Rath. Bid the Mufickc Icauc, V 

They areharfh andheauy to me. Mufickc ccafes. 

Pati . Do you note 

How much her Grace is alter'd on the fodainc ? 

How long her face is drawne ? How pale (he lookes. 

And of an earthy cold? Markc her eyes ? 

Grif She is going Wench. Pray,pray. 

Pati. Heauen comfort her. 

Entc r a cMeffenger. 

Mef. And’t like your Grace-- 

Kath. You area fawey Fellow, 

Deferue we no more Reucrencc ? 

Grif You are too blame. 

Knowing (lie will not loofc her wonted Greatneffc 
To vfefo rude behauiour. Go too,kncclc. 

Mef I humbly do entreat your Highneffe pardon. 

My haft made me vnmannerly. There is flaying 
A Gentleman ferrt from the King, to fee you. 

Rath . Admit him entrance Griffith. But this Fellow 
Let mencrc lee againe. Exit Meffeng. 

Enter L ord Capuchins, i 

Ifmy right faile not, j 

You fhould be Lord AmbaiTador from the Emperor, 

My Royall Nephew,and your name Capuchins . 

Cap. Madam the fame. YourSeruant. 

Rath. O my Lord, 

The Times and Titles now aTrc alter’d ftrangely 
With me, fincc firft you knew me. 

But I pray you, 

\Vhac is your pleafure with me ? 


°Utc 


a ycrs. 


Cap ♦ Noble Lady, 

Firft mine owne fcruicc to your Grace tl 
The Kings requeft.that I would vifit you 6 ^ 
Who greeues much for your weaknefle La i 
S ends you hisPrincely Commendation’s ° m * 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort 

Kath.O my good Lord, that comfort com. 

’Tis like a Pardon after Execution; mes t0 ' 

Thatgcntle Pbyficke giuen in time,had cur>d m 
But now I am paft all Comforts hecre but D 
How does his Highncfie ? 

Cap. Madam,in good health. 

Kath. So may he euer do,and cuer flourifi, 
WhenlfEaH dwell with Wormes,and my po ^ n 
Bamfh d the Kingdome. Patience, is that Lett ' 

I caus’d y ou write, yet fent a way? ' M 

Pat.' No Madam. 

Kath. Sir.I moft humbly pray you t0 deliuer 
This to my Lord the King. 

Cap. Mott willing Madam, 

Kath. In which I h2ue commended to hie - 
The Modell of our chafte loues: his yone daimk ^ 
The d«w« of Heauen fall thicke in 
Bcleecmng him to giue her vercuous breeding * 

She is yong, and of a Noble modeft Nature ° 

I hope tlie will deferue well; and a little * 

Toloue her for her Mothers fake, that lou’d him 
Heauen knowes how deetely. ’ 

My next poorc Petition, 

Is, that his Noble Grace would haue fome pittie 
Vpon my wretched women, that fo long 
Haue follow’d both my Fortunci/aitWulIy, 
Ofwhich there is not one, I dare auow v ’ 

(And now 1 fh'ould not lye) but will deferue 
For Vertuc.and true Beautie of the Soule, 

For honettic,and decent Carriage 
A right good Husband (let him be a Noble) 

And furethofe men arc happy that fhall haue’em. 
The laft is for my men, they are the pooreft, 

(But pouerty could neuer draw ’em from me) 

That they may haue theic wages,duly paid 'em, 

And fomething ouer to remember me by. 

IfHeauen had pleas’d to haue giuen me longer life 
And able meanes, we had not parted thus. 

Thefeare the whole Contents.and good my Lord,' 
By that you looe the deereft in this world, 

As you wifti Chriftian peace to foules departed, 
Stand thefe poore peoples Friend,and vrge the King 
To do me this laft right. 

Cap. By Heauen I will, 

Or let me loofe the falhion of a man. 

Kath. Ithanke you honeft Lord. Rememberme 
In all humilitie vnto his Highneffe: 

Say his long trouble now is palling 
Out of this world. Tell him in death I bled him 
(For fo I will) mine eyes grow dimme. Farewell 
My Lord. Griffith farewell. Nay Tatience, 

Vou muft not leauc me yet. I muft to bed, 

Call in more women. When I am dead,good 
Let me be vs’d with Honor; ftrew me ouer 
With Maiden Flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chafte Wife, to my Graue: Embalmeme, 
Then lay roe forth (although vnqueen’d) yet like' 

A Queene, and Daughter to a King entcrce me- 
I can no more* 

Extant leading Kathtritte. 


Seti 
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JBus Quintus, ScenaTrima . 


r Gardiner r Bfoop of m»chefrer,a Page mth a Torch 
before himynet by Sir Thomas LomlL 


Card- onc a c ^ oc ^ e Boy,is’c not- 
<v oy .. Ic hath ftrookc. * . 1 

Curd. Thefe fhouid'&e houre-s 

NoC for delights: repose pui Mature 

^ \ ^mlrhrtinP rCDO' <u '.Ok: 

uigbc Sir Thomasi 


fo waftc thefe times 
u/hetber folate? - ' ‘ 

lon. C ameyou from theKing,my Lord*. • 

Car. I did Sir Thomas ,*nd left him ac.Tci vivo 
With the Duke ofSuffolke. 

lott. ImufttoJumtOO 
Before be- goto bed. ] le take my leauer 
Card. Not yet Sir 7 hcmas. LdueH : what’s the mattes t 
jt fcctncs you ^re in ha^; ^nd if there be 
No great offence belppgs too’c, giue your Friend 
Soaie touch.of your late bufinclfe: Affaires that walkc 
fAstky’fay. Spirits do) at midnight,baue 
In thou# wilder Narure, then the bufinefle vjr , 

That feekes difpatch by day# 
leu. My Lord,I loueyouj 
And durft commend a fccrcc to your care 
Much mightier then thiy workc. The Queens Labor 
They fay in great Extrcmiry,and fear’d 
Shcc’l with the Labour,end. 

Card . The fruite fhe goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it mayfinde 
Good time,and liuc: but for the Stocke Sir Thomas, 
Ivviflvic grubb’d vp now. 

Lou. .Me thinkes I could 
Cry the Amen, and ye?c my Conscience fayes 
Shee’s a good Creature, and fwect-Ladie do's 
Deferue out better w*£hcs* 

Card. But Sir^Sir, 

Heareme Sir Thomas , y’are a Gentleman 
Ofmineownc way. I know you Wife, Religious, 

And let me cdl.you/ic will ncre be well. 

Twill not Sir Thomas Lovell, tak t ofme, 

Till Cranmer,Cromwel, her two hands, and fhee 
Slecpe in their Graucs.. : 

Lonll. Now Sir,you fpeakc of two 
The mpft remark’d I’th'Kingdome; as for Cromwell > 
BefidethatoftheIcwelUHoufc,is made Mafter 
O’th’Rolles, and the Kings Seccct.ary. Further Sir, 

Stands in the gap and Trade of Preferments, 

With which the Lime will loade him. Th’Archbyfhop 
Is the Kings hand,and conguc,andyy'hodaic Ipcak 
Oneiyilablc'againfthim ? 

Gard. Ycs^es^ir Thomas ,. - 
There arc that Dare, and I my felfehauc ventur’d 
To fpeake my minde of him : and indeed this day, 

Sir(I may tell it you)! thinkc I haue 
Incenft the Lords o*th ? Councc!l, he is 
(For fo, 1 know he is, they know he is) 

A moft Arch-Heretique iv aPcftilcnce 
That does infc<ft the Land: with which, they moued 
Haue broken with the King, who hath fo farre 
Giuen eare to our Complaint, of his great Grace, 

And Princely Care, forc-fecing f(dl Mifcjifiefcs, • 


Our Realons layd before him, hath commanded 
To morrow Morning to the Cooncell Boord 
He be conucnccd. He’s a ranke weed Sir Thomas, 

And we muft root him out. From your A ftaires 
I hinder you coo long :Good night,Sir Thomas. 

£xit Gardiner and Page. 

LouMzny good nights, my Lord, 1 reft your feruant. 
Enter King and Suffolke. 

' Rmg. Charles, l will play no more to night. 

My mmdes nct-on’t, you are too hard for me. 

Suff. Sir, I did neuer win of yon before* 

King. Bujriitcl z Charles, 

Nor fha!i tfez when my Fancies on my play. 

Nov/ Lonely from the Quecne what is the Newes. 

Lou. } could nor pci fondly deliuer to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman,’ 

I fenc your Meflage,who return’d her chankes 

In the grcat’ft humblencfie, and defir’dyour Highneffe 

Moft heartily to pray for her. 

King. What fay’ft thou? Ha ? 

To pray for her? What is fhe crying out ? 

Lou. So faid her woman, and that her fuffrance made 
Almoft each pang,a death. 

King. Alas good Lady ► 

Sif. God faTcly quit her of her Burthen, and 
With gentleTrauailc, to the gladding of 
Your Highneffe with an Hcirc. 

King # *ris midnight Charles t 
Prytbee to bed, and in thy Prayres remember 
Th’eftace of my poore Qjeene. Leaue me alone. 

For 1 muft thinkc of chat, which company 
Would not be friendly too* 

Suf. I wiib your Highneffe 
A quiet night,and my good Miftris will 
RtyfiembcrAn my Prayers, 

Ring. Charles goodnight. Exit Suffolk*. 

Well Sir,what foliowes ? 

Enter Sir jinthory Denny. 

Den . Sir,I haue brought my Lord the Arcb-byfliop, 
As you commanded me* 

King. Ha?Canterbury? 

Den. I my good Lord. 

King. 'Tis true: where is he Denny> 

Den. He attends your Highneffe pleafure# 

K/vg. Bringhim to Vs. 

Lou. This is about that,which the Byfbop fpakc, 

I am happily come hither. 

Enter Crannser and Denny. 

King. Auoyd the Gallery. Louelfemes toft ay t 

ITa ? i haue faid. Be gone. 

What ? Exeunt Louelland Denny. 

Cran. I am fearefuil: Wherefore frownes he thus ? 
'Ti s his A fpeft of Terror. All’s not well# 

King « How now my Lord ? 

You do defirc to know wherefore 
I fent for you. 

Cran. Icismydutie 
T'attend your Highneffe pleafure. 

King. Pray you arife 

My good and gracious Lord ofCanterbutie; 

Come, you and i muft walkea turnc together:* 

I haue Newes to tclJ you. 

Come, come, glue me your hand. 

Ah my good Lord, I greeue at what I fpeake. 

And am right forrie to repeat what foliowes. 

I haue,and moft vnwillingiy oflate 

x z Heard 
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Heard many grecuous. I do fay my Lord 
Greeuous complaints ofyou; which being confider’d, 
Hauemou’d Vs,andourCouacell, that you (hall 
This Morning come before vs,whcrcT know 
You cannot with fuchfreedoine purge your felfe. 

But that till further Triall, in thofe Charges 
Which will require your Anfwer, you muft take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your houfc our Tovvre: you.a Brother ofvs 
It fits we thus proceed, or elle no witnefle 
Would come againft you. 

Cran. I humbly thanke your Highncfie, 

And am right glad to C3tch this good occafion 
Moft throughly to be winnowed,where my Chaffe 
And Corne frail flye afunder. For 1 know 
There’s none Hands vnder more calumnious tongues,' 
Then I my felfe, poore man. 

• King. Stand vp,good Canterbury, 

Thy Truth, and thy Integrity is rooted 
In vs thy Friend. Giue me thy hand, (land vp, 

Prythee let’s walke. Now by my Holydamc, 

What manner of man are you ? My Lord, 1 look’d 
You would haue giuen me your Petition, that 
T frould haue tane fome paines,to bring together 
Your felfe, and your Accusers, and to haue heard you 
Without indurance further. 

Cran. Moft dread Liege, 

The good 1 ftand on, is my Truth and Honeftic: 

If they fhall faile, I with mine Enemies 

Will triumph o're my perfon, which I waighnot. 

Being of thofe Vertues vacant. I fcarc nothing 
What can be faid againft me. 

King. Know you not 

How your ftate ftands i’th’world,with tbe.wbole world? 
Your Enemies are many, and not final! ; thcinpra&ifrs 
Muft bearc the fame proportion,and not euef^ 

The Iufticc and the Truth o’ch’qucflion carries 
The dew o’th’Vcrdicf with it; at what cafe 
Might corrupt mindes procure, Knaues as corrupt 
To fwcarc againft you : Such things haue bene done. 
You are Potently oppos’d, and with a Malice 
Of as great Size. Weene you ofbcttcrlucke, 

I meane in periur’d Witnefle, then your Mafter., 

Whofc Minifter you are, whiles hccrc he liu’d 
Vpon this naughty Earth s’ Go too,go too, 

You take a Pvecepit for no Icape of danger. 

And woe yourowncdeftru&ion. 

Cran . G od,and your Maiefty 
ProteH mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me. 

King. Be of good cheere. 

They frail no more pi cuaile, then we giue way too: 
Kecpe comfort to you,and this Morning fee 
Youdoappearc before them. If they frail chance 
In charging you with matters, to commit you: 

The bell perfwafions to the contrary 

Faile not to vfe, and with what vehemencie 

Th’occafion frail inftru# you. Ifintreaties 

Will render you no remedy, this Ring 

Deliuer them, and your Appeaie to vs 

There make before them. Looke.the goodman weeps: 

He’s honeft on mine Honor. Gods bleft Mother, 

I fweare he is true-hearted, and a foule 
None better in my King dome. Get you gone, 

And do as i haue bid you. Exit Cranmer. 

He ha's ftrangled his Language in bis teares. 


Enter Olde Lady. 

Gent.within. Come backe: what meanevuu > 
Lady. Ik not come backe, fhe tydinoj \, . 
Will make my boldnefle, manners. Now 
Fly o’re thy Royall head.and fradcthypcrf 0n 
Vnder thcirblefled wings. 

King. Now by thy lookes 
I geffethy Meflage. Is theQueene deliutrM? 

Say I,and ofa boy. 

Lady. I.I my Liege, 

And ofaloucly Boy: theGod of heauen 
Both now.and cucr bleflc her s’TisaGyrlc 
Promifes Boyes heercafter. Sir,your Ouecn 
Defires your Vifitation,and to be ^ 
Acquainted with this ftranger; ’tis as like vou, 

A* Cherry,is to Cherry. 

King. LouelL 
Lou. Sir. 

King. Giue her an hundred Markes. 
lie to the Queenc. ExHKi 

' Lady, An hundred Matkes? By this light,lie ha^ 

An ordinary Groome is for fuchpayment. ’ 

I will hauemore,orfcolditout of him. 

Said I for this, the Gyrle was like to him? lie 
Haue more,or elfc vnfay’t: and now,while’ris hot 
Ileputittotheifliie. 


mote. 


IxitLdt, 


Scena Secmda. 


Enter Cranmer, Archbyfhop of Canterbury. 

Cran.I hope I am not too late,and yet the Gentleman 
That was fent to me from the Councell, pray’d me 
To make great haft. All fall ? What meanes this ?Hoa? 
Who waites there ? Sure you know me? 

Enter Keeper. 

Keep. Yes,my Lord : 

But yet I cannot helpe you. 

Cran. Why? 

Keep. Your Grace muft waight rill you be call’d for. 
Enter Dollor 'Buts. 

Cran . So. 

Buts. This is a Pecre of Malice: I am glad 
I came this way lo happily. The King 
Shall vnderftand it prcfeutly. Exit "Bun 

Cran. ’Tis But,. 

The Kings Phyfitian,as he pad along 
How earneftly he caft his eyes vpon me: 

Pray heauen he found not my difgracc: for certaine 
This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 
fiGod tut ne their hearts, I ncuer fought their malice) 
To quench mine Honor; they would frame to rnakeme 
Wait elfe at doore: a fellow Councelior 
'Mong Boyes,Groomes,and Lackeyes. 

But their pleafures 

Muft be fulfill’d, and I attend with patience. 

Enter the King,and Buts, at a W indowe 
about. 

Buts. lie frevy your Grace the ftrangeft %h { * 
King. What’s that “Buts ? 


Butt 
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Butts. I thinke your Highneflc faw.this many a day. 

Body a me: where is it? 


Kin --- T , 

Butts. There my Lord • 
rhe hieh promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
who holds his State at dore ’mongftPurfeuants, 

pages,andFoot-boyes. 

gin. Ha? rtshetndeed. 
r this the Honour they doe one another ? 
i[ itvve ll there’s One aboue ’em yet; 1 had thought 
They had parted frmuch honefty among’em, 

! jeaft good manners; as not thus to lufter 
»man of his Place, and fo ncerc our fauour 
Todar.ce attendance on their Lord fhipsplcafrre?, 

* d a t the dore too, like a Poll with Packers t 
Ry holy Mary {Butts) there’s knauery; 

Ptt’em alone, and draw the Curtaine clofe : 

\Ve fhall heare more anon. 

i CoUncell Table brought in with Chayres andStooles, and 
tlaced vnder the State. Enter Lord Cbanceliour, places 
htmfdfe at the vpper end of the Table,on the left hand : A 
Seate being left void abeue him, as for Canterburies Seate. 
Pu{e of Suffolk;, Duke of Norfolk;, Surrey, Lord Cham-. 
bcrlaine, Gardiner, feat themfelues m Order on each fide. 
Cromwell at lower end, as S ecrctary. 

Chan. Speake to the oufinefle,M. Secretary; 

Why are wc met in Councell ? 

Crom. Pleafe your Honours, 

Th c chiefc caufe conccrnes his Grace of Canterbu>y. 
gard. Ha’s he had knowledge of it ? 

Crom. Yes. 

Norf. Who waits there? 

’Keep. Without my Noble Lords? 

Card. Yes. 

Keep. My Lord Archbilhop: 

And ha’s done balfc an hourc to know your pleafures. 
Chan. Let him come in. 

Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 

Cranmer approches the Councell Table. 

Chan. My good Lord Archbifrop,I’m very forry 
To fit hccre at this prcfcnt,and behold 
That Chay re ftand empty: But we all are men 
In out ownc natures fraile,and capable 
Of our flcfr.fcw are Angelas out of which frailty 
And want of wifedorae.you that beft frould teach vs, 
Hauemifdemean’d yout felfe,andnot a little: 

Toward the King firft, then his Lawes, in filling 

The whole Realme,by your teaching & your Chaplaines 

(Forfo we are inform’d) with new opinions, 

Diuers and dangerous; which are Herefics; 

And not reform’d, may proue pernicious. 

Card. Which Reformation muft be fodaine too 
My Noble Lords; for thofe that tame wild Horfes, 

Pace ’em not in their hands to make ’em gentle; 

’But flop their mouthes with ftubborn Bits & fpitrrc’cm. 

Till they obey the mannage. If we fuffer 

Out of our eafinefle and childifr pitty 

To one mans Honour, this contagious ficknefle; 

Farewell all Phyficke: and what followes then ? 
Commotions, vprores, with a gencrall Taint 
Of the whole State; as of late dayes our neighbours. 

The vpper Germany can deerely witntffc: 

Yet frefhly pittied in our memories. 

Cran. My good Lords; Hithcrto.inallthcProgreflc 
Both of my Life and Office,I haue labour’d. 

And with no little ftudy, that my teaching 


And the ftrong courfe of my Authority, 

Might goe one way,and fately;and the end 
Was cuer to doe well: nor is there lining, 

(I fpeakc it with a finglc heart, my Lords) 

A man that more deceits more ftirres againft. 

Both in his priuate Confcience, and his place. 

Defacers of a publique peace then 1 doc: 

Pray Heauen thc King may neuer find a heart 
With Icfi’e Allegeancein it, Mcnthatmakc 
Enuy, and crooked malice, nourifhment; 

Dare bite thc beft. 1 doc beleech your .Lordfrips, 

That in this cafe of Iufticc, my Acculcrs, 

Be what they will, may ftand forth face to face. 

And freely vrge againft me. 

Suf. Nay, my Lord, 

That cannofbe;you arc a Counfellor, 

And by that vercue nomandareaccufeyoii, (ment, 

Gard. My Lord.becaufe.wc haue bufines ofmprc mo- 
We will be frort with you, Tis his Higbncflc pleafure 
And ourconfent,for bettertryall ofyou. 

From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Wherebeuig but a priuate man againe. 

You fliall knowmauy dare accufe you boldly. 

More then (1 feare) you are prouided for. 

Cran. Ah my good Lord of fVinchefier: I thanke you. 
You are alwayes my good Friend, if your will pafle, 

I (Tull bothfindeyour Lordftiip, Iudge and Juror, 
Youarefomercifull. I fee your end, 

Tis my vndoing. Loue and meekenefle. Lord 
Become a Churchman, better then Ambition: 

Win ftraying Soules with modefty againe, 

Caft none away: That I frail cleere my felfe, 

Lay all the weight ye can vpon my patience, 

I make as little doubt as you doe confcience. 

In doing dayly wrongs. I could fay more. 

But reucrcnce to your calling,makes me modeft. 

Card, My Lord, my Lord, you are a Sectary, 

That's the plaine truth; yourpainted gloffe dilcouers 
To men that vnderftand you, words and weaknefle. 

(from. My Lord of IKinckefier, y’are a little. 

By your good fauour,too frarpe;Men fo Noble, 

How euer faultly,yet frould finde refpeH 
For what they haue beene: 'tis a cruelty* 

To load a falling man. 

Gard. GoodM.Secretary, 

I cry your Honour mcrcie; you may WOrft 
Of all this Table fay fo. 

Crom, Why my Lord? 

Gard. Doe not 1 know you for a Fauourer 
OfthisnewSeft? yc arc not found. 

Crom. Not found? 

Gard. Not found I fay. 

Crom, Would you were halfe fo honeft t 
Mens prayers then would feeke you,not their feares. 

Cjard. I fhall remember this bold Language. 

Crom. Doe. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Cham , This is too much; 

Forbeare for ihame my Lords. 

Gard. I haue done. 

Crom. And I. 

Cham. Then thus for you my Lord, it ftands agreed 
I take it, by all voyce*: That forthwith. 

You be conuaid to th’Tower aPrifoner; 

There to remaine till the Kings further pleafure 
Be knownevnto vs: are you all agreed Lords. 

All 
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AH. We arc. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 

But Imuft needs toth* l ower my Lords? 

Card . What other, 

Wouldyou expe£t ? You are ftrangely troublefomc; 
Let fome o’th’ Guard be ready there. 

Enter the Guard , 

Cran . Forme? 

Mufti goe like a Traytor thither? 

Gard. Recciuehim^ 

And fee him fafci’th’Tower. 

Cran . Stay good my Lords, 

I haue a little yet to fay. Looke there my Lords, 

By vertue of that Ring,I take my caufc 
Out of the gripes of cruell men.and giuc it 
To ameft Noble Iudge,thc King my Maiftcr. 

Cham . This is the Kings Ring. 

Sur. ’Tis no counterfeit. 

Su)f. ’T s the right Ring.by Heau’tKltoJdyeall, 
When we firft put this dangerous ftonea rowling, 

’T wold fall vpon our fclucs. 

Norf. Doc you thinkemy Lords 
The King will fuffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex’d? 

Cham . Tisnowtoocertainc; 

How much more is his Life in value with him ? 

Would I were faircly out on’t. 

Crom. My mind gauc me. 

In feeking talcs and Informations 
Againft this man^hofehonefty thcDiucIl 
And his Difciplcs onely enuy at, 

Yc blew the fire that burnes yc: now haue at ye. 

£ntcr King frowning on them, takes his Seats* 

Card- Dread Soueraignc, 

How much are we bound to Hcaucn, 

In dayly thankes; that gaue vs fuch a Prince; 

Not onely good and wife, but moft religious: 

One that in all obedience, makes the Church 
The chcefe ayme of his Honour, and to ftrengthen 
That holy duty out of dearc refpeifc. 

His Royall fclfc in Iudgcment comes to heare 
The canfe betwixt her, andthis great offender. 

Kin. You were eucr good at lodaine Commendations, 
Rifhop of Winehefier, But know I come not 
To heare fuch flattery now, and in my prefence 
They are too thin,and bafe to hide offences. 

To me you cannot reach. You play the Spaniell, 

And thinke with wagging of your tongue to win me: 
But whatfocrc thou tak’ft me for; I’m fure 
Thou haft a cruell Nature and a bloody. 

Good man fit downc: Now let me lee theproudeft 
Hee, that dares moft, but wag his finger at tbcc. 

By all that’s holy,hc had better ftaruc, 

Then but once thinke his place becomes thee not, 

Sur. May itplcafeyour Grace;-- 

Kin. NoSir,it doc’snot pleafemc, 

I had thought, I had had men of fomc vnderflanding. 
And wifedomc of my Councell; bud findc none : 

Was it difcrction Lords,to let this man. 

This good man (few of you deferue that Title) 

This honeft man,wait like a lowfic Foot-boy 
A t Chamber dore ? and one, as great as you are ? 
Why^whacafhamc was this? Did my Commiffion 
Bid ye fo farre forget your fclues ? I gaue ye 
Power,as he wasaCounfellour to try him. 


CO 




Not as a Groome : There’s feme ofy e I f c 
More out of Malice then Integrity, * 

Would trye him to the vtmott 5 hadye niea^ 

Which ye (hall ncuei haue while 1 liue, * 

Chan . Thus farre 

My moft dread .Soueraigne, may it !ikcy 0Ur c 
To let my tongue cxcufc all. What waspurtw?"' 

Concerning his ImpriionmcntjWas rather ‘ ' 

(If there be faith in men) meant for his Try a U 
And fairc purgation to the world then malice 
I’m ftire inme. 9 

Kin. Well,well roy Lords relpeft him 

Take him/and vfe him well; hee’s worthy 0 f 

I will fay thus much for him, if a Prince 

May be beholding to a Subied; I 
Amfor his loueandferuice, foto him. 

Make memo more adoe.but all embrace him • 

Be friends for fliame my Lords: My Lord of c 

I haue a Suite which you mud not deny mec. 

Jhat is,a fairc young Maid that yet wants Baotifn, 

You muft bcGodfather,andanlwcreforhcr. 

Cran. The greateft Monarch now almcmay e l orv 
In fuch an honour: how may I deferue it S ‘ 
That am a poore and humble Subieit to you > 

Kin. Come, come my Lord,ypu’dfpareyourfonon., 
You Oiall haue two noble Partners with you: dip -u 
Duchelfe of Norfolk?, and Lady MarqueO'e^oky? u ,n 
thefe pleafe you? u 

Once more my Lord of Wittcbefler, I charge you 
Embrace,and louc this man. 

Car A. With a true heart. 

And Brother: loue I doe it. 

Cran. And let Heaueti 

Witnefle how dearc, I hold this Confirmation, (hews 
Km. Good Man, thofc ioyfull rearcs fhewthytrue’ 
The common voyce I fee is verified 
Of thee, which fayes thus : Doe my Lord of Canterhm 
A flarewd turne, and hec’s your friend for euer; 

Come Lords, wc trifle time away: Hong 
To haue this young one made a Chriftian. 

As I haue made ye one Lords,one remaine: 

So I grow ftronger,you more Honour gaine, Extrn. 


Scena Tertia. 


Noyfe and Tumult within: Enter Porter and 
his man> 

Tort. You’l leauc your noyfc anon yc;RafcaIs: doc 
you take the Cour; for Panfh Garden: ye rude Slaues, 
Icaue your gaping: 

Within. Good M. Porter l belong to th* Larder. 
Port .Belong to th’ Gallowes, and be hangM ye Rogue: 
Is this a place to roare in ? Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree 
ftaues,and ftrongones; thefe are but Twitches to ’em: 
lie fcratch your heads ;you muft be feeing Chfiftcnings? 
Do you looke for Ale, and Cakes heerc, you rude 
Raskalls? 

Man. Pray Sir be patient; 'tisasmucbimpoflibie, 
Vnleffc wee fwcepc ’em fi om the dore with Cannons 
To flatter ’em, as ’ris to make’em fleepe 
On May-day Mornipg.which will neuer be: 

Wc may as well pufti againft Powles as ftirreern. 

Tor. How got they in,and be bang’d ? 

• Mm - 


% 


The Life of Kins Henry thtEtght 


T^TIknow not,how gees the Tide in i 

k - has one found Cudgell offourefoote, 
fy oU fccJhe poore remainder) could diflnbute, 

^vort "You did nothing Sir. 

? \Un. I am not Sampfon, nor Sir Q*p, nor tolebrAnL 
r * 1 mow ’em downe before me s but if 1 (par d any 
tL had a head to hit, either young or old, 
a or fl> ec * Cuckold or Cuckold-roaKer : 
itt me nc’re hope to fee a C hine againe, 
t d that I would not for a Cow, God laue her. 

^arithin. L>° you heare M. Porter ? 
port. I fhall be with you prefcntly, good M- Puppy, 

Kecp e the dore clofeSirha. 

ffan. What would you haue me doc r 
p 0 r. What ihould you doe, ... 

K U[ knock’em downe by th’dozens? Is this More lie ds 
Luller in ? Or haue wee feme ftrange Indian with the 
„rat Toole , come to Court, the women fo behegc vs. 
Blcffe me,what a fry of Fornication is at dore? On my 
ChriftianConfcience th'u one Chriftcning will begeta 
thoufand, here will bee Father, God-father, and all to- 

^Man. The Spoones willbe the bigger Sir: There is 
afellow fomewhat necre the doorc, he Ibould be a Brafi- 
crbvhis face, for o’ tfiy confcience twenty of the Dog- 
dayes now rcignein’s Nofe; all that ftand about him are 
vnder the Line, they need no other pennance: that Fire- 
Drake did I hit three times on the head, and three times 
was his Nofe difeharged againft mec; hec ftands there 
likea Morcef-pieee to blow vs. There was aHabberda- 
Ihcrs Wife of fmall wit, necrc him, that rail’d vpon me, 
till her pinck’d porrengcr fell off her head, for kindling 
fuch a combuflion in the State. I mift the Meteor once, 
and hit that Woman, who crycd out Clubbes, when I 
might fee from farre, fome forty Truncheoners draw to 
her fuccour, which were the hope o’ch’ Scrond where flic 
was quartered; they fell on, I made good my place; at 
length they came to th’ broome ftafre to me, I defide’em 
UiljWhen fodainlya File of Boyes behind’em,loofe (hot, 
deliuer’d fuch a fhowre of Pibbles, th-t 1 was faineto 
draw mine Honour in, and let ’em win the Workc, the 
Diuell was amongft ’em I thinke furely. 

Tor. Thefe are the youths that thunder at a Playhoufe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the 
tribulation of Tower Hill, or the Limbesof Limchoufe, 
their deare Brothers are able to endure. I haue fome of 
’em in Limbo Vatrunt, and there they are like to dance 
thefe three dayes; befides therunning Banquet of two 
Beadles,that is to come. 

Enter Lord Cbamberlaine. 

Cham. Mercy o’me: what a Multitude are heere? 
VThcy grow ftill too; from all Parts they are comming. 

As if we kept aFaire heere? Where are thefe Porters ? 
Thefe lazy knaues? Y’hauemadea fine hand fellowes ? 
Theres a trim rabble let in: are all thefe 
Your faiihfull ftiends o’th’Suburbs? We fliall haue 
Great ftore ofroome no doubt, left for the Ladies, 

When they pafle backe from the thriftening? 

tor. And’tpleafe your Honour, 

We are but men;and what fo many may doe. 

Not being torne a pieces, wc haue done; 

An Army cannot rule ’em, 

Cham. As I liue, 

If the King blame me for’t; lie lay ye all 


By th’heeles, and lodainlytand on your heads 
Clap round Fines fernegletSl r y’arelazy knaues 
And heere ye lye baiting of Bombards, when 
Ye fhould doe Scruice. Harkethe Trumpets found; 
Th’are come already from the Chriftcning, 

Go breake among the preafle, and finde away out 
To let theTroopepaflefairely; or lie finde 
A Marfhallfey, fhah hold yc play thefe two Monthes. 

Tor. Make way there, for the Princeffe. 

Man. YcU great fellow. 

Stand dole vp, or lie make your head ake. 

For. You i’th’Chamblet.get vpo’th’raile, 
lie peckeyouo’re the pales elfc. Exeunt. 


Scena Quart a 


Enter Trumpets founding .• Then two Aldermen > L. Maior y 
Carter , Cranmer , Duke of Norfolk* with his Marfhals 
Staffe , Duke of Suffolk*, two Noblemen , bearing great 
jl an ding Towles for the Chrtflenwg Gutfts: Then foure 
Noblemen bearing a {fanopy, vnder which the Dutchejfe of 
Norfolk*) Godmother y bearing i he Childe richly habited in 
a Mantle , &c. Traine borne by a Lady ; 7 hen follower 
the Trlarchioncjfe Dorfet , the other godmother , and La* 
dies . The 7 roofe pajfe once about the Stage , and Gar¬ 
ter fpeakes. 

Garr 9 Hcauen 

From thy cndlefle goodnefle, lend profperous lifc f 
Long,and cuer happie, co the high and M ighty 
Princeffe of England Elizabeth. 


Flourijh. Enter King and Guard . 

Cran. And to your Royall Grace, & the good Queers 
My Noble Partners, and my fclfe thus pray 
All comfort, ioy in this moft gracious Lady, 

Heaucn cuer laid vp to make Parents happy. 

May hourely fall vpon ye. 

Kin. Thanke you good Lord Archbifhop : 

What is her Name ? 

Cran. Elizabeth. 

Kin . Stand vp Lord, 

With this Kiffe, take my Bleffmg .• God protc# thcc 
Into whofe hand, I gtue thy Life# 

Cran , Amen, 

Kin . My Noble Goflips,y’haue beene too Prodigall; 

I thanke ye heartily : So fhall this Lady, 

When (he ha’s fo much Engli/h. 

Cran. Let me fpeakcSir, 

| For Heauen now bids me* and the words I vttcr* 

Let none thinke Flattery; for they’l finde ‘cm Truth, 

This Royall Infan^Heauen ftill rooue about her; 

Though in her Cradle; yet now promifes 
Vpon this Land a thoufand thoufand Bleflings, 

Which Time fliall bring to ripeneffe : She fhall be, 

(But few now liuing can behold that goodneffe) 

A Patcerne to all Princes liuing with her, 

And all that fhall fucceed : Saba was neuer 
Morecouetous of Wifedomc,and fairc Vertue 
Then this pure Soule fliall be. All Princely Grace* 
That mould vp fuch a mighty Piece as this is. 

With all the Vet tues that attend the good. 

Shall ftill be doubled on her* Truth fliall Nurfc her. 

Holy 
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Holy and Heauenly thoughts ftill Counfell her: 

She (hall be lou’d and fear’d. Her owne {hall bleffc her; 
Her Foesfhakc like a Field of beaten Corne, 

And hang their heads with forrow : 

Good groves with her. 

In her dayes, Eucry Man {hall eate in fafety, 

Vnder his owne Vine what he plants; and fing 
The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours. 

God {hall be trucly knowne, and thofc about her, 
hrotn her fha‘1 read the perfedt way ofHonour, 

And by thofe claime their greatncfife;not by Blood. 

Nor {hall this peace fleepc with her: But as when 
T he Bird of Wonder dyes, the Mayden Phoenix, 

Her A flies new create another Heyre, 

As great in admiration as her felfe. 

So Hi all fheleaue herBleffcdnefl’e to One, 

(When Heauen flial call her from this clowd of darknes) 
Who,from the facrcd Afhcs of her Honour 
Shall Star-like ri! - e,as great in fame as flic was. 

And fo Hand fix’d. Peace, Plenty.Loue, Truth,Terror, 
That were the Seruants to this chofen Infant, 

Shall then be hisAnd like a Vine grow to him; 

Where cucr the bright Sunnc ofHeauenlhall fhine, 

His Honour,and the greatneffe ofhis Name, 

Shall be,and make new Nations. He {hall flourifli. 


C I he Lif t ? of King Henry the Eight . 


And like a Mountaine Cedar,’reach hifcrc^. 
To all the Plaines about him: OurChildr. es * 
Shall fee this,and bleffc Heauen. * ns ChjJ() tt!1 
Km. Thou fpeakeft wonders. 

Cran. SheftiallbetothehappinefleofP 

AnagedPrincefle; many dayes lhail fc c he ' 

And yet no day without a deed to Crow nc f 
Would I had knowne no more: Bmfi ien ‘ n 
She mult, the Saints mull haue her; v e t a V• ° ‘ ^ e J 
A moft vnfpottcd Lilly {hall (he palfe ' r S m > 

To th’ ground, and all the World lhail mo..m . 

Kin . O Lord Archbifhop Urne ^cr. 

Thou haft made me now a man, neucr before 
This happy Child, did I get any thing. 

This Oracle ofcomfort, ha’sfo pleas’d me 

That when 1 am in Heauen,] {hall defire * 

T o fee what this Child does, and praife u , 

I think, ye all. To you my goodlord ^ 
And you good Brethren, I am much beholding. 

I haue receiu’d much Honour by your prefence 
And ye lhall find me thankfull. Lead the w™ i t 
Ye mult all fee the Queene, and fhe mult thank? 5 ’ 
She will be heke els. This day, nomanthinke ^ 
’Has bufineffe at his houfe; for all IhsiJ ft sy . * 

This Little-One {hall make it Holy-day. ’ £ Xe 


The Epilogve. 


T Is ten to one, this Thy cm neverpleafe 

A I!that are heere : Some come to take their cafe 9 
Andfleepe an AT or two; but thofe we fear e 
IV'bauc frighted with our Tumpets: fo *tts cleare* 
They lfay tie naught. Others to he are the City 
Abusd extreamly .and to cry that's witty , 

Which wee haue not done neither ; that Ifeare 


AH the expelled good w'are hke to heart. 

For this Play at this time, is onely in 
The mercifuU confutation of good women , 

For ftch a one we/hew'd 'em: Ifthey finite, 
And fay twill doe ; I know within a while , 
sill the befi men are ours; for 'tis ill hap, 

If they bo/d> when their Ladies bid 'em clap, 


FINIS. 





The Prologue. 


I K Troy there lyes the Scene: From lies of Greece 
The Princes Orgillous , their high blood chaf'd 
Haue to the Port of Athensfent theirfidppes 
Fraught with the minifiersandinfiruments 
Ofcruell War re: Sixty and nine that wore 
Their (jrownets T^egall, from th'Athenian bay 
Put forth toward Phrygia, and their voTV is made 
To ranfacke Troy , within whof&flrong emures 
The rauif/dHelen, Menelau s Queene, 

With wanton Paris feepes , and that's the Qmrrell. 
To Tenedos they come. 

And the deepe-drawing Parke do there dijgorge 
Their "Warlike frautage: now on Vardan Plaines 
The frejh andyet vnbruifed Greekes do pitch 
Their braue Pauillions.Prhmsfixgated Qty, 
Dardan and Timbria, Helias, Chefas, Troien, 
And Antenonidus "with mafsie Staples 
And correjponfiue and fulfilling Volts 
Stirre vp the Sonnes of Troy. 

Kola ExpeSlation tickling skittifh Jpirits, 

On one and other fide , Troian and Greeke, 

Sets all on hazard. And hither am J come 9 
A Prologue arm'd, but not in confidence 
Of Authors pen, or Attors "Voyce • butfiuited 
Jn like conditions, as our Argument • 

To telly ou (faire Beholders) that our Play 
Leapes ore the vaunt andfirftlings of thofe broyles, 
Beginning in the middle farting thence atvay, 

' To what may be digefted in a Play: 

Like, or finde fault , do as your pleajures are, 
Kpwgood,or bad,’tie but the chance of Wane. 
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THE 



JBus Trimus. 


1 Scoena^rma. 






Enter Pan Jar us and Troylus. ’ ,a' 

7 royltu. 

All here my Varlct,llc vnarnie againe. 

Why fhouldl warre without the walsofTroy 

That finde fuch cruell bactell here within? 

Each Troian that is matter of his heart, 

Let him to field, Troylus alas hath none. 

Pan. Will this geere ncrc be mended ? 
7>y.*TheGreeks are flropg,& skilful to their ftrengtb, 
Fierce to their skill,and to their fierceneflc Valiant: 

But I am weak r then a womans teare; 

Tamer then fleepe,fonder then ignorance; 

Lcfle valiant then the Virgin in the night, 

And skillefle a* vnpraais’d Infancie. 

Pan. Well, I haue told you enough of this: For my 
part, He not meddle nor make no farther. Hee that will 
haue a Cake out of the Whcate, mu ft needes tarry the ^ 
grinding. 

Trey. Haue 1 not tarried ? 

Pan. I the grinding ; but youmuft carry the bolting. 
Troy. Haue I not tarried? 

Pan, I the boulting; but you muft tarry the leau’ing. 
Troy. Stillhauel tarried. 

Pan. I, to the lcauening: but heercs yet in the word 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the 
heating of the Ouen, and the Baking; nay, you muft flay 
the cooling too,or you may chance to burricyour lips. 

Trey. Patience her fclfe, what Goddefle etc thebe, 'V 
Doth Idler blench at fufferance.thcn I doe: 

At Priams Royall l able doe I fit $ 

And when faire CreJfidcO mer into my thoughts. 

So (Traitor) then (lie comes,when flhe is thence. 

Pan. Well: 

She look’d yefternight fairer,then cucr I faw her iooke, 

Or any woman elle. 

Troy. I was about to tell thee,whcn my heart. 

As wedged with a iigh,would riue in twaine, 

Leaft Hettor,ot my Father (hould perceiuc me: 

I haue (as when the Sunne doth light a-fcorne) 

Buried this figh,in wrinkle of a fmilc: 

But forrow,that is couch’d in feeming gladnefle, 

I* like that mirth.Fate turnes to fudden ladneue. 

Pan And her haire were not fomewhat darker then 
Helens well so too, there were no more comparifon be- 
tweenc the Women. But for my part Hie is my Kmfwo- 
man, I would not (as they tearme it) praife it,but I wold 



fome-body had.heard h^Mlkeyefterdayas I did: t ,•» 

not difpraife ypur fifter Caffdndra’t wit,but_^ Wl 

7 roy. Oft Pandarus 1 1 tell thee Pandarus ; 

When I doe tell thce,there4|jy hopes lye drown'd • 
Reply not in.how many Ffidomcs deepe 

They lye indrench’d. i tell thee, I am mad 
In CreJjids loue. Thou anfwcr’ft flic is Faire, 

Powr’ll in the open Vlcertof my heart, 

Her Eyes,her Hairc,her Chbcke.herGate.her Voice 
Handled in thy difeourfe. O that her Hand 
(In wbofe comparifon, pjj vvhiccs are Inkc) 

Writing their owne reproach ^tp w.Lofe foft feizure 
TheCignetsDowne isharfli,and fpirit of Senfe * 
Hard as thepalme ofPfpugh-unan. This thou tel’ft me; 
As true thou tel’tt me, when I fay I loue her; 

But faying tbhs,infte3d of Gyle and Balme, 

Thou lai’ft it\ euery gafli chat loile hath giuen me, 

The ftajfe that made it. 

Pan. I fpeake no more then truth. 

Troy. Thou do’ft notfpeakcfoinuch. 

Pan. Faith, lie not m,eddl«Ah-ti Let herbeasftieeii, 
if fhe be faire, Vi's thchette^ for her: and fire be not, {he 
ha’s the mends in l>er Pvv'ne baftds. V ' 


Troy. GooAPandeirj4i''.Hd& nyw Pandam! 

Pan. I haue had roy Labour towny trauell,ill though 
on ofher,andill tli otighoWdfy b« fGone betwecncand 
betweene,buc fmal-1 chankes for my Jgbour. 

Troy. What art., thou angry Parhams} what with me? 

Pan. Becaufe fire's Kuyie to 'nejfherefore fhee’s not 
,\ft? faire arid flic; wereriof kin to me, fhe woulc 

. be as faire oriFridayr, as /fc/fa iy Sunday. But what 
care I ? I care not and five Wticit cb3c-a Moore, ’tisal 
one to pie* f , . .' T/; ': v. 

Troy. Say I (he is not faire? 

Troy. I doe not care wheiheryou doe or no. Shce’sa 
Foolctoftay behindc her Father: Let her to the Greeks, 
and fo He tell her the next time I lee her ; for my part, lie 
meddle nor make no more i’ch’mattcr. 

Troy. Pandarus ? Pan. Noel. 

Troy. Sweete Pandarus. 

Tan. Pray you fpeake no more to roe, I will leaue all 
as 1 found it,and there an end. Exit?eal 

Sound Alarum. 

7ro.Peaceyou vngraciousCIamors,peace rude founds, 
Fooles on both fides, Helen muft needs be faire, 

When with your bloud you daily paint her thus. 

I cannot fight vpon this Argument: 


The Tragedie of Troylus andQrefsida. 


^ftlmkUibbiea for my Sword, 
f l p°%ra *: O Gods! How do you plague me? 



Whit crejfii , nJi . -- 
u er bed is India,t here (he lies,a Pearlc, 

Lvvcenour Ihum’.and where (hee rccidc* 
ret jtbccaldthc wild and wandnng floou , 

^ fclfe chc Merchant,and this fayling P<i?d*r y 
Ourdoubtfiill hope,our conuoy and our Baike- 
Aitcum. Enter i/£neas. 

How now Prince Troylus ? 
therefore not a field ? 

frey. Bccaufc not there; this womans aniwrer lore*, 
porvvomanifh ic is to be from thence: 

\Vhac newes <i/£neax from the field to day ? 

That Paris is returned h6me,and hurr. 
froy . By vv? 

^fte. Troylus by AicncLus. 
jroy. let Paris bleed/cis but a fear to fcorne, 
puris i s with Afendam home. Alarum* 

t £»e"Harkc wlm good rj?orc out cf Towneco day. 
froy. Better ac hSmcdf would I might were may : 

Bat to the fport abroad,arc you bound thithet ? 

J£ne. In all fwift haft. 

jroj. Come goe wee then togithcr. Exeunt. 

Enter Crejfidand hor mAYi* 

Cre. Who were chofc went by ? 

Mm. Queenc JJecnba^Vid Hdlen . 

Cre. And whether go they ? 

Man. Vp to the Ealierne Tower, 

Whole height commands as fubiedl all the vaile. 

To fee the bacteli: Bettor whofe pacience r 
Isas a Vcrtue fixt 7 to day vCas mou’d .• 

He chides Andromache and ftrookehis Armorer, l 
And like as there were husbandry in Warre 
Before the Sunne rofc„hec washarneft lyte. 

And to the field goe’s he; where euery flower 
Did as a Prophet wcepc what it forfaw, 
hHectors wrath. 

Cre . Wha!c was his caufeofanger? 

Man. Thenoifcgoe s this; 

There is among the Grcekcs, 

A Lord of Troian b!ood,Ncphew to Htttor % 

Thty call him Aiax. 

Cre. Good; and w^hat of him ? 

Man. They lay he is a very man per fe and ftands alone. 

| Cre . So do all men, vnlcflc they arc drunkc, ficke,or 
hauenolcgges. 

Mm. This man Lady,barb rob'd many beafls of their 
particular addicions,he is as valiant as the Lyon,churli{}i 
astheBeare, flow as the Elephant: a man into whem 
Mature hath fo crowded humorSjtbac his valour iscruflic 
into folly; his folly fauced with diferction : there isno 
manhatha vertue; chac hehathnota glimpfeof, nora- 
Ry man an attaint, but he C3rricsfome flaineof it. Hcis 
melancholy without caufe^and merry againft the haire, 
hee hath the ioyms of euery thing, but'cucry thing fo 
ourociovnt, thathecisa gowtic Briareus, many hands 
and no vfc; or pui blinded Argtu,$ll eyes and no fight. 

Cre. Buc how thould this man that makes rocfmile, 
ma kc Hettor angry? 

** Thp y fj y hc yefierday cop’d Hettor in the bat- , 
and ftroke him downe,thc difdaind & (hame where- I 




of,hatheucr fince kept Hettor faffing and wakin| 

Enter Pandarsu. 

Cre. Who comes here ? 

Man. Madam your Vncle Pandarw. 

Cre. Hettors a gallant man. 

Man. As may be in the world Lady. 

Pan. What’s thatfwhai’s that? 

Cre. Good morrow Vncle Pandarw. 

Pan. Good morrow Cozen Creffld: what do you talke 
cf>good morrow Alexander: how do you Cozen ? when 
were you at Illium i 

Cre. This morning Vncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of w hen I came? Was 
Hettor arm'd and gon eie yea came to Illium? Hellcn was 
not vp ? was fhe ? 

Cre. Hettor was gone but Hellen was not vp ? 

Pan. E’enc to-,Hettor was ftirring early. 

C?e. That were we talking of,and of bis anger. 

Pan, Was he angry? 

Cre. »o he faics here. 

Pan True he was fo; I know the caufc too, heclelay 
about him to day I can tell them that,and there’s Troylw 
will not come farre behind him, let them takeheedeof 
Troylus.; I can tell them that too. 

Cre. What is he angry too? 

Pan. Who Troylus i 
Troylus is the betccr man of the two. 

Cre. Oh /upiter;ihcie‘s no companion. 

Pan. What not beeweene Trojhu and Hettor ? do you 
know a man ifyou fee him i 

Cre. I,ifleuer ft w him before and knew him. 

Pan. Well I fay Trey leu is Troylus. 

Cre. Then you fay as I fay. 

For I am fure he is not Hettor. 

Tan. No not Hettor is not Troylus in fome degrees. 

Cre. ’Tis iuft,co tael) of them he is nimfelfe. 

P en. Himfelferalas poore Troylus I would be were. 

Cre. So he is. 

Pan. Condition I had gone bare-foote to India. 

Cre. He is not Hettor. 

Pan. Himfelfe ? n of hee’s not himfelfe,woulJ a were 
himfelfe:well, the Gods arc aboue, tin e muft friend or 
cndtwell Troy lw well, I would myhearc wercin her bo¬ 
dy; no t Hettor is not a better man then Troylus. 

Cre. Excufeme. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cre . Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. Th’others not come too’r, jiou fliall tell me ano¬ 
ther tale when th’othcrs come too’t.* Hettor {ball not 
haue his will this ycare. 

Cre. Helhallnotneedeit if he haue his owne. 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Cre. No matter. 

Pan. Norhisbeautic. 

Cre. '1 would not become him,his own’s betrer. 

Pan. You haue no iudgement Neece; Hellen her felfe 
fwore th’other day^hat Troylus fora brownefauour (for 
fo ’tis* muft confdTc ) not browne neither. 

Cre. No,but browne. 

Pan. Faith to fay truth,browne and not browne. 

Cre. To lay the truth,true and not true. 

Pan. She prais’d his complexion aboue Paris . 

Cre. Why Paris hath colour inough. 

Pan. So,he has. 

Cre. Then Troylus fhould haue too moch,iffhe prasi’d 
him aboue, his complexion is higher then his,he hauing 

\ colour 
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The Tragedie of Troylus and Qrefsida . 


colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a 
praile for a good complexion,I had as lieuc HeUens gol¬ 
den tongue had commended Troylus for a copper nolc. 

Pan . I fwearc to you, 

I thinke He lien loues hi m better then Paris. 

Cre. Then (bee's a merry Greeke indeed. 

jan. Nay I am furc fhedocs,fhe came to him th’other 
day into the compart vvindo\v,and you know he has not 
patt three or fourc hatres on his chinne. 

Cref. Indeed a Tapftcrs Arithmetique may foone 
bring his particulars thereinto a totall. 

Panel, Why he is very yong, and yet will he within 
three pound lift as much as his brother Heitor. 

Cref. Is he is fo younga man,and fo old 8 lifter ? 

Pan . But to proouc to you that Hcllen loues him,flic 
came and puts me her white hand to his clouen chin# 

Cref. lmo hauc mercy,hovv came it clouen ? 

Pan. Why,you know 3 tis dimpled, 

1 thinke his fmyling becomes him better then any man 
in all Phrigia. 

Cre. Oh he fmiles valiantly# 

Pan. Dooesheenot? 

Cre. Oh ye$,and’iwcre a clow’d in Autumne. 

Pan . Why go to then,but to prouc to you that HeUen 
loues Troylus. 

C re - Troylus wil ftand to thee 
Proofc jfyoule proouc ic fo. 

Pan. Tnr^fwhyhc crtcemeshernomorc then I e- 
fteeme an addle egge. 

Cre. If you loue an addle egge as well as you louc an 
idle head,you would eate chickens i’ch*fhcll. 

Pan. I cannot chufe but laugh to thinke how flic tick¬ 
led his chin,indeed fliee has a marucPs whirc hand I muft 
needs confefle. 

Cre. Without the rackc# 

Pan. And fhec takes vpon her to fpie a white hairc on 
his chinne. 

Qre. Alas poore chin? many a wart is richer. 

Panel. But there ^Afuch laughing, Quccnc Hecuba 
laughc that her eyes ran ore. 

Cre . With Milfto # ncs. 

I Pan. And Cafandra Iaqght# 

Cre . But there was more temperate fire vndcr the pot 
of her eyes : did her eyes run ore too l 

Pan. And Heitor laughc. 

Cre . At what was all this laughing ? 

Panel. Marry at the white haire that Hcllen fpiedon 
Troylus chin. 

Cref. And t’had becnea grccnc haire, I fliould hauc 
Iaught too. 

Panel. They Iaught not fo much at the haire,as at his 
pretty anfwcrc. 

Cre. What was his anfwere ? 

Pan. Quoth fhce,hecre’s but two and fifty haires on 
your chinnc;and one of them is white. 

Cre. This is her queftion. 

Panel That’s truc,make no queftion of that, two and 
fifeie haires quoth lice,and one white,that white hairc is 
my Father, and all the reft are his Sonnes. Iufitor quoth 
fhc>wliich of thefe haires is Paris my husband ? The for¬ 
ked one quoth he, plucktoutand giue ic him : but there 
was fuch laughing, snd Hcllen ioblufht, and Paris (o 
chafe,3nd all the reft fo Iaught, that it part,] 

Cre. So let it now. 

For is has bcenc a great while going by. 

Pan. WellCofccn, 
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I told you a thing yeftcrday,think on'e. 

Cre * So I docs. 

Panel. Uebefworne 'tit true, he will yj 
an*cwcrc a man borne in April!. Sound ^ ^ 

Cref And He fpring vp in his tearcs, a nw' 
agamft May. Settle 

Pan. Harkethcy are commingfromthefield fl, 
ftand vp here and fee them, as they paffc towaH'Yif• ** 
good Ncece do,fweet Ncece Creflida, 1u ®j 

Cre. At your pleafure. 

Pan. Hecre.heere,here’s an excellent place he- 
may fee mod brauely.lle tel you them all bv t hei ”*** 
as they paffc by,but markc Trojltu aboue the rtV Raitles ’ 
Enter *y£next. 

Cre, Spcake not fo low’d. 

Pan. That’s not that a braue man he > 

of the flower* ot T roy I can y ou,but merke' Trol 5 ° nt 
flial fee anon. 

Cre. Who’s that i 

Enter Anterior, 

Part. That’s interior, he has a (brow’d wit 1 Mn 
you,and hce’s a man good inough, hec’s one o’ch f 0u „ 
dcftiudgementinTroy whofoeuer, and a proper man f 
perfomwhen conics Troylns ?Ile fljewyou7>0j/ Wiinc °' 
if lice fee me,you (hall fee him him nod at me. D) 

Cre. Will he giue you the nod ? 

Part. You (hall fee. 

Cre . If he do,tbe rich fhall haue,more. 

Enter Heller. 

Pan. That’s Better, that, that,looke you,that there’s a 
fellow. Goe thy way Hellor,ibtte$ abrauemanNeece 
O braue Heller ! Looke how hcc lookes ?cherc’s a coun¬ 
tenance;^ not a braue man ? 

Cre. O braue man! 

Pan. IsanotPItdooesa mans heart good.Ioolceyou 
what hack sate on his He’met,looke you yonder,do you 
fee ? Looke you there ?There’s no iefting,laying oiyak’i 
oft,who ill as they fay,there be hacks. 

Cre. Be thole with Swords ? 

Enter Parte. 

Pan, Swords, any thing he cares not, and the diuell 
come tohim,it"sall one.by Gods lid it dooes ones heart 
good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comet Vary: looke 
yee yonder Necce.ift not a gallant man to, ill not ? Why 
this is braue now : who faid he came hurt hometoday? 
Hee’s not hurt f why this will do Hellent heart good 
now,ha? Would I could fee Troylus no«,you Hull Trey- 
h*s anon. 

(re. Whofcthat# 

Enter HeUertus. 

Pan. That’* Hellenus,\ maruell where Ttoylue is,that’s 
Hdentu, J thinke he went not forth to daynhat’iJW- 
lentu. 

Cre. Can Hellenw fi ght Vncle i 

Pan, Helle ta no : yes hcelc fight indifferent, wtlljl 
maruell where Trayln* is; harke, do you not haere the 
people cnc Trojlus i He Hen m is a Prieft. 

Cre. Whatlhtaking fellow come*yonder? 

Enter Tryl Hi. , , 

Pan. Where#Yonder?That’s Daphobw. Ti**>9* 
leu ! Ther’s a man Ncece, hem i Braue Tr»)lu*M ” t,ncc 
ofChiualric. 


Cre. Pcace.forlhamepeace. . u 

Panel. Markc him, not him : O braue Trtf*# ■ ® 
well vpon him Ncece,looke you how his Sworu >* . 

died,and hi* Helme more hacks thenHechrs^w ^ 



I 


Enter common SouUiers. 


rrtC. Hecre come more. , ^ , 

vl' Affcs.fooies, dolts,chaffs and bran, chaff* and 
, „ porredge after mear. I co^jd Uue and dye i’th eyes 
b ! vi. Nc’tc looke,ne’re lookc ; the Eagles are gon, 
t jfr a*nffDawes, Crowes and Dawes: I had rather be 
V L a manias Troylus hen Agame****n,zt\d ail Greece. 
ut cref. Th^rc is among the Greeke $ Achilles y abetter 

s P rs y- man * fl Iiorc€r ’ a vcr y Came11 * 

Cref. WclI.WfiL,, . . , 

U*. Well,well ? V/hy haue you any difcretionPhatic 

any eves? Dc you know what a man is ? Is not birth, 
I alltv >ood flrape, difcoorfe, manhood,learning,gen- 
jljdjlfc, vet tue,youth,liberality,and fo forth : the Spice, 

l0 d fait that feafons a man ? r, 

Cre r i )3 minc’d man,and then to be bak d with no Date 

inthcpyc.for then the mans dates out. 

/V#. You arc fuch another woman, oneKnowcs not 
at what ward you lyfc. 

(ref Vpon my backe, to defend roy belly; vpon my 
W it to defend roy wiles 5 vppon my fecrccy, to detend 
minehonefty; roy Maske, to defend my beauty,and you 
to defend all thefe: and at all thefe wardes I lye at, at a 
thoufand watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. , 

Cref. Nay lie watch you for that, and that’s one of 
thecheefeftofthem too: If I cannot ward what I would 
not haue hit, I can watch you for telling how I took the 
blow, vnlefle it fwcil paft hiding, and tbenit’s paft wat¬ 
ching. 

Enter Boy. 


pan. You are fuch another. 

‘Boy. Sir, my Lord would ir.ftantly fpeake with you. 
Pan. Where? 

Boy. At your owne houfe. 

Pan. Good Boy tell him Icom«, I doubt be bee hurt. 
Fiteye well good Necce. 

Cref. Adieu Vnkle. 

Pan. ilebcwithyouNeecebyindby. 

Cref To bring Vnkle. 

Pan. I, a token from Troylue. 

Cref. By thefametokcn,youareaB 3 wd. Exit Pan J. 
Words, vowes, gifts, tcares, St loues full facrifice, 
Heoffers in anothers enterprife : 

But more in Troyltu th'btifand told I fee. 

Then in the glaffcof Pandars praife may bf; 

Yet hold I off. Women are Angels wooing. 

Things won are done, ioyes foulc lyes in the dooing: 

That flic belou’d,khowes nought,that knowes not this; 
Men priz'e the thing vngain’d, more then it is. 

That (he was neuer yet, that cuer knew 
Loue got fofweet, as When defire did fue : 

Therefore this maxirtfe out ofloue I teach ; 

"Atchicticment t is command ; vrgain d > Ire fetch. 

That though my hearts Contents firme loue doth beare. 
Nothing ofthat&allfrom mine eyes appeare. Exit. 


Senet. Enter Agamemnon^ Neft or. Vlyffes, D iome- 
des (Mcnelam ,mth others. 

Again, Princes: 

What greefe hath fet the Iaundies on your checkes ? 

The ample propofition that ho^e makes 

In all defignesj.begun on earth below 

Fayles in the promift largeneffe: checkes anddifafters 

Grow in the veines of actions higheft rear'd. 

As knots by the conflux of meeting lap, 

Infeft the found Pine,and diuerts his Grain* 

Tortiue and erafit from bis courfeofgrowtb« 

Not Princes, is it matter new to vs. 

That we come fhort of our fuppofe fo fsrre, 

That after feuen yeares fiege, yet Troy Walks ftand* 

Sith cuery a<ftion that hath gone before* 

Whereof we hauc Record,Triall did draw 
Bias and thwart, not anfwcring the ayme: 

And that vnbodied figure of the thought 

That gaue’e furroifed fhape. Why thenfyou Princes) 

Do you with chcekes abaft,’d, behold our workes. 

And thinke them fliame, which are (indeed)nought elfe 
But the protra&iuc trials ot great loue, 

To finde perfiftiue canftancie in men ? 

The fineneffe of which Mettali is not found 
In Fortunes louc: for then, the Bold and Coward, 

The Wife and Foole, the Artift and vn*read. 

The hard and foftjfeeme all affm’d,and kin. 

But in the Winae and Teropeft of her frowne, 

Diftin6Hon with alowd and powrefull fan. 

Puffing at all, winnowes the light away 5 
And what hath maffc, or matter by it felfe. 

Lies rich in Vertue, and vomingled. 

Neftor. With due Obferuancc of thy godly feat, 
Great Agamemnon, Ntfior (hall apply_ 

Thy Iateft words. 

InthereproofeofChancc, / 

Lies the true proofe of men s The Sea being fmootb. 

How many (hallow bauble Boates dare fade 
Vpon her patient breft, making their way 
Withthofe of Nobler bulkc? 

But let the Ruffian Boreas once enrage 

The gentle Thetis ,and anou behold 

The flrong ribb’d Barke through liquid Mountains? cut, 

Bounding betweene the two moyft Elements 

Like ferfitit Horfe. Where’s then the fawey Bo ace* 

Whofc weake vntimber’d fidcs but cuen now 

Co-riual’d Greatneffe ? Either to harbour fled* 

Or made a Tofte for Neptune. Euen fo, 

Doth valours (he w,and valours worth diuidc 
In ftormes of Forcune. 

For, in her ray and brightneffe. 

The Heard hath more annoyance by the Btieze 
Then by the Tyger: But, when the fplitting winde 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oakes, 

And Flies fled vnder (hade, why then 
The thing of Courage, 

As royvZ’d with rage, with rage doth fympathize. 

And with an accent tun’d in felfe-fame key, 

Retyrcs to chiding Fortune, 
n V’lyf Agamemnon.' 

Thou great Commander, Nerue, and Bone of Greece, 
Heart ofourNumbers, foule,and onely fpiric, 

In whom the tempers, and the mindcs of all 
Should be (hut vpj Heare what Piffles (pcakes, 

Bcfides the applaufe and approbation 

The which moft mighty for thy place and fway* 

f And 
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Troy lus and Crejsida. 


And thou moft reuerend for thy ftretcht-out life, 

I giue to both your fpeeches : which were fuch. 

As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold vp high in Braffe: and fuch againe 
■Asvenerable Neftor (hatch’dinSiltier) 

Should with a bond of ayre,ftrong as the Axletree 
In which the Heaucns ride, knit ail Greekes cares 
To his experienc’d tongue: yet letit pleafe both 
(T hou Great,and Wile) to heare Vljjfes fpeake. 

Aga. SpeSk Prince of Irbacajnd bc’t of lefic expect 
That matter necdleffc ofimportlcffe burthen 
Diuide thy lips; then we arc confident 
When ranke Therfttes opes his Maftickc iawes, 
Wcflrall heare Muficke,Wit,aiid Oracle.. 

ZJljf. Troy yet vpon his bafis had bene downe, 

And the great Heitors (word had lack’d a Maftcr 
But for thefe inftances. 

The fpecialty ofRule hath beene neglected ; 
Andlooke how many Grecian Tents do ftand 
Hollow vpon this Plaine,fo many hollow Fa&ions. 
When that the Generali is not like the Hiue, 

To whom the Forragers (hall all repairc, 

What Hony is expedied? Degree being vizarded, 
Th’vnworthieft (hewes as fairely in the Maske. 

The Heaucns themfcluei, the Planets, and this Center, 
Obferue degree, priority,and place, 

Infifture, courl’e, proportion, feafon, forme. 

Office, and cuftome, in all line of Order: 

And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol 
In noble eminence,enthron’d and fphear’d 
Amid’ft the othei, whofe med’cinable eye 
Corrects the ill Afpe&s of Planets cuill, 

And poftes like the Command’men t of a King, 

Sans chccke, to good and bad. But when the Planets 
In cuill mixture to diforder wander. 

What Plagues, and what portents,what mutiny ? 

What raging ofthe Sea? (baking of'Earth ? 
Commotion in the Winder? Frights,changes, horrors, 
Diuert, and cracke, rend and deracinate 
The vnity, and married C3lme ofStates 
Qijite from their fixure ? O, when Degree is fhak’d, 
(Which is the Ladder to all high defignes) 

The enterprizeis ficke. How could Communities, 
Degrees in Schooles, and Brother-hoods in Cities, 
Peacefull Commerce from diuidable (bores, 
Theprimoger.itiuc, and due of Byrth, 

Prerogatiue of Age, Crownes, Scepters, Lawrels, 

(But by Degree) (land in Aothentique place? 

Take but Degree away, vn-rune that firing, 

And hcarke what Difcord followes: each thing meetes 
In mcerc oppugnancie. The bounded Waters, 

Should lift their bofomes higher then the Shores, 

And make a foppeofall this folid Globe : 

Strength fliould be Lord ofimbecili’ty, 

And the rude Sonne (honld ftrike his Father dead: 

Force fhould be right, or rather, right and wrong, 
(Bctwecne whofe cndleffe iarre, Juftice recides) 

Should loofelicrnames, and fo (houldluftice too. 

Then euery thing includes it felfe in Power, 

Power into Will, Will into Appetite, 

And Apperite(an vnhierlall Wolfe, 

So doubly feconded with Will, and Power) 

Mult make perforce an vniucrl'al! prey. 

And laft, eate vp himfelfe. 

Great Agamemnon : 

This Chaos, when Degree is fuffocate, 


Followes the choaking: 

And this negleftion of Degree, is it 
That by a pace gees backward in a purp 0 f e 
It hath to dimbe. The Generali’s difdain’d 
By him one ftep below; he, by the next 
That next, by him beneath: fo caery 
Exampled by the firft pace that is ficke * 

Of bis Superior, growes to an enuious Feauer 
Ofpale, and bloodleffe Emulation. 

And ’tis thi s Feauet that keepes Troy on foote 

Not her owne finewes. To end a tale of length 
Troy in our weakneffe Hues, notin heriwL’ 
N'jt. Moft wifcl. bath rijfi, 

The Feauer, whereof all our power is ficke : 

Hauing his eare full ofhis ayery Fame * 

Growes dainty of his worth, and in his Tent 
Lyes mocking our defignes. With him, f^rtell 
Vpon a lazie Bed, the liue-long day m * 

Breakes fcurrill lefts, 

And with ridiculous and aukward a&ion 
(Which Slanderer, he imitation call’s) ‘ 

He Pageants vs. Sometime great Aga m , mno „ 

Thy toplcffc deputation he puts on; ' 

And like a (hutting Player, whofe conceit 
Lies in his Ham-ftring, and doth thinke it rich 
To heare the woodden Dialogue and found 
’Twixt his ftretcht footing, and theScaffolage 
Such tobepittied, andorc-reftedleeming & * 

He a£b thy Greatneffe in: and when hefpeakes, 

’Tis like a Chime a mending. With tearmes vnfquar’d 
Which from the tongue of roaring TnhonArom 
Would leemes Hyperboles. At thisfufiy fluffe * 
The large AcbiUes {on his preihbed lolling) * 
From bi< deepe Chcft, laughes out a lowd applaufe 
\ Cries excellent, ’tis Agamemnon iuft. 

Now play me Neftor ; hum, and ftroke tby Beard 
As he, being dreft to feme Oration; 

That’s done,as neere as the extreameft ends 
Of paralels; as like, as Vulcan and his wife. 

Yet god Achilles ftill cries excellent, 

Tis Neftor right. Now play him (me) Patroclw, 
Arming to anfwer in a night-AIarme, 

And then (forfooth) the fainbdefe&s of Age 
tyuft £ hc Scene ofnayrth, to cough, and fpit, 

And with a palfie fumbling on his Gorget, 

Shake in and out the Riuet: and at this (port 
Sir Valour dies j cries, O enough Patrochu ,1 
Or, giue me ribs ofStcele, I £hall fplic all 
In pleafure of my Spleene. And in this falhion, 

All our abilities, gifts, natures, (hapes, 

Seuerals and generals ofgrace exa&, 

Atchieuments, plots, orders, preuenrions. 
Excitements to the fidd, or fpeech for truce, 
Succeffc or Ioffe, what is,or is not, ferues 
As ftuffe for thele two, to make paradoxes. ° 

Neft.. And in the imitation of thefe twaine. 

Who (as Vljjfes fayes) Opinion crownes 
With an Iroperiali voyce, many are infedf: 

Aiax is growne felfe-will’d, and beares his head 
In fuch a reyne. in full as proud aplace 
As bfoad AchtBeSj ZnA keepes his Tent like him; 
Makes fa&ious Feafts,railes on our (fate of Warre 



Troy lus and Crejsida . 


A flaU , ’ h V s in companion withdurt, 

T ° ^ken and diUrcdit ourrxpofure, 

i. e j 0 eiicrtoundcd!nwithdangerj 

oo. policy, and call it Co«.d,cc, 

„ „;Wiledomc as no member ofthe \v arre, 
r Clul flail oreffiicnee, and efteeme no a tie 
F0fC u,t ofhand : The ftill and mentail par:*, 

BUC ‘ £ ho m many hands fnail flriKc 

Sjta ficaeffe call them on,ami know by mealure 
oft /ir obferuant toy.le,.che Enemies waig .t, 
v l v thi* hath not a fingers dignity: 

1,1 £J U this Bcd-wo,ke, Mapp ry, Cloffct-^ arre . 

^ that the Ramme that batters downe the wall, 

L t he great (wing and ludeneffe of bis poize, 
r h yplaecbefere his hand that made the Engine, 

0 r thole that with the finenelfe of their foulcs, 

gy Reafon guide his execution, 

Neft. Let this begtantfd,and Achilles hoife 
Makes many Thetu tonnes, 

A<ra* WhacTrumpet? Lookc Mmehm. 

Men. From Troy. _ Enter lALncas. 

Asa. What would you ’rore our 1 cut. 

Jfoe. Is this great Agamemnons Tent, I pray you. 

Asa. Eucnthis, . 

v£ne. May one that is a Herald, and a Prince, 

Doa taire meffage to his Kingly eates ? 

Asa With furcty ttronger then Achilles arme, 

■Fore all the GreckUh heads, which with one voycei 
fall Aiamehtnon Head and Generali. 

o£ne. Faire leaue, and large fecurity. How may 
A ftranger to thofc moft Imperial lookes. 

Know them from eyes of other Mortals ? 

Ma. How? 

Jftnt. I: I aske, that I might waken reuerencc. 

And on the cheekebe ready with a bkdh 
Modeft as morning, when (he coldly eyes 
Theyouthfull Phcebus: 

Which is tharGoci in office guiding me:*? 

Winch is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 

This Troyan fcornes vs, or the men of Troy 
Arc ceremonious Courtiers. 

tAnt. Courtiers as free, as deboonaire ; vnarnrrd. 

As bending Angels: that's their Fame, in peace : 

But when they would feeme Souldiers, they haue gahes. 
Good armes, ftrong ioynts, true fwords.5t Iohcs accord. 
Nothing fo full of heart. But peace 
Peace T voyan, lay thy finger on thy lips. 

The worchineflc ofpraiie diftaines his worth : 

If that he praisM himfelfe, bring the praife forth. 

But what the repining enemy commends. 

That breath Fame blowes,tbat praife foie pure eranfeeds. 
Aga. Sir,you ofTroy > call you your felfe ty£*ea* ? 
v£ns. lGrecke,th3t is my name. 

Ag*. What*s your afrayr®I pray you \ 

J&ie, Sir pardon,'tis for Agamemnons cares. 

Aga, He hearcs nought pnuarly ’ , 

That comts from Troy. 

•AZnt. Nor I from Troy come not to whifper him, 

I bring a Trumpet to awake his eare. 

To fee his fence on the attendue benr, 

And then to fpeake. 

Aga. SpeakefrankeJy as the winde. 

It is not Agamemnons fleeping houre; 

That thou {halt know Troyan he is awake. 


He tels thee fo himfelfe/ 

tAEnc. Trumpet blow loud, 

Send thy Braffe voyce through all thefe lazde Tent?* 
And euery Grcekc of mettle, let him know. 

What Troy meanes fairely, fhail be fpoke alowd. 

The Trumpets fimtod. 

We haue great Agamemnon heere in Jroy, 

A Prince calld fletlor , Vriam is his father: 

Who in this dull and long-conrincw’d Truce 
Is rufty growne. He bad me take a Trumpet,’ 

And to this purpofe fpeake : Kings,Princes, Lord*; 

If there be one aroong’ft rh c fayr’ft of Greece, 

That holds his Honor higher then his eafe. 

That leckes his praife, more then he fearcs his pcrill. 
That knovves his Valour, and knowes not his fcare* 
That loues his Miftns more then in confeffion, 

(With truant vowes to her owne iips he loues) 

And dare avow her Beamy .and her Worth, 

In other armes then hers: to him this Challenge* 
Hettor, m view of Troyans, and ofGteekcs, 

Shall make it good, or do his heft to do it. 

He hath a Lady, wifer, fairer,truer 5 
Then euer Greekc did compaffe in bis 3rme$, 

And will to morrow with his Trumpet call, 

Midway betweene your Tcnts ; and walics of Troy* 

To rowze a Grecian that is true in loue. ~ 

Ifany come, Hcttorfcd honour him: . 

If none, heel fay m Troy when he retyres. 

The Grecian Dames are fun-burnt,and not worth 
The fphnter of a Lance : Eucn fo much. 

A*a. This fball be told our Louer* Lord 
If none of them haue foole in fticn a kinde. 

We lei c them all at home: But we arc Soukfiers, 

And may that Souldier a inhere recreant prour^ 

That njeanes not,hath not,or is not in louc : 

If then one is, or lmh,or meancs to be. 

That one meet* Heeler: if none e!ie,Ile be he. 

Neft, Tell him o i Neftor, one thar was a man 
WhcnWc^orjGrandfircfuckt: he is old now. 

But if there be not in our Grecian mould. 

One Noble man, that hath one fparkiof fire 
To anfwer for his Louc; cell him fi om me, 
lie hide my Siluer beard «n a Gold Bcauer, 

And in my Vantbrace put clys withe/d brawne. 

And meeting him, wil tell him, thar my Lady 
Was fayrer then bisGrandame,and as chafte 
As maybe in the world : hi? youth in flood, 
lie pawne this truth with my three drops of blood# 
tAEne. Now hcauens forbid fuch fcarfitie ofyoutho 
Vlyft Amen. 

Aga. Faire Lord sAEnexs, 

Let me touch your hand : 

To ourPauillion (hal I leade you firft: 

Achilles fball haue word of this intent. 

So fliall each Lord ofGreece from Tent to Tent: 

Your lelfe (hall Fcaft with vs before you goe, 
Andfindc the welcome of a Noble Foe* Exetw 

OUanei Vlyjfes Neftor* 

JTlyf. NcHor. 

Neft . W hat fayes Vljffes ? 

Vlyf- I haue a young conception in my brainy 
Be you my time to bring it to iome fhape- 
Ned. Whatis’tc* 

Vlyffes . This 3 cis : 

Blunt wedges riuc hard knots: the feeded Pride 
That hath to this maturity b!own$ vp 

IF ^ 




111111111111111111111 


1111111111 u i i ii 1111111111111 ii 111111111111 


7 LV 9fr S* W ZV IV Ofr 69 8€ Lt 9€ S£ 0€ ZZ It QZ 62 82 LZ 92 92 PZ ZZ 22 12 02 61 81 LI 91 91 PI 81 21 U 01 6 

^Kin dll mi AnwHQ niiriQ -in 


I I I | I ] I | I ] I I 1 [ i | I I I I I 


L 9 9 P Z 2 l 0 

SVOId 


































































Troy ks and Crefsida. 


In ranke Achilles ,muft or now be cropt. 

Or (bedding breed a Nurfcry oflike cuil 
Toouer-bulkcvs all. 

Nefi. Wcl,and how ? 

Vlyf. This challenge chat the gallant Hector fends, 
How euer it is fpred in genera! name, 

Relates in purpofe pnciy to Achilles. 

Tlefi. The purpofe is perfpicuous euen as fubftance, 
Whole groffenefle little charradters futnme vp, 

And in the publication make no ftrainc, 

But that Achilles , were his braine as barren 
j As bankes of Lybia, though (Apollo knowes) 

Tis dry enough, wil with great fpcede ofiudgement, 
I, with celerity, finde Hectors purpofe 
Pointing on him. 

Vlyf. And wake him to the anfwer, thinkeyou? 
Nefi . Yes, ’tis moft meet; who may you elfe oppofe 
That can from Hettor bring his Honor off,? 

If not Achilles ; tbouglfc be a fportfull Combate, 

Yet in this trial), much opinion d weh. 

For heere the Troyans tafte our dcer'ft repute 
With their fin’ll pallate: and cruft to me Vlyjfes, 

Our imputation fhall be oddely poiz'd 
In this wilde action. For thefoccefle 
(Although particular) fhall giue a fcantling 
Of good or bad, rnto the Generali ; 

And in luch Indexes, alrhough (mail prickcs 
To their fubfequent Volumes, there is feenc 
The baby figure of theGyant-maffe 
Of things to come at large. 11 is fuppes’d, 

H hat meets Heitor from our choyfe ; 

And choifc being rnutuall a$c of all our ioules. 

Makes Merit her election, and doth boyle 
As # twerc, from forth vs all: amandiftill’d 
Out of our Vcrtues; who mifearry ing, # 

What heart from hence reccyues the conqu’ringpart 
To ftcele a ftrong opinion totbcmfelues. 

Which entertain’d, Limbcs arc in his inftruments. 

In no leffe working, then arc Swords and Bowes 
Difedfiue by the Limbes. 

Vlyf. Giue pardon to my fpeech : 

Therefore ’tis meet, Achtlies meet not Heitor : 

Let vs (like Merchants) (hew our fowled Wares, 

And thinke perchance thcy’l fell: If not. 

The lufter of the better yet to (hew. 

Shall (hew the better. Do not confcnt, 

That cucr Hector and Achilles meete: 

For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 

Are dogg’d with two ftrange Followers. 

Nefi . I fee them not with my old cies: what arc they? 

Vlyf* What glory our Achilles jfharcs from Heitor, 
(Were he not proud) we all (bould weare with him: 

But he already is too infolenc, 

And we were better parch in Affricke Sunne, 

Then in the pride and fait fcornc of his cysts 
Should he (cape Hector h ire. If he were foyld* 

Why then we did our maine opinion cmfh 
In taint of our beft man. No, make a Lottery, 

And by deuice let blockifh Aiax draw 
! The fort to fight with Heitor : Among our felues/ 
j Giue him allowance as the worthier man, 
j For that will phyficke the g/eat Myrmidon 
! Who broyles in lowd applauie, and make him fall 
j His Creft, that prouder then blew Iris bends. 

* If the duH brainleflc At ax come fafe off, 
jWce’ldreffe him vp invoyccs rifhefaile, 


n otche 


Yet go we vnder our opinion ftill 
That we haue better men. But hit or miff. 

Our proie&s life this fljape offence aff Um ’ 

Aiax imploy’d,p!uckes downe Achilles pi 
N*. No» begin WI.K™'-, 

And 1 wil giue a tafte of it forthwith ^ a “ Ul «e, 

To Agamemnon, go we to him ftraighc: 

Two Currcs lhal tame each other, Prid. »i 
Muft tarre the Maftiffes on,a* ‘twerc their k"' 

Enter A tax,and 7 herjites. ° nC ’ * XtK > 
Aia. Therjitesl 

ifheh.d Bi„ i{lil) 

Aia. Tberjttes ? 

Ther. And tbofe Byles did runne, fay f 0 . di . 
General run, were not that a botchy cote ? ’ ° d 
cAia. Doggc. 1 

T^r.Tbe pjague ofGrccce vpon thee thou M*’ , 
bcefe-witted Lord. u Mungrel 

Aia. Speake then you whinid’ft leauen fpeake T ■„ 
beate thee into handfomnefle. ‘ ^ c )'I will 

Tber. I lhal fooner taylethee into wit andholi!!? 
but I thinke thy Horfe wil fooner con an Oration then 
learn a prayer withoutbooke: Thoucanft fthke’ 
thou ? A red Murren o’th thy lades trickes. * C *° 
Aia. Toads lioole, learne tne the Proclamation 

Do.#thouihmkel.town, feccth,,,*, 

The proclamation. / . , 

Ther. Thou arr proclaim’d a foole.l thinke/ “ 

A, a. Do not Porpentine,do nor; my finger’s itch 
Ther. I would thou didft itch from head tofoot'aud 

Aia. I fay the Proclamation. 

Ther . Thou gtumbleft & raileft euery houre on A. 
chilles , and thou art as ful ofenuy at his greatnes, asCer* 
herns is at Proferpma's beauty. I, that theubarkfhthim. 
Aia. Miftrefle Therfites. 

Ther. Thou ftiould’ft ftnke him. 

Aia . Coblofe. 

Ther. He would pun thee into fhiuers with his fift, as 
a Sailor breakes a biskec. ? 

Ata . You horfon Curre. 

Ata • Thou ftoole for a Witch. 

Ther, I, do,do,chou foddcn-witccd Lord: thou haft 
no more braine then I haue in mine elbows: An Afinico 
may tutor thee. Thou feuruy valiant Affe,thou art heerc 
but to threfh Troyans, and thou art bought and folde a* 
\ wongthoic ofany wit, like a Barbarian flaue. Ifthouvfc 
to beat me,I wil begin at thy heele 3 and tel what thou art 
by inchcs.thou thing ofno bowels thou,» 

Aia, Youdogge. 4 
Ther . You feuruy Lord. 

Ata . You Curre. 

Ther. Afars his Idcot; do rudenes,do Carodl,do,do, 
Ent er Achilles and Fat roc Ins 
**A/7.Why how now A tax} wi.erefore do you this? 
How now Therfites ? what's the matter man ? 

Ther. You fee him there doyou? 

Achtl. I,v hat's the matter. 

Ther . Nay Iooke vpon him. 

Achtl. Sol do: w hat’s the matter? 

Ther, 


Ther . Do,do, 


Troy lus and Cre/sidd. 


I 


NaybiK re g 3rd him well 

^^^l^oc.cllvponhim^rwho 

. . ,. er *ou take him to be,he is A** x - 
[ ° M Iknowthatfoole. riC 

fber. h b» c that foolc knowes not himfeiie. 

ha°’cS k> <b». long- I haac b»bb d hi. 
•5XTheha.be.tcmy b«w= 1 will buy o«Sp«- 

, pray, and hi. turn** i. not worth the.with 
K&..toi. This Lord (JMh) Aux wnowe.rs 
£».t in hi. belly, and ins guttes in bis head. He tell you 

; n hat 1 lay of l’> m * 

Achtl. W hat ? 

fher. I Uy this tAiax -- 

jchil. Nay good Atax. 
jber. Has not fo much wit. 

Arbd- Nav, I muft hold you. 

fber. As will flop the eye oi Helens Ncedle.for w om 
|, e cornes to fight. 

Achtl. Peace foolc. . , , r . 

fber. I would haue peace and quietnes,but the foole 

wil!not: he there, that he, looke you there. 

Aiax. O thou damn’d Curve, lfliail- 
Achtl. Will you fee your wit to a F° oles - 
Ther. No 1 warrant you.for a fooles will lhame it. 
p.t. Good words Therfites. 

Achtl. What’s the quarrell t 

Aiax. 1 bad thee vile Owle.goe learne me the tenure 

c f the proclamation ,and he rayies vpon me, 

Ther. I feme thee not. 

Aiax. Well,go too, go too. 

Ther. I ferue heere voluntary. 

Achtl. Your laftferuice was futferance, ewas not vo¬ 
luntary, no tne n is beaten voluntary -.Aiax was heere t ie 

voluntary , and you as vnder an Impreffe. 

Ther. E’nelo, a great dcaic of your wit too l»es myour 
(innevves, or elfe there be Liar*. Hettor (hall haue a great 
catch, if he knocke out either ofyour brames,he were as 
ood cracke a fuftie nut with no Kernel!. 

Ackil. What with me to 7 herjites ? 

Ther. Th>. t -*’s r/jtfes, and old Nefior, wnofeW it was 
mouldy ere theirGrandfires had nails on their toes,yoke 
you like draft-Oxen.and make you plough vp the wairc. 
Jchil. What?what? 

Ther. Yes good footh, to Achilla ,to Aiax, to ■■ 

Aiax. I (hall cut out your tongue* 

Ther. ’Tis no matter, I fhall fpcake as much as thou 
afterwards. 

Pat. No more words Therfites. 

Ther. 1 will hold my peaee when Achilles Brooch bids 
me,(hail I? 

Achtl, There’s for you Patroclm. 

Her. 1 wi l fee you bang’d like ClotpoJ.es ere I come 
anymore to yo ur Tents; I will keepe where there is wic 
(lining and leaue the fadtion'offooles. Txit. 

Pat . A good riddance. 

-^c&i/.Marry thu Sir is proclaim'd through al our hoft* 
That Heitor by the fift houre of the Sunne, 

’Will with a Trumpetj’twixt our Tcuts and Troy 
To raorrow morning call fomc Knight to Armes, 

That hath a ftomacke* and fuch a one that dare 
Maintaine 1 know not what: ’tis trafh. Farewell. 

Aiax. Farewell t who fhall anfwcr him? 

AchiU 1 know not/iis put to Lottry: otherwife 


Heknew hismati. 

Aiax. O meaning you J wil go learne more of it. Exit 
Enter Priam> Hector,Troyltu,Paris and Helen pis. 

Pri . After fo many houresjhues/peechesfpcnt.) 

Thus once againe fayes Nefi or from the Greekes, 

Deliuer Helen all damage elfe 

(A* honour, Ioffe of time, trauaile, expence. 

Wounds, fnend 3 ,and wli3t eis decre that is confuafil 
In hot digefiion of this comorant Warrc^ 

Shall be ftrokc off. Htlhr % what fay you too’t.. 

Hctt. Though no man lefferfearcs the Greeks then I, 
As farre as touches my particular: yet dread Priam ,* 
There is no Lady of more fofttr bowels. 

More fpungic, to fucke in the lenfc of Feare, 

More ready to cry our, who Lnowes what followes 
Then Heitor is; the wound of peace is furety. 

Surety lecurc : but modeft Doubt is cafd 
The Beacon of the wife; chctent that fcarches 
1 o'th'bottome of the worft# Let Helen go. 

Since the hrft iword was drawne about this queftion, 
Euery tythe foulc ’rnongft many thetifand difmes^ 

Hath bin as deere Helen s I meane ofours ; 

If we haue loft fo many tenths of ours 
To guard a thing not ours,nor worth to vs 
(Had it our name) the valew ofene ten; 

What merit’s in chat rcafon which denies 
The yeelding of her vp. 

Troy. Fic,fie*my Brother; 

Weigh you the worth and In nour ofaKing 
(So great as our dread Father) in a Scale 
Of common Ounces? Wil you with Counters fumme 
The paft proportion of his infinite, 

Andbucklein a walie moft fathomleffe, 

With fpannes and inches fo diminutiue, 

As feares and reafons ? Fic for godly (Lame? 

Hel . No toarucl though you bice fo (barp at reafons. 
You arefo empty of them, fhould notour Father 
Beare the great (way of hi* affayres with reafons, 

Bccaufe your fpecch hath none that tcls him to. 

Troy. You arc for di eames & {lumbers brother Prieft 
You furrcyourgloues with reafon:here-are your reafons 
You know an enemy intends you harme ? 

You know, a iword jmploy’d is perilous. 

And rcafon flyes the obie^t of all harme. 

Who maruels then when Helena* beholda 
A Grecian and his fword, if he do let 
The very wings of reofon to bis h:eles: 

Or like a Starre diforb’d. Nay, if we talke of Rcafon, 
And flye like chidden Mercurie from Ioue, 

Let’s (hut our gates and fleepe : Manhood and Honor 
Should haue hard hearts, wold they but fat their shoghts 
With this cramm’d reaion : rcafon and rcfpeft t 
Makes Liuers pale, and lufiyhood deiedf# 

Hdi . Brother, fhe is not worth 
What fhe doth coft the holding. 

Troy . What’s aught, but as ’tis valew’d ? 

Hell . But value dweis not in particular will* 

It holds his eftimatc and dignitic 
As well, wherein’tis precious of it felfe,^ 

As in theprizer r’Tis made Idolatric, 

To make the feruice greater then tbeGod 
And the will dotes that is inclmeable 
To wharinfedtioufly it felfc affeftsi 
Without fornc image of th'affe^ed merits 
Troy. I t&kc to day a Wife, and my citation 
Is led on in the conduct of my Will ; 
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Troy lus and Crejsida. 


My Will enkindled by mine eyes and earcs, 

Two traded Pylots ’ewixe the dangerous (Lores 
Of Will, and Iudgemenc, How may 1 auoyde 
(Although my will dittaftc what it elected) 

The Wife I chofe, there can be no euafion 
To blench from this, and to ftand firmc by honour, 
Weturne not backcthe Silkcs vpon the Merchant 
When we haue fpoyl'd them; nor the remainder Viands 
We do not throw in vnrcfpedtiuc fame, 

Becaufe we now are full, J t was thought meete 
Parts (hould do fome vengeance on the Grcekcs; 
v our breath of full confent bellied his Sailes, 

The Seas and Windes (old Wranglers) tookc a Truce, 
And did him fcruicc; he touch’d the Ports defir’d, 

And for an old Aunt whom the Greekcs held Captiue, 
He brought a Grecian Queen ; whofe youth & frefhndTe 
Wrinkles ^polloes, and makes fialc the morning. 

Why keepe we her? the Grecians keepc our Aunt: 

' Is flic worth keeping? Why flic is a Pearle, 

Whofe price hath launch’d aboue a thouland Ships, 

And turn’d Crown’d Kings to Merchants, 

IfyoU*l auouch, ’t was wifedome Paris went, 

(As you mu ft needs* for you all cride, Go, go:) 

Ifyou’I confcffc, he brought home Noble prize, 

(As you muft needs) for you all ciapt your hands. 

And cride ineftimable; why do you now 
Theiffue ofyour proper Wifedomes rate. 

And do a deed that Fortune tieuer did ? 

Begger the eftimation which you priz’d, 

Richer then Sea and Land ? O Theft mull bale! 

That we haue ftolne what we do feare to keepe. 

i But Theeues vnwarthy of a thing fo ftolne. 

That in theirCoumry didthemchac difgrace, 

Wc feare to warrant in our Natiue place. 

Enter Cajfandra with her haire about 
her e ares. 

Caf. Cry Trojans , cry. 

Prtam What noyfe ? what fhreeke is this ? 

Troy. ’Tis our mad fiftcr, I do know her voy ce, 

Caf, Cry Troyans. 

Heel. It is Caffandra. 

Caf. Cry Troyans cry; lend me ten thonfand eyes. 
And I will fill them with Prophetickc icare*. 

Heft. Peace fifter,peace. 

Caf. Virgins,and Boyes; mid-age & wrinkled old. 
Soft infancie, thar nothing can but cry, 

Adde to my clamour: let vs pay betimes 
A moity of that mafle of moane to come. 

Cry Troyans cry, pradtife your eyes with teares, 

Troy muft not be, ncr goodly lllion ftand, 

.Our fire-brand Brother Paris burnes vs all. 

Cry Troyans cry, a Helen and a woe; 

Cty,cry,Troy burnes, or dfe let Helen goe. Exit, j 

He'd . Nowyouthfull Troy/us.donot chcfe hie drains j 
Ofdiuinacion in our Siftcr,worke I 

Some touches of remorfe ? Or is your bloud 
So madly hot, that no difeourfe of reafon, 

Nor fearcof bad fucccffein a bad caufe. 

Can qualific :he fame ? 

Troy. Why Brother Heftor , 

We may not thinke the iuftnefleof each a<fte 
Such, and no other then euent doth forme it. 

Nor once dcie& the courage of our mindes; 

Becaufe Caffkndras mad,her brainfickeraptures 
Cannot diftafte the goodneffc of a quarrcll. 


Which hath our fcucrall Honours all en gaP M 
To make it gracious. For my priuatepart * 

I am no more touch'd, then all prism tonne. 
And Iouc forbid there fhould be done amon’ri 
Such things as might offend the weakeft fplcfnr* 
To fight for, and maintain®. r c > 


Par. Elfe might the world conuince oflcuir! 
As well my vnder-takings as your counlels • ’ 

But I atteft the gods, your full confent 
Gaue wings to roy propcnAon, and cut off 
All feares attending on fo dire a proieft. 

For what (alas) can thefe my Angle armes ? 

What ptopugnation is in one mans valour 

To ftand the pufti and enmity of thole 

Thi s quarrell would excite ? Yet I proteft 

Were 1 aloDe to paffc the difficulties, * 

And had as ample power,as I haue will 
Pam fliould nc’te retra# what he hath done 
Nor bint in the partake. ’ 

Pri, Paris ^ youfpeake 
Like one be-fotted on your fweet delights • 

You haue the Hony ftill, but thefe theGall’ 

So to be valiant, is no praife at all. 

Par. S;r, 1 propofe not meerely to my felf c 
The pleafures tach a beauty brings with it: ? 

But 1 would haue the foyle ofher fairc Rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 

What Treafon were it to the raniack’d Queene 
Difgrace to your great worths, and ftianie to me. 
Now to dcliucr her poffefsion vp 9 

On termes of bafe ccmpulfion ? Can it be, 

Tnac fo degenerate a ftrainc as this. 

Should once let footing in your generous bofomes? 
There’s not the mcaneft fpiric on our partie, 
Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw, 

When Helen is defended : nor none fo Noble, 
Whofe life were ili beftow’d, or death vufanVd, 
Where Helen is the fubie& # Then (I fay) 

Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The worlds large fpaccs cannot paralcll. 

Heel. Paris and Troyltu , you haue both faid well: 
And on the caufe and qneftion now in hand, 

Haue gloz d, but fuperficielly ; not much 
/nlike young men, whom jirtftotle thought 
Vnfic to heare Moral! Philofophic. 

The Reafons you alledge, do more conduce 
Ta the hot paflion of diftemp’red blood, 

I hen to make vp a free determination 
T wixt right and wrong: For pleafure, and reuenge, 
Haue eares more deaie then Adders, to the voycc 
Of any true decifion. Nature craues 
All dues be rendred to their Owners: now 
What neerer debt in all humanity, 

Then Wife istothcHusband? Iftbislaw 
Of Nature be corrupted through affection. 

And that great mindes ofpartiall indulgence. 

To their benummed wills refift the fame. 

There is a Law in each vvell-ordred Nation, 

To curbc thole raging appetites that arc 
Moft difobedientandrefra<fturic. 

1 1Helen then be wife to Sparta’s King 
(As u is knowne (he is) thefe Morall Lawes 
Of Nature, and of Nation, fpeakcaiowd 
To haue her backe return’d. Thus toperfift 
1 n doing wrong, cxteruai es rot wrong. 

But makes it much more hcauic. Heftors opinion 
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Troy lus and Crejsida. 


ne: 


T this in way of truth; yet nere the leffe, 

fptitely brethren, I propend to you 
InreFolution to keepe Helen ftill; 
p r > t is 3 caufe that hath no meane dependance, 

v ° pon our ioynt and feucrall dignities. 

‘fro. Why? there you touchtthc life of our deng: 
^Tere it not glory thac we more afte&ed, 

Then the performance of our heauing fplcencs, 

I vvould not wifli a drop of Troian blood. 

Spent more in her defence. But worthy Heitor, 

She is a thcamc of honour and renowne, 

Afpurre to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 

W'hofe prelent courage may beate downe our foes, 
fame in time to come canonize vs. 

For 1 prefume braue Heeler would not loefe 
Sorichaduantage ofaproroifd glory, 

Asfmiles vpon the fore-head of this a&ion. 

For the wide worlds reuenew. 

tfeB. I am yours. 

You valiant off-fpting of great Priamns , 

I haue a roifting challenge lent among’ft 
Jhedull andfadlious nobles ofthe Greekcs, 

Will ftrike amazement to their drovvAe fpirits, * 
Iwasaduertiz’d,their Great gcnerallflept, 

Whd’ft emulation in the armie crept: 

This 1 pretamc will wake him. Sxemt. 

Enter Ther Arcs foltu. 

How now Tberfites ? what loft in the Labyrinth of thy 
furie? (hall the Elephant j4iax carry it thus ? he beates 
me,and Iraile at him : O worthy fatisfa&ion, would it 
wereotherwifethat I could beate him, whil’ft he rail’d 
at me: Sfoote, lie learne toconiurcand raife Diue!s,buc 
He fee fome iffue of my fpitefull execrations. Then ther’s 
Achilles, arare Enginer.If7 roy be not taken till thefetwo 
vndermineit, the wals will ftartdtill they tall of them- 
felues. O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget 
that thou art lone the King of god a; and cJAtercnry, loofc 
alltheScrpentine craft ofthy Caduceus, if thou take not 
that little little leffe then little wit from them that they 
haue, which fhort-arm’d ignorance it felfe knowes, is fo 
abundant fcarfe, it will not in circumuention dcliucr a 
Flyefrom aSpider,without drawing the maffie Irons and 
cutting the web : after this,the vengeance on the whole 
Camp,or rather the bone-ach,for thac me thinkes is the 
curfe dependant on thofethat warrefora placket. 1 haue 
faid my prayers and diuell, enuie, fay Amen: What ho f 
ray Lord tAchtlles ? 

Enter Patrochu. 

Patr. Who’s there? Tberjites. Good Tberjttes come 
inandraile. 

Ther. If I could haue remembred a guilt counterfeit, 
thouwould’ft not haue dipt out of roy contemplation, 
but it is no matter, thy felfe vpon thy felfc. The common 
curfe ofmankinde, follie and ignorance be thine in greac 
reuenew; heauenblefle thee from a Tutor,and Difcipline 
come not ncere thee. Let chy bloud be thy diredlion till 
ti.ydeatn, then iffhe that laies thee out fayes thou art a 
Eire coarfe, lie be fworne and fwornc vpon’t (he ncucr 
Crowded any but Lazars, Amen. Wher’s Achtllesi 

Patr. What art thou deuout? waft thou in a prayer? 

Ther, I, the heauens heare me. 

Enter Achilles. 

Achtl. Who’s there? / 

Pair. Therfitesyvny Lord. 


Achil. Where,where,art thou come? why my cheefe, 
my digeftion, why haft thou not feru’d thy felfe into my 
Table, fo many meales? Come, what’s Agamemnon ? 

Ther, Thy Commander Achilles , then tell me Patro- 
clus, what’s tAdullest 

Patr. Thy Lord Therjttes : then tell me I pray thee, 
what’s thy felfe ? 

Ther. Thy Icnower Patrocltes : then tdl me Patroclses. 
what art thou ? 

Patr, Thou maift tell that know’ft. 

Achil. O tell, tell, 

Ther. lie declin the whole quc(lion:Agamemxe» com 1 
mands Achilles, Achilles is roy Lord,I am Fatreclns know- 
cr,and Patrocius is a foole. 

Patro. You rafcall. 

Ter. Peace foole, I haue not done. 

Achil . He is a priuilcdg’d man, proceede Therjttes. 

Ther, Agamemnon is a foole. Achilles is a foole, Ther¬ 
jttes is a foole, and as aforclaid, Patrocius is a foole. 

Achil. Deriuethis?come? 

Ther. Agamemnon is a foole to offer to command A- 
chilles, Achilles is a foole to be commanded of Agamemon, 
Tberjites is a foole to lerue tach a foole: and Tatrochss is a 
fooic poAtiue, 

Patr. Why am I a foole/ 

Enter Agamemnon, Vlijfes, Nejtor, ‘Diomedes , 

Aiax, and Chakat . 

Ther. Make that demand to the Creator,it taffifes me 
thou art. Looke you,who comes here ? 

Achil. Patrocius , lie fpcake with no body: come in 
with me 7 her fit es. Exit. 

Ther. Here is tach patcherie, tach iugling, and tach 
knauerie : all the argument is a Cuckold and a Whore, a 
good quarrel co draw emulations,fa&ions,and blecde td 
death vpon : Now the dry Suppeago on thcSubiedf, and 
Warreand Lecherie confound all. 

Agam. Where is Achilles ? 

Patr. Within his Tenc, but ill difpof’dmy Lord. 

Agam. Let it be knowne to him that we arc here • 

He fent our Mcffengers, and we lay by 
Our appcttainments,vifiting of him : 

Let him be told of, fo perchance he thinke 
We dare not moue the queftion of our place. 

Or know not what we are. 

Pat. I lhall fo fay to him. 

Vlifi We faw him at the opening of his Tent, 

He is not Acke. 

Aia. Yes, Lyon Acke, Acke of proud heart; you may 
call it Melancholly if willfauour the man, but by my 
head,’ths pride 5 but whyjVvhJ^let him Ihow vs the caufe? 
A word my Lord. 

Nefi What moues Aiax thus to bay at him ? 

Vlif. AchiOis hath inueigled his Foole from him* 

A/if/1 Who, Therfitcs ? 

Vhf. He. 

Neff Then will Aiax lacke matter, if he haue loft his 

Argument. 

Vlif. No,you fee he is hi* argument that has his argu¬ 
ment AchiHes. 

Nef. All the better, theit fra&ion is more our wilh 
then their fadlion', but it was a ftrong counfell that a 
Foole could dilunice. 

Vlif The amine that wifedome knits, nor folly may 
eaftly vntie. Enter Patrochu. 

Here 
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Troylus and Cre/sida. 


Her' comes P aired/is. . 

Nef. No A chill: s with him? 

Vlif. The Elephant hath ioynts,but none for curtefie: 
His legge 3 re legs for neccflicie,not for flight. 

Patro. Achilles bids me fay he is much lorry : 

If any thing more then your fport and pleafure. 

Did noue your greatnefle, and this noble State, 

To call vpon him; he hopes it is no other. 

But for your health, and your digcftioti lake; 

An after Dinners breath. 

Aga. Heare y ou Patrocl/es : 

We are too well acquainted with tbefe anfwcrs: 

But tils euafion winged thus fwift with fcorne. 

Cannot outflyeour apprehenfions. 

Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon. 

Why wc alcriOeit to him, yet all hisvettues. 

Not vercuoufly of his owne part beheld, 

Doe in out eyes, begin to loofe their gloflc ; 

Yea, and like faire Fruit man vnholdfomc di(h. 

Arc like to rot vntafted: goe and tell him, 

We came to fpeakc with him; and you (hall not finne, 
Ifyou doe fay, we thinke him oticr proud, 

And vnder honeftj in felfe-affumption greater 

Then in the note ofiudgement:& worthier then himfelfe 

Here tend, the fauage ftrangencife he put s on, 

Difguife the holy ftrength of their command: 

And vnder write in an obleruing kinde 
His humorous predominance, yea watch 
His petti (h lines,his ebs,his flowes, as if 
The paffageand whole carriage ofthisa&ion 
Rode on his tyde. Goe tell him this, and adde. 

That ifhe ouerhold his price fo much, 

Wccle none of him; but let him.like an Engin 
Not portable, lye vnder this repo rt. 

Bring atftion hither, this cannot goe to warre: 

A ftirring Dwarfe, we doc allowance glue. 

Before a fhepingGyant: tell him fo. 

Pat, I lhall, and bring his aafwere prefently. 

Aga. In i'econd voyce weele not be fatisfied. 

We come to fpeakc with him, Vl/jfs enter you* 

Exit Vl/fes, 

Aiax. What is he more then another ? 

Aga. No more then what he thinkes he is. 

Ata. Ishefomuch, doe you not thinke, hethinkes 
himfclfc a better man then I am ? 

Ag. No queftion. 

Aiax. Will you fubferibe his thoughr.and fay he is? 

Ag. No, Noble Aiax ,you areasftrong,as valiant.as 
wile, no Icfle noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more tra&abU 

Aiax. Why Ihould a man be proud ? How doth pride 
grow? I know not vybat it is. 

Aga. Your minde is the tlcercr Atax, and your vertues 
the fairer; he that is proud, cates vp himfelfe; Pride is his 
ownc Glaflejhis owne trumpet,his ownc Chrcnicle,and 
whateuer praifes it felfe but inthedeede, deuoures the 
deeds inthe praife. 

£r.ter ZJljfiS. 

Aiax. I do hate a proud man,as I hate the ingendriog 
ofToades. 

Weft, Yet he loues himfelfe :i* s t not ftrange? 

Vtif. AchiP.es will not to the field to morrow. 

Ag. What's his excufe l 

Vl/f. He doth rclye on none. 

But carries on the ftreamc ofhis dilpofe. 

Without obfetuance or refpeft ofany. 


In will peculiar, and in felfe admiffiom ~ 

Aga. Why,will he not vpon our faire req Ue ft 
Vntent his perfon, and fharc the ayre with vs? ’ 
riif. Things fmall as nothing, for requefl, f k 
He makes important; poffeft he is with p rcatn ^ ° ncl y 
And fpeakes not to himlelfe, but with a pride ' 

That quarrels at felfe-breath. Imagin’d wroth 
Holds in his bloud fuch fwolneand hot difcotitfc 
That twixt his mentall and his atftiue parts, 3 
Kingdom dAchifles in commotion rage*. 

And batters gainft it felfe; what (hould*I fay? 

He is fo plaguy proud,that the death tokens ofit 
Cry norccouery. * 

Ag. Let goe tohim. 

DeareLotd,goeyou and greetehimin his Tent- 
Tis Faid lie holds you well, and will be led * 

At your requeft a little from himlelfe. 

Vlif. O Agamemnon, let it not be fo. 

Weele confccrate the fteps that Aiax makes 
When they goe from Achilles ; fhall the proud Lord 
That baftes his arrogance with his ownelearae ' 
And ncucr fuffers matter of the world. 

Enter his thoughts: faue fuch as doereuoluc 
Aud ruminate himfelfe. Shall he be worlhipc, 

, Of that wc hold an Idoll, more then hee ? 

No, this thrice worthy and right valiant Lord 
Muft not fo ftaule his Palme, nobly acquir’d. 

Nor by my will atTubiugate his merit. 

As amply titled as Achilles is: bf going to Achilles 
That were to enlard his fat already,pride,. 

And adde more Coles to Cancer, when he burnes 
With entertaining great Hiper tots. 

This L.goetohiro? lupiter fosbirl. 

And fay in thunder,^c^///« goe to him. 

Neft.O th ; s is well, he rubs the veine ofhim. 

Die. And how his filence dnnkes vp thisapplaufe. 
Aia. Iflgoeto him,with my armed fill, lie path him 
ore the face. 

Ag. Ono,you (hall net goe. 

Aia. And abeproud with me,ilcpliefe his pride: let 
me goe to him. 

Vlif. Not for the worth that hangs vpon our quarrel. 
Aia. A paultry infolenc fellow. 

Heft. How he deferibes himfelfe. 

A/a. Can he not be fociable? 

Vlif. The Raucn chides blackneffe. 

Aia. lie let his humours bloud. 

Ag. He will be the Pbyfuian that (hould be thepa- 
tient, 

Aia. And all men were a my minde, 

Vhf. Wit would be out of fafhion. 

A/a. A fhould not beare it fo, a (hould e 3 te Swords 
firft : fhall pride carry it/ 

Neft. And’twould, you’ld carry halfe. 

Vhf. A would haue ten (bares. 

Aia I will knedc hire,llc make him fupple,hee’$ not 
yet through warme. 

iVe/?.Force him with praifes,poure in,pourein:hi*»ffl* 
bitionisdry. 

Vlif My L, you feede too much on this diM e * 
Neft. Our noble Generali, doe not doe fo. 

Diem. You muft prepare to fight without AeWet> 
Vl/f. Why, ’tis this naming of him doth him ha«M« 
Here is a man, but’tis before his fare, 

I will befilent. 

Neft. Wherefore ihould you fo?, - 


‘Troylus and Cre/sida • 


u , n ot emulous, as Achilles is. 

C 'Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 

Aia. A horfon dog,that fhal palter thus with vs.would 


ftia 

he were a Troian. 

Neft, What a vice were it m Atax now——• 

Vhf. If he were proud. 

■pio, Orcouetousolpraife. 
yhf I, or fuiley borne.- 
pie. Or ftrange, or felfe affedled. 
yi. Thank the heauens L.thouartoffweet compofure; 
praife him that got thee, (he that gauc thee fucke: 
fame be thy Tutor,and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam’d beyond, beyond all erudition; 
gut he that difciplm'd thy armes to fight, 

Let Mars demde Eternity in twaine, 

Andgiue him halfe.and for thy vigour, 
gull-bearing IrHlo: his addition yeelde 
1 o(\onow\e Aiax : I will not praife thy wifdome, 
yyhich |ike a bourne, a pale, a Ihore confines 
jhy (pacious and dilated parts; here’s Nefter 
InftruttM by the Antiquary times: 

He muft, he is, he cannot but be wife. 

gut pstdon Father Neft or, were your daye s 

As greene as Aiax and your brainc fo temper’d, 

You (hould not haue the eminence ofhim, 
gut be as Atax. 

jia. Shall I call you Father ? 

Vlif, 1 my good Sonne. 

Pio. Be rul’d by him Lord Aiax. 

Vlif. There is no tarrying here,the Hart Achilles 
Keepes thicker: pleafe it our Generali, 

Tocall together all his ftate of warre, 

Frelh Kings are come to Trojr ;to morrow 
We muft with all our maine of power ftand faft: 

And here’s a Lord, come Knights from Eaft to Weft. 

And cull their flo wre, Aiax (hall cope the beft. 

Ag- Goe wc to Counfaile, let Achilles fleepe; 

Light Botes may faile fwift, though greater bulkes draw 
deepe. Exeunt. Muficke founds within. 

Enter Pm darns and a Seruant. 

Aw.'Friend, you, pray you a word: Doc not you fol¬ 
low the yong Lord Pans ? 

Ser. I fir, when he goes before me. 

Pan. You depend vpon him I meane? 

Ser. Sir, I doe depend vpon the Lord. 

Pan , You depend vpon a noble Gentleman: I muft 
needes praife him. 

Ser. The Lordbcpraifed. 
fa. You know me, doc you not? 

Ser. Faith fir,fuperfkially. 

Pa. Friend know me better, I am the Lord Pandartu. 
Str. I hope I (hall know your honour better. 

Ps. I doe defire it. 

Ser, You are in the ftate of Grace? 

Pa. Grace, not fo friend, honor and Lordlhip are my 
title: What Mufique is this? 

Ser. I doe but partly know fir: it is Muficke in parts. 
Pa. Know you the Mufitians. 

Ser. Wholly fir. 

Pa. Who ^lay they to? 

Ser. To the hearers fir. 

Pa. Atwhofepleafur friend? 

Ser. At mine fir, and theirs that loue Muficke, 

Pa. Command, I meane friend. 

Ser. Who (hall I command fir ? 



/ Pa. Friend, we vuderftand not one another: I am too 
courtly,and thou art too cunning. At whofe requeft doe 
chefe men play ? 

Ser. Thai’s too’t indeede fir: marry fir, at the requeft 
of ParU my L. who’s there in perfon; with him the mor- 
tall Venus , the heart bloud of beauty, loue* inuifible 
foulc. 

Pa. Who? my Colin Crejfida. 

Ser. No fir, Helen , could you notfinde out that by 
herattributes ? 

Pa. It (hould feeme fellow,that thou haft not feen the 
Lady Crejfida. I come to fpeake withiFUnis from the 
Prince Trojlusx I will make a complementall aflault vpon 
hiro,for my bufinefle feethes. 

Ser. Sodden bufincflejthere’s aftewedphrafe indeede 

Enter Paris and Helena. 


P<*».Faire be to you my Lord,and to all this faire com 
pany: faire defires in all faire meafure fairely guide them 
efpecially ro you faire C>neene, faire thoughts be your 
fairep'llow. 

Hel. Deere L. you are full of faire words. 

Pan You fpeake your faire plcafurefwecte Queene 
faire Prince,here is good broken Muficke. 

Par. You haue broke it cozen : andbymyilife you 
(hall make it whole againc, you (hall pcece it out with a 
pecceof your performance. Nel, he is full of harmony. 

- Pan. frueJy Lady no, 

Hel. Ofir. 

Pan. Rude in footh, in good footh very rude. 

Paris. Well faid my Lord; well, you fay fo in fits. 

Pan. I haue bufinefle to my Lord,deere Queene : my 
Lord will you vouchfafc me a word. 

Hel. Nay,this (hall not hedge vs out, weele heare you 
fing ccrtainely. 

Pan, Well fwccte Queene you arepleafant with me, 
but, marry thus my Lotd,my deere Lord,and rnoft eftce- 
med friend your brother Troylus. 

Plel. My Lord Pandarus , hony fweete Lord. 

Pan. Go too fweete Queene, gQC to. 

Commends himfelfe mod affectionately to you, 

Hel. You (hall not bob ys out ofour melody: 

If you doe, our melancholly vpon your head. 

fan. S weete Queene,lwecte Queene, that’s a fweete 
Queene Ifaith 

Hel. And to make a fweet Lady fad,is a fower offence. 

Pan. Nay, chat (hall not ferue your turne, that (hall it 
not in truth la. Nay, I care not for luch words, no, no. 
And my Lord he defires you, that if the King call for him 
at Supper, you will make his excufe. 

Hel. My Lord Pandarus ? 

Pan. What faies my fweete Queene, my very, very 
fweete Queene? 

Tar. What exploit’s in hand,whcrefupshc tonight? 

Hel. Nay but my Lord ? 

Tan. What faies my fweere Queene? my cozen will 
fall out with you. 

Hel. You muff not know where he fups. 

Par. With my difpofer (Jrefsida, 

Pan. N®,no; no fuch macter,you are widc,conie'your 
difpofer is ficke. 

Par. Well, ilc make excufe. 

Pan. I good my Lord: why (hould you fay Crefstda ? 
no, your poore difpofer’* ficke. 

Par, Ifpic. 

Pan. You 
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Troy Insane! Crejsida . 


; Pan, Ydu (pit, what doe you fpic : c6 me, giue me an 
• Inftrumenc now fwcete Queene. 
ll Hcl. Why this is kindely done? \ 

Tan: My^Neece is horrible in louc with a thing you 
haoeiweete Queene. 

S’’ HiL She lhallhaueit my Lord, if it be not my Lord 
Paris. 

Pand. Hoc? no, Chsele^nonc of him, they two arc 

twx ne. 

HeL Falling in after falling out,may make them three. 
Pan. Come, come, lie hcarc no more of this, Ilcfing 
you a long now. 

HeL I,pretheenow: by my troth fwcet Lord thou 
Shaft a fine fore-head. 

Pan « I you may,you may. 

HeL Let thy long be loue : this louc will vndoe vs cl. 
Oh Cupid, Cupid > Cupid. 

Pan. Louc? I that it fhall yfaitb. 

Par . Lgood now louc^oncjno thing but loue. 

Pan, In good troth it begins fo. 

Lotte lone-nothing but loue -ft ill more : 

For O hues How, 

Shootes *Bttcke and Doe: 

The Shaft confounds not that it wounds , 

Tut tickles (lift the fore : 

Thefe Loners erj^ch ho they dye \ 

Jet that which (temes the wound to kill , 

Doth tttme oh ho Jo ha ha he :' m 
So dying lone Hues fit!!. 

Oho a while Jut ha ha ha, 

O hogrones out for ha ha ha-—hey ho, 

HeL In loue yfaith to the very tip of the nofe. 

, Par. He eates nothing but doues loue,anci that breeds 

j hoc bloud, and hotbloud begets hot thoughts, and hot 
thoughts beget hot deedes,and hot deedes is loue. 

Pan. Is this the generation of loue? Hot bloud, hot 
tboughts,and hot deedes, why they are Vipers, is Loue a 
generation of Vipers ? 

Sweetc Lord whofe afield to day? 

Par . HeSior^Deiphcebm , It denies >Ant hener 5 and all the 
g.’lantry of Troy . I would fame Katie arm’d today, but 
my JVclI would not haue it fo. 

How chance my brother Troylus went not ? 

He! He hangs the lippe at iomething; you know all 
Lord Pandarus? 

Van. Not I hony fwcete Queene: I long to hear chow 
they(pedtoday : 

Youle remember your brothers excufc ? 

Par, Toahavre. 

Pan. Farewell fweete Queene. 

HeL Commend me ro your Neccc* 

Pan . I will fweetc Queene. Sound a retreat. 

Par. They’re come from fiel3e: let vs to Priams Hall 
To grccte the Warriera. Sweet Hellen , I muft woe you. 
To helpevnarme out* Heitor : his ftubborne Duckies, 
With thefe your white enchanting fingers coucht, 

Shall more obey then to the edge of Steele, 

Or foicc ofGreckifh finewes: you (hall doe more 
Then all tHeHand Kings, diterme great Hector . 

HeL ’Twill make vs proud to behisCeruaat/W<f : 
Yeawha^ he fhall rccciue ofvs in duetie, 

Giues vs more palme in bcautie then we haue • 

Yea ouerftVtnes our feife, 

.Sweetc aboue thought I loue thee. Exeunt. 


i 


Enter Pandaues And Troy Ins Man 

P*n. How now, where’s thy Maiftcr at 

Cnfsidas ? >atra yC ou?tn 

Man. No fir,he fta.y cs for you to conduA u: , 

Enter Troyhu. UCt hl »> thith er . 

Pan. O here he comes: How now.how Po »t 

Troy. Sirra walke off. 

Pan. Haueyoufeenemy Coufin? 

Troy. No P andante: I ftalke about her door 
tike a ftrangc foulc vpon the Scigian bankes * 
Staying for waftage.O be thou my Charon 
Ami giue me fwift tranfportance to tbofe fields 
Where I tnay wallow in the Lilly beds * 
Propos’d for the deferuer O gentle Pandam 
From Cupids {boulder plucke his painted wines 
And five with me to 

Pan. Walke here ith’Orchard.lle bring h et fl rj ; , 

Exit Pandarut, ^ ^ 

Troy . I am giddy; expe&ation whirles me round 
Th’itnaginary reli 1 T 1 is fo 1 weete, ‘ * 

That it inchanismy fence: what will it he 
When that the watry pallats tafte indeede 
Loues thrice reputed NeSai ? Death I feareme 
Sounding diftruiShonjOT fome ioy too fine 
Too fubtile,potent, and too tharpein fweetneflV 
For the capacitic of my ruder powers} 

I feareic much, and I doefcare befides, 

That I fhall loofe diftimftion in my ioyes, 

As doth abattailc,\vhen they charge onhespes 
The enemy flying. Enter Ptniam. 

Pan. Shec’s making her reudy.fhede come ftraioh t; y cu 
muff be witty now,(he docs fo blufli.&fetchcshcnv’indc 
fofhort,as if fhe werefraid with a fprice: He fetch her • it 
is the prettieft villaine,fhe fetches her breath fcfliortasa 
new tane Sparrow TxitParti 

Troy . Euen fuch a paftion doth imbrace mv boforae; 
My heart beates thicker then afeauorouspulf^ 

And all mv rowers doe their beftovving loofe, 

Like vafl. lage at vnawares enceuntring 
Thceyc or iviaieitie. 

Enter Pavdanu and Crejsida . 

Pan. Come,comc,vvhat neede youblufh? 

Shames a babie; here fhc isnow,fwc 3 re theoathesnow 
toher,that you haue fwornc to mc.Whatarcyougonea 
gaine,you rouft be vwatcht ere you be made tame, muft 
you ? come your wayes,come your wayes, and you draw 
backward weeleput von i’th his:why doeyounoifpcak 
to her? Come draw chi? unaine & let’s fee your pitoc. 
Atafle the day,How loath yon arc to offend day lightPand 
Ywere darkc you’ld dofe former : So,fo,rubon,andkiiTe 
the miftreffe; how now, a kiffc in fee-farme r build there 
Carpenter,the ayre is fwccre. Naj% you fhal! fight your 
hearts out ere I part you. TheFaulcon,asthe Tercell> for 
all che Ducks ith Ruicr : go too^go too. 

Troy. Y ou haue bereft me of all words Lady 

Pan. Words pay no debts; giue her deedes: but Ibcclc 
bereaue you ’oth’ deeds too, if fhcc call your acuity io 
queftion: what billing againe? here’s in witnefle where¬ 
of the Parties interchangeably. Come in,cocne in,Ileg° 
get afire? 

Cref. Will you walkein my Lord? 

Troy. O Crefsida ,how often haue X wifht me tb ^ 15 • 

Cref. Wifht my Lord r the gods grant ? O my or 1 

Troy . What fliould they grant? what makes this pret¬ 
ty abrupcionrwhat coo curious dreg cfpies my fwcete^a 
dy inthefountaineofour loue? 
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TTulddlp then water,if my teareshaue eyes. 
C J 0J Feares make diuels ofCherubin.,they neuer fee 

t’r Blinde feare.thac feeing reafon leads,findes fafe 
. , ‘L then blinde reafon, ftumbling without fearc : to 
? : L the worft, oft cures che worfe. 

Trey. Ohletmy Lady apprehend no feare, 

, all Cupids Pageant there is prefented no monfler. 

1 ,- re r Not nothing monftrons neither? 
rrol. Nothing but our vndertakings, whenwevowe 
wicepc feas.liue in fire.eacc rockes,tame T ygers;chink- 
t0 a Y harder for our Miftreffe to deuife rmpofmon 
‘^oh then for vsto vndergoc any difficuitie impofed. 
This is the nionftruo.fitie in loue Lady, that che will is in¬ 
finite,andthe execution confin’djthat the dcflre is bound- 
],(r £ and the add a flaue to limit. 

A e r They lay all Louers fweare more pertormance 

then they arc able, and yet referue an ability that they 

atuerperforme: vowing more then the perfection of ten; 
jnddifcharginglefle then thetenthpait of one. They 
tfiit haue the voyce of Lyons, and the add of Hares: are 
thev not Moniders? 

'•proy. Are there fuch? fuch are not we: Praife vs as we 
aretalded,allowvsas weproue : our head {ball goe bare 
till merit crowne it: no perfeddion in reuerfion {ball haue 
apraifeinprefeut : wee will not name defert before his 
brth and being borne his addition (ball be humble: few 
words to fairc faith. Troylus fhall be fuch to Creffd, as 
what enuie can fay worft,(ball be a mockc for his truth; 
and what truth can fpeake trueft* not truer then Trej- 

[US. 

Cref. Will you walke in my Lord ? 

Enter Pandarsu. 

Tan. What blufhing ftill l haue you not done talking 
yee ? 

Cref. Well Vnckle, what folly I commit, I dedicate 
to you. 

Pan. I thaDke you for that *. if my Lord get a Boy of 
you, youlc giue him me: be true to my Lord,if he flinch, 
chide me for it; 

fro. Yon know now your hoftagesiyour Vnckle* word 
and my firmc faith. 

Pan. Nay,IIegiuemywordfot her too: our kindred 
though they be long ere they are wooed , they are con. 
Banc being wonne: they are Burres I can tell yoUjthcy’le 
fticke where they arc throwne. 

Cref Boldncfle comes to mee now, and brings mee 
heart: Prince Troylus,l haue lou d you night and day,for 
many weary moneths. 

Troy. Why wag my Crefsid then fo hard to win ? 

Cref Hard to feeme won: but I was won my Lord 
With the firft glance; that euerpardon me, 

Iflconfcfle much you will play the tyrant: 

I loue you now,but not till now fo much 
ButI might maifter it; infaith I lye: 

My thoughts were lake vnbridcled children grow 
Too head-ftrong for their mother: fee we fooles. 

Why haue Iblab'd : who (ball be true to vs 
When we are fo vnfecret to our felues ? 

But though I lou’dyou well.-lwoed you not. 

And yet good faith I wifht my (elfe a man ; 

Or that we women had mens priuiledge 
Ofipeaking firft. Sweet,bid me hold my tongue. 

For in this rapture.I {ball finely fpeake 

The thing I (ball repent :.fee,fee,your filence 

Comming in dumbneffe, from hiy weakeneffe drawes 


My foule of counfell from me. Stop my mouth. 

Troy. And {hall,albeitfweeteMufickei{Tues thence. 
Pan. Pretty yfaith. 

Cref. My Lord, 1 doe befeech you pardon roe, 

’Twas not my purpofe thus to beg a kifie': 

I ara afbam’d; O Heauens,what haue I done! 

For this time will I take my leaue my Lord. 

Troy. Your leaue fweerc Crejftd ? 

Pan. Leaue: and you take leaue till to morrow vadt* 
ning.s 

Cref. Pray you content you. 

Troy. What offends you Lady ? 

Cref. Sir,mine owne company. 

Troy. You cannot {hun your felfe. 

Cref. Let me goe and try: 
l ( haue a kinde of felfe recules with you: 

But an vnkindc felfe, that it felfe will leaue. 

To be anothers foole. Where is my wit? 

I would be gone: 1 fpeake I know not what. 

Troy. Wellknow they what they fpeake, that fpeakes 
fo wifely. 

Cre. Perchance my Lord,I fhewmot c craft then loue. 
And fell fo roundly to a large conreflion, 

To Angle for your thoughts: but you arc wife* 

Or clfe you loue not: for to be wife and loue, 

Excecdes mans might.that dwels with gods aboue, 
Troy. O that I thoughc it could be in a woman: 

As ifit can, 1 will prclumc in you. 

To feede for aye her lampe and flames of loue. 

To kcepeher conftancie in plight and youth, 

Out-liuing beauties outward, with a minde 
That doth renew fwifter then blood decaies: 

Or that perfwafion could but thus conuince me. 

That my inregritie and truth to you. 

Might be affronted with the match and waight 
Of fuch a winnowed punritie in loue: 

How were I then vp-lifted J but alas, « 

I am as true,as truths fimplicltie. 

And Ampler then the infancic of truth. 

Cr f. Inthatlle warre with you. 

Troy. O vertuous fight. 

When right with right wars who (hall be mod right i 
True fwaines in loue, (ball in the world to come 
Approue their truths by Troylus , when their times, 
Fuliofproteft,ofoath and big compare} 

Wants fimiles, truth tir’d with iteration. 

As true as fteele, as plantage to the Moone : 

As Sunne to day: as Turtle to her mate : 

As Iron co Adamant: as Eart h to th’Center: 

Yet after allcomparifons of truth, 

(As truths authenticke author to be cited) 

As cjue as 7 roylus> (hall crowne vp the Vcrfe, 

And fan&ifie the numbers, 

Cref. Prophet may you be: 

If I be falfe, or fwerue a haire from truth. 

When time is old and hath forgot it felfe: 

When water drops haue worne the Stones of Troy, 

And blinde obliuionfwallow’d Cities vp; 

And mightie States chara&erleffe arc grated 
To duftje nothing; yet let memory, 

From falfe to falfe, among falfe Maids in loue,! 

Vpbraid my falfchood, when they’aur faid as falfe. 

As Aire,as Water,as Winders fandicearth; 

AsFoxeto Lambe; as Wolfe to Heifers Calfc^ 

Pard to the Hinde, or Stepdaroe to her Sonne"; 

Yea, let them fay, to fticke the heart of falfehcod. 
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As falfe as Crejfid. 

Pond. Go coo,a bargaine made: feale it, feale it, lie 
be the \fcitnefle here I hold your hand: here my Coufins, 
jfeuer you prouc falfe one to another, fince Ihauetaken 
fuchpaines to bring you together, let all pittifull goers 
betweene be cal’d to the worlds end after my name: call 
them all Panders; let all conftant men be Troylufts , all 
falfe women Crejftds , and all brokers bctweene,Panders: 
lay. Amen. 

Troy. Amen. 

Crtf. Amen. 

Pan. Amen. 

Whereupon I will fhew you a Chamber,which bed, be-, 
caufeit thallftot fpeake ofyourprettie encounters, prtffe 
it todeath: away. 

And Cupid grant ailJtong-tidcMaidensbcere, 
Bed,Chamber,and Pander,toprouide this geere. Exeunt. 

Enter Vlyfts,Diomede ,, Nft or, Agamemnon, 
CWene/aus and Chaicas. Florijh. 

Cal. Now Princes for the feruice I haue done you, 
Th’aduaritage of the timepromps me aloud, 
Tocallforrecompcnce: appeare ic to yourminde 
That throiigh the fight I besrc In things ro Joue 
I haoe abandon’d Troy, left my poflcfljon, 

Iucur’d a Traitors name, expof'd my felfe. 

From certaine and poffcft conuenicnces. 

To doubtfull fortunes, fequbftring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, cuftome and condition. 

Made tame', and mod familiar to my natures 
And here to doe you feruice am become. 

As new into the wo;1d, ftraoge, vnacquainted, 

11 doe bcfcech you, as in way of taftc, 

I To giue me now a little benefit: 

] Out of thofe many regiftred in promife, 

| Which you fay. Hue to come in my behalfe. 

Agam. What vvould’ft thou of vs Troian? make 
demand ? 

Cal, You haue a Troian prifoner, cal'd Anthenor, 
Yefterday tooke: Troy holds him very deere. 

Oft haue you (often haue you, thankes therefore) 

Defir’d my Crejfid in right great exchange. 

Whom Troy hath ft ill deni’d : but this Anthemr, 

I kno\£ is fuch a yyreft in their affaires; 

That their negotiations all muft flacke. 

Wanting his mannage: and they will almcft, 

Giue vs a Prince of blood, a Sonne of Priam, 

In change oflma Ler him be fent great Princes, 

And heIhall buy my Daughter: and her prefence. 

Shall quite (hike off all feruice 1 haue done. 

In molt accepted painc. 

Aga. Let Diomedei beare him, 

And bring vs ftrftd hither: Calcat Ihall haue 
What he requefts ofvs: good Diomed 
Furnifh you fairely for this enterchange; 

Withall bring word,! .{ffeEtor will to morrow 
Be anfwtr’d in his challenge. Aiax is ready. 

Dio. This /hall I vndertake, and ’tis a burthen 
Which I am proud to beatc. Exit. 

Enter A chillcs and Patroclus in their Tent. 

Vlif . Achilles Handsi’tii entrance ofhis Tent $ 

Pleafc it our Generali to pafie ftrangely by him. 

As ifhe wpgfc forgot: and Princes all. 

Lay negligent and Ioofe regard vpon him j 
I will come laff,’tislike laeelequeftionmc, 

' • i 
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Why^ch vnplaufiue eyes 

Iffo, I haue dcnfiotrmcdicinablc, 

To vfc betweene your ftrangenefle and h;^ • j 
W hich his owhc will Ihall haue defiteto d ^ C * 

It may doe good, pride hath no other «l a fnT ej 
To ftiow it ielfe, but pride: for fu rp ? e C" C 
Fccde arrogance, and arc the proud mans f e « 

Agam. Wtelc execute your purpofe Jlj 

Aforuieofftrangenefleaswepaffealong n ” puton 
So doe each Lord, and cither greete him n„. 

Or e/fc difdainfully, which Ihalllhake hi® 

Then if not lookt on, I will lead the wav * 
Achil. What comes the Generali to iboit, ., 

You knowmy minde, llefightnomore’L n a7 ht 

Aga. What faies Ash,tie,,* JU Id he at hr T > 

A r ef,. Nothing my Lord, 

Aga. The better., 

Achil, Good day, good day. 

Men. How doe you? how doe you? 

Achi. What, do*s the Cuckold fcorneme? 

A tax. How now Patroclm} 

Achil. Good mottow Aiax? 

Aiax. Ha. 

Achtl. Good morrow, 

Aiax. I, and good next day too. p 
Af: Wh.t mcane theft fellow.i t ia A7^ 

To 2«wr^r^ f ;:"r f ' ,o ^ Ai 

* r.s certame, greatneffe cnee faint out with fortune 
Muft fall out with mentoo: what the declin'd i» ' 
He Ihall as loone reade in the eyes of others * 

As feele in his ownc fall: for men like butter-flies 
She w not their mcalie wings, but to the Summer •’ 
And not a man for being Amply man. 

Hath any honour; but honour’d for ’thofe honours 
That are without him,jas place,riches,and fauour 
Prizes of accident, as ofc as meric: 

Which when they faH/as being flippery fiandcri; 
j he iouc that leanaon them asfltppcry coo, 

Dot.h one piucke downe another, and together 
Dye in the fall. But ’tis not fo with me; 

Fortune and I arc friends, I doe cnioy 
At ample point, all that I did poflefife, 
o rue theie mens lookes; who do me thinkesfindeou 
Something not worth in me fuch rich beholding, 

As they h.aue often g tuen. Here is Vlifts, 
lie interrupt his reading : hownow Vlifts} 

Tltf. Now, great Thetis Sonne. 

Achtl. What are you reading ? 

Tift A ftrange fellow here 
Writes me, that man, how dearely cuerparted, 

How much in hauing,or without,or in, 

Cannot make boaft to haue that which he hath} 

Nor ffeles not what he owes, but by reflexion: 

As when his vertues fliining vpon others, 

Hcate i^hem, and tbeyretort thatheateagain? 
Tothcfirftgiuer. 

Achil, Thi s is nor ftrange Vlifts: 

The bcaotie that is borne here in the face. 

The bearer knowes not.but commends it felfe, 

Not going from it fclfe.; but eye to eye oppos’d, 

C*1 


TroylusdndCrefsida* 


rate 


o.h.r»i.ho^.o,l. e r.fo™ e . ; ■ , 

“ a f - c ulati° B tumes not to it felfe, 
l°lut hath trauail’d, and is married chere 

\ may fee it felfe : this is not ftrange at all. 

Vhf. I d° ? not fi r3inc " at thc P ofitlon > 

It is familiar; but at the Authors drift, 

Who in his circumftanc.c, exprefly proucs 
Sat no may is the Lord : ot any thing, 

Tfhough in and of him there is muen confifting,) 

Till hecommunicatc his parts to others: 

Z doth he ofhimfelfe know them tor ought, 

Till he behold them formed iuth’applaufc. 

Where they-are extended : who like an arch reuerb i 
The voyce againe; or like a gate of fteelc 
Prontin^ the Sunne, receiuesand renders back. 
iis fit,ure f and his hcate- I was much rapt inthis, 

And apprehended here immediately : 

The vnkno w ne Aiax ; . 

Heauens what a nun is thcre?a very Horfe, v atc# 

That ha? he knowes not what, Nacure,whac things there 
Moft abiefl in regard, and dearc in vfc. 

VVhat things againe moll decre ip the eftceme. 

And poore in worth : now fliall we fee to morrow. 

An aft r .hai very chance doth throw vpon him? 

Jinx renowned ? O hcauens>what fome men doe. 

While fome men leaue to doe ! 

How fome men crccpe in bkittifh fortunes hall* 

Whilei others play the Ideots in her eyes; 

How one man cates into antfthers pride. 

While pride is fcafting in his wantonneffe 
To fee thefe Grecian Lords; why,ciien already, 

They clap the lubber jiitx on thc fhoulder, 

As if his foote were on braue Hectors breft, 

And great Troy fhrinking. 

JcbiL I doe belccue it; 

For they paft by me,as my fers doeby beg gars. 

Neither gaue to me good word,nor lookc: «, 

What are my deedcs forgot? 

Vltf, Time hath(Mny Lord) a wallet at hisbackc, 
Wherein he puts almes for obliuion : 

A great fiz’d monfter of ingratitudes: 

Thofe feraps are good deedes paft, 

Which arc dcuour’d os faft as they are made, 

Forgot as foone as done: perfcuerance,dcere my Lord, 
Keepes honor bright, to haue done, is to hang 
Quite out offafhion, like a ruftic male, 

In monumcntall mockrie: take the inftant way. 

For honour trauels in a ftraight fo narrovy. 

Where one but goes a breaft,keepc then the paths 
For emulation hath a thoufand Sonnes, 

That onebyonepurfue; ifyoU giue way. 

Or hedge afidc from the direft forth right; 

Like to an entred Tydc,they all rufti by, 

And leaue you hindmoft: * 

Or like a gallant Horfe falne in firft ranke. 

Lye there for pauement to the abie<ft, neere 
Ore-run and trampled on: then what they doe in prefent. 
Though lefle then yours in paft,muft ore-top yours : 
Fortimc is like a fafhionable Hoftc, 

That (lightly fhakeshis parting Gueft by th’hand; 

And with his armes out-ftretchtjas he would fiyc, 

Grafpea in the commer: the welcome cuer fmiles. 

And farewels goes out fighing : O let not vertue fce]ke 
Remuneration for the thing it was:forbeautie,wit. 

High birth^ vigor of bone, defert in feruice, 
Louc,tncncifhip ; charity,arc lubiefts all 


To enuious and calumniating time: 

One touch of natuic makes thc whole world kin : • 

That all wich one confent praife new borne gaudes* 
Though they are made and moulded of things paft. 

And goe to duffyhat is a little guilt. 

More laud then guilt orcdnfted. 

The prefent eye praifes the pref nt obieft : 

Then maruell not thou great and compleat man. 

That all chc Grcekesbegin to wen fliip Ainx i 
Since things in motion begin to catch theeye. 

Then what not flii s : the cry went out on thee. 

And ftiil it might, and yet it may againe. 

If thou would’ft not entombe thy felfe aliue. 

And cafe thy reputation in thy Tent • 

Whofe glorious deedcs,but in thefe fields oflate, 

Made emulous millions 'mongft the gods themfdueS|, 

And drauc great AUrs to faction. 

Achil, Of this my priuacie, 

1 haue ftrongreafons. 

Vlif But ’gainfl your priuacie 
The reafons arc more potent and heroycali: 

’Tis knownc Achilles 9 i hat you are in Joue 
With one of FrUms daughters- 
Achil - Ha?knc\vne? 

Vlif a Is that a wonder ? 

The prouidcncc chat’s in a wacchfull State* 

Knowes almoft cuery graioe of Plutocs gold j 
Findcs bottome in thvM'pmprchcnfiuc deepes; 

Keepes place with thought; and almoft like the gods, 

Doe thoughts vnuaile in their dumbe cratjles: 

There is a myfterie (with whom relation 
Durft neuer meddle) in the foulc of State ; 

Which hath an operation more diuine, 

Then breath or pen cap giue expreflure to: 

All thecommerlc that you haue had with Troy, 

As pcrfcftly is out s*a$ yours,my Lord. 

And better would it ht Achilles much, 

To throw downe Hector then Tolixenfl. 

But it muft grieue yong Virhus now at home. 

When fame fhali in ha* Hand found her trumpej 
And all theGreekifh Girles fliall tripping fing, 

Great Hettors fifter did Achilles winne; 

But our great Aiax brauely beate downe him« 

Farewell my Lord : I as your louer fpeake;; 

The foolc flides ore thelce that you fhonld breakc. 

Vatr. To this effe# Achilles haue I mou*d you \ 

A woman impudent and mannifh growne, 

Is not more loth’djthcn an effeminate man, 

In time of aftion: I ftand condemn’d for this $ 

They thinke my little ftomacke to the warre. 

And your great loue to roc,reftraines you thus : 

S weete,roufe your fclfe;and thc weake wanton fapid 
Shall from vour neckc vnloofe his amorous fould. 

And like a dew drop from the Lyons mane. 

Be fhooke to ayrie ayre. 

Achil . Shall Atax fight with Heitor ? 

?<*tr 0 I» and perhaps receiuc much honor by him. 
AchtL I ftc my reputation is at flake. 

My fame is fhro wdly gored. 

Patr . O then beware: 

Thofe wounds hcalc ill,that men doe giue thcmfelucs ; 
Omiftiontedoe what is neceffary, 

Seales a commiflion to a bbnke of danger. 

And danger like an ague fubtly taints 
Euen then when wc fit idcly in the funne. 

Achih Goe call 7 herpes hither fycstPatroclHs, 

__f f He 



I I I 


I I I I I I I I I I I 


11 M M M MII M11 I II I I III M II II II I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I II I I 11 


LV 91 SI W El ZV IV OV 6£ 


LZ 9£ se n ££ ZZ ie 0£ 6 Z QZ LZ 9 Z S Z U ZZ ZZ IZ 03 61 81 LI 91 91 H Zl Zl U 01 

MnqwnQ ^mii niL mi mowiq nunc -in 


Z i 0 

SVOId 












































































Troy lus and Crefsida. 


^le fend the foolc to Aiax, and defire him 
T’inuite the Troian Lords after the Combat 
To fee vs here vnartn’d : I haue a womans longing, 

An appetite that I am ficke withal!. 

To fee great Hetlor in his wcedcs of peace; Enter Therjt, 
To talke with him, and to behold bis vifagc, 

Euen to my full of view. A labour fau’d. 

Tber. A wonder. t 
Achil. What? 

Thtr. tAiax goes vp and downe the field, asking for 
himfelfc. 

Achil. Howfoi 

Ther. Hee muft fight fingly to moirowwith Hetlor, 
and is fo prophetically proud of an hcroicall cudgelling, 
that he raues in faying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be ? 

7 her. Why he ftaJkes vp and downe like a Peacock,a 
ftrideand a ftand: ruminates like an iioftc{Te,thathaihno 
Arithmatique but her braine to fet downe her recko¬ 
ning : bites his lip with a politique regard,as who fhould 
fay, there were wit in his head and t woo'd out; and fo 
there is: but it lyes as coldly in him, as fire in a flint, 
which will not fliew without knocking. The mans vn- 
done for euer;for if Hetlor breake not his ncckc i’th'com- 
bat, heele break’t himfelfc in vaine-glory. Heknowe* 
not mee : I faid, good morrow Aiax ; Aud he replyes, 
thankes Agamemnon, What thinke you of this man, 
that takes me for the Generali ? Bee’s growne a very 
land-fifh, languagdcfle, a monfter : a plague of o- 
pinion, a man may weare it on both fides like a leather 
Ierkin. 

Achil. Thou muft be my Ambaflador to him Therjitet. 
Ther . Who, I: why, heel e anfwer no body: he pro- 
fefles notanfwering; fpeaking is for beggers: he weares 
his tongue in’s armes: I will put on hii prefence; let Pa- 
trocltu make his demands to me, you fhall fee the Page¬ 
ant of Aiax. 

Achil. TohimPdfroc/w; tell him,I humbly defire the 
valiant Aiax, to inuite the moft valorous Hetlor, to come 
vnarm’d to myTent,and to procure, fafe conduct for his 
perfon,ofthemagnanimious and moft illuftrious, fixe or 
teauen times honour'd Captaine,Generali of the Grecian 
Annie Agamemnon,Sic. doe this. 

Patro. lone blclTc great Aiax, 

Ther. Hum. 1 
Tatr. I come from the worthy Aehilles, 

Ther. Ha? 

Patr. Who moft humbly defires you to inuite Hetlor 
to his Tent. 

Ther. Hum. 

Patr. And to procure fafe conduit from Agamemnon. 
Ther. Agamemnon} 

Patr. I my Lord. 

Ther. Ha? 

Patr. What fay you too*c. 

Ther. God buy you with all my heart. 

Patr. Your anfwer fir. 

7 her. If to morrow be a faire day, by eleuen a clocke 
it will goe one way or other; howfoeuer, he.ftiall pay for 
me ere be has me.. ’ . , 

Tatr. Your anfwer fir. 

Ther. Fare you well withall my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is noc in this tune, is he? 

Ther. No,but he's out a tunc thus: what muficke will 
Ibc in him when Hetlor has knoefcr out hisbraines,I know 
[not: but 1 am fure none, vnleflc the Fidlcr Afollo get his 


finewes to make catlings on. — 

Achil. Come, thou fhalc bcare a T 
ftraighc. LtttCr to h, 

Thtr. Let me carry another to his Horfe-f« . 
more capable creature. ,I0r that’s; 

Achil. My mindc is troubled like a Foim. • 

And I my felfe fee not the bottome of it 3108 

Ther. Wouldthe Fountaine of your m ind , 

againe, that I might water an Affe at it j i h..s cI «e 
Tickc in a Sheepc, then luch a valiant ignorance'^ b< 

Enter at one doorc v&neof with a Torch 

Parle, Diephah^Amhenor^lZ^ 
Grecian,]with Torches. 

Par. See hoa, who is that there? 

T>tepb. It is the Lord tAhneas. 
oAEne. Is the Prince there in perfon ? 

Had I fo good occafion to lye long 

As you Prince Paris nothing but heauenly b u fi nf(r 

Sluuld rob my bed-mateofmy company lnc " c » 

f.,. A.ana nt G r «l e v€ OT «, tatthi , h 

Wi tnefle the proccfle ofyour fpeech within • ’ 

You told how Diomed, in a whole weeke by’cW, 
Did haunt you in the Field. y cs y« 

*AEne. Health to you valiant fir. 

During all queftion of the gentle truce; 

But when I meete you arm’d,as biacke defiance 
As hca.t can thinke,or courage execute. 

T>iom. The one and other Diomed embraces 
Our blouds are now in calme;and lb long health* 

But when contention,and occafion meetes 
By lone, lie play the hunter for thy life, * 

With all my force, purfuitc and pollicy. 

y£ne. And thou (halt hunt a Lyon that will five 
With his face backward, in hutnaine gentleneffe: 

Welcome to Troy; now by Anchifes life,, 

Welcome indeede * by Hemes hand I fwcarc. 

No man aliuc can louc infuch a fort. 

The thing hemeanes to kill, more excellently. 

T>iom. Wefimpathize. lone let v£ncas liue 
(If to my fword his fate be not the glory,) 

A thoufand complcate courfes ofthcSunne, 

But in mine emulous honor let him dye: * 

With cucry ioynt a wound, and that tomorrow. 
oAEnc. We know each other well. 

Dio. We doe,and long to know each otherworfe* 
Par. This is the moft, defpightful’ft gentle greeting; 
The nobleft hatefull loue, that ere I heard of. 

What bufineffe Lord fo early ? 
ts£ne. I was fent for to the Kingjbut why,I know not, 
Par. His purpofe meets you;it was to bring this Steel 
To Calcha s houfe;and there to render him, 

For the enfrecd^forA«w,the faire CreJJtd: 

Lers haue your company; or if you pleafe, 

Hafte there before vs. I conftant!y doe thinke 
(Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge) 

My brother Troyhts lodge* there to night. 

Roufe him, and giue him note ofour approach. 

With the whole quality whereof, I feaxc 
We (hall be much vnwelcome. 

That I allure you; 

Trsylns had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 

Then Crejpdbomcfiom Troy. 

Par. Then 
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Troy lus and Crejstda. 


Per. There is no helps: 

TK fbitter difpofition ot the time will naue it fo. 

lord wcele follow you. 

Good morrow ulh Exit^Eneas 

ZZ ^nd cell me noble Diomed ; faith tell me true, 
Cl) , n in the foule of found good fellow 0 *lp» 

\Vho in y° uc thoughts merits faire Helen aroft . 

Uy felfe,or UHtneUmt 
Dions. Both aline. , , r , , 

He merits well to ha-;c bcr.that ^oth *eeke Lcr, 

M 0t making any ferupie of her foylur e 

VVith fuch a hell of panic,and worlu ot c.targc. 

you as well to keepe her.thac defend her. 

Mot pallatingthe tarte of her difliofiour, 

With fuch a cofllv Ioffe of wealth and friends: 

He like a puling Cuckold, would drin’xc vp 
Thelccs and dregs of a flat tamed pcece: 

You like a lctcher, out of whorifn loyncs, 

Are pleaf'd to breede out your inheritors: 

Both merits poyz’d, each weighs no Idle nor more, 
Batheas he,which hcauierfor a whore. 
par. You are too bitter ro your country-woman. 

Dll. Shee’s bitter to her countrcy : hearc me Paru, 
for euery faife drop in her bandy veines, 

AGrecians life hath funke: for cuery fcruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weighty 
A Troian hath bccue flaine. Since fnc could fpeake. 

She hath not giuenfo many good words breath. 

As for her,Greckes and Troians fuffred death. 

Par. Faire Diomed, you doe as chapmen doe, 

Dif praife the thing that you defire to buy: 

Bucweinfilencc hold this venue well; 

Weele noc commend, what we intend to fell- 

Here !ycs our vysy* Exeunt* 

Enter Troyltu and Crejfida . 

Troy . Deere trouble not your felfe: themorneis cold. 
Cref. Then fwvet my Lord,lic call mine Vockle down; 
Hdhall vnbolt the Gate*. 

Troy. Trouble him not: 

Tobcd,tobed: fleepe kill thofepritty eyes, 

And giue as (oh attachment to thy fences,- 
As Infants empty of all thought. , 

Cref Good morrow then. 

Troy . I priihee now to bed. 

Cref Are you a weary of me ? 

7 roy. O Cnjfida l but that the bufie day 
Wak’c by the Larkc,hath rouz'd the ribaold Crowes, 

And dreaming night will hide our eyes no longer: 

I would not from thee. 

Cref. Night hath bcene too briefc. (ftayes, 

Troy. Belhrew the witch! with venemous wights (he 
As hidioufly as hell; but flics the grafpes of loue. 

With wings more momentary,fwift then drought; 

You will carch cold, and curfe me* 

Cref Prirhce tarry,you men will neuer tarry ; 

0 foolifli Creffid , I might haue ftill held off, 

And then you would haue tarried. Harkc,thcr's one vp? 
Pand. within. What’s all the aoores open here ? 

Troy, it is your Vnckle. Enter Pandams. 

Cref A peflilencc on him: now will he be mockine: 

I fhall haue luch a lifeo 

* How now, how now? how goe maiden-heads? 

Heareyou Maide: wher’s my cozin Creffid ? 

Cref. Go hang your fel^you naughty mocking Vnckle: 


) You bring me to doo—— and then you floutc me too, 
Pan, To do what? co do what ? let her fay what; 
What haue I brought you to doe ? 

Cref, ComCjComejbcfhrevv your heart s youlc nere be 

good,oor fuffer others. 

Pan. Ha,ha: alaspoorc wretch: a poore Chtfochiafibh 
not flepc co night? would he not (a naughty man) let it 
fleepe:a bug-beare take hinj. One knocks. 

(fref Did nor. I tel! you? would he were knockt ith* 
head. Who’s c^ac a: doore ? good Vnckle goe and lee; 
My Lord, come youagalnc into my Chambci: 

You fmile and mocke me, as it I meant naughtily. 

Troy . Ha, ha. 

Cre. Come you are decern’d, I thinke of no fuch thing. 
How earnefliy they knocke; pray you come in- Knocks* 
I would not for haife Troy haue you feene here. Exeunt 
Pan. Who’s there ? what> the matter? will you beacc 
downe the doorc ? How now s what'i rhe matcct^ 
i/Enc. Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 

Van* Who’s there my Lord \*/£neo6? by my troth I 
knew you nor: what newes with you io early ? 

%y£ne. Is not Prince Troylm here? 

Pan, Here? what fliould be doe here ? 
u£nc. Come he h here/my Lord, doe not deny him: 
It doth import him much to fpeake with me. 

Van. Is he here fay you ?’cis more then I know* lie be 
fworne: For my ownopart I came in late: what fhould 
he doe here ? 

v£ne. Who,nay then .• Come,come, youledoehim 
wrong, ere y’are ware: youle be fo true to him, tobe 
faife to him : Doe not you know of him,but yet goe fetch 
him hither, goe. 

Enter Troylns* 

Troy. How now, what’s the matter? 

*s£>ie. My Lord,! fcarce haue leifure co faluteyoti, 
My matter is fo rafh: there is at hand, 

Paris your brotber,and Deiphabus, 

The Grecian Diomed , and our slntbenor 
Deliuer’d to vs, and for him forth-with 
Ere the fii fl facrifiec,within this houre. 

We muft giue vp to Diowedfhznd 
The Lady Creffida. 

Troy, Is it concluded fo? 

*y£ne. By Pria#z 9 and the general! ftatcof Trej, 

They are at hand,and ready to effeft it. 

Troy. How my atchicucments mocke me; 

I will goe meete them: and rny Lord t/£»ea* 9 
Wc met by chance; you diejnotfindefneherc. 

z.;£n. Good^good,my Lord,the fecrcts ofnature 
Haue not more gift in tacitumitie. Exeunt* 

Evter Pandams and Creffid, 

Pan* Wi poflible? no fooner got but loft : the diuell 
take Anthenor^ the vong Prince will goe mad : a plague 
vpon Aintbenor; I would they had brok’i necke. 

Cref. How now ? what’s the matter ? who was here? 
Van, Ah,ha* 

Cref. Why figh you fo profoundly? wher’s my Lord? 
gone ? tellme Iweet Vnckle, what’s the mitter ? 

Pan. Wouid I were as deepe yndcr the earth as I am 
aboue, 

Cref. O the gods [ what’s the matter ? 

Pan. Pry thee gee thee in: would thou had’ft nere been 
borne; I knew thou would’ft be bu death.O poore Gen¬ 
tleman ; a plague vpon Anthenor. 

l _ Crcfi Good 
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Troylusand Crefsida . 


C re f Good Vncklel befeech you, on my knees,I be- 
feech you what’s the matter? 

Pan. Thou muft be gone wencb, thou null be gone; 
thou art chang’d for Anthenor : thou muft to thy Father, 
and be gone from Troylus : 'twill be his death : ’twill be 
his baine, he cannot beare it.. 

Cref. O you immortall gods! I will not goc. 

Tan. Thou muft. 

Cref. I will not Vncklc: I haue forgot my Father: 

» know no touch ofcOnfanguir.itie: 

No kin, no loue,no bioud,no foule, fo neerc me. 

As the fweet Troylus : O you gods diuine J 
Make Crejfids name the very crowne of falfhood ! 

If euer fhc leaue Troylus: time,orce and death. 

Do to this body what extremitie you can; 

But the ftrong bafe and building of my loue, 

Isas the very Center oftheearch. 

Drawing all things to it. I will goe in and weepc. 

Tan. Doe, dee. 

Cref Teare ray bright heire, and fcmch my praifed 
cheekcs, 

Cracke my cleerc voyce with fobs, and breake my heart 
With founding Troylus. I will not goc from Troy. Exeunt. 

Snter Petns ,1 roylus,tAsnc.ts, Deipbebus,An. 
tbenor and Diomedes. 

Tar. It is great morning, and the houre prefixt 
Of her deliucrie to this valiant Greekc 
Comes faftvpon: good my brother Troylus, 

Tell you the Lady what Hie is to doe. 

And haft her to the purpofe, 

Troy. Walke into her houfe: 
lie bring her to the Grecian prefently; 

And to his hand, when I dehuer her, 

Tbinkc it an Altar, and thy brother Troylus 
APrieft, there offring to it his heart. 

Par. I know what’tis to loue, 

And would, as 1 (hall pittic, I could helpe. 

Plcafc you walke in, my Lords. Exeunt. 

Enter Pandarus and Crcffd, 

Pan. Be moderate,be moderate. 

Cref. Why tell you me of moderation? 

The griefe is hne, full perfedf that I tafle. 

Arid no leffe in a fenfe as ftrong 

As that which esufeth it. How can I moderate it? 

If I could tcmporile with my afrcdlion, 

Or brew it to a weake and colder pallat. 

The iike alaiment could I giue my griefe: 

My lone admits no qualifying croffc; Enter Troylus. 

No more my griefe, in fuch a precious Ioffe. 

Pan. Herc,hcrc,herc,he coroes,a fweet duckc. 

Cref. O Troylus , Troylus I 

ran. Whatap3ircoffpe<51aclesisliere. ? let me em¬ 
brace too : oh hart, as the goodly faying is ;0 heart, hea- 
uie heart, why (igheft thou without breaking ? where he i 
anfwersagaine; becaofc thou canft not cafe thy fmartby ' 
friendlhip,nor by fpeaking : there was neuer a truer rime; 
let vs caft away nothing, for we may line to haue ncede 
of fuch a Verfe: we fee it, wc fee it: how now Lambs? 

Troy. Creffid: I loue thee in fo ftrange apuritie; 

That the bleft gods, as angry with my fancie, 

More bright in zcalc, then the dcuotion which 
Cold lips blow to their Deities: take thee from me. 

Cref. Haue the gods enuie ? 


I Tan. 1 , 1 , 1 , 1 , ’tis cooplaineacafe. 

Cref. And is it true, that I muft g 0e r. am T 
Troy . A hatefull truth. S ° TOTr cy> 

Cref. What, and from Troylus too ? 

Troy. From Troy,and Troylus . 

Cref. Iflpoffible? 

Troy. And fodainely, where iniurie ofch 
Puts backe leauc-taking, iuftles roughly b ^ 

Ail time of paufe; rudely beguiles our li Ps ^ 

Of all rcioyndure: forcibly preuent* ^ 

Our locktenibrafures;ftrangles our dearc. 

Euen in the birth of our owne laboring bre 

Wetwo,that with fo many thoufandligh* 1 * 

Did buy each other, muftpoorcly fell JL n 
Wich the rude breuitieand difchargeofoui** 
Iniurious time; now with a robbers hade 
Crams his rich thceuerie vp, he knovves not ho 
As many farwels as be ftars in hoauen, W * 
With diftina breath,and confign’d kiffes to them 
He fumbles vp into a loofe adievv ; 1 

And fcant* vs with a fingle famiftu kiffe, 

Diftafting with the fait of broken tcares.’ Enter, A 
tineas within. My Lord,is the Lady ready? ^ 
Troy. Harke, you are call’d: fome fay the <JLf 0 
Cries, come to him that infiantly muft dye. 

Bid them haue patience: Ihc fhall come anon 

Pan. Where are myteares? rainc,to Uy this winHc 
or my heart will be blowne vp by theroot. ^ d ’ 
Cref. I muft then to the Grecians? 

Troy . No remedy. 

Cref. A wofull Creffid ’roong’ft the merry Greekc* 
Troy. Whenftiall wefccagaine? 

Troy. Here me my loue: be thou but crueofheart. 
Cref. I true ? how now? what wicked 4eeme is this? 
Troy. Nay, we muft vfe cxpoftulation kindehr, 

For it is parting from v* 

1 fpeake not, be thou true, as fearing thee: 

For I will throw my Gloue to death himfclfe, 

That there's no maculation in thy heart: 

But be thou true, fay I,to fafhion in 
My fequent proteftation: be thou true, 

And I will fee thee. 

Cref. O you fhall be exp of d, my Lord to dangers 
As infinite, as imminent: but He be true. 

Troy. And lie grow friend with danger; 
WearethisSleeue. 

Cref. And you this Gloue. 

When (hall I ieeyou ? 

Troy. I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels, 

To gi ue thee nightly vifitation. 

But yet be true. 

Cref. Oheauens:betrueagainc? 

Troy. Heare why I fpeake it; Loue: 

The Grecian youths are full of qualitie, 

Their louing well compos’d,with guift ofnature, 
Flawing andfwclling ore with Arts and cxercife: 

How nouelties may moue, and parts with perfen. 

Alas, akinde of godly iealoufie; 

Which I befeech you call a vertuous finne: 

Makes me affraid. 

Cref. Oheauens, youlouetnenot! 

Troy. Dye I a villaine then: 

In this I doe not call your faith in queftion 
So mainely as my merit: I cannot fing, 

Nor heele the high Lauolt ;nor fweeren talkc; 

Nor play at fubtill games; faire vertucs all j 
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Exit. 


r arc moft prom^ and pregnant. 

'l can tell that in each grace of thefe, 

IT r lurkes a ftill and dumb-dilcpurfiuediuell, 

'Jits moft cunningly: but be not tempted- 
,n r «rf Doevouthinkel will: 
i?No, but fometbing maybe done that wc wil not 
And (bmecimes we are diucls to out lelues, 

Sen we will tempt the fradtie ofour powers. 

Perfuming on their changefull potencie. 

?t sjas Within. Nay, good my Lord? 

Tror. Come kilTe, and let vs part. 

Paris within. Brother Troylus ? 

Troy. Good brother come you hither, 
iy,d bring ^£neas and the Grecian with you, 

' Cref. My Lord,willyoubettue? 

froy. Who I ? alas it is my vice, my fault; 

Whiles others fifh with crafc for great opinion, 
i with great truth, catch meerefimpheuie ; 
tVhil’ft fome with cunning guild their copper crownes, 
yyiih truth and plainnefic 1 doc weare mint bate. 

Enter the Greekes. 

Fearc not my truth; the morrall of my wit 
Is plaine and true, ther’s all the reach of it. 

Welcome fir Dtomcd, here is the Lady 
Which for Jintenor ,we deliuer you. 

At the port (Lord) lie giue her to thy hand, 

And by the way pefiefle thee what {lie is. 

Entteate her faire ; and by my foule,faire Greekc, 

If ere thou ftand at mercy of my Sword, 

Name Creffid , and thy life fhall be as fafe 
AsPrwwis million? 

Diom. Faire Lady Crefsid, 

So pleafe you faucthc thankes this Prince expedls: 

The 1 uftrein youreyc,heauen in your ebeeke, 

plcadesyour faire vifage,and to Diomed 

You fitall be tniflrdTCjand command him wholly. 

Troj. Grecian,thou do’fl not vfe me curteoufiy. 

To fliame the fcale of my petition towards, 

Iprailinghcr. I tell thee Lord of Greece : 

Slice is as farrehigh foaring o’re thyprailes, 

As thou vn worthy t o be cai’d her feruant: 

1 charge thee vfe her well,euen for my charge: 

For by the dieadfull Pinto, if thou do’ft not, 

(Thoughthe greatbulke iAcbillcs\>z thy guard) 

Ilecuttb throate. 

Diom . Oh be not mou’J Prince Troyliu ; 

Letmcbepriuiledg’dby myflace and meffage, 

To be a fpcaker free ? when I am hence, 

‘Ilie anfwertc my lull: and know my Lord; 

|jHe nothing doe on charge: to her owne worth 
She (hall be priz’d: but that you fay, be’t fo; 
Ilcfpeakeitinmy fpirit and honor, no. v. 

I Troy. Come to the Port. lie tel! thee Viomed, 

1 This braue, (liall oft make thee to hide thy head; 

Lady,giue me vr.ur hand.and as wc walke. 

To our owne lelues bend wc our necdcfull talkc. 

Sound Trumpet, 

Par. Harke,/Te£f«rr Trumpet. 
ty£ne. How haue we fpent this morning 
The Prince muft thinke me tardy and remifle. 

That fwore to ride before him in the field. 

Par. Tis Troylus fault:come,come,to field with him. 

Exeunt. 

Dio. Let vs make ready flraight. 
ts£»c. Yca,withaBridegroomesfrdla alacritie 


Let vs addreffe to tend on Hettors hceles: 

The glory of our Trey doth this day lye 
On his faire worth,and fingle Chiualrie. 

Snter Jiax armed, Achilles ,P atrechu Agamemnon, 

Menelaus ^li/fes, Neftcr^dlcas^rc. 

Jga. Here art thou in appointment frefa and faire. 
Anticipating time. V. ith ftarting courage, 

Giue with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy 
Thou dreadfull Jiax, that the appauled aire 
May pierce the head ofthe great Combatant, 

And hale him hither. 

Aia. Thou, Trumpet, ther’s my purfe; 

Now cracke thy lungs, and fplit thy brafen pipe; 

Blow villaine,till thy fphered Bias cheeke 
Out-fwell the collicke ofpuft Aquilon : ^ 

Come, ftretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes fpout bloud: 
Thou bloweft for Heitor, 
yitf. No Trumpet anfwcrs. 

Acbil. ’Tis but early dayet. 

Aji. Is not yong Diomed with Caicos daughter? 

Vhf. ’Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate , 

Herilcs on the toe: that fpirit of bis 
In afpiration lifts him from the eauh- 
Ago. 1 s this the Lady Creffid ? 

Dio. Euen ITic, 

Aga. Moftdecrcly welcome to the Greckcs, fweete 

Lady. 

Ncfl. Our Generali doth falutc you with a kiffe. 

Vlif. Yet is the kindenefle but particular>’twere ben 

ter flic were kift in generall. 

Nefi. And very courtly counfell: lie begin. So much 

ioxNeftor. 

Acbil. lie take that winter from your lips faire Lady 
jichtllcs bids you welcome. 

Mene. I had good argument for killing once. 

Patro. But that’s no argument for kiffmg now ; 

For thus pop’t Paris in his hardiment. 

Vlif. Oh deadly gall, and theame of all our fcornes, 
For which we loofe our heads, to gild his homes. 

Patro. The firft was tJMenelaut kiffe,this mine: 
Patroclus kiffes you. 

Mene. Oh this is trim. 

Patr. Paris and I kifie euertr.orc for him. 

Mene. He haue my kiffe fir; ; Lady by your jeaue- 
Cref In lulling doe you render,or receiuc. 

Patr. Both take and giue. 

Cref. lie make my match to Iiue, 

Tht kilfc you take is better then you giue: therefore no 
kifle. 

Mene. lie giue you bcote, He giue you three for one. 
Cref. You are an odde man, giue eucn,or giue none. 
Mene. An ®dde man Lady, euery man is odde. 

Cref. No, Tarn isnot; foryou know ’tis true, 

That you arc odde,and he is cuen with you. 

Mene . You fillip me a : th’head. 

Cref No, lie be fwornc, 

Vlif It were no match,your naile againft his home: 
May I fweete Lady beg a kiffe ofyou ? 

Cref. You may. 

Vlif. I doe defirc it. 

Cref. Wny beggethen? 

Vhf. Why then for Venue fake, giue me a kiffe; 

When HeHen is a maide againe, and his-*.-- 

Cref. I am your debtor, claime it when’tis due, 

^ y j Vlif Neuer’s 
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Troy lus and Crefsida . 


Vlif Neuer’s my day, and thenakifieofyou. 

SDiom. Lady a word, lie bring you to your Father, 
Nejl. A woman ofquicke fence. 

Vlif. Fic, fie,vpon her : 

Ther’s a language in her eye, her cheeke,her lip; 

Nay,her footc fpcakes,her wanton fpirites looke out 
At cuery ioynt,and motiue of her body: 

Oh thefc encounterers fo glib of tongue. 

That giue a coafting welcome etc it comes; 

And wide vnclafpe the tables of their thoughts. 

To eucry tickling reader: fet them downe, 

For fluttifh fpoyles ofoppormnitic; 

And daughters of the game. Sxcnnt. 

Enter all of Troy > HeSlor faristtAZneas, Helmut 
and Attendants. Florifh. 

All. TheTroiansTrumpet. 

Aga. Yonder comes the troope. 

*AZ»e. Haile all you ftate ofGreece: what fhalbe done 
To him that vi&ory commands ? or doe you purpofe, 

A vidlor (hall beknowne : will you the Knights 
Shall tothccdgeofall cxtremitie 
Purfue each othei; or flhall be diuided 
By any voyce,or order of the field : Hellor bad aske ? 
Aga. Which way would HeSlor haue it? 
tAZnc. He cares not, heelc obey conditions. 

Aga. Tis done like HeSlor , but fecurcly done, 

A little proudly, and great deale difprifing 
The Knight oppos'd. 

tAZne. If not Achilles fir, what is your name ? 

AM. If not Achilles y nothing. 
tAZne. Therefore Achilles: but what cre,know this. 

In the extremity of great and little : 

Valour and pride excell themfelues in HeSlor; 
Theonealmoft as infinite as all; 

The other blanke as nothing: weigh him well: 

And that which lookes like pride, is curtefie : 

This A/ax is halfe made of Heitors blood * 

In louc whereof, halfe Hellor ftaies at home : 

Halfe hcart,halfc hand, halfe HeSlor ,comes to feeke 
This blended Knighc,halfe Troian, and halfe Grcckc. 
AchtL A maidenbattaile then?O Ipcrceiueyou. 
Aga. Here is fi y,Diomed : goc gende Knight, 

Stand by our Aiax: as you and Lot d tAZne** 

Content vpon the order of their fight, 

So be it: either to the vttci moft, 

Or die a breach: the Combatants being kin, 

Halfe flints their ftrife, before their ftrokes begin. 

Vlif. They ate oppos’d already. 

Aga . What Troian is that fame that lookes fohcauy? 
Vlif TheyongeflSonne ol Priam; 

A true Knight; they call him Troy/us ; 

| Not yet mature, yet m itchle(fc,firme of word, 

| Speaking in deedes, auddeedeleflfein his tongue; 
jNot fooncptouok’c,nor being prouokt,foooc calm’d; 

; His hear: ind hand both opcn,and both free : 
i For what he fins, hegiucs; \vhat thinkes,hc fhewes; 

: Yet giues he not till judgement guide his bounty, 

‘ Nor dignifies an impairc thought with breath : 

* Manly as HeSlor, but mote dangerous; 

: For Hector in his blaze of wrath fubfcribes 
| To tender obiedb; but he,in heatc ofa&ion, 

> Is morevindecntitie then jealous loue. 
j They call him Treylus ; and on him ere#, 

| A fecorid hope, as fairely built as HeSlor. 
j Thus faies tAZneas^ one that knowes the youth, 

; Eucn to his inches: and with priuacefoule. 



I 
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Did in great Illion thus tranflate hitnT^T 
Aga. They are in aftion.'j 
Nefi. Now Aiax hold thine owne. 

Troy. Hector, thou fleep’ft, awake thee. 

Aga. His blowes are weidifpos'd there *>j 
Diom. You muft no more. tr fy»s 

ty£ne. Princes enough, fopleafeyou, ( '*k 

Aia. I am not warmeyec.letYsfipta 
D,om. As HeSlor pleafes. 8 aga,ne * 

Heel. Why then will I no more: 

Thou art great Lord,my Father s fitters Sonne* 

A coufen german to great Priams feede : * 

The obligation of our bloud forbids 
A goric emulation ’twixt vs twaine: 

Were thycommixio^Greekeand Troian fo 
That thou could’ft fay, this hand is Grecian all 
And this isTroian: tbefinewes of this Le ?ec * 

All Greeke, end this all Troy: my Mother*bloud 
Runs on the dexter cheeke,and this finifter 
Bounds in my fathers : by lone multipotent 
Thou fhould’ft not beare from me a Greekhh m. t 
Wherein my fword had not imprcfl'ure made 
Of our ranke feud : but the iuft gods °ainfay 
That any drop thou borrwdft from Thy mother 
My facred Aunt, fhould by my mortall Swoid * 

Be drained. Lee me embrace thee Aiax- 
By him that thunders, thou haft luftie Armes • 

Hector would haue them fall vpon him thus. * 

Cozen, all honor to thee. 

Aia. I thanke thee HeSlor : 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man: 

I came to kill thee Cozen, and beare hence 
A great addition, earned in thy death. 

Heel. Not Neoptolymus fo mirable, 

On whofe bright creft,fame with her lowdft (0 yes) 
Cries,This is he; could’ft promife to himfclfc, 

A thought of added honor, tornefrom Heftor. 

J hcrc is ex P caance ^rc from both the fides. 
What turthervou will doe? 

HeSl, Weele anfwere it: 

The jfftic is envbracemenc: Aiax fa rewell. 

Aia. if I might in entreaties findc lucceffe, 

As fcld J haue the chance • 1 would defire 
My famous Coufin to our Grecian Tents. 

Diom. Tis Agamemnons wifh,and great Achilles 
Doth long to fee vnarnTd the valiant HeSlor. 

HeSl. sAZncas ^call my brother Troy lus to me: 

And hgnifie th is louing enterview 
To the expe&ers of our Troian part: 

Defire them home. Giue me thy hand,my Coufin: 

I will goc ^ate vvith thee, and fee your Knights. 

er Agamemnon and the reft. 

Aia. Great Agamemnon comes to mcetevshcre. 
Hell. The worthiefl ofthem,te!( me name by name: 
But for Achilles , mine owne ferching eyes 
Shall fiode him by his large and portly Cite. 

Aga . Worthy of Armes: as welcome as to one: 

That would be rid of fuch an encmie. 

Bur that's no welcome: vnderftand more cleere 
Wh3t’s paft,aud what’s to corners flrew’d with huskes, 

A nd formeldTe ruine ofobliuion : 

But in this excant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain’d purely from all hollow bias drawing: 

Bids thee with moft diuine integritie, 

From heart of very heart, great Heller welcome# 

HtSl. I thanke thee moft imperious tA^memnon. 
_ Aga . My 


^TTuy well-fam’d Lord of Troy,no leffc to you. 
un Lee me confirmemy Princely brothers greeting, 
^ . krace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 

Who mu ft we anfwer? 

JlieNoble MeneUw. 

‘o vou my Lord.by Mars his gauntlet thanks, 
utocke not, ‘that I affedk th’vntradcd Oath, 
ylur ci«oniarr> wife fweates Hill by Versus Glouc 
]° . y we n, but bad me not commend her co you. 

Name her not now fir,(he’s a deadly Theame. 
ffeSl. Opardon, I offend. 

V.o ' i haue (thou gallant Troyan) feene thee oft 
r -boiiring for deftiny, make crucll way 


Troy lus and Crejsida . 


IshoTa ] Perfects ,fpune thy Phrygian Steed, 

1 d fccnc thee fcorning forfeits and fnbdi*ments, 

V/bcn chou haft hung thy aduanccd fword i'ch’ayrc, 

Not letting it decline, on the declined : 

That I haue faid vnto my ftanders by, 

Toelupiter is yonder,dealing life. 

And I haucfecne thee paufe, and take thy breath, 

When that a ring of Greckes haue hem’d thcc in, 

Like an Olympian wreftling. This haue I feenc, 

Batthis thy countenance (ftiil loekt in ftcele) 

I neuer faw till now. 1 knew thy Grandfirc, 

And once fought with him ; he was a Souldier good, 
Butby great Mars, the Captaine of vs all, 

Neuer like thee. Let an oldman embrace rhec, 

And (worthy Warriour) welcome to our Tents. 
lAZf/Co Tis the old Neftor. 

Heel. Let me embrace thee good old Chronicle, 

That haft fo long walk’d hand in hand with time: 

Moft rcuerend Neftor, I am gladtoclafpc thee. 

AW would my armes could match thee in contention 
As they contend with thee in courccfie. 

Hdl. I would they could. 

Heft. Ha? by this white beard Fid fight with thee to 
morrow. Wel^welcom,welcome : I haue feen the time. 

Vlyf. I wonder now,how vender City ftands, 

When we hauchcere herBafe and pillar by ys. 

HeSl. I know your fauour Lord Vlyffes well. 

Ah fir, there’s many a Grecke and Troy an dead, 

Since firft I law your felfe, a ndD/omed 
In Illion, on your Grccki fli Embaffie. 

Vlyf Sir, I foretold you then what would enfue, 

My prophefie is but halfe hi's tourney yet; 

For yonder wals that pertly front your Townc, 

Yond Towers, whofe wanton tops do bufle the clouds, 
Muft kifle their owne feet. 

Heft. I muft notbclccueyou : 

There they (land yet: and modcftly I thinkc. 

The fall of cuery Phrygian ftor.e will ccft 
A drop of Grecian blood : the end crowncs all. 

An?, that old common Arbitrator, Time, 

Will one day end it. 

Vl)f So to him wclcaucit. 

Moft gentle, and moft valiant HeSlor, welcome; 

After the Generali, I befeech you next 
To Feaft with roe, and fee me at my Tent. 

^ Achil. I (hall forcftall thee Lord Vlyffes , thou: 

Now Hellor 1 haue fed mine eyes on thee,* 

1 haue with exadi view perus’d thee Hellor , 

And quoted ioynt by ioync. 

Heft. Achilles} 

Achil. I am Achilles . 

Heft. Stand faice I prythee, let me looke on thee. 


fankes ofGrcekifli youth: and I haue feen thee 


Achil. Behold thy fill. ‘mr 

HeSl. Nay,l haue done already; Hr ; 

Achil. Thou art to breefe, I will thefecond time. 

As I would buy thee, view thee, limbeby limbp# 

Hell. O like a Booke of fport thou’l.t rcade me ore: 
But there’s more in me then thou vnderftand’ft. 

Why deeft thou fo opprefie me with thine eye } 

Achil.Tt 11 me you Heauens,in which part of his body 
Shall I deftroy him? Whether there,or therc,or there. 
That J may giue the locall wound a name, 

And make diftindl the very breach, where-out 
HeSlors great fpiric fl'W. Anfwer me heauens. 

Hell. It would oiferedit the bleft Gods, proud man, 
To anfwer fuch a queftion : Stand againe; 

Think’ft thou to catch my life fo plealantly^ 

As to prenominatc in nice coniedture 
Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

Achil . 1 tell thcc yea. 

HeSl. Wert thou the Oracle to tell me fo, 

I’ld not bcleeuc thcc: henceforth guard thee well. 

For He not kill thee there, r.or there, nor there. 

But by the forge that ftythied Mars his helme. 

He kill thee cuery where, yca,ore and ore. 

You wifeft Grecians, pardon me this bragge ; 

His infolence drawes folly from my lips. 

But I le endeuour deeds to match thefc word?| 

Or may I neuer--- 

Aiax. Do not chafe thee Cofin: 

And you Achilles ; let thefc threats alone 
Till accident,or purpofe bring you coo’c. 

You may euery day enough of HeSlor 

If you haue ftomacke. Thegenerall ftatelfeare. 

Can fearfe intreat you to be odde wit h him. 

HeSl . I pray you let vs fee you in the field. 

We haue had pelting Warres fince you refus’d 
The Grecians caufe. 

AchtL Doft thou intreat me HcSlcr} 

To morrow cio I mceie thee fell as death. 

To night.all Friends. 

Hell. Thy hand vpon that match. 

Aga. Fivft,all you Pecrcs ofGreece go to my Tent, 
There in the full conuiue you : Afterwards, 

As HeSlors ley Cure, and your bounties (hall 
Concurte together.fcuerally intreat him, 

Beatc low'd the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow. 

That this great Souldier may his welcome know. Exeunt 
Troy. My Lord Zdlyjfes, tell me I bcfccch you, 

In what place of the Field doth Calchas keepe ? 

Vlyf. At Ttfenelaui Tent,moft Princely Troylue, 

There T)ion?cd doth feaft with him to night. 

Who neither lookes onheaucn,noron earth. 

But giues all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the faire Crejfid. 

Trey. Shall i (fweet Lord)be bound to thcc fo much. 
After we part from Agamemnons Tent, 

To bring me thither? 

Vlyf. You (hall commandttfe fir: 

As gentle tcT me, of what Honour was 
This^Cr^/7^ inTroy,had fheno Loucr there 
That wailes her abfencc ? 

7 roy. O fir, co fuch as boafting (hew their fcarres t 
A mocke is due: will you yvalke on my Lord ? 

She was belou’d, fhe lou’d; fhe island dooth; 

But ftiil fweet Loue is food for Fortunes tooth. Exeunt J 
Enter Achilles,and Patrochts. * 

Achil.lie heat his blood withGreekifh wine to night, 

Which| 
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Troy lus and Crefsida. 


Which with my Cemitar 1 lc coolc to mortow: 
?’<ttra-/i» > lctvsFeafthimto the bight. 

Pat. Heere comes Therfites. Enter Therfites. 

Achil. How now, thou core of Enuy ? 

Tboucrufty batch of Nature,what’s the newes ? 

Ther. Why thou pi<Slurc of what thou iecm'ft,&Idoll 
ofldeot-worfhippers.hcrc's a 1. ettcr for thee. 

Achil. From wncncc, Fragment ? 

Ther. Why thou full difh of Foole, front Troy. 

Pat. Who keepcs the Tent now ? 

Ther. The Surgeons box,or the Patients wound. 

Patr. Well faid aduetfitv,and what need thefe tricks? 

Ther. Prythee be (ilent boy.,T profit not by thy talke, 
thou art thought to be Achilles male V-ulot. 

Patro, Male Varlot you Rogue t What’s that? 

Ther. Why his mafeuline Whore. Now the rotten 
difeafes of the South, guts-griping Ruptures, Catarres, 
Loadcs a grauell i’th’backe, Lethargies, cold Palfies.and 
the like, take and take againe, fuch prepoftrous difeoue- 
rics* 

Pat. Why thou damnable box of enuy thou, what 
mean’ft thou to curfe thus ? 

Ther. Do I curfc thee ? 

Patr. Why no,you ruinous But, you whoifon indi- 
ftinguilhable Curre, 

Ther. No? why art thou then exafperate, thou idle, 
immateriall skienc of Slcyd filke; thou greene Sarcenet 
flap for a fore eye, thou talfcll of a Prodigals purfethou: 
Ah how the poore world is peftred with fuch water-flies, 
diminutiues ofNature. 

Tat. Out gall. 

Ther. Finch Egge. 

Ach. My fweet patrocius,! am thwarted quite 
Ft cm my great purpofe in to morrowes battell: 

Heere is a Letter from Queenc Hecuba, 

A token from her daughterly fairc Loue, 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keepe 
An Oath that I ha We fwotne. I will not breake it. 

Fall Greckes, faile Fame, Honor or go,or flay. 

My maior vow lyes heere; tins J le obay: 

Come, come Therfites, hclpe to ttitn my Ten t, 

This night in banqueiting triufl. ell be fpent. 

Away Patrocltu. Ex't- 

iher. With too much blond,and too lfttle Brain, theic 
tvvomay run mad :’out ifwich too much braine, and too 
little blood, they do. lie be a curcr of madmen. Heere’* 
Agamemnon, an honed fellow enough,and one that loue* 
Quailes, but he has not fo much Brame as eare-wax; and 
the goodly transformation of Jupiter there his Brother, 
the Bull, the primatiuc Stame, and oblique memoriall of 
Cuckolds,a thrifty {hcoing-horne in a chaine, hanging 
at his Brothers legge, to what forme but that he is, {bold 
wit larded with malice, and malice forced with wit.turne 
h m too : to an AlTe were nothing ; hee is both A(Tc and 
Oxe; to an Oxe were nothing, hee is both Oxc and Afle: 
to be a Dogge, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toade, a Li¬ 
zard, an Owle, aPuttocke, or a Herring without a Roe, 

1 would not care: but to bztjttenelatu, I would confpire 
a^ainfl Deft’my. Aske me not what I would be.if I were 
not Th erfites : for I care not to bcc the lowfe of a Lazar, 
fo 1 were net Mediates. Hoy-day, fpirits and fires. 

Eater Bettor, Aiax,Agamermo>i,Vljfet,Ne* 
ftorfDiomedyotth Lights. 

Ayr*. We go wrong, wc go wrong. 

Anx. No yonder ’cis,there where we tec the light. 

Hett. I trouble you. 



fake, 


Aiax. 


No,not a whit. 

Enter Achilles. 

Vljfi Heere comes himfelfe to guideyou ? 

Achil. Welcome braue Htttor, welcome Pri n 

Agam. So now fairc Prince of Troy,! bid CCSa ^ 

Aiax commands the guard to tend on you 
Hett. Thanks,and goodnight to the 
Men. Goodnight my Lord. ** general, 

Hett. Goodnight fweet Lord 7Mcnelaut. 

Ther. Sweet draught: fweet quoth-a? f w 
fweet fure. ee{ 

^//.Goodnight and welcoro, both at oncers . , 

that go, or tarty. '’‘ 0t We 

zsfga. Goodnight. 

Achtl. Old Ncfior carries, and you too D,omtd 
Keepe Hettor company an houre,or two. * 

Dio. I cannot Lord,I haue important bufineffe 
The tide whereof is now, goodnight great Hell„ * 
Hett. Giuc me your hand. 

Vljfi Follow 1m Torchjhe goes to Chalcas’ltax 
lie keepe you company. 1 

Troj. Sweet fir,you honour me. 

Hett. And fo good nighc. 

Achil. Come,come, enter my Tent. 

Ther. That fame Diomed s a falfe-hearted Roen? , 
moft vniuftKnaue; I will no more truft him whenhcc 
leetes, then I will a Serpent when he hiffes: he will fpend 
hi»mouth & promife, like Brabler the Hound j but when 
heperformes, Aftronomcrs foretell it, that itisprodigi- 
ous, there will come fome change: the Sunne borrower 
of the M cone when Z>;e»K'dkeepes his word. I will ra¬ 
ther leauc to fee Hotter, then not to doggebimitheyfsy 
he keepes a Troyan Drab, and vfesthe Traitour chtea 

hisTent. Ileafter---Nothing but Letcherie? All 

incontinent Varlets. Exeunt 

Enter Diomed, 

Dio, What are you vp here ho ? fpeake ? 

Chal. Who cals? 

Die. Diomed.Chalcas (I thinke) wher’s you Daughter? 
Chal. She comes to you. 

Enter Troylus andVltjfes. 

Vlifi. Stand where the Torch may notdifcouern 
Enter Crefistd. 

Troy. Crefisid comes forth to him, 

Dio. How now my charge ? 

Crefi Now my fweet gardian: harke a word with you. 
Troy. Yea, fo familiar? 

Wifi. She will fing any man at fitft fight. 

Ther. And any man may finde her,il he can take her 
life: lire’s noted. 

Dio. Will you remember? 

Cal. Remember ? yes. 

Dio. Nay, but doe then; and let your uiinde be cou¬ 
pled with your words. 

Troy, What fhould flie remember f 
VI,fi Lift? \ 

Crefi. Sweetehony Greekjtemptmeno more to folly* 
Ther. Roguery. 

Dio. Nay then. 

Crefi. lie tell you what. 

Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin.you are a forfwotne.----" 
Crefi. In faith 1 cannot: what would you haue toe do. 
Ther. A iogling trickc.to be fecretly open. 

Dio. What did you l weare you would beftowonme. 
Crefi. I prethee do not hold me to mine oath, 

Bid me doe not any thing but that fweete Greeke- 

Dio 


Goo 1 


Troylus and Crefsida . 


Dio. G°°d night. 

rror . Hold, patience. 

Vltfi How now Troian ? 

C it ££ g° od °*g ht: Iic bc y our fi>oIcR ° raore * 

iyty. Thy better muft. 

‘fi Harke one word m your care. 

Trot ° P Ia S uc and madneffc ! 

ififir You atemoued Prince, let Vs depart I pray you, 

i.ft vourdifpleafure fhould enlarge it felfc 

SJrachfbll tearmes: this place is dangerous; 

The time right deadly: 1 befeedi you goe. 

Troy. Behold, I pray you. 

Elif. N^y, g° od m y Lord S oe off : 

Yo'iflow to great diftradlion : come my Lord ? 
prop I pray theeftay? 
r fr You banc not patience, come, 
froj* I p^y y ou ? by bell and hcil torments, 

Iviillnot fpeake a word. 

pio. And To good night. 

Cref. Nay.but you part in anger. 

T r y. Doth that grieue thee ? O withered truth! 

Vhf- Why, how now Lord? 

Troy. By loue \ will be patient. 

Cref. Gardian ? why Greeke ? 

<j)io. Fo,fo, adew, you palter, 

Cref. In faith I doe not: come hither once a gaine. 
yl,f You (hake my Lord at fomething; will you goe? 

you Will breake out. 

froy. Sheftroakes hisebeeke. 

Elif Come, come. 

Troy. Nay ftay, by loue I will not fpeake a word. 

There is betweene my will,and all offences, 

A guard of patience ; ftay a little while, 
ther -. How the dwell Luxury, with his fat rumpe and 
potato finger, tickles thefe together jfrye lechery,frye. 
r Pio. But will you then ? 

Cref In faith 1 will lo; ncucr truft me elfe. 

THo. Giuc me fome token for the furcty ofit. 

Cref He fetch you one. Exit. 

Elif You haue fworne patience. 

Troy. Fearemenot fweete Lord. 

Iwill not be my fclfe, nor haue cognition 
Ofwhat 1 feelc: I am all patience. Enter Qrefifiid. 

Ther. Now the pledge,now,now,now. 

Cref Here Diomed , keepe this Sleeue. 

Troy. Obeautie! where is thy Faith? 

Elif My Lord. 

Troy. I will be patient, outwardly I will. 

Cref You Jookevpon that Sleeue ? behold it well: 
Helou’d me: O falfe wench: giuc’t me againc, 

Pie. Whofe was’t ? 

Cref It is no matter now I haue’t againe. 

1 will not mcete with you to morrow night: 
iptytheeDwwfdvifiteme no more. 

Ther. Now fhe fharpens: well faid Whetftone. 

Dio. I fhall haue it. 

Cref What,this? 

Dio, I that. 

Cref O all you gods! O prettie, pretcie pledge 5 
Thy Maifter now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee and me, and fighes, and takes my Glouc, 

And giues memociall daintie kifles to it; 

As I kiffc thee. 

Tio. Nay,doenotfnatchitfromme.,' 

Eref. He that takes that, rakes my heart withall. 


Dio. I had your heart before, this followes it. 

Troy. I did fweare patience. 

Crefi You fhall not haue it Dtomedfii aith youfhall not: 
lie giue you fomething elfe. 

T)io. I will haue this: whofe was it? 

Crefi. It is no matter. 

Dio. Come tell me whofe it was ? 

Cref. ’Twas one that lou’d me better then you will. 
But now you haue it, take it. 

Dio. Whofe was it ? 

Crefi. By all Dianas waiting women yond : 

And by her fclfe, I will not tell you whofe. 

Dio. To morrow will I weareiton myHelme, 

And grieue his fpirit that dares not challenge it. 

Troy. Wert thou the diuell,and wor’ftit on thyhorne, 
It fhould be challeng’d. 

Crefi. Wcll,well, 'tis done, ’cis paft j and yet it is not: 

I will not keepe my word. 

D to. Why then farewell. 

Thou neuer Ault mocke Diomed againe. 

Crefi. You fhall not goe: one cannot fpeake a word, 
But it ftrait ftarts you. 

Dio. I doe not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I by Pluto; but that that likes not me,plca- 
fesmebeft, 

Dio. What fhall I come? the heure. 

Crefi. l,coroe:0/ff»f/doe,come:l£hallbeplagu*d. 
Dio. Farewell till then. Exit. 

Crefi. Goodnight: Iprychoecome: 

Troylus farewell j one eye yet lookes on thee; 

But with my heart, the other eye.doth fee. 

Ah poore our fexe; this fault in vs I finde: 

The errour of our eye,dirc#s our minde.' 

What errour leads, muft erre: O then conclude, 

Mindes fwai’d by eyes, are full of turpitude. Exit. 

Ther. A proofe offtrengch fhe could not publifh mote; 
VnlefTe (he fay, my minde is now turn’d whore. 

Vhf. Al’s done my Lord. 

Troy. It is. 

VIif. Why ftay we then? 

Troy. To make a recordation to my foule 
Ofcuery fyllablc that here was fpoke > 

But if I tell how thefe two did eoa&; 

Shall I not lye, in publifhing a truth ? 

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart: 

An efperance fo obftinately ftrong, 

That doth inuert that teft of eyes and earcs j. 

As ifehofe organs had deceptio us fundfions. 

Created oncly to calumniate.- 
Afy’as CrejJed here? 

Vlifi I cannot coniure Troian. 

Troy, She was not fure. 

Vlifi. Moft fure flic was. 

Troy. Why my negation hath no tafte of madncfTe? 
Vlifi.. Nor mine my Lord: CreJJld was here but now. 
Troy. Let it not be beleeu’d for womanhood: 

Thinke we had mothers j doe not giue aduantage 
To ftubborne Cricicks,apt without a theame 
For deprauation,to fquare the getjerall fex 
By Creffids rule. Rather thinke this not Creffid. 

Vlifi What hath {he done Prince, that can foyle out 
mothers? 

Troy. Nothing at alfvnlefle that this were (he. 

Ther. Will he fwagger himfelfe our on*s owne eyes? 
Troy, This fhe? no, this is Diomids Creffida 5 
If bcautie haue a foule,this is not {he s 

. __ k 
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Troy lus and Crefsida. 


If foules guide vowes*, if vowes are fan<ftin?onic; 

If fanftimonie be the god-?delight: 

If there be rule in vnitieit felfe. 

This is not (be: O madnefie of difeourfe! 

That cauic lets vp, with, and againft thy Tclfe 
By foulc anthoritic : where reafon can rcuojc 
Without perdition, arid-Ioffe afittmc all reafon. 

Withoutreuolt. Thisis,and isnot Creffrd: 

W ithin my foule,there doth conduce a fight 
Of this ftrange nature, that a thing inlepcrate, 

Diuides more wider then the skie and earth: 

And yet the fpacious bredth of this diuiffdn, 

Admits noOrifex for a point as fu’ctlc. 

As Ariachncs broken woofe to enter: 
lnftance,0 inftance! ftrong 3S plutots gates: 

Creffid is mine, tied with the bonds of heauen; 

Inftance,O inftance, ftrong as heauen it felfe : 

The bonds ofheauen are fiipt,dilfolu*d ; snd loos’d. 

And with another knot fiuc finger tied, 

Thefra£lions of her faith, ortsofhcrloue : 

The fragments/craps^he bits, and greaziercliques, 
Ofher ore-eaten faith, are bound to Dinned 
Vlif. May worthy Troylus be hal'fe attached 
With that which here his paflion doth expreffc ? 

Troy. iGrccke: and that (ball be divulged well 
In Characters,as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam’d with Venus : ncuer did yong man fancy 
With fo etcrnall,and fo fixt a foulc, 

Harke Greek: as much I doe Crejftd . loue ; 

So much by weight, hate I her Diomed 

That Slejae is mine, that hcele beare in his Helmc : 

Were it a Caske compos’d by Vulcans skill, 

My Sword fliould bite it: Not the dreadfull fpout, 
Which Sbipmen doe the Hurricano call, 

Conftring’d in mafic by the almighty Fcnne, 

Shall dizzic with more clamour Neptunes earc 
In his difcent; then {hall my prompted fword, 

Falling on Diomed. 

Ther. Heclc tickle it for his concupie. 

Troy. O Crejftd] O falfe Cr<^/'fal!e,fahe,falfe: 

Let all vntruths Rand by thy ftained name. 

And t’neyie feeme glorious. 

yiif. O contains your felfe: 

Your paflion drawes cares hither. 

Enter ts£neas. 

I baue beene leeking you this houre my Lord: 
Hector by this is arming him in Troy. 
jiiax yciu Guard, ftaiesto condu&you home, 

Troy. Haue with you prince: my curteous Lord adew: 
Farewell revolted faire : anu Deemed, 

Stand tuft,and wtare aCafile on thy head. 

Vli. lie bring you to the Gates. 

Troy. Accept diftra&ed thankes. 

Exeunt Troy leu,t/Eneae, and Vliffts. 

Ther. Would I could meete that ro3guc Diomed, I 
would croke like a Ramin: I would bode,I would bode: 
Patrochu will gi«e me any thing for the intelligence of 
his whore: the Parrot will not doe more for an Almond, 
f thcn he for a commodious drab: Lechery, lechery, ftill 
warres and lechery,nothing’elfc holds faftiion. A burning 

diucll take them. ‘ 

Enter Heeler and Andromache. 

AttdSNhcn was my Lord fo much vngently temper'd, 
To flop his pares againft admonifliment ? 
Vnarme,vnarnic,and docnot fight today. 

Hell. You trainc me to offend you: get you gone. 


Bythecuerlafting gods,lie goe. 

£«i. M, diMa'. .ill f«c p,„ M omi 
HeU. No more I lay. £ us !°t 

Caff a. Where is my brother Hell or}* "^ r a. ' 

s And, Herefifter,arm’d,andbloudy inj nt 

Confort with me in loud and deere petition X* 5 
purfue we him on knees :for I hauedreamjjt 
Of bloudy turbulence 5 and this whole niX 
H ath nothing beene but {b.ipes,and formes of - 
C*JT- O, tis true, llau ghrer. 

Hell. Ho ? bid mv Trumpet found. 

Caff. NonotesofiaSlie/ortheheauens f«... . 
Hell. Bcgon I fay: the god, haue heard r Cr - 
Caf The gods are deate to hot and pceuift/*"^ 
They are polluted offrings, moreabhord nV ° Wcs i 
Then fpocted Liuers in the facrifice. 

And. O be perfwaded, doe not count i t W 
To hurt by being iuft; it is aslawfoll: ' f> 

For we would count giuc much to as violem c 

Androbinthebebalfeofcharitie. c,cs > 

Caff. It is the purpofe that makes ftrono, 

But vowes to euery purpofc mlft not hold: ' 5 

Vnatme fwcete Heitor. 

Hell. Hold you ftill I fay; 

Mine honour kcepes the weather ofmyfat e: 

Life euery man holds deere, but the deere man 
Holds honor farre more precious,deere,then life 
Enter Troyltu. 

How now yong man ? mean’ft thou to fight ro dav? 
And. Cafandra, call my father to pcrfwsde. 

Hell. No faith yong Tr^; doftSy^n effey omh . 
Iamtodayith’vameofChiualrie: 

Let grow thy Sinews till their knots beftrono; 

And tempt not yet the brnflies of die wane. = ’ 

Vnarmc thee, goe; and doubt thou not biatic boy. 

He (land to day, for thee.and mc.and Troy. * 1 ' 
Troy. Brother,you haue a viceofmercy in you; 
Which better fits a Lyon,then a man. 

Hell. What vice is that? good Troyltu chide me font, 
Troy. When many times the capciueGrecianfals, 
Euen in the fanne and winde of your faire Sword; 

You bid them rife,and Hue. 

Hell. O ’tis fane play. 

Troy. Foolcs play, by heauen HtUor . 

HeU. How now ? how now? 

Trey. For th’louc of all the gods 
Let’s lcauc the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers; 

And when we haue our Armors buckled on, 

The venom’d vengeance ride vpon ourfwords, 

Spur them toruthfull worke,reincthemfromruth. 
HeU. 4 Fic fauage, fie. 

Troy. Heitor , then *tis warres. 

Hell. Troyltu would not haue you fight to day. 
Troy. Who fhould wirh-hold me ? 

Not late,obedience,nor the hand of Mars, 

Beckning with fierie trunchion my retire; 

Not Priamtu, and Hecuba on knees; 

Their eyes ore-galled with rccourfe of tea ret; 

Nor you my brother,with your true fword drav/nc 
Oppof’d to hinder me,fhould flop my way: 
.Butbymy riiine. 

Enter Priam and Caffandra. 

Caff. Lay hold vpon him Priam,ho\dh\tDfiftl 
He is thy crutch; now if thou loofe thy flay, 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 


Fall 


Troy lus and Cre/s id a. 


Fi Income Helto^comc.goebacVc: 

/ hath dreaenpt : thjr mother hath had vifions ; 
^ hy - - doth forefee; and 1 my felfe. 


like a Prophet fuddcnly cm apt, 

..II thee that this day is ominous: 

pore come backe 

1 fjed 

, 41 jo (land engag’d to many Greekcs, 

Sen in the faith of valour, to appeare 

This morning them. 

Prtam. 1 , but thou thalt not goe, 
rfcft. I muftnot breakemy faith: 

You know me dutifull, therefore dcare fir, 

L me not (hamc refpetf; but giue me lcauc 
r cake that courfe by your conient and voice, 

\Vhich you doc here forbid me,Royall Priam. 

Cdf O Pr/ 4 tf» > yecldc not to him. 

Jil Doe not deere father. 

Andromache I am offended with you % 

Vpon the louc you bcarc me, get you in. 

^ Exit A*dromacbe, 

Trojt Thisfoolifh, dreaming,fupaftitious gir!e. 
Makes all thefe bodements. 

Cd. O farewell^eere Htttor : 

Lookehow thou diert; lookc how thy eye turnes pale : 
Looke how thy wounds doth bleede at many vents ; 

Harke how Troy roares; how Hecuba cries out; 

HoWpoore Andromache fhrib her dolour forth ; 

Behold diftraftiou, freime,and amazement f 
Like witlcffe Antickes one another meetc. 

And all cry Heclor, Heclors dead: O Hettor ] 

Try. Away,a way. 

Caf. Farewell ryes/oft .• HeBor I take my leaue $ 

Thou do*ft thy lelfe,and all our Troy dcceiue# Exit. 

HelU You are amaz’d,my Liege, at her cxclaime: 

Goe in and chcere the Towne, weelc forth and fight: 

Doe deedes ofpraife, and tell you them at night. 

Pram. Farewell: the gods with tafecic Rand about 
thee. Alarum. 

Troj. They are at it, harke: proud Diomed , bclceue 
Icome to loofe my arme, or winne my fleeue. 

Enter Pandar. 

Pand. Doe you hcarc my Lord ? do you hcare? 

Troj. What now? 

Pand. Here’s a Letter come from yond poore girle. 
Troy. Let me rcade. 

Pand. A whorfon tifickc, a whorfon rafcally tificke, 
fo troubles me; and the fooliflh fortune of this girle, and 
what one thing, what another, that I fhali leaue you one 
o th’s dayes rand I haue a rheume in mine eyes too; and 
fuchanachcinmybones; thatvnleflea man werecurfi, 
l cannot tell what to thinkc on’t. What fayes fhec 
there ? 

Try, Words, words,mcere words, no matter from 
thcheart; 

Th cffc&uoch operate another way. 

Gocwinde to wmde,cberc turne and change together: 
y loue with words and errors ftill {he feedes; 

Sut edifici another with her dcecks. 

Pand. Why, but hcarc you t 

Troy. Hence brother lackie ; ignomie and fhame 

urfuethy life,and hue aye with thy name. 

A Lamm . Exeunt. 


Enter Therfites in excur/ion. 

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another , lie 
goelookeon rthat diffcmbhng abhominable varlcc£>rV 
mede y has got that fame icuruie, doting, fooliiGh yong 
knauesSleeue of Troy,there in his Helmc: I would fainc 
fee them meet; that,that lame yong I roiau affe,thac loues 
the whore there, might fend that Greckifh whore-mai- 
fterly villaine, with the Slecue, backe to the diflcmbling 
luxurious drabbe,of a flecucleiTccrranc.O’th’tocher lidc, 
the pollicieofthofecraftiefwcaringrafcais; that ftolc 
old Moufe-earen dry cheefc, Ncftor: and that fame dog- 
foxc irisjfts* is not pr<i>u’d w orth a Black-berry. They fet 
me vp in pollicy, thacmungrill curre Aiax, againft that 
dogge of as bad a kind t^Aclndes. And now is the curie 
Aiax prouder then the curre Achsdesj and will not armc 
today. Whereupon, thcGrccians began to proclaime 
barbarifme; and pollicic growes into an ill opinion. 

Enter Diomed and Tr oyltu . 

Soft,here comei Sleeue,and th'ochcr. 

Troy. Flye not: for fhould’it thou cake the Riuer Stix, 
I would i w»m after* 

Diom. Thou do ft mifcall retire; 


I doe not flyc; but aduantagious care 

Withdrew me from the oddes of multitude : 

Jplji |j; 

Haue at thee? 


7her. Hold thy whore Grecian : now for thy whofc 
Troian: Now the Sleeue,now the Sleeue. 

■ I 



Enter HeBor. 

HeB. What art thou Greek?art thou (‘ovHeBors match? 
Arc thou of bloud,and honour ? 

Ther. No, no : I am a rafcall: a feuruie railing knaue; 
a very filthy roague. 

HeB. I doebelceue thee, liue. 

Ther . God a mercy,that chou wilt bclceue me; but a 
plague breake thy necke —for frighting me : what's be¬ 
come of the wenching rogues ? I chmke they haue 
fwallowed one another. 1 would laugh at that mira¬ 
cle - yet in a fortjiccherie cates it felfe; lie feeke them. 

Exit. 

Enter Diomed and Servants. 

Dioe Goe,goe,my feruanc,take thouTr^/wHorfei 
Prefect the faire Steedc to my Lady Creffldi 
Fellow, commend my feruicc to her beauty; 

Tell her,I haue chaftif’d the amorous Troyam 
And am her Knight by proofe. 

Ser. 1 goe my Lord. Enter Agamemnon. 

Aga. Renew,renew,the fierce Polidamus 
Hath bcatr f downc Menon :baftard Margarclon 
Hath Dorens prifoner. 

And ftands Caloflus-wifc wauing his beame 5 
Vpon the pafibed courfes of the Kings: 

Epiflroptu and Cedw, Polixines is flaine; 

AwpbimactM 3 znd Thorn deadly hurt; 

Patrocltu cane or {laine,and Valamedes 
Sore hurt and bruifed; the dreadfull Sagittary 
Appauls our numbers,hafte w tDiomed 
To rc-cnforcement, or we penfb all. 

Enter Neft of. 

Nefl. Goe beare Patroclm body to AchtUes % 

And bid the fnaile-pac’d Aiax armc for ftiame; 

There is a thoufaml HeBors in the field: 

Now here he fights on GaUthe his Horfe, 

And there lacks worke: ano i he s there a foot©* 

And there they flye or dye, like feated fculs* 
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Troy lus and Crefsida. 


Exit. 

Exit. 


Exit. 


Before the belching Whale; then it he yonder. 

And there the (fraying Greekes, ripe for his edge. 

Fall downe before him, like the mowers fwath ; 

Here,there,and euery wherc.hc leaucs and takes j 
Dexteritie fo obaying appetite. 

That what he willhedoes.anddoesfo much. 

That proofc is call’d impoflibiiity. 

Enter Hlijfes. 

Vltf. Oh, couragc,coui age Princes: great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping,curfing,vowing vengeance; 
Patroclus wounds haue rouz’d his drowziebloud. 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 

That nofclcffejhandldle.hackt and chipc,co:ne to him; 
Crying on Hellor. Aiax hath loft a friend. 

And foames at mouth,and heisarm'd,a»d at it: 

Roaring for Troylus ; who bath done to day. 

Mad and fantafticke execution; 

Engaging and redeeming of himfelfe. 

With fuch a careleffc force,and forceleffe tare. 

As if that luck in very fpight of cunning.bad him win ail. 
Enter Aiax. 

Aia. Troylus, thou coward Troylus. 

Dio. I .there,there, 

Nefi. So.fo,we draw together. 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Where is this Heitor} 

Come,come,thou boy-queller,fhew thy tace : 

Know what it is tomeete Achilles angry. 

Hellor, whet’s Hellor} I will none but Heitor. 

• !■ ' Enter Aiax, 

Ain, Troylus ,thon coward Troylus,fhcvr thy head.- 
Enter Diomed. • ■ ‘ 

Dwm. Troylus , I fay, wher’s Troylus ? 

Aiu. What would'ft thou ? 

Dions. I would correft him, 

Asa. Were I the Generali , 

Thou (hould’fthaoe my office, 

Ere that corredf ion : Troy/us I fay, what Troylus ? 

Enter Troylus. 

Troy. Oh traitour'Z) iomed ! 

Tutne thy falfc face thou traytor, 

And pay thy life thou oweft me for ray hone. 

Dio. Ha,src thou there ? n: 

Aia. lie fight with himalone.ftand Diomed. 

Dio. Beismy prize, l will not looke vpon. 

Troy. Come both you coging Greekes, haue at you 
both. Exit Troylus, 

Enter Hell or. 

Hell. Yea Troylus ? O well fought myyongeft Brother 
Enter Achilles. . • ... 

Achil. Now doe I fee thee; haue at thee Hellor. 
Hell. Paufe ifehou wilt. 

Achil. 1 doc difdaine thy curtefie,proud Troian; 

Be happy that my arrnesareoutof vfe: 

My reft and negligence befriends thee now. 

But thou l&tffrfhaU heare of me againe: 

Till when, goe feeke thy fortune. 

Hell. Fare thee well : 

I would haue bcene much more a frefher man. 

Had I expedfcdVnec: how now my Brother ? 

, Enter Troylus, 

Troy. Aiax hath tane o£rseas\ fhall it be? 

No,by the flame of yonder glorious heauen. 

He fhall not carry him -.Ile bctanc too. 

Or bring him off: Fate heare me what I fay; 


i 


Exit. 


Exit, 


I wreake not, though thou end my lifeToTT 
Enter one in Armour. 

Hell. Stand,ftand, thou Grccke, 

Thou art a goodly marke: 

No?wilt thou not 1 1 like thy armour well 
lie frufh it, and vnlockc the riuets ail, ’ 

But He be maifter of it: wilt thou notbeafhk j 
W hy then flye on,He hunt thee for thy hid c , lde * 

Enter Achilles with "Myrmidons. 

Achil. Come here about me you my A/jr, , 
Marke what I fay; attend me where I wheele . m ' 

S trike not a ftroake, but keepe your fel ucs in f 
And when I haue thcbloudy Hellor found rtat “» 

Empale him with your weapons round about • 

In felieft manrter execute your arrr.e. 

Follow me firs, and my proceedings eye; 

It is dcctced t Hdlor the great muft dye/ 

Enter TherJites,Memlaus,and Paris 
Ther. The Cuckold and the Cuckold tmk‘erare at 
now bull, now dogge, lows; Paris lowe: nowm/a 
blc hen’d fparrow; lowe Paris, lowe; the bull hi' 
game: ware homes ho? 

L.1%2****"- 

Baft. Turneflaue and fight 
Ther. What art thou? 

Baft. A Baftard Sonne of Prisms. 

Ther. I am aBaftnrd too, Iloue Baftards, lam aBa 
ftard begot, Baftard inftrutfed,Baftard in minde.Biiy 
in valour,in cuery thing illegitimate ; one BeareWinn- 
bite another, and wherefore fliould one Baftard? take 
heede,the quarrel’s moft ominous to vstifthcSonncof' 
whore fight for a whore, he tempts iudgeraent tfarewell 
Baftard. 

• • r Bafi. The diuell take theecoward. 

Enter Hetlor, 

Hrfh Mcft putrificcl core fo fairc without* 

Thy goodly armour thus hath coft thy life. 

Now is my dates worke done; Ik take good breath: 
Reft Sword, thou haft thy fill ofbloud and death. 
Enter Achilles and his Myrmidons, 

Achil t Looke Hellor bow the Simrie begins tofet; 
How ygTy night comes breathing at hisheelcs, 

Euen with the vaile and parking of the Sunne, 

To clofc the day vp, HettorsVifc is done, 

He£l % I am vnarm’d, forgoe this vantageGrccle. 
Achil Strike fcllowes.ftrike^thiais themanlfccic. 
SoIiiionfall thou : now Troy finke downe; 

Here lyes thy hcartjthy finewes, and thy bone. 

On Myrmidons,ciy you alt a mainc, 

Achilles hath the mighty HeElor fiairie, ‘Rctmt, 

Hirke, a retreat vpon our Grecian part. 

Cree . The Troian Trumpets founds the like rev Lord. 
Achi, The dragon wing of night orc-fpreds the eart 
And ftickler-like the Armies feperates 
My halfc fupt Sword 3 that frankly wouldhauefcd, 
Pleas'd with this dainty bed; thus goes to bed. 
Come, tye his body to my horfes rayle ; 

Along the fieU,I will the Troian trailer BctM* 
Sound Retreat, Shout, 

Enter Agamemnon., A tax, Menclans, Nffa, 

Diomed s and the reft marching, 

■ ■ . . • • ’ 

Aga, Harke,harke,whac fbouc is that ? 

Ncft . Peace Drums. 


Troylus and Crefsida, 


Sold. Achilles, Achilles,HeElor' s flainc,^c^^«. 

■jyie. The bruitc is, Hettor* s flaine,and by Achilles, 
yn. Jf it be fo.yet bragleffe let it be: 

Gtejt Hellor was a man as good as he. 

Mint. March patiently along; let one be fent 
To prav Achilles fee vs at our Tent, 
ifiuhis death the gods haue vs befrended, 

Great Troy is ours.and our iharpe wars are ended. 

Exeunt. 

Inter cAneas . Paris , Anthenor and Deiphcehtu. 
jPne. Stand hoe,yet arc we maifters of the field, 
fouer g oC b° me > ^ ere fl ari,c w « out the night. 

Enter Troylset. 
fro). Hellor is flaine. 

At He&trl the gods forbid. 
froj. Hee's dead : and at the murtherers Horfes taile, 
jnbeaftly fort, drag’d through the lhamefull Field I 
frowne on you heauenj, effefl your rage with fpeede: 
jit gods vpon your throanes,and fmile at Troy. 

I lay at once,let your briefe plagues be mercy, 

Andlingec not our fure deftru<ftion$ on, 
ytne. My Lord,you doe difcomfortaH theHofte. 
Troy, You vndcrftand menot,that tell mefo : 

[doenot fpeake offlight,offeare,ofdeath. 

Bur dare all imminence that gods and men, 

Addrefle their dangers in. Hellor is gone: 

Who (hall tell Priam fo ? or Hecuba} 
let him that will a fcreechoule aye be call'd, 

Goe in to Troy, aud fay ther t,Heitor s dead: 

There it» word will Priam turne to (tone; 

Make welt,and Niobcs of the maides and wiuet; 

Coole ftatues of the youth: and in a word, 

Scarre Ttoy out of it fclfe. But march away, 

Hiclir it dead: there ii no more to fay. 


Stay yet.* you vile abhominable T ents, 

Thus proudly pighc vpon our Phrygian plaincs: 

Let Titan rife as ea;ly as he dare. 

He through,and through you;3c thou great fiz’d coward: 
No fpace of Earth (bail funder our two hates. 

He haunt thee, like a wicked confidence (till. 

That mouldcth goblins fwift as frenfics thoughts. 

Strikes free march toTroy, with comfort goe: 

Hope ofreuenge,fhall hide our inward woe. 

Enter Pan darns. 

Tansl. But hcarey on ? heare you ? 

Troy. Hence broker, lackie,ignomy,and fliame 
Purfue thy life,and liue aye with thy name. Exeunt. 

Pan . A goodly medcineifor mine akingboneroh world, 
world.world ! thus is the poore agent difpifdc: Oh trai- 
cours and bawdes; how earneflly arcyou fet aworke,and 
how ill requited ? why fhotild our indeuour be fo defil’d, 
and the performance fo loath’d? What Vcrfiafor it? what 
inftance for it ? let me fee. 

Full merrily the humble Bee doth fing. 

Till he hath loft his hony,and his fting. 

And being once fubdu’d in armed taile, 

Sweete hony,and fweete notes together faile. 

Good tradersin the flefh.fct this in your painted cloathes- 
As many as be here of Panders hall, 

Your eyes halfe out, wcepe out at Pandar’s fall • 

Or if you cannot weepe,yet giuc fome grones} 

Though not for mc.yct for your akingbones: 

Brethren and fillers of the hold-dore trade, 

Some two months hence,my will fhall here be made: 

It (hould be now,but that my feare is this: 

Some galled Goofe of Winchefter would hiffe ; 

Till then, lie fweate, and feeke about for eafe* ; 

And at that time bequeath you my difeafes. Exeunt. 

IT f V 
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The Tragedy of Conolanus: 


d/Bus ‘Primus. Scocna Trim a. 



c„ t er a Company ofiMutinous Citiz,e»s, [with States, 
Clubs^and other weapons* 

V 

I. Citizen. 

Eforc we proceed any further, hears me lpC3ke. 
All Speakc,fpCcJ<c. 

I'Cit* You arc all refolu’d rather to dy then 

’cofamifh? 

All. Refolu'd, refolu’d. . . . f 

i Cit Firft you know, fonts Trl^rtins is chietc enemy 

to the people. ^ 

AH VVeknow t,weknow t. 

i ^.Letvs kill him,and vvee’l haue Come at our own 
.rice, Is’t a Verdi ft? 

P ^//.No more talking on’t; Let it be done,away,away 

, £it. One word, good Citizens. . 

i Cit. We ore accounted poore Citizens, the l airi- 
ciaos good'* what Authority furfets one would reiecue 
, s . Ifthey would yeeldc vs but the fuperflume while it 
were wholfome, wee might goefle they relceued vs hu¬ 
manely : But they thinkc wearc too deere, the Ieannelle 
that afflicts vs, the obie& of our trnfery, is as an inuento- 
tv to particularize their abundance, our fuffmnceisa 
ojine to them. Let vs rcuenge this with our 1 ’ikcs, ere 
wcbecome Rakes. For the Gods know, I ipeake this in 
hunger for Bread, not in thirft for Reuengc. 
j Cit. Would you proceedc efpecially againft Cains 

(JUrtius. 

All. Againft him firft: He’s a very dog to the Com. 
monalty- 

2 Cit. Confider you what Scruices he ha’s done for his 
Country i 

i.Cir. Very well, and could bee content to giue him 
good report for’t, but tli3t heepayeshimiclfe with bee- 
ing proud. 

All. Nay,but fpeak notmalicioufly. 
i.Cit. I fay vnto you, what he hath doneFamouflie, 
he did ic to that end : though foft eonfcicnc’d men can be 
content to fay it was for hisCouiurey,>hc did it to pleafe 
Hij Mother,and to be partly proud, which he is, eucuto 
the altitude of his vertue. 

i.Cir. What he cannot helpe in hisNacure, you ac¬ 
count a Vice in him ; Youmuft in no way fay he is co- 
uctous. 

I .fit. If [ fftuft not,I neede not be barren of Accufa- 
tiorts he hath faults (with furplus)to tyre in repetition. 

Sbervt smith in. 

What (howts arc thefe ? The other fide a’ch City is rifen: 
Why (lay we prating heerc? To th’Capitoll. 

All. Come,come. 


I 



1 Cit. 5ofc,who comes beerc? 

Enter Menemus Agrippa* 

2 Cit . Worthy Menenius eslgrippa, one that hath al- 
wayes louYl the people. 

1 Cir.He's one honeftcnoughjWold al the reft iverfo. 

Men. Whac work’s my Countrimen in hand ? 

Where go you with Bats and Clubs? The matter 
Speaker pray you. 

* z Cit * Our bufincs is not vnknownero th’Senar, they 
htue had inkling this fortnight whac we intend to do, vV 
now wee’i(hew cm in deeds: they fay poorcSneers haue 
firong breaths, they fhal know we haue ftrong arms too. 

7Y1cncn. Why Mafters,my good Friends, mine honeft 
NeighbourSjWill you vndoyour fclues ? 

2 Cit . We cannot Sir,we are vndone already* 

Men. I tell you Friends, mod charitable care 

Haue the Patricians of you for your wants. 

Your fuffering in this dearth, you m3y as well 
Strike at the Heauen with your (hues, as lift them 
Againft ihe Roman State,whofe courfe will on 
The way it takes: cracking ten thoufandCurbes 
Ofmoie ftfonglinkeafluntier, then can eucr 
Appcare in your impediment. Fo^the Dearth, 

The Gods, not the Patricians make it, and 
Your knees to them (not armes) muft helpe. Alacke, 

You are traniported by Calamity 
Thcther, where more attends you,and you (lander 
The Hclmes o’th State; who care for you like Fathers, 
When you cui fe them,as Enemies, 

2 Cit „ Care for vsfTrue indeed, they ncre car’d for vs 
yet. Suffer vs to famifh,and their Siore-houfcs crarnm’d 
with Graine: Make Edifts for Vfurie, to fupport Vfu- 
rers; repealc daily any wholfome Aft eftablifhed agdinft 
the rich, and preuide more piercing Statutes daily, to 
chainc vp and reftraine the poore. IftheWarres eate vs 
not vppe, they wills and there’s alltheloue theybeare 
vs. 

Afenen. Either you muft 
Confeflc your felues wondrous Malicious* 

Or be accus’d of Folly. I fhall tell you 
A pretty Tale, it may be you haue heard it, 

But fince it ferues my purpofe, I Will venture 
To fcalc’c a little more. 

% (itiz,en. Well, 

He hearc it Sir : yet you muft not thinke 
TofobbecfFour difgrace with a tale: . 

But arrd'c pleafe you deliuer. 

Men .There was a time, when all the bodies members 
Rebell’d againft the Belly; thus accus’d it: 

That onely like a Gulfc it did remainc 
_ a a _ TthJ 
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The Tragedte of forioUnm* 


y ’th midd’ft a th’body, idle and vna&iuc, 

Still cubbording the Viand, ncuer bearing 

Like labour with the reft, where th’other Inftrurocnt* 

Did fee,and heare, deuife, inftru&.walkejfeeic, 

And mutually participate, did minifter 
Vuto the appetite; and affection common 
Of the whole body, the Belly anlwer'd. 

2 -Cit. Well fir,what anfwer made the Belly* 

Men. Sir, I finll tell you with a kitide of Smile, 
Which ne’recauie from the Lungs, but euen thus: 

For looke you I may make the belly Smile, 

As well as fpeake, it tajntingly replyed 
To’thdifcontcnted Members, the mutinousparts 
That enuied his receite: euen fo mod fitly. 

As you malignc our Senators, for that 
They are notfuchasyou. 

2 .Cit. Your Bellies anfwer: What 
The Kingly crown’d head, the vigilant eye. 

The Counfailor Heart, the Arme our Souldier,f 
Our Steed the Legge, the Tongue our Trumpeter. 

With other Muniments and petty hclpes 

In this out Fabricke, if that they *. - - 

tJMen. What then? Forcme,this Fellow fpeakes. 
What then? What then ? 

2 Cit. Should by the Covmorant belly be reftrain’d. 
Who is the finke a th’body. 

Men, Well,what then? 

t.Cit, The former Agents,ifthey did complaine. 
What could the Belly anfwer? 

Men. I will tell you, 

If you’l beftow a fmall (of what you haue little) 

Patience awhile; you’ft heare the Bellies anfwer. 

2 .Cit. Y’arc long about it. 
cMen. Note me this good Friend ; 

Your mod graue Belly was deliberate, 

Not rafli like his Accufers,and thus anfwcrcd. 

True is it my Incorporate Friends(cjuoth he) 

That I veceiue the generall Food at full 
Which you do liuc vport: and fit it is, 

Becaufe lam the Store-houfe,and the Shop 
Ofthe whole Body. Buc,ifyou do remember, 

I fend it through theRiuersof your blood 

Euen to the Court, the Heart, to th’feate o'th’Braine, 

And through the Crankes and Offices of man. 

The ftrongeft Nerues, and fmall inferiour Veines 
From me rcceiue that naturall competencic 
Whereby they Hue. And though that all at once 
(You my good Fricnd$,this fayes the Belly) markc me. 

2 .Cit. I fir,well,well. 

Men. Though all at once, cannot 
See what I do deliucr out to each. 

Yet I can make my Awditvp,that all 
From me do backe receiuc the Flowre ofal!,! 

And leaue me but the Bran. What fay you too’t ? 

2 Cit. It was an anfwer,how apply you this ? 

Men. Tiie Senators of Rome, are this good Belly, 
And you the mutinous Members : For examine 
Their Counfiules, and their Carcs;difgeft things rightly. 
Touching the Wcale a’th Common, you fhall finde 
No publique benefit which you rcceiue 
But it proceeds,or comes from them to you, 

And no way from your felues. What do you thinke ? 
You, the great Toe of this Aflembly i 

z.Cit. I the great Toe ? Why the great Toe ? 

Men. For that being one o’th lovvcft,bafeft,pooreft 
Of this moft wife Rebellion, thou goeft formoft: 


Thou Rafcall, that art worft in blood to run 
Lead’d firft to win fome vantage. n * 

But make you ready your ftiffe bats and club, 

Rome,and her Rats,are at the point ofbarr.ii 
The one fidemufthaue baile. 3UeI1 » 

Enter Cashs Martini, 

Hayle, Noble tJMartiw, 

Mar .Thanks. What’s the matteryou diflem‘ 

That rubbing the poorc Itch of y 0Ur Opinion 
Make your felues Scabs. p nion » 

■z.Cit. We haue cuer your good word 

Mat .He that will giue good words to tW *•,« 
Beneath abhorring. What would you haue ’ W1 ‘ flat ta 
That like nor^cace.nor Warrc ?The one affJoK ^ Utr ' 5 ' 
The other rhakes you proud. He that trufts r!f ht * y ° u » 
Where he Ihould finde you Lyons,findcs y 0 , lT 1 ’ 
Where Foxes, Geefeyou are: Nofurer,ii 0 Harc,: 

Then is the coale of fire vpon the Ice ’ * 

OrHailftoneintheSun. Your Vcrtueis 
To make him worthy.whofe offence futxLcl,;*. 

And curie that luftice did it. Who deferues G?’ 
Deferues your Hate: and your Affeftions are eatntS ’ 
A fickmans Appetite; who dcfircs moft that 
Which would encreafe his euill. He that depends 
Vpon your fauours, fwimmes witbfinnes of'Leade 
And hewesdowncOakes,withrulhes.Haneve-rr„ft , 
With cuery Minute you dochangeaMinde/ ’ ™ yt 
And call him Noble, that was now your Hate- 
Him tilde, that was your Garland. What'g the 
That in tbefe fcucrall places oftheCitie, ' 

You cry againft the Noble Senate, who 
(Vnder the Gods) keepe you in awe, which elfe 
Would feede on one another? What’s their feekino ? 

Men. For Come at their owne rates,wherof chevf» 
The Citiei? well ftor’d. . y? 

(JVtar. Hang ’em : They fay ? 

They’l fit by th'fire, and prefume toknow 
What’s donei’th Capitoll: Who'sliketorife, 

. y^hothriucs,& who declines: Side fa&ions,&giue out 
Conie&urall Marriages, making parties ftrong, 

And feebling fuch as ft and not in their liking. 

Below their cobled Shooes.They fay ther’s grainenough? 
Would the Nobility lay afide their ruth, 

And let me yfe my Sword, I'de make a Qiiarrie 
With thoufands of thefe quarter’d flaues,ashigh 
As I could pickc my Lance. 

Menen. Nay thefe are almoft thoroughly perfwaded: 
For though abundantly they la eke diferetion 
Yet are they pafsing Cowardly. But I befcech you, 
What fayes the other Troope ? 

Mar. They are diffolu’d : Hang em; 

They faid they were an hungry, figh’d forthProuetbei 
That Hunger-broke ftone wa]s: that dogges mud eate 
That meate was made for mouths.That the gods fentnot 
Cornefor the Richmen onely: With thefeibreds 
They vented their Complainings, which being anfWd 
And a petition granted them,aftxangeone. 

To breake the heart ofgenerofity, 

And make bold power looke pale, they threw their caps 
As they would hang them on the homes a’th Moonc, 
.Shooting theirEmulation. 

Menen. \Vhac is graunted them? 

Mar. Fiue Tribunes to defend their vulgar wifdotni 
Of their owne choice. One’s Inmut "Bratus, 

Stcir.iHs Vtluttfs, and Iknownot, Sdeatb, 

.-Ik 
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- l^iTfliould haue firft vnroo’ft the City 
The r r-euayW with me; it will in time 
ErC onoower,and throw forth greater Theames 
Kiurrctfions arguing, , 

^ er.cn- This is ftrange. 

■ Go °er you home you Fragments. 

*’ 3 Enter a Mefenger hajtily. 

Me(f Where’s Cants Martins ? 

, t,-- Heere: what’s the matter ? 

,7 The newes is fir, the Volcies arc in Armes. 
fj' i a m glad on’c, then wc (hall ha mcancs to vent 
Our fuperfluity. See our beftElders- 

r,tcrSiciniu* Velrttu, Annus* Brtttm Cominim, Titus 
Eartnsi , with other Senatours. 

' sJMartim ’tis true,chat you haue lately told vs, 

The Volccs are in Armes. 

Mtr. They haue a Leader, 
pHta Jtsffidus* that will put you too’t: 

] linne in enuy ing his Nobility : 

^.d were I any thing but what I am, 

Ivvould wifhmeonelyhe. 

' Com . You haue fought together ? 

%ir. Were halfe to halfc the world by th’eares,& he 
vponmypartie, I'de reuolt to make 
Onely my warres with him. He is a Lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 

u Se». Tl.cn worthy Martim, 

Attend vpon Cominim to thefe Warres. 

Com. 1< h your former promife. 

Mar. Sir it is. 

And l am conftant: Titus Lvcim, thou 
Shale fee me ooce more ftrikeat TuIIhs face. 

What art thou rtiffc? Stand’ft out ? 
fit. No Caws Martins, 

Ilcleane vpon one Crutch,and fight with tother. 

Ereftay behindethis Bufineffe* 

Men. Oh true-bred. 

Sen . Your Company toMi'Capitol^wherc I know 
OurgreateftFriends attend vs. 

fit . Lead you on: Follow Commas >we mud followe 
you,right worthy you Priority. 

Corn. Noble yUartiur* 

Sen. Hence to your homes,be gone. 

Mar. Nay let them follow, 

The Voices haue much Corne: take thefe Rats thither. 
To gnaw their Garners. Worfliipfull Mutiners* 

Your valour puts wel 1 forth: Pray follow. Exeunt. 

Citizens fie ale away. Manet Sicin. efr Brutus. 

Sick. Was eucr man fo proud as is this Martins ? 

'Bru. Hchasnoequall. 

S’/tt/j.Whcn we were chofen Tribunes for thejpcople. 
Bnt. Mark’d you his lip and eyes. 

Sicin. Nay,but his taunts. 

Bni. Being mou’d,he will not fparc to gird the Gods, 
Stem. Bcmockc the modeft Moone. 

Brii. The prefent Warres dcuourc him, he is growoe 
Too proud to be fo valiant, 

Sicin . Such a Nature, tickled with good fnccc(fe,dif- 
daincsthefhadow whichhe treads on at noone,but I do 
wonder,his infolence can brooke to be commanded vn- 
der Comintm ? 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aymes. 

In whom already he’s well grac’d, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain’d then by 


A place below the firft: for what milcarries 
Shall be the Generals fault, chough he performe 
To thVtmoft of a man, and giddy cenfure 
Will then cry out of C Martins : Ch, if he 
Had borne the bufineffc. 

Sicin. Befides,ifthings go well. 

Opinion that fo ftickes on Martins, {hall 
Of hi s demerits rob CcmimtiS . 

*Brn. Come: halfe all Cominius Honors are to Martins 
Though Martins earn’d them not: and all his faults 
To Martins fhall be Honors, though indeed 
In ought he merit not. 

Sicini Let’s hencc,and heare 
How the difpatch is made,and in what fafhion 
More then his Angularity, he goes 
Vpon this prefent Adhon. 

Hra. Let’s along. Exeunt 

Enter Tuilus Anjfidius with Senators cfCoriolm. 

I .Sen, So, your opinion is Aujjtdtus, 

That they of Rome are entred in our Counfailes, 

And know how we procccde, 

Auf. Is it not yours? 

What cuer haue bin thought one in this State 
That could be brought to bodily a (ft, etc Rome 
Had circumuention : *tis not foure dayes gone 
Since I heard thence, thefe are the words, I thinke 
I^iaue the Letter heerc: ycs,hcere it is; 

They haue preft a Power*, but it is not knowne 
Whc ther for Eaft or Weft : the Dearth is great* 

The people Mutinous: And it is rumour’d, 

Comwius y Martius.y our old Enemy 
(Who is of Rome worfe hated then ofyou) 

And Titus Lartius > a moft valiant Roman, 

Thefe three leadc on this Preparation 
Whether 'tis bent: moft likely,'tis for you: 

Confider of it. 

1 .Sen. Our Aimie’s in the Field : 

We ncuer yet made doubt but Rome was ready < 

To anfwer vs# 

Auf. Nor did you thinke it folly, ' 

To keepe your great pretences vayl d, till when 
They needs muli (hew thcmidues,which in the hatching 
It fccmM appear’d co Rome. By the ditcouery. 

We fhalbe fhorened in our ayme, which was 
To take in many Townes, ere (almoft)Rome 
Should know we were a-foot. 

7 .Sen. Noble Anjfidius, 

Take your Commiftion, hyc you to your Bands, 

Let vs alone to guard (forioles 
Ifthey let downc before's: for the remoue 
Bring vp your Army : butfl thinke j you'l finde 
Th’hauc not prepar’d for vs. 

Auf O doubt not that, 

I fpeake from Certainties. Nay more, 

Some parcels of their Power are forth already* 

And onely hitherward. I leaue your Honors. 

If we? and Caius A4artius chance co meete, 

'Tis fwornc beeweene vs, we (ball cuer ftrike 
Till one can do no more. 

All. TheGocisafsiftyou. 

Auf And keepe your Honors fafe* 

i .Sen m Farewell. 

t.Sen, Farewell. 

All . Farewell. Exeunt mnes. 

a a 2 * r ! 

... 










i 1111111111111111111111 


i m in ii 1111 mi 11111111111111 ii 


l* m s* n w a it ot ec ec li 9E sc k ce ze ic oe a si a w s z n zz zz iz o z 6i si a 91 91 n ci zi u 01 6 

Mqqw'TQ ^mh nil mi nnne -in canwi 


Z.99V0Z LO 

SVOId 

































































The Tragedk of f oriolmiuT. 


Enter Volnmma and VirgilU, mother and wife to Martins : 
They fit them downs on two lowe ftooles andfiws. 

Volum A pray you daughter fing^or exprefle your felfc 
in a more comfortable fort : If my Sonne were my Huf- 
band, I fliould freelier reioycein that abfence wherein 
be wonne Honor, then in the ;embracemcnts of his Bed f 
where he would (hew moftlouc. When yet heewas but 
tender-bodied, and the onely Sonne of my womb; when 
youth with comelinefle pluck’d all gaz.c his way; when 
for a day ofKings entreaties,a Mother (hould not fel him 
anhoure from her beholding; I confidering how Honour 
would become fuch a perfon, that it was no better then 
Pi£hirc-like to hang by th’wall, if renownemadeit not 
ftirre, was pleas’d to let him feeke danger, where he was 
like to findc fame : Toacruell Warre I lent him, from 
whence he return’d,his browes bound with Oake. I tell 
thee Daughter, I fprang not more in ioy at firft hearing 
he was a Man-child, then now in firft feeing he had pro- 
ued himfelfe a man. 

Virg . But had he died in the Sufineflc Madame, how 
then? 

Volum* Then his good report fhouldhauebeeoe my 
Sonne, I therein wouldhauc found iflue. Hearc me pro- 
feffe fincerely, had I a dozen Tons each in my louc alike, 
and none lcfl'e decrc then thine, and my good Martins, J 
had rather had eleuen dye Nobly for their Couuircy,ihen 
one volupcuoufly furfet out of Aftion. 

Enter a Gentlewoman. 

Gent • Madam the Lady Valeria is come to vifit you, 
Virg. Bclccchyou giuemeleaue to retire my icifc. 
Volum* Indeed you Hull not: 

Me thinkes, I heare hither your Husbands Drummc: 

J Sec him plucke *s4nfftdins downe by th’hairc : 

(As children from a Beare) ih c Voices fhunninghim ; 

Me thinkes 1 lee him ftampe thus, and call thus, 

Come on you Cowards,you were got in fearc 
Though you w etc borne in Rome ; his bloody brow 
With hjs mail’d hand, then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a Harueft man, that task’d to mowe 
Qf all,or loofchis hyre. 

Virg. His bloody Brow ? Oh Iupiter, no blood, 

Volum. Away you Foole; it more becomes a man 1 
Then gilt his Trophe. The b: efts of Hecuba 
When flic did fuckle Heitor , look’d not louclicr 
Then Hectors for head, when it fpit forth blood 
At Grecian fword# Contenning ) tell Valeria 
J We arc fit to bid her welcome. Exit Gent , 

Vir* Heauens blcfle my Lord from fell Aufftdius* 

Voly Hee’l beat Anjftdius head below his knee. 

And treade vpon his ncckc. 

Enter Valeria with an Vjher , and a Gentlewoman # 

Vat. My Ladies both good day toyou #i 
VoU Sweet Madam, 

Vir* I am glad to fee your Ladyfhip. 

Vat. How do you both ? Youaremanifefthoufc-kee- 
pers. What arc you fowing heere ? A fine fpotte in good 
faith. How does your little Sonne ? 

Vir. I thanke your Lady-fhip : Well good Madam. 

V >/. He had rather fee the fwords, and hearc a Drum, 
then Jooke vpon his Schoolmaftcr. 

V*1. A my word the Fathers Sonne: lie fwcare ’tis a 
very pretty boy. A my troth,1 look’d vpon him a Wcnf- 
dayhalfe anhoure together : ha’s fuch a confirm’d coun- 


tenance. I faw him run after a gilded 
*»c caught it,he let it go againe, and after it *?.* & 

Uer and ouer he comes,and vp againe: catch • e,l N 
whether his fall enrag'd him, or how ’ tWas J W ^o, 

his teeth, and teare it. Oh, I warrant how he d,d H 

“ ,an,n >ocl l 


It. 


'Oil 


Vol. One on’s Fathers moods. 

Val. Indeed la, tis a Noble childe, 

Virg. ACrackeMadam. 

VM. Come, lay afide your fiitchery, 

play the idle Hufwife with me this afternoon. Ut J ( 
Virg. No (good Madam) 

I will not out of doores. 

Val. Not out of doores? 

Volum. She (hall the (hall. 

Virg. Indeed no, by your patience? U enn ; 
threfhold, till my Lord rcturne from the W->r tllc 
Val. Fye, you confine your felte moft vnrclr ,, 
Come,you muft go vifu the good Lady that li. ^ ; 

Vtrg. I will wifli her fpeedy ilrength, an?.r i 
with my prayers : but ] cannot go thither. ?l 
Volum. Why) pray you. 

Vlug. Tis not to fauc labour,nor that I want L 
Val. You would be another Penelope :yzi t u.,,,- Ue ‘ , 
theyearne thefpun in VliJJes abfcncc, didbutfill 
full of Mothes. Come,’ would your Cambrick J e fcfen 
fiblc as your finger that you might leauc pricking 2 
piue. Come you (hall go with vs. ° ° r 

foonh" No S oodMada,n > Pa^on me, indeed I will Dol 

Val. In truth la go with me, and He tell you„ C el| cm 
newesofyour Husband. 11 

Virg. Oh good Madam,there canbenoneyet 

Val. Verily I do not left with you: there came ncw« 
from him laft night. 

Vir. Indeed Madam. 

Val. In c arneft it’s true j I hear d a Senatour fpcakeit. 
Thus it is: the Voleics haue an Army forth, againft 46 
Cominius the Generali is gone, with one part of ourR 0 . 
manepower. Your Lord, and Titus Last,ns ,are fetdown 
before their Citie Carioles, they nothing doubt preuai- 
Ung.and to make it breefe Warrcs. This is true ou mine 
Honor,and fo I pray go with vs. 

Vtrg, Glue me excufegood Madame, I will obey you 
ineuery thing heercafter. 

Vol. Let her alone Ladie,a$fhe is now: 

She will but difeafe our better mirth. 

Valeria. In troth I thinke (he would : 

Fare you well then. Come good fweet Ladie. 
Ptythee Vrrgilia turne thy folcmncfle out a doote, 

And go along with vs. 

Virgil. No 

At a word Madam; Indeed I muft not,' 

I wifh you much mirth. 

Val. Well, then farewell. ExmtLdti 

Eater CMartitu, Titm Lartius, with DrummondCo* 
lours, with C apt antes and Souldiers, at 
before the City Coriaim: to them 
a UMefcnger. 

Martins. Yonder comes Newer t 
A Wager they haue met. 

Ear. My horle toyours,no. 

Mar . Tis done. 
hart. Agreed. 

M*r.\ 
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—vrr Say,ha’s our Generali met the Enemy ? 

they lye in view, but haue not fpokc as yet. 
Urt. So,the good Horfe is mine. 

Z.' lie buy him of you. 

r rt No He n° r fcljnor giue himtLend you him I will 
, u.ife a hundred yearcs: Summon the Towne. 

HowfarreoffliethefeArmies? 

Mir Within this mile and halfe. 

Then (hall we hearc their Larum, & they Ours. 
M 0V v Mars, I ptythee make vs quicke in worke, 
ti t we with fmoaking lwords may march from hence 
po helpe our fielded Friends. Come, blow thy blaft. 

fkij Sound a Parley : Pater two Senators with others on 
tlse Wattes ofCortaltu. 
hsAtftdious,** he within your Walles ? 
j $tnat. No,nor a man that fearcs you lefle then he^ 
Xhat’s leffer then a little Drum afarre of. 

Hearkc, <> UI Drumnics 

Arc bringing forth our youth : Wee’lbreake our Walles 
Rather then they fhall pound vs vp our Gates, 

Which yet leeme fbut, we haue but pin’d with Ruflics, 
They’lc open of themfelues. Harke you, farre off 

t/1 larum farre of. 

There is Aufidious. Lift what worke he makes 
Among ft your clouen Army. 

More. Oh they are at it. 

Ltrt. Their noife be our inftru&ion. Ladders hoa. 

Enter the Army of the Voices. 

CM«r. They feare vs not, but iflue forth their Citie. 
Now put your Shields before your hearts,and fight 
With hearts more proofe then Shields. 

Aduance braue Titus, 

They dodifdainc vs much beyond our Thoughts, 
which makes me fweat with wrath. Come on my fellows 
He that retires, lie take him for a Vdee. 

And he fhall feele mine edge. 

Alarum.the Romans are beat backjo their Trenches 
Enter Marttus fur fag. 

Mar. All the contagion of the South,light on you, 
You Shames of Rome :you Heard of Byles and Plagues 
Plaifter you o’re.that you may be abhorr’d 
Farther then feene,and one infedt another 
Againft the Winde a mile : you foulcs of Geefe, 

That beare the fhapes of men,howhaue you run 
From Slaues, that Apes would beate ; Pluto and Hell, 

All hurt behinde, backes red, and faces pale 

With flight and agued feare, mend and charge home, 

Or by the fires of heauen. He leauc the Foe, 

And make my Warrcs on you : Looketoo’t: Come on, 
Ifyou’l (land faft, wee’l beate them to their Wiues, 

As they vs to our Trenches followes. 

Another Alarum, and Martins followes them to 
gates, and is (but in. 

So,now the gates are ope: now prone good Seconds, 

Tis for the followers Fortune, widens them, 

Not for the flyers: Markeme,anddothclike. 

8 Enter the Cats. 

t.Sol, Foole-hardinefle, not I. 

2 -Sol. Norl. 

i .Sol. See they haue (hut him in. lAlamm continues 
All. To th'pot I warrant him. Enter Titus Lartius 
Tit. What is become of cMartius ? 

^.Slaine (Sir)doubtlefle. 
i.Sol. Following the Flyers at the very heeles. 


The Tragedie of foriolanus. 




With them he enters: who vpon the fodaine 
Clapt to their Gatcs.hc is himlclfe alone, 

To anfwer all the City. 

Ear. Ok Noble Fellow ! 

Who fcnfibly out-darcs his fencelefle Sword, 

And when it bowes,ftand’ft vp: Thou art left (JMartius, 

A Carbuncle intire: as big as thou art 
Wcare not fo rich a Iewell. Thou.was’t aSouldier 
Eucn to Caines wifh.not fierce and terrible 
Oncly in ftrokes, but with thy grim looke$,and 
The Thunder-like percuflion of thy founds 
Thou mad’ft thine enemies fhake,as if the World 
W ere Feauorous, and did tremble. 

Enter Martins bleedings faulted by the Enemy. 
i .Sol. LookcSir, 

Ear. O ’tis Marttus. 

Let’s fetch him off,or make remaine alike. 

They fight, and dl! enter the City. 

Enter certaine Romanes withJpoiles. 
l.Rom. This will I carry to Rome. 
l.Rom. And I this. 

3 .Rom. A Murrain on’c, I tooke this for Siluer. exeunt. 
Alarum continues fill afarre of. 

Enter Martins y and Titus with a Trumpet. 

Mar. See heere thefe moucrs,thai do prize their hours 
At a crack’d Drachme: Cufhion*,Leaden Spooncs, 

Irons of a Doit, Dublets that Hangmen would 
Bury with thofe that wore them. Thefe bafe flaues. 

Ere yet the fight be done,packe vp.downe with them. 
And harke, what noy fc the Generali makes: To him 
There is the man of my foules hate, Aufidious, 

Piercing our Romanes : Then Valiant Titus take 
ConuenientNumbers to make good the City, 

Whil’ft I with thofe that haue the fpirit,wil hafte 
To helpe Cominius; 

Ear. Worthy Sir, thou bleed’ft. 

Thy exercilehath bin too violent, 

For a fccond courfe of Fight. 

Mar, Sir,praifemenot: 

My worke hath yet not warm’d me. Fare you well; 

The blood I drop, is rather Phyficall 
Then dangerous to me; To Auftdicus thus,I will appear 
Ear. Now the faircGoddefle Fortune, (and fight. 
Fall deepe in loue with thee.and her great charmes 
Mifguide thyOppofers fwords. Bold Gentleman: 
Profpcrity be thy Page. 

Mar, Thy Friend no lefle. 

Then thofe fhe placeth higheft: So fareyvell. 

Lar. Thou wort'nieft Marttus , 

Go found thy Trumpet in the Market place , / 

Call thither ail the Officers a’th’Towne, 

Where they fhall know our minde. Away. Exeunt 

Enter Cominius as it were in ret ire,with foldiers. 

Com. Breath you my friends,wel foughc,we.arc come 
Like Romans,neither foolifh in our Hands, (off. 

Nor Cowardly in retyre: Belecue me Sirs, 

We fhall be charg’d againe. Whiles we haue ftrooke 
By Interims and conueying gufts,we haue heard 
The Charges of out Friends. The Roman Gods, 

Lcsde their fuccefles,as we wifhour owne. 

That both our powers,with finding Fronts encountring, 
May giue you thankfull Sacrifice. Thy Newes ? 

Enter a Mefeager. 

Mef. TheCittizcns ofCorioles haueyflued, 

And giuen to Lartius and to Martins Battailc: 

___aa 3 Ifayy/ 
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I faw our party to their Trenches driuen. 

And then I came away. 

Com. Though thou fpeakeft truth. 

Me thinkes thou fpcak n not well. How long is’t fince ? 

Mef* Aboue an hoUrc,my Lord. 

Com ?Tis not a mile: briefely we heard their drummes. 
How could’ft thou in a mile confound an houre. 

And bring thy Ncwes fo late ? 

Mef. Spies of the Voices 
Held me in chace, that I was forc’d to whcele 
Three or foure miles about, elfe had I fir 
Halfe art houre fince brought my report. 


The T ra gedie of QmoUnus. 


Enter (Martins • 

Com. Whofe yonder, 

That doe's appeare as he were Flead ?0 Gods, 

He has the ftampe of Martins ,and I haue 
Before time feene him thus. 

Jliar. Gomel too late? 

Cow.The Shepherd knowes not Thunder fro a Taber, 
More then I know the found of Martins Tongue 
From euery meaner man, 

Martins. Come I too late ? 

Com. I, ifyou come not in the blood of others,' 

But mantled in your owne. 

Mart. Oh* let me clip ye 
In Armes as found, as when I woo’d in heart; 

As merry, as when our Nuptiall day was done. 

And Tapers burnt to Bedward. 

Cow.Flowcr of Warriors, how is’t with Titns Lartim} 
Mar. As with a man bulled about Decrees : 
Condemning fome to death, and fome to exile, 
Ranfoming him, or pittying, threatning th’other; 

I Holding Corioles in the name of Rome, 

1 Euen like a fawning Grey-hound in the Lealh, 

To let him flip at will. 

Com. Where is that Slaue 

Which told me they had beate you to your Trenches ? 
Where is he? Call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone. 

He did informe the truth: but for our Gentlemen, 

The common file,(a plague-Tribunes for them) 
TheMoufene’re(huun’dtheCat,as they did budge 
FromRafcals worfe then they. 

Com. But how preuail’d you ? 

Mar. Will the time ferue to tell, I do not thinkc: 
Where is the enemy? Are you Lords a th Field ? 

If not,why ceafe you till you are fo ? 

Com. (Martins, wehaue at difaduantagefought, 

And did retyreto win our purpofe. 

Mar. How lies their Batcell? Know you on fide 
They haue plac’d their men of truft ? 

Com. As I gueffe Martins, 

Their Bands i’th Vaward are the Antients 
Of their beft truft: O re them Aujfidious, 

Their very heart of Hope. 

Mar. Idobefecchyou, 

Byallthe Battailes wherein we haue fought. 

By th’Blood we haue fhed together, 

By th’Vowes we haue made 
To endure Friends, that you dire&ly fet me 
Againft Ajfiidions, and his Antiats, 

And that you not delay theprefent (but 
Filling the aire with Swords aduanc’d)and Darts, 

We proue this very houre. 

Com. Though I could with. 



You were conduced to a gentle Bach, 

And Balmes applyed to you, yet dare I neuer 
Deny your asking, take your choice of thofe 
That beft can aydeyour aftion. 

Mar. Thofe arc they 

That moft are willing; if any fuch beheere 
(As it were finne to doubt)that loue this 
Wherein you fee me fmear’d, if any f carc ^ tln ® 
Leflen his perfon, then an ill report: 

If any thinkc, braue death out-weig’nes bad Iif 
And that his Countries deerer then hirnfelfc ** 

Let him alone: Or fo many fo minded * 

Waue thus to exprefle his difpofition* 

And follow Martins. 

Tbej all/bom and want their/words,tahe , m . , 

Armes,and cafi vp their Caps , ^ m ! >lf 

Oh me alone, make you a 1 word of me : 

If thefe fhewes be not outward, which ofyou 
But is foure Voices} None of you, but is 7 
Able to beare againft the great Anffidions 
A Shield, as hard as his. A certaine number 
(Though thankes to all) mufti (deft from all .• 

The reft fhall beare the bufinefle in fome other fip 
(As caufe will be obey’d:) pleafe you to March ' 

And foure fhall quickly draw out my Command 
Which men are beft inclin’d. 1 

Com. March on my Fcllowes: 

Make good this oftentation,and you lhall 
Diuideinall,wkh vs. 

Titns Lanins, hantngfet a guard vpon Corioles, going wM, 
T>rum andTrumpet toward Cominitu,«nd Cains Mir- 
tins, Enters with a Lieutenant, other Stuldmrs, and 4 
Scout . 

Lars So,let the Ports be guarded; keepe your Duties 
As I haue fet them downe. If I do fend.difpatch 
Thofe Centuries to our ayd,the reft will fetue 
For a ftiort holding, if we loofe theField, 

We cannot keepe theTownc. 

Lieu. Fearenotourc-areSir. 

Lert. Hence;and fliut your gates vpon’s: 

Our Guider come, toth’Roman Campe conduft vs.Eair 

Alarum, as in Batts,It. 

Enter Martins and Auffidins at ftutral doores. 

Mar. lie fight with none but thee,forldohatethce 
Worfe then a Promife-brcaker. 

Anffitd. We hate alike : 

Not Affiricke owncs a Serpent I abhorre 
More then thy Fame and Enuy: Fix thy foot. 

Mar. Let the firft Budger dye the others Slaue, 
And the Gods doome him after. 

Auf. If I flye (JWartins,hollow me like a Hare. 
Mar. Within thefe three houres TuUus 
Alone I fought in your Corioles walles. 

And made what worke I pleas’d: ’Tis not my blood, 
Wherein thou feeft me maskt, for thy Reuenge 
Wrench vp thy power to th’higheft. 

Auf. Wer’c thou the Hdlor f 
That was the whip of your bragg’d Progeny, 
Thoufihould’ftnotfcapemehecre. . 

Heere they fight, and ce, taint Volees come in the at/ 
of Auffi■ Martins fights tel they be driutn in treat 1 tt. 
Officious and not vaIiant,vou haue ftiam’d me 
In your condemned Seconds. 


The Tragedie of Qjriolanffl » 


Floarifr- 


fWatMW* 


■n. Alarum- tA Retreat is founded. Enter at 
^ne Voore Commit, vitb the Romanes : At 
another Doore (Martins, with kts 
Arm* in a Scarfe. 

■ . If I flaould tell thee o’re this thy dayes Worke, 
Thook not bcleeuc thy deed*: but lie report it, 

2L senators (hall mingle teares with (miles, 
r? oreat Patricians (hall attend,and fhrug, 

VV f nd^admire: where Ladies (hall be frighted, 

Gladly quak’d,hearc more: where the dullTnbunes, 
Xith the fuftie Plebeans.hate thine Honors, 

J5 r a - againft their hearts, We thanke the Gods 
on Rome hath fuch a Souldier. 

Yet cam’ft th° u to 3 Morfell of this Feaft, 

Hauing fully din’d before. 

Enter Titus with his Power,from the Purfuit. 

TittuLartius. Oh Generali: 

Here is the Steed, wee the Caparifon: 

Hadft thou beheld— 

Martins. Pray now.no more: 

My Mother, who ha’s a Charter to extoll herBIoud, 

When (he do’s prayfe me, grieues me : 

I haue done as you haue donc } that’$ what I can. 

Induc’d as you haue beene,that’s for my Countrey: 

He that ha’s but effeded his good will, 

Hath ouerta’ne mine Ad. . 

Com. You (hall not be the Graue of your dclerumg, 
Rome muft know the value of her owne: 

’Tvvere a Concealment worle then a Theft, 

Noleffethcn aTraducetnent, 

To hide your doings,and to filence that, 

Which to the fpire.and top of prayfes vouch’d. 

Would feemc but modeft: therefore I befecch you. 

In figne of what you arc, not to reward 

What you haue done,before our Armie heare me. 

Martins. I haue fome Wounds vpon me,and they fmart 
To heare themfelucs remembred. 

Com. Should they not: 

Well might they feftcr ’gainft Ingratitude, 

And tent themfelucs with death: of all the Horfes, 
Whereof we haue ta’ne good, and good ftore of all, 
TheTreafurc in this field atchicued,and Citie, 

We render you the Tenth,to be ta’nc forth. 

Before the common diftribution, 

At your onely choy fc. 

C Martins. I thanke you Geoerall: 

But caunot make my heart confcnt to take 
ABribe,to pay my Sword: I doe refufe it. 

And (land vpon my common part with thofe. 

That haue beheld the doing. 

A long flour ifh. They all cry, Martins, Martins , 
cafi vp their Caps and Launces : Cominius 
and Lartiut ft and bare. 

Mar May thefe fame In ftruments,which you prophane, 
Neuer found more:when Drums andTrumpet* (hall 
Tth’field proue flattercrs,let Courts and Cities be 
Made all of falfe-fac’d foothing: 

When Steele growes foft.as the Parafites Silke, 

Let him be made an Ouerture for th’ Warres: 

No more I fay, for that I haue not wafh’d 


My Nofe that bled,or foyl’d fome debile Wretch, 

Which without notc,herc’s many elfe haue done. 

You fhootmc forth in acclamations hyperbohcall. 

As if I lou’d my little (hould be dieted 
In prayfes, fawc’ft with Lyes. 

Com. Too modeft are you : 

More cruell to your good report,then gratctull 
To vs.that giue you truly: by your patience. 

If’ealnft your fclfe you be incens’d,wec’Ie put you 
(Like one that meanes his proper harme) in Manacles, 
Then reafon fafely with you: Therefore be it knownc, 
As to vs,to all the World.That Cams Martins 
Wearcs this Warres Garland: in token of the which. 
My Noble Steed,knowne to the Campe,T giue him. 
With all his trim belonging; and from this time. 

For what he did before Corioles , call him. 

With all th’applaufe and Clamor of the Hoaft, 

(Marcus Caius Coriolanus. Beare th’addition Nobly cuer? 

Flourijh. Trumpets fonnd,and Drums. 

Omnes. Marcus Cams Coriolanus . 

Martins. I will goe waflh: 

And when my Face is faire, you fhall perceiue 
Whether I blufh.or no: howbeit,I thanke you, 

I mesne to ftride your Steed,and at all times 
To vnder-creft your good Addition, 

To th’fairencfleofmypower. 

Com. So,to our Tent: 

Where ere we doe repofe vs,we will write 
To Rome of our fuccefle : you Titns Lartm 
Muft to Corioles backe, fend vs to Rome 
The beft,with whom we may articulate. 

For their owne good,and ours. 

Larttus. I fhal!,my Lord. 

Martins. The Gods begin to mockeuie: 

I that now refus’d moft Princely gifts. 

Am bound to begge of my Lord Generali. 

Com. Tak’t,’tis yours ; what is’t ? 

Martins. I fometime lay here in Corioles , 

At a poore mans houfe: he vs’d me kindly. 

He cry’d to me : 1 faw him Prifoner: 

But then Anjfidtns was within my view, 

And Wrath o’re-whclm’d my pittie : I requeft you 
To giue my poore Hoft freedome. 

Com. Oh well begg’d: 

Were he the Butcher of niy Sonne,he fhould 
Be free,as is the Winde: deliuer \nm t Titns. 

Lartins. Martins, his Name. 

Martins. By Inpiter forgot: 

I am wcarie, yca,my memorie is tyr’d: 

Haue we no Wine here ? 

Com. Goe we to our Tents 
The bloud vpon your Vifage dryes,*tis time 
It fhould be Iookt too: come. Exeunt. 

Afionri/h. Cornets. Enter Tullns Au/fidittf 
blouditfWith two or three Sotildiors. 


Anffi. The Towne is ta’ne. 

Sonld. ’Twillbe dcliticr’d backe on good Condition. 
An/fid. Condition? 

I would I were a Roman, for I cannot. 

Being a Voice,bz that I am. Condition ? 

What good Condition can a Treatie finde 
I’th’part that is at mercy ? fiue times, Martins, 

I haue fought with thee; fo often haft thou beat me: 
And would’ft doe fo,I thinke,(Rould we encounter 
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As often as we cate* By th’Elements, 

If ere againe I meet him beard to beard, 

He’s mine, or I am his: Mine Emulation 
Hath not that Honor in’t it had: For where 
1 thought to cruft him in an equall Force, 

True Sword to Sword: lie potche at him fome way. 

Or Wrath,or Craft may get him. 

Sol. He's the diucll. 

Auf. Bolder,though not fo fubtlc:my valors poifon’d. 
With onely fuff'ring ftainc by him: for him 
Shall flycout of it lelfe, norfleepc, nor fan&uary. 

Being naked, fickc; nor Phane,nor Capitoll, 

The Prayers of Priefts, nor times ofSaerificc: 
Embarquements all of Fury.fhall lift vp 
Their rotten Priuiledge, and Cuftomc ’gainft 
My hate to Martins. Where I finde him, were it 
At home, vpon my Brothers Guard, euen there 
Againft the hofpitable Canon, would I 
Waft my fierce hand in’s heart. Go you to th’Citie, 
Learne how ’tis held, and what they ate that muft 
BeHoftages for Rome. 

Soul. Will not you go ? 

Auf. I am attended at the Cyprus groue. I pray you 
(’Tis South the City Mils) bring me word thither 
How the world goes: that to the pace of it 
I may fpurre on my iourncy. 

Soul. I (hall fir. 


The Tragedie ofQorioUnus. 


ABus Secundus. 


Enter Menenim with the two Tribunes of the 
peoplCjSiciniHs & 'Brutus< 

Men. The Agurer tels me, wee ft all haue Ncwes to 
night. 

Bru. Good or bid? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they loue not Martins. 

Sicin. Nature teaches Beads to know their Friends. 

Men. Pray you, who does the Wolfe loue ? 

Stein. The Lambe. 

Men. I,to deuour him,as the hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble Marti us ■. 

Bru. He’s a Lambe indeed, thatbaes like a Beare. 
Men. Hee’s a Beare indeede, that liues like a Lambe. 
You two are old men, tell me one thing that 1 ftall aske 
you. 

Both. Well fir. 

Men. In what enormity is Martins poore in,that you 
two haue not in abundance ? 

Bru. He’s poorc in no one fault, but ftor’d withall. 
Sicin. .Efpecially in Pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boafting. 

LMen. This is Orange now : Do you two know,how 
you are ccnfured hecre in the City,I mean of vs a’th’right 
hand File, do you? 

Both, Why? ho ware wecenfur’d? 

Men. Becaufe you talke of Pride now, willyounot 

beanery. 

Both, Well, well fir,well. 

Men. Why ’tis no great mattdr: for a very little theefe 
ofOccafion, willrob you of a great deale of Patience: 


Giue your difpofitions the reincs~7^kl~'~~— 
pleafurcs (at cheIcaft)ifyou take it as apl'^^i 
being fo: you blame Martins for bein e ? reto you 
Brut. Wc do it not aIonc,fir. 8pr ° Utl - , n 
Men. I know you can doe* very little 1 
helpes arc many, or clfe your anions would"'’ f ° r 
drous fingle: your abilities are to Infant-liL 8 ^^. 
much alone. Y ou talke of Pride: Oh, that l ’ f ° r d °»inp 
your eyes toward the Napes of y OUr ncc J° Uc ° ul d< 
but an Intcriour furuey of your good lelues nu ^ 
could. Ollth atvoi 

Both. What then fir? 

Men. Why then you ftould difeouer, K 
menting,proud, violent, teftie Ma°ift rat JV, rac ' 0 fvn 
as any in Rome. ® rate$ ( al Us Fo 0 l Cs , 

Sicin. Menenius, you are knownc welUr, , 

Men. I am knowne to be a humorous fc,?° U§h t0 °- 
one that loues a cup ofhot Wine.with not > and 
ing Tiber in’t : Said,to be fomeching i mpe S P ° f fjla y- 
ring the firft complaint, hafty and Tinder lit 1D fau ° u - 
triuiall motion : One, that conuerfes morV, * . Vppon >to 
cocke of the night,then with the forhead fi f rfl* theBut ’ 
What I think, I vttcr,and fpend my malke jn 
Meeting two fuch Wcales men as you are n y breatb ' 
you Licurgttffes,) if the drinkc you giue mc , “? Rot CJ » 
lat aduerfty, I make a crooked face at it r V 
Worftippes haue deliuer’d the matter well 
the Aftc in compound, with the Maior part of r findc 
bles. And though I muft be content to^eare withth^ 
that fay y<* atereuerend graucmen,ye tt h cv 
that tell you haue good faces, if y 0 y fee thl ^ t'S 
of my Microcode, followes it that I am knowne h ^ ap 

nough too? What harme can your beefome CoS * 
ties gicane out of this Charter, if I be knowne S' 
nough too. vvclic " 

Bru. Come fir come, we know you well enough 

Menen. You know neither mee, vourfcWc „ ’ 
thing: you arc ambitious, forpoore^knaucs'cappHi^ 
legges : you vveare out a good wholefome Forenoon 
.hearing a caufe betweenean Orendge w.fe, andaForfc! 
feller, and then reiournc the Controuerfieof three-pcnc* 
to a fccond day of A udience. When you are hearing a 

? ndp3rt ^ if > ou chauncet ° bee 
pinch d with the Collicke, you make faces like Mum- 

mers, fet vp the bloodieFlagge againft all Patience, and 
in roaring tor a Chamber-pot, difmiffe the Controuerfie 

bleeding, the more intanglcd by your hearing : All the 

pcaceyou makein their Caufe, is calling both the parties 
Knaucs. You *rc a payre offtrangc ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you arc well vnderfloodtobeea 

theCap7tSn bCr forthe Tablc > tbcnancceffar y Bcnch « in 

Men. Our very Priefts muft become Mockers, ifrhey 
Ihall encounter luch ridiculous Subie&s as you arc, when 
you fpeake beft vnto the purpofc# It is not woorchthe 
wagging of your Beards, and your Beards deferuenotfo 
honourable a grauc,as to ftuflfc a Bptchcrs Cufoion,or to 
be intomb d in an AflesPacke-faddle; yet you muft bee 
feying, Mtrtius is proud : whokiacheapc eftimation,i5 
worth all your predcccflbrs, fince Deucalion y though per- 
aduenturc fome of the beft of'em were hercdicarie hang, 
men. Godden to your Wor/hips, more of your conrer- 
fation would infefl: my Braine, being the Heardfmenof 
theBeattlyPlebcans. 1 will be bold to take my leaueof 
you. 

^ru. and Stic, vJfidc* 

£*ttr 


The Tragedie of foriolanus. 


Enter V’oluntina,VirgiHa,<vtd Valeria. 

now (my as faire as Noble) Ladyes.and the Mocne 
ere lh« Earthly, no Nobler; whither doe you follow 
^ nr Eves f° f*ft ? 

Honorable Menenius, my Boy Martins appro- 
u es: for the loue of luno let’s goe. 

CP Menen. Ha? Martins comminghome? 
j’ulunt. I,worthy Menenitu, and with moft profperous 

morobation. 

V»f»- Take my Cappc Jupiter ,and I thanke thee: 
fro,Marti** comming home ? 
liaises. Nay/cis true. 

Yolum. Looke,here’s a Letter from him,the State hath 
another, his Wife another, and (I thinkc) there’s one at 
home for you. 

Menen. I will make my very houfe reele tonight: 
ALeitcrforme? 

Vir^it. Yes ccrtaine,there’s a Letter for you,l faw’t. 
Menen. A Letter for me ? it giues me an Eftate of fe- 
uenyeercs health; in which time, I will make a Lippe at 
thePhyliciaritTbe moft foueraigne Prescription in Galen , 
isbutEmperickqutique; and to this Preleruatiue, of no 
belter report then a Horfe-drench. Is he not wounded ? 
be was wont to come home wounded? 
y,rgsl. Oh p.o,no,no. 

Velum. Oh,he is wounded,! thanke the Gods for’t. 
Menen. So doe I too, if it be not too much : brings a 
Viftorie in his Pockct?thc wounds become him. 

Velum. On’s Browes : Menentus ,hec comes the third 
time home with the Oaken Garland. 

Menen. Ha’s he difeiplin’d Aaffidiue foundly ? 

Volum. Titus Lartiue writes,thcy fought together,but 
Juffidiue got off. 

Menen. And ’twas time for him too, lie warrant him 
that: and he had flay’d by him.I would not haue been fo 
fiddjous’d, for all the Chcfts in Carioles, and the Gold 
that’s in them. Is the Senate pofteft of this ? 

Velum. Good Ladies let’s goe. Yes, yes, yes : The 
Senate ha’s Letters from the Generali,wherein hec giucs 
mySonne the whole Name of the Warre: he hath in this 
stlion out-done his former deeds doubly. 

Valer. In troth,there’s wondrous things fpoke of him. 
Menen. Wondrous: I,I warrant you, and not with¬ 
out his true purchafing. 

Virgil. The Gods graunt them true. 

Velum. True?powwaw. 

Ment. True ? lie be fworne they are true: where is 
hce wounded,God fauc your good Worftips ? ( JWartius 
is comming home: hee ha’s more caufe to be prowd: 
where is he wounded ? 

Velum. Ith’ Shoulder,and ith’ left Armc: there will be 
large Cicatrices to ftew the People, when hee ftall ftand 
for his place: he receiued in the rcpulfc of Tar quin feuen 
hurts ith’ Body. 

Mene. One ith’ Neck,and two ith’Thigh,there’s nine 
that I know. 

Volum, Hee had, before this laft Expedition, twentic 
due Wounds vpon him. 

Menc. Now it’s twentie feuen ; euery gaft was an 
Enemies Graue. Hearkc,the Trumpers. 

A (bowt , and fleuri/h. 

Volum. Thefe are the Vfters of c ’Martins ; 

Before him,hee carrycs Noyfe; 

And bchindc him,hce lcaues Teares: 


Death,that darke Spirit, in’s ncruie Arme doth lye, 
Which being aduaac’d,dedines,and then men dye. 

Sennet. Trumpets found. 

Enter Comtnisu the Generali and Titus Latins: Be - 
trreene them Corioltnus,crown'd with an Oaken 
Garland, vrith Captair.es and Soul- 
diers } and a Herauld. 

Herauld. Know Rome,that all alone Martins did fight 
Within Corioles Gates: where he hath wonne, 

With Fame.a Name to tMartins Caius: 

Thefe in honor followes c Martins Caius Coriclanus. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Certolunus. 

Sound. Houripr. 

Ad. Welcome to Romc.rcnowned Coriolamts. 

Coriol. Normorcof this,it does offend my iieartjpray 
now no more. 

Com. Looke,Sir,your Mother. 

Coriol. Oh! you haue,I know,petition’d all the Gods 
for my profperitie. Kneeles. 

Volum. Nay,my good Souldier.vp : 

My gentle cJMarrtus, worthy f ains. 

And by deed-atchicuing Honor newly nam’d. 

What is it ( C ortolan us) muft I call thee ? 

But oh,thy Wife. 

forio. My gracious fiience,hayle : 

Would'ft thou haue laugh’d,had I come Ccffin’d home. 
That wecp’ft to fee me triumph? Ah my dearc. 

Such eyes the Widowes in Carioles were, 

And Mothers that lacke Sonnes. 

Mene. Now the Gods Crowne thee. 

Com. And Hue you yet? Oh my fweet Lady,pardon. 
Velum. I know not where to turne. 

Oh welcome homennd welcome Generali, 

And y’are welcome all. 

Mene. A hundred thoufand Welcomes: 

I could wcepe,and I could laugh, 

I am light,and heauie; welcome: 

A Curfe begin at very root on’s heart. 

That is not glad to fee thee. 

Yon are three,that Rome ftould dote on s 
Yet by the faith of men,we haue 
Some old Crab-trees here at home. 

That will not be grafted to your Rallift. 

Yet welcome Warriors: 

Wee call aNettle,but a Nettle; 

And the faults of foolcs,bu: folly. 

Com. Euer right. 

Cor. Menentus, euer,euer. 

Herauld. Giue way there,and goe on. 

Cor. Your Hand,and yours ? 

Ere in our owne houfe I doe ftade my Head, 

The good Patricians muft be vifited. 

From whom I haue recciu’d not onely greetings. 

But with them,change of Honors. 

Volum. Ihaucliued, 

To fee inherited my very Wiftes, 

And the Buildings of my Fancie: 

Onely there’s one thing wanting, 

Which (I doubt not) but our Rome 
Will caft vpon thee. 

C<»r. Know,good Mother, 

I had rather be their feruant in my way. 

Then fway with them in theirs. 

Com. On,to the Capitall. Flouri/h. Cornets. 

Exeunt in State, as before . 

Enter 


A 


i 


yir 


if* 


liHSKi 






HUM 


fiiPI 



I 1 I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I l l I I I I i i i i i i i i i i i i i i 1 

801 L01 901 SOL m eOL 201 LOL 00L 66 86 Lb 96 S6 *6 06 26 L6 06 68 88 L8 98 S8 W 08 28 L8 08 6 L 8 L LL 9L SL M ZL ZL lL 0L 69 89 L9 99 S9 W 89 29 



L9 09 6S 8S LS 98 SS frS £S 2S LS OS 6fr W LV 9fr Sfr W IV W 0k 68 88 LZ 99 S8 V£ 8€ 28 L8 08 62 82 LZ 92 S2 PZ 82 22 L2 02 6L 8L LI 9L SL H 8L 2L LL 0L 6 

qkin dli mi Mnma nnne jn 


8 


L 


9 


S 


P 


8 


2 L 0 

SVOId 












































































itfcjife 




1 


Mmm 
IMAi 

If i 


m 


■Hi 


BlHSIi 


io 


Th e Tra gedieyffonoUnus. 


Enter Brutiu and Scicinim. 

Bra. All tongues fpeake of him,and the bleared fights 
Are fpcftaclcd to fee him. Your pratling Nurfe 
Into a rapture lets her Baby cric. 

While die chats him: the Kitchin Malkin pinnes 
Her richeft Lockram’bout her rccchie nccke, 

Clatnbring the Walls to eye him: 

Stalls,Bulkcs,Windowe$,are fmothcr’d vp, 

Leadcs filled, and Ridges hors’d 
With variable Complexions; all agreeing 
Inearneflneffe to fee him: feld-fhownc Flamins 
Doe pvefle among the popularThrongs^and puff'c 
To winne a vulgar Ration: our veyl’d Dames 
Commit the Warreof White and Damaske 
In their nicely gawded Cheekes,toth* wanton fpoyle 
Of Phoebm burning Rifles: fuch a poother. 

As if that whatfoeuer G©d,who leades him. 

Were flyly crept into his humane powers. 

And gauehim graccfull poflurc. 

Scicin. On the fuddaine,I warrant him Corifull. 
Brutus. Then our Office may, during his power, goc 
fleepe. 

Scicin. He cannot temp’rately tranfport his Honors, 
From where he flrould begin,and end,but will 
Lofe thofe he ba$» wonne. 

Brutm. In that there’s comfort. 

Scici. Doubt not. 

The Commoners,for whom we ftand,but they 
Vpon their ancient mallicc,will forget 
With the lead caufe,thefe his new Honors, 

Which that he will giue thcir.,make 1 as little quedion. 
As he is prowd to doo’r. 

Brutm. I heard him lweare, 

Were he to fland for ConfulI,neuer would he 
Appearc i’th’Market place,noron him put 
The Naples Veduce of Humilitie, 

Nor fhcwing(as the mariner is)his Wounds 
Toth’ People,beggetheir (linking Breaths. 

Scicin. ’Tis right. 

Brutm. It was his word: 

Oh he would miflfe it, rather then carry it. 

But by the fuitc of the Gentry to him. 

And the defirc of the Nobles. 

. Scicin. Iwifhnobetter,thenhauchimholdthatpur- 

!pofe,and to put it in execution. 

Brutm. Tis mod like he will, 

Scicin. It fhall be to him then, as our good wills • a 
fure deftruftion. 

Brutm. So it mud fall out 
To him.or our Autboritics.for an end. 

We mud fugged the Peoplc,in what hatred 
He dill hath held them: that to’s power he would 
Hauc made them mules,filenc’d their Pleaders, 

And difpropertied their Frcedomes; holding them. 

In humane Aftion,and Capacitie, 

Of no more Soule.nor fitnefle for the World, 

Then Cammcls in their Warre.who haue their Prouand 
Onely for bearing Burtbens,and fore blowes 
For finking voder them. 

Scicin. This(asyou fay)fuggeded. 

At fomc time,when his loaring Infolence 
Shall teach the People, which time fhall not want, 

It he be put vpon’t,and that’s as eafie. 

As to fet Dogges on Shccpe.will be his fire 



To kindle their dry Stubble: andffieirBl 
5>nall darken him for euer. 

Enter a Meffengcr 9 

9 

Brutm'. What’s the matter ? 

You arc fent for to the Capitoll • 

’Tis thoughr.that <JManim fhall be Confuli. 

I haue feenc the dumbe men throng to fr- t •’ 

And the blind to hcare him fpeak:Matron s ft™* 
Ladies and Maids their Scarffes.and HanHU ° l 8GIo ««5 
Vpon him as he pafs’d: the Nobles bended ’ 

As to loues Statuc,and the Commons nude 
A Shower,and Thunder,with their Ca PS 3n j c . 
Ineuerfawthelike. pS,and Sb °Wts; 

Brutm. Let’s to the Capitoll, 

And carry with vs Earesand Eyes for th’tin,- 

But Hearts for the cucnt. ' ’ 

Scicin. Haue with you. 


The Trage die of fo rioUnus . _ 
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Bxetti 


nit. 


Enter two Officers, to Uy Ca(bi 0 „ SMit 

in the Capitoll, ’ ‘ 5 

1 .Of. Come, come, they are almod here • km., 

ftand for Confulfhips ? nere -bow many 

2 . Off. Three,they fay: but ’tis thought of cue™ 
Cortolanm will carry it. cr I onc , 

1. Off. That s a braue fellow : but lice’s venot 
prowd,and loues not the common people. s ' ance 

2 .Off. ’Faith,there hath bcene many great men ,L 
hauc flatter'd the people,who ne’rc loued themed there 
be many that they haue loued,they know not whetefo 
fo that if they loue they know not why, they hate w™ 
no better a ground. Therefore, for Coriolm Jneythe- 
care whether they loue, or hate him, manifefts the true 

Knowledge he ha s in their difpofition,and out ofhisNo 
blc carelefnefle lets them plaincly fee’t. 

i>Off. If he did not care whether he had their lout or 
no, hee waued indifferently,’twixt doing them nevthcr 
good,nor harmc ; but hee feekes theirhatcwith greater 
deuotioryhen they can render it him; and leaucs nothing 
vndonc r that may fully difeouer him theiroppolite. Now 
to feemc to affe<a the roallice and difpleafurc of the Peo- 
ple^is as bad^as that which he diflikes, to flatter them for 
their loue. 

2 . Off. Hee hath deferued worthily of his Countrey, 
and hisafTent is not by fuch eafie degrees as thofe, who 
hauing beene fupple and courteous to the People, Bon- 
netted f without any further deed, to haue them at all into 
their efliraation,and report: but hee hath fo planted his 
Honors in their Eycs,and his aftions in their Hearts, that 
for their Tongues to be filentjand not ccnfeflc io much, 
were a kinde of ingratefull Iniurie: to report otherwife, 
were a Mallicc, that giuing it felfe the Lye,would pluckc 
reproofe and rebuke from cuery Eare that heard it. 

2 -Off. Nomoreofhim, hces aworthyman; make 
vvay,they arc comming, 

^4 Sennet . Enter the Pdtrjc/anf, and the Tribunes of 

the PeofleJLtllars before them: CorioUnm^ Men*- 
niw^CominiMS the Coxful:Scicinitu andBrntw 
take their f laces by themfelnes: Qorio • 
lama ftands . 

Menen. Hauing determin’d of the Voices, 

And to fend for Titsts Lartiw: it remaines, 

As the mainc Point of this our after-meeting, 


To 


you. 


^^SfehiTNoblc feruiccjthat hath 
T u °flood for his Countrey .Therefore pleafe y« 
Kf»«nd»nd g r a uoEld e ,s,odrf,r C 
“‘f. It f e n. Confuli, and UR Gonciall, 

, ,rwell-foU' ld SucceffeSjto report 
t le of that worthy Worke, perform’d 
o iMArtitu Cairn Cortolanm : whom 
^ et here, both to thanke,and to remember, 

Iv'ith Honors like himfelfe. 

Speake.good Cominim .- 
, ... nothing out (or length, and make vs thinke 
«her our dates defediue for requitall, 

L en we to dretch it out. Madcrs a’th’ People, 

L e j oe requed your kindeft cares: and after 
Y urlouing motion toward the common Body, 

T 0 veeld what paffes here. 

f Scici»- We are conucnted vpon a pleating Treatic,and 
haue hearts inclinable to honor and aduance the 1 iieame 
n four Affcrobly. 

Brutm. Which the rather wee fhall be bled to doe, it 
^remember a kinder value of the people, then he hath 
hereto ptiz. d them at. 

jllenen. That’s off,that’s off: I would you rather had 
been filent : Pleafe you to neare Cominim fpeake? 

'Brutui- Mod willingly : but yet my Caution was 
more pertinent then the rebuke you giuc it.. 

Menen. He loues your People, but tye him not to be 
their Bed-fellow: Worthie Com 'mim fpeake. 

CorioUnm rifes,and offers to gee away. 
Nay.keepe your place. t 

Senat. Sic CorioUnm : neuer fhame to heare 
What you haue Nobly done. 

firiol. Your Honors pardon: 

I had rather hauc my Wounds to heale againe. 

Then heare fay how I got them. 

Brutus. Sir,I hope my words dis-bench’d you not ? 
[trial. No Sir: yet off, 

When blowes haue made me day,I fled from words. 

You footh’d not,therefore hurt not: but your People, 
Iloue them as they weigh— 

Menen. Pray now fit downe, 

Qorio .I had rather haue one fcratch my Head i’th’ Sun, 
When the Alarum were Aruckejithen idly fit 
To hcare my Nothings monder’d. Exit Cortolanm 
Menen. Maflets of the People, 

Your multiplying Spawnc,how can he flatter ? 

That’s thoufand to one good one,when you now fee 
He had rather vencure all his Limbes for Honor, 

Then on ones Eares to heare it. Proceed Cominim. 

Com. I fhall lacke voyce: the deeds of CoriiUvtti 
Should not be vtter’d feebly : it is held. 

That Valour is the chiefcfl Vctcue, 

And mod dignifies the hauer: if it be, 

The man I fpeake of, cannot in the World 
Belinglycounter-poys’d. At fixteene yeeres. 

When Tarsjuin made a Head for Rome,he fought 
Beyond the marke of others: our then Dictator, 

Whom with all prayfe I point at, faw him fight, 

When with his Amazonian Shinne he drone 
The brizled Lippes before him: he bedrid 
An o’re-pred Roman,and i’th’Confuls view 
Slew three Oppofcrs: Tartjuins felfe he met, 

And ftruoke him on his Knee: in that dayesTeatcs, 

When he might aft the Woman inthe Scene, 

He prou’d bed man i’th’field, and for his meed ■ *' 

Was Brow-bound with theOake. His Pupil! age 


i 


Man-entred thus,he wasted like a Sea, 

•And in the brunt of feuentecneBattailes fince. 

He lurcht all Swords of the Garland: for this lad. 

Before,and in Corioles, let me fay 
I cannot fpeake him home: he Aopt the flyers. 

And by his rare example made the Coward 
Turne terror into fpori: as Weeds before 
A Veffell voder fayle,fo men obey’d. 

And fell below his Stem: his Sword,Deaths flampe, ; 
Where it did marke,it tookc from face to foot; 

He was a thing otBlood,whofe cuery motion 
Was tim ! d with dying Cryes: alone he entred 
The rnortall Gate of th’ Citie,which he painted 
With fliunleffe deflinie : aydeleffe came off. 

And with a i'udden re-inforccment flruckc 
Carioles like a Planet: now all’s his, 

When by and by thedinne of Warre gan pierce 
His readie fence : then flraight his doubled lpiric 
Requickned what in flcfli was fatigate. 

And to the Battaile came he,where he did 
Runne reeking o’re the hues of men,as if’twere 
A perpetuall fpoyle: and till we call’d 
Both Field and Citie ours,hc neuer flood 
To eafe his Bred with panting. 

Menen. Worthyman. 

Senat. He cannot but with meafure fit the Honors 
which we deuife him. 

Com. Our fpoylcs he kickt at, 

And look’d vpon things precious, as they were 
The common Muck of the World: he couets lefle 
Then Miferic it felfe would giue,rewards his deeds 
With doing them, and is content 
To fpend the cime.to end it. 

Menen. Hee’s right Noble,ler him be call’d for. 

Senat. Call fforiolanm. 

Off. He doth appeare. 

Enter CorioUnm. 

Menen. The Seaate,Cvn«/<*«fAf,are well pleas’d tc make 
thee Confuli. ‘ 

Corio. 1 doe owe them dill my Life,and Sendees. 

Menen. It then remaines, that you doe fpeake tothe 
People. 

Corio. I doc befeech you. 

Let me o’re-leape that cuflome: for I cannot 
Put on the Gowne,fland naked,and entreat them 
For my Wounds fake,to giue their fufferage: 

Pleafe you that I may pnffe this doing. 

Scicin. Sir, the People mud hauc their Voyce*^ 
Neyther will they bate one iot ofCcremonie. 

Ttlenen. Put them not too’t: 

Pray you goe fit you to the Cuflome, 

And take to you.as your Predeceffors haue. 

Your Honor with your forme. 

Corio. It is a part that I fliall blufli in afting, 

And might well be taken from the People. 

Brutm. Marke you that. 

Corio. To brag vnto them,thus I did,andthus 
Shew them th’vnakingSkarrcs,which I (houldhidej 
As if I had rccciu’d them for the byre 
Of their breath onely. 

Menen. Doe not fland vpon’t: 

We recommend to you Tribunes of the People 
Our purpofe to them, and to oUt Noble Confuli 
Wiln we all ley,and-Honor. 

Senat. To| 







W ffl i9 19 09 (i H l! IS ll tS K i! li K 6M* IM» » tt tt » 1» 0* ({ It (Mf !t tt K !£ It 0£ 62 82 22 92 S2 K 82 22 12 02 61 81 U 91 SI 91 81 21 U 01 

Mqqwnc qNii till mi Mnmfl nnfiQ -in QnnwiManw3^i 


6 


8 



L 9 8 




0 2 10 

SVOId 


























































































12 


Sen At. To Corlolantu come all ioy and Honor. 
Flmrijh Cornets. 

Then Exeunt. UUanct Sicinim and Brutus. 

'Brtt. You fee how he intends to vie the people. 
ScicinMzy they pcrcciue’s intent: he wil require them 
As if he did contemne what he requeued. 

Should be in them to giuc. 

Bru, Come,wce’l informe them 
Ofour proceedings heere cn th’Market place, 

I know they do attend vs. 

Enter feuen or eight Citizens. 
i,Cit. Once if he do require our voyccs, wee ou ght 
not to deny him. 

z.Cit. We may Sir if we will. 

3'Cit. We haue power in our felues to do it, but it is 
a power that we haue no power to do: For,if hee (hew vs 
his wounds, and tell vs his deeds,! we are to put our ton¬ 
gues into thole wounds, and fpeake for them: So if he tel 
vs his Noble deeds, we mull alfo tell him our Noble ac¬ 
ceptance ofthem. Ingratitude is morftrous, and for the 
multitude to be ingratefull, were to make a Monfter of 
the multitude; of the which, webcing'membcrs, fliould 
bring our felues to be monftrous members. 

i-Cit. And to make vs no better thought of a little 
helpe will ferue s for once wc (food vp about the Come, 
he himfclfe ftucke not to call vs the many-headed Multi¬ 
tude. 

3 .fit. We haue beene call’d fo of many, not that our 
heads are fome browne, fome blackc, fome Abram,fome 
bald; but that our wits are (o diuerfly Coulord; and true- 
ly I thinke, ifall our wittes were to iffue out of one Scull, 
they would flyeEaft, Weft,North,South, and their con¬ 
tent of one direct way, fhould be at once to all the points 
a’th Compafie. 

*.fit. Thinke you fo? Which way do yon iudge my 
wit would Bye. 

3.CH. Nay your w',t will not fofoone out as another 
mans will,’ti$ ftrongly wadgki vp in ablockc-hcad: but 
ifit were at liberty, ’twould fure Southward. 

2 Ctt. Why that way ? 

3 Cit. To loofe it felfe in a Fogge, where being three 
parts melted away with rotten Dewes,the fourth would 
rcturnc for Confciencc fake, to helpe to get thee a Wife. 

2 Cit . You arc neuer without your trickes,you may, 
you may. 

3 Cit. Are you allrefoiu’d to giueyour voyces ? But 
that’s no matter, the greater part carries it, I fay. If hee 
would incline to the people, there was neuer a worthier 
man. 

Enter CvrioUnue in agowne of Humility, with 
Aievent in. 

Heere lie comes, and in tlw Gownc of humility, marke 
his behauiour: wc are not to (fay altogether,but to come 
by him where he (f ands, by ones, by cwoes, & by three*. 
He’s to make his requefts by particulars, wherein cucric 
one of vs Jia?s a fingle Honor, in giuing him our own voi¬ 
ces with our o wne tongues,tliercfore follow me, and lie 
direft you how you (hall go by him. 
xill. C 6 ritenr,contenr. 

Men. Oh Sir,you are notright;haucyou notknowne 
The worthidl men haue donck ? 

Corio. What mull I lay, I pray $ir ? 

Plague vpon’r, I cannot bring 
My tougne to fuch a pace. Looke Sir, my wounds, 

I got them in my Countries Seraice, when. 

Some certainc ofyour Brethren roar'd, andranne 


Trag edie of QorioUnus. 


From th’noife ofour owntTDrummed ^ 

Afetten. Oh me the Godi.vou mnft « r 
y ou muft defire them to thinke vpon y 0 ? 

Conol Thinke vpon me? Hang ’em 
I would they would forget me, like rl,i v 
Which our Diuines lofe by cm. Vert “« 

Men. You’l marre all, 

wSre-i"”r ufptakcMOT -i^io» 

I 

x- tv €*>ter three of the Citizens. 

Corto. Bid them wafh their Faces 
And kcepe their teeth clcane: So,heere comes a h 
You know the caufe (Sir)of my Banding he ’ K 
3 fit. We do Sir.tell vs what hath brought v 
Corto. Mine ownedefert. S tu you too' 

2 Cit. Your ownedefert. 

Corio. J, but mine owne defire. 

3 Cit. How not your owne defire 3 

P oo^i.bb^r” n “ m,d ' fireyntotra " 6 ''fc 

ifwc si ” yo “ «* ** 

Cor ' 0 ; Well then I pray,your price a’ch’ConfuKhin 
iC/r. The price is, to aske it kindly. ftl P' 

Corto. Kindly fir, I pray let me ha t: I haue wou-uh 

2 Cit . You (hall ha't worthy Sir# 

St ^!^ S ^V lhcrC > ! n 311 tw > worthie voyccs 


begg d : I haue your Aimes, Adieu. 

3 Ctt. But this is fomcching odde. 

exeunt. Enter two other Citizens. 
Conol. Pray you now, jf ic may (land with the tund 

y ouk^LTeSNX ,y0fy ° ar C ° Un “ 7 ' 1,1 

Coriol # Your ./Enigma. 

,. l ' t) Y j U hauebinal'courgeto her enemies, you haw 
bin a Rod to her Fi iends,you haue not indeedeloued the 
Common people. 

Conol. You fhould account mee the more VertuousJ 
that I haue not bin common in my Loue, I will fir flatter 
my lworne Brother the people to came a deerer eflima- 
tion of chem/tis a condition they account gentled fince 
the wiled ome of their choice, is rather to haue my Hat 
then my Heart, I will practice the infinuacingnod,andbe 
off to them mod counterfetly, that is fir, I will counter- 
fee the be wicchm*£nt of fome popular man, and giue it 
bountifull to the defirers: Therefore befeeeh you. I raav 
be Confull; 1 ’ 

2. Wee hope to finde you our friend: and therefore 
giue you out voices heartily. 

i. You haue recey ued, many wounds for your Coun 
trey. 

Coriol. I wil not Seale your knowledge With (hewing 
them. I will make much ofyour voyces, and fo trouble 
you no farther. 

Both. The Gods giueyou ioy Sir heartily. 

Coriol. ModfweetVoyces: 

Better it is to dye, better to derue, 

Then craue the higher, which fird we do deferue. 

Why in this Wooluifh tongue fhould I Band heere, 

To begge of Hob and Dickc,that does appecre 

Theft 
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—:—rilefTbVouches: Cuffome calls me took. 
lh L lf Cuftomc wills in all things,fhould we doo't ? 

V ! h nuft on antique Time would lye vnfwcpt, 

^ \Mountainous Error be too highly heape,^ 

A 1 *^ u to o’re-pcere. Rather then foole it io, 
rhe high office and the Honor go 
^ -that would doc thus. I am halfc through, 

IC'onc P 3rt fuff ercd * thc other wil! 1 doc * 

Enter three Citizens more . 

Ure come moe Voyces. • 

v urVoyccs? for your Voyces I haue fought, 

Tatcht for your Voyces: for your Voyccs,btare 
!|(\Vounds,two dozen odde: Battaiies thrice fix 
Ihiacfeene,and heard of: foryour Voyces, 

Haue done many things,fome lcfTe,fomc more: 

Your Voyces? Indeed I would be Confull. 

j,C;Y. Hee ha’s done Nobly, and cannot goe without 
yhonefl mans Voyce. 

1 Cit. Therefore let him be Confull: the Gods giue 
timiov,and make him good friend to the People. 

Jt Amen,Amen.God fauc thee,Noble Confull, 

Corie. Worthy Voyces. 

Enter Menenius , with "Brutus and Scicinius. 

jlltne. You haue flood your Limitation: 

And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voyce, 
Rcmainesjthat in th’Officiall Markes inuefted, 

You anon doe meet the Senate. 

Corio. Is this done ? 

Sww.The Cuftome of Requed you haue difeharg’d: 
The People doe admit you.and arc fummon’d 
To meet anon,vpotiyour approbation. 

Corio. Where ? at the Senate-houfe ? 

Sdcin. There, firiolanus. 

Corio. May 1 change ehefe Garments ? 

Scicin. You may,Sir. 

O/.That lie ftraight do: and knowing my felfe again, 
Rtpayre toth’Senate-houfe. 

Metre. lie kcepc you company. Will you along ? 

"Brut. Wc day here for the People. 

Scicin. Fare you well. Exeunt Coriol.and Metre. 
He ha’s it now : and by his Lobke$,me thinkes, 

Tiswacme at’s heart. 

Brut. With a prowd heart he wore his humble Weeds; 
Will you difmiffc the People? 

Enter the Plebeians. 

Swi.How ncw,my Matters,haue you chofc this man? 
t.C/t. He ha’s our Voyccs,Sir. 

Brut. We pray theGods,hemay deferue your loues. 
j .Cit. Amen,Sir:to my poore vnworthynotice, 
Hcmock’d vs,when be beggkl our Voyces. 
3 ,C/r.Ccrtaincly,he flowted vs downe-righr. 

1 . Cit. No.’tis his kind of fpeech,hc did not mock vs. 

2 . Cit. Not one amongft v$,faue your felfe,but fayes 
Hevs’d vsfcomcfully : he fliould haue iTiew’dv* 

HisM 3 i*ksof Meric,Wounds rcccin’d for’s Countrcy. 

Scicin. -Whyfo he did.I am fure. 
dll. No,no: no man law’em. 

3 . Cit. Hee (aid hee had Wounds, 

Which he could fhevv in pr iuate : 

And with his Hat>thus wauingit infeorne, 

I would be Confull,fayes he : aged Cuftome, 

But by your Voyces, will not fo permit me. 

Your Voyces therefore: when we graunted that, 

Here was,I tbankc you for your Voyccs,thankc you 


Your moft fvveec Voycesrnow you haue left your Voyces } 

I haue no further with you. Was not this mockerief 
Scicin. Why eyther were you ignorant to fec*c ? 

Or feeing it,of fuch Childilh friendlineffe. 

To yeeldyour Voyccs? 

Ttrut. Could you not haue told him. 

As you were leflon’d: When he had no Power, 

But was a pcctie feruant to the State, 

He was your Enemie, euer lpake againft 
Your Libertics,and the Charters that you bcarc 
Tth’Bodyof the Weale:and now arriving 
A place of Potencie,and fway o’th’ State, 

If he fhould ftill malignantly remaine 
Faft Foe toth 'Plcbcij, your Voyces might 
Be Curfes to ydur felues. You fhould haue faid, 

That as his worthy deeds did chyme no lcflc 
Then what he flood for: fo his gracious nature 
Would thinke vpon you, for your Voyces, 

And tranflate his Mallice cowards youdnto JLoue, 

Standing your friendly Lord, 

Scictn. Thus to haue laid. 

As you were fore-aduis’d,had touche his Spirit, 

And try’d his Indinationrfrom him pluckt 
Eyther his gracious Promife,which you might 
As caufe had call’d you vp,haue held him to; 

Or elfc it would haue gall’d his furly nature. 

Which eafily endures not Article, 

Tying him to ought, fo putring him to Rage, 

You fliould haue t a*ne th’aduantage of his Choller, 

And pals’d himvnelc&ed. 

brut. Did yon perceiuc. 

He did follicite you in free Contempt, 

When he did need your Loues: and doe you thinke, 

That his Contempt fliall not be brufing to you, 

When he hath power to crufhf Why,had your Boaycs 
No Heart among y 6 u ? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
Againft the Redorfhip of Iudgeracne? 

Scicin. Haue you,crc now f deny*d the aster: 

And now againe,of him that did not aske,but mock, 

Bcfto w your fu’d.for T ongues > 

3 .Cit. Hee*s not confirm’d,we may deny him yet. 

2 Cit. And will deny him : 
lie haue fiuc hundred Voyces of that found# 

i .Cit. I twice fine hundred & their friends,to piece 'em. 
"Brut .Get you hence inftantly,and tell thofe friends, 
They haue chofc a Confull,that will from them cake 
Their Libcrtie$,make them of no more Voyce 
Then Dogges,that are as often beat for barking. 

As therefore kept to doe fo. 

Scici. Let them affemble:and on a fafer Iudgcment, 

All reuoke your ignorant eleftron: Enforce his Pride, 

And his old Hate vnto you: befidcs,forget not 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 

How in his Suit he fcorn’d you: but your Loues, 

Thinking vpon his Seruiccs,tookc from you 
Th’apprehenfion of his prefent portance. 

Which moft gibingly,vngrauely,he did fafhion 
After the inuereracc Hate he bearcs you. 

Brut. Lay a fault on vs,your Tribunes, 

That wc labour’d (no impediment beiweene) 

But that you muft caft yourEle&ion on him. 

Scici % Say you chofe him,more after our commandment. 
Then as guided by your owne true affe<ftions,and that 
Your Minds pre-occupy’d with what you rather muft do. 
Then what you fliould,made you againft the gratae 
To Voyce him Confull. Lay the fault on vs# 

_bb_ Brut. 1,( 
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Tbelragedie of Coriolanui. 


Brut, I,fpare vs not: S.iyAvc read Le&ures to you. 
How youngly he began to feruc his Countrey, 

How long continued,and what ftock hearings of, 

The Noble Houfc o\W(Jifartians: from whence came 
That Ancus Martins,Numaes Daughters Sonne; 

Who after great Hoftithu here was King, 

Of the lame Houfc Vubliu* and Quintus were. 

That our beft Water,brought by Conduits hither. 

And Nobly nam'd, fo twice being Ccnfor, 

Was his great Anceftor^ 

Seisin. One thus defended, 

That hath befide well in his perfon wroughr. 

To be fee high in place,we did commend 
To your remembrances: but you hauc found, 

Skaling his prefent bearing with his part. 

That hee’s your fixed enemie; and reuoke 
Your fuddainc approbation* 

Brut . Say you ne’re had don’t, 

(Harpe on chat (fill) blit by our putting on: 

And prelently,when you haue drawne your number, 
Repairc toth* Capicoll. 

AH. We will fo: ahnoftall repent in their election, 

Exeunt < T > lcbetans • 

Brut. Let them goeon: ^7 

ThisMutinie were better put in hazard, -*? 

Then (taypaftdoubt,for greater: 

If,as his nature is,he fall in rage 

With their refufall. both obferue and anfwcr 

The vantage of his anger, 

Scicin. Toth’CapitolLcomc: 

We will be there before the fireame o*th* People: 

And this flhall feeme,as partly ’cis,their owne, 

Which we haue goaded on-ward. Exeunt. 

Alius Temus. 


Cornets. Enter Cor to!anus > Mmenius i all the Gentry, 
CominiuSyTittu Latins, and other Senators. 

Cerio. Tullvu Auffidiiu then had made new head. 

Latins. He hac^my Lord,and that it was which caus'd 
Our fwifeer Composition. 

Corio . So then the Voices (land but as at firft, 

Readie when time (hall prompt chcm.to make roade 
Vpon’s againe* 

Com . They are worne (LSrd Confull) fo. 

That wc fhall hardly in our ages fee 
Their Banners wauc againe, 

Corio. Saw you Aujjidhs ? 

Latins. On fafegard he came to me,and did curfe 
Againft the Volces,for they had fo vildly 
Yeelded thcTowoe: he is retyred to Antium. 

Corio. Spoke he of me ? , 

Laths. Hedid,my Lord. 

Corio . How ? what? 

Laths. Hot v often lie had met you Sword to Sword : 
That of all things vpon the Earth,he hated 
Your perfon moft: Tha: he would pawne his fortunes 
To hopcleffe reftitution, fo he might 
Be call’d your Vanquifhcr. 

Corio . Ac Antium liues he? 

Laths. At Antium, 

Corio . I wifh I had a caufe to feeke him there. 

To oppofe his hatred fully. Welcome home. 

Cuter Scicwhs and Brutus. 

Behold,thefe are the Tribunes of the People, 

The Tongues o’tlV Common Mouth, Ido defpifc them 2 



krther. 


For they doe prankc them in Authoritie 
Againft all Noble fofferancc. 

Scicin. Paffc no further. 

Cor. Hah? what is that? 

Brut. It will be dangerous to goe on-M 0 f 
Corio. What makes this changed 1 
Mene. The matter? 

Cow.Hath he not pafs’d the Noble.and th.r 
Brut. Cominius.no. ' 

Corio. Haue I had Childrens Voyces? 

SemC Tribunes giue way,he fhall toth’Mart.. , 
Brut. The People are incens’d againft him * ^ 3cc 
Scicin. Stop,or all will fall in broyle. ’ 

Corio. Are thefe your Heard ? 

Muft thefe haue Voyces,that can yeeld them now 
And ftraight difclaim their toungs?what arcyourM, 
You being their Mouthes,why rule you not iL T ? 
Haue you not fet them on ? L '• et h 

Mene. Be calme,bc calmc. 

Corio. It is a purpos’d thing,and growes by W« 

To curbe the will of the Nobilitie: ^ 0 ) 

Suffer’t,and line with fuch as cannot rule 
Nor euer will be ruled. * 

Brut. Call’tnotaPlots 
The People cry you mockt them : and of late 

When Corne was giuen them gratis, you repin’d 
Scandal’d the Suppliants: for the People, call’d them 
Time-pleafcrs,flatterers,foes to Noblcneffe, 

Corio. Why this was knowne before. 

Brut. Not to them all. 

Corio. Haue you inform'd them fichcnce ? 

Brut. How? I informe them ? 

Com. You are like to doe fuch bufineffe. 

Brut. Not vnlike each way to better yours. 

Corio. Why then Ihould I be Confull? by yond Clouds 
Let me deferue fo ill as you,and make ms 
Your fellow Tribune. 

Scicin. You fhew too much of that, 

For which the People ftirre: if you will’ pafle 
To where you are bound, you muft enquire your wav 
Which you are out of,with a gentler lpirit, ‘ ‘ 

Or neucr be fo Noble as a Confull, 

Nor yoake with him for Tribune, 

Ment. Let’s be calmc. 

Com. The People are abus’d: let on,this paitring 
Becomes not Rome: nor ha’s (forioUnus 
Deferu’d this fo difhonor’d Rub, Iayd falfely 
I’th’plaine Way of his Merit. 

Corio. Tell me of Corne: this was my fpeech, 

And I will fpeak’c againe. 

Mene. Not now, not now. 

Senat. Not in this heat,Sir,now, 

Corio. Now as I liue,lwill. 

My Nobler friends, I craue their pardons s 
For the mutable ranke-fented Meynie, 

Let them regard me,as I doe not flatter. 

And therein behold themfelues: I fay againe, 

In fooching them,we nourilh ’gainft our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion,Infolence,Sedition, 

Which we our felucs haue plowed far,fow’d,& fcattei’d, 
By mingling them with vs,the honor’d Number, 

Who lack not Vertue. no,nor Power, but that 
Which they haue giuen to Beggcrs, 

Mene. Well, no more. 

Senat. No more words, we befeech you. 

Corio. How ? no more i 

As 
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'TZS, Coiuury. I haue flred my blood, 

A 5 farin'*outward force : So fhall my Lungs 
I 10 ** vor d s till their decay,againft thofe Meazels 
C ,» vl, vvcdifdaine fhould Tetter vs,yet fought 
uverv way to catch them. 

g r „ You fpeake a’th’people,as if you were a God, 
unifli; Not a man ’°f c ^ tir Infirmity. 

r n ’Twcre well we" let the peop Ic know’c. 

Mtiu, What,what? His Choller? 

Ctfr.Cholicr? Were I as patient as the midnight fleep, 

I^^’twould be my mndc. 

^Item. It is a minde that (ball remain a poifon 
where h is: not poy fon any further. 

^ r 0 rio, Shall rcmainc? 

u re you this T riton of the Mimoues ? Marke you 

H isabfolute Shall? _ 

Com. ’Twas from tne Cannon. 

shall? O God ! but moft vnwife Patriciar.snvhy 
You graue. but wreAleffe Senators, hauc you thus 
Giuen Hidra hecre to choofe an Officer, 

That with bis peremptory Shall, being but 

The borne, and noife o’th’Monfters, wants not fpirit 

To fay- hccT turne your Current in a ditch, 

And Qiake your Channell his ? If he haue power. 

Then vale your Ignorance : lfnone,awake 
Your dangerous Lenity: lfyou are Learn’d, 

Bcnot as common Fooles; if you arc nor, 

Let them haueCufhions by you. You arc Plebeians, 
Ifthey be Senators: and they are no lefle. 

When both your voices blended, the great’ft tafte 
Moll pallatcs theirs. They eboofetheir Magiftrate, 

And fuch a one as he, who puts his Shall, 

Hispopular Shall, againft a grauer Bench 
Then euer frown’d in Greece. By Ioue himfelfe, 

It makes the Confuls bafe; and my Soule akes 
To know, when two Authorities are vp, 

Neither Suprcanie ;How foone Confufion 
May enter ’twixtthe gap of Both,and take 
The one by th’other. 

Com. Well, on to’th’Market place. 

Corio. Who euer gane that Counfell,to giue forth 


Sometime in Greece. 

Mene. Wcll,weIl,no more of that. , 

Cw.Thogh there the people had more abfolute powre 
I fay they norifht difobedience: fcd,the ruin of the State. 

Bru. Why fhall the people giue 
One that fpeakes thus, their voyce ? 

Corio. IlegiuemyReafons, 

More worthier then their Voyces.They know the Come 
Was not our recompence.refting well aflur’d 
They ne’redid fcruicefor’t; being preft to’th’Warre, 
Euen when the Nauell of the State was touch’d, 

They would not thred theGatcsiThiskiode ofScruice 
Did not deferue Corne gratis. Being i’th’Warre, 

There Mutinies and Reuolts, wherein they fhew’d 
Mod Valour, fpokenot for them. Th’Accufation 
Which they haue often made againft the Senate, 

Ail caufe vnborne, could neuet be the Natiue 
OfourfofrankeDonation. Well,what then? 

How (hall thisBofome-multiplicd, digeft 
The Senates Courtefie ? Let deeds expreffe 
What’s like to be their words, We did requeft it, 

W e are the greater pole, and in true feare 
They gaue vs our demands. Thus we debafe 
TheNacure ofour Seats, and make the Rabble 


Call our Cares, Feares; which wifi in time 
Breake ope the LockesVth’Senate, and bring in 
The Growes to pecke the Eagles. 

Mene. Come enough. 

Urn. Enough, with ouer meafure. 

Corio. No, take more. 

What may be lvvorneby, both Diuine and Humane,! ( 
Seale what I end withall. This double worfhip. 

Whereon part do’s difdainc with caufe, the other 
InTuIt without allreafon : where Gentry ,Title,wifedom 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of gencrall Ignorance, it muft omit 
Reall Necefliries, and giue way the while 
Tovnftable Slightneffe. Purpofe fo barr’d, irfollowes. 
Nothing isidone to purpofe. Therefore befecch yon. 

You that will be leffc fearefull, then difcreec. 

That loue the Fundamentall pare of State 

More then yo?i doubt the change on’c: That preferre ! 

A Noble life, before a Long,and Wifh, 

To iumpe a Body with a dangerous Phyficke, 

That’s fureofdeach without it: at once pluckeoiic 
The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not ii eke 
The fweet which is their poyfoti. Your diftionor 
Mangles true judgement, and bereaues the State 
Of that Integrity which fhould bccom’t: 

Not hauing the power to do the good it would 
For th’ill which doth controul’t. 

Bru. Has faid enough. ’ 

Stein. Ha’s lpoken like a Traitor ; and fhall anfwer 
As Traitors do, 

Corio. Thou wretch,defpight ore-whelme thee: 

What fhould the people do with thefe bald Tribunes ? 

On whom depending, their obedience fades 
To’th’greater Bench, in a Rebellion: 

When what’s not meet, but what muft be,vras Law, 
Then were they ehofen : in a better houre, 

Let what is meet, befaide it muftberoecr. 

And throw their power i’tb’duft, 

Bru. Manifeft Treafon. 

Sian. T his a Confull ? No. 

Enter an tyEJ.ile. 

Bru. The Ediles hoc: Let him be apprehended: 

Stein. Go call the people, in whofe name toy Sdfc 
Attach thee as a Traitorous Innouator: 

A Foe to’ch’publike Wcale. Obey I charge thee. 

And follow to thine anfwer. 

Corio . Hence old Goat. 

All. Wec’l Surety him- 
Com. Ag’d fir, hands off. 

Corio. Hence rotten thing,or I fhall fhakc thy bones 
| Out of thy Garments. 

Stein, Hclpeye Citizens. 

Enter a rabble of Plebeians with the tAEdiles. 

Mene. On both fidcs more rcfpeift. 

Skin. Hcere’shee, that would take from you ail your 
power. 

Brut. Seize him ny£cliles.\ 

All. Downewith him.downe with him. 

2 Sen. Wcapons,weapons,weapons: 

They all bufile about Coriolanm. 
Tribunes.Patricians.Citizens: what ho : 

Sicinius , RrmtCoriolanus, Citizens. 

All. Peace,peace,peace,ftay,hold,peace. 

Mene. WhSt is about to be? I am out ofBreatb^ 
Confufions nccre,I cannot fpeake. You,Tribunes 
To’th’peoptc: CotvcAjhw, patience: Speak good Sicinius. 

1 Bb a Stein. [ 
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Scici. Hcare me. People peace. 

•dH. Lee s here our Tribune: peace^ fpeake, fpeake, 
fpeake. 

Scici. You are at point to lofeyour Liberties: 
Martin* would hauc all from you; Mar tint. 

Whom late you haue nam’d for Confull. 

Mtne. l ie. Be, fie, this is the way to kindle, not to 
quench. 

Strut, Tovnbuild the Citie,and to lay all flat. 

Scici. What is the Cicie,but the People? 

Atl True,thc People are the Citie. 

'Brut, By theconfcnt of all, we were cftablifh’d the 
Peoples Magiflratcs. 

All. Youforcmaine. 

Mate. And fo are like to doe. 

Conti That is the way to lay the Citie flat, 

To bring the Roofe to the Foundation , 

And burie all,vvhich yet diftin&ly raunges 
Inhcape$,and piles of Ruinc. 

Scici, This dcferucs Death. 

Brut. Or let vs ftand to our Authoritie, 

Or let vs lofe it: wc doc here pronounce, 

Vpon the part o’ch' People, in whofe power 
We were elected theirs, Martin* is worthy 
Of prefent Death. 

Scici. Therefore lay hold of him: 

Beare him toth’ Rock Tarpcian, and from thence 
Into deftrudtion caft him. 

Brut. /Ediles feize him. 

All PU . Yeeld Martins, yeeld. 

Mene. Hcare me one word,’befeech yon Tribunes, 
heare me but a word, 
c Adiles. Peace,peace. 

Mene. Be that you feeme,truly your Countries friend. 
And temp'ratejy proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redrefle. 

Brut, Sir,thofe cold wayes. 

That feeme like prudent*hclpcs.,are very poyfonous. 
Where the Difeafe is violent. Lay hands vpon him. 

And beare him to the Rock. Corio. dr gives his Sword. 

Corio . No.Ile die here: 

There’s Come among you haue beheld me fighting. 

Come trie vpon your fe!ucs,what you hauc feene me. 

Mene. Downc with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw 
a while. 

Brut. Lay hands vpon him. 

Mene. Helpe Martiiu, helpe: you that be noble,helpe 

him young and old. 

All. Dovvne with him,downe with him. Exeunt. 

In this Mutinic, the Tribunes, the Adiles, and the 
People are beat in. 

A/ene. Goe,get you to our Houfe: be gone,away. 

All will.be naught elfe. 

2 . Sena, Get you gone. 

Com.. Stand fa Aj we haue as many friends as enemies. 
Alene. Shall it be put to that ? 

Sena. The Gods forbid : 

I pry thee noble friend,bome to thy Houfe, 

Lcaue vs to cure this Caufe. 

Mene. For’tis a Sore vpon vs. 

You cannot Tent your felfe:begone,’bcfeechyou. 

Corio. Come Sir.along with vs. 

Mene. I would they were Barbarians,as they ar£, 
Though in Rome litter’ds not Romans,as>they are not, 
Though ealued i’th* Porch o’th’Capitol!: 

Be gone,put notyorir worthy Rage into your Tongue, 
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One time will owe another. 

Corio. On faire ground,! could be« c . 
Mene. I could my felfc take vp a 
them, yea,the two Tribunes. ace 0 b C | 

Com. But now ’tis oddes beyond AriA 
And Manhood is call’d Foolerie,when ir 
Agwnft a falling Fabriak. Willy„„“ '* 

Before the Tagge returne ? whofe Rape dor*K a 
Like interrupted Waters,and o’rc-beare " rtnti 
What they are vs’d to beare. 

Mene. Pray you be gone: # 

Tie trie whether my old Wit be in requeft 
With thofc that haue but little: this muft bo „ . 
With Cloth of any Colour. * 5e P a tcht 

Cww ‘ Nay,come away. Exeunt Cori 

Patri. This man ha’s marr’d his fortune 
Mene. His nature is too noble for the \V ar u 
He would not flatter Neptune for his Trident 1 
Or loueSox'i power to Thunder: his Heatv. w ,, 
What his Brcft forges,that his Tongue mu£i 
And being angry, docs forget that cuer * 

Patri. I would they were a bed. 

Mene. I would they were in Tyber. 

What the vengeance, could he not fpeake’em faire? 

Enter ‘Brmtu andSicinius mtb the rabbit aui>, e 
Skin. Where is this Viper, l ' 

Thar would depopulate the city,& be euetv m , n v r, 
Mene. You worthy Tribunes 7 haSA 
Skin. He fhall be throwne downe the Taroeiani 

With rigorous hands: he hath refifled Law ^ ° C 

And therefore Law (hall fcornc him further Trial! 
Then the feuerity of the publike Power 
Which he fo fets at naught. 

i Cit. He fluU welllcnow the Noble Tribunes are 
1 he peoples mouths,and we their hands. 

All, He (hall fure ont, 

Mene. Sir,fir„ Skin. Peace. 

P onot «y hauocke,where you (hold but hunt 
W itn modeft warrant# 

Skin. Sir,how com’ft that you hauc holpc 
Tomakcthisrefeue ? 

M'ene. Heerc me fpeake? As I do know 
The Confuls worthinefle, fo can I name his Faulcsi 
Skin. Confull? what Confull ? 

Mene, The Confull Corielanus. 

Bru. He Confull. 

AH. No,no,no,no,no. 

Meqe. If by the Tribunes leaue, 

And yours good people, 

I may be heard, I would craue a word ortwo, 

The which (hall turneyou to no further harme, 

Then fo much lofle oftime. 

Sic. Speake breefely then. 

For we are peremptory to difpatch 
This Viperous Traitor: to eic<5! him hence 
Were but one danger.and to keepc him heere 
Our ccrtaine death: therefore it i s decreed. 

He dyes tonight. 

Menen. Now the good Gods forbid, 

That our renowned Rome^whofe gratitude 
Towards her deferued Children,is enroll’d 
In Icues owne Booke,like an vnnaturall Dam 
Should now eate vp her owne. 
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c . ■ p; e ’s a Diicafethat muft be cut away. 

‘ oh he's a Limbe, that ha’s but a Difeafe 

iJftLCYlC. ^ . 

rail co cut it oft: to cure ]t,ealic. 
ha’s he done to Rome, that’s worthy death ? 
our Enemies, the blood he hath loft 
^ VI ich I dare vouch,is more then that he hath 
c many an Ounce,) he dropp’d it for his County: 

* d what is left, to loofc it by his Councrcy, 
uvre to vs all that doo’t, and fuffer it 

1 brand to th’enda’th World. 

A tjgfa. This is clcanc karri me. 

Brut. Meerclyawry: 

tyben he did loue his Country, it honour d him. 

0 tn;n. The fcruicc ofthe foote 
Being once gangren'd, is not then refpe&cd 
p of what before it was. 

Brff, Wee 3 ! hcare no more: 
purfuehim to his houfe.and plucke him thence, 

Leafthis infc&ion being of catching nature, 

Spred further. 

Merten- One word more, one word : 

This Tiger- footed ^rage, when it fhall find 
The harme of vnskan d fwitineffe, will (too late) 
fyeLeaden pounds coo's heelcs. Proceed by Procefle, 
Leaft parties (as he is belou’d) breakc ouc^ 

^ndftcke great Rome with Romanes. 

* Brut. If it were lo? 

Siein. What do ye talked 

Haue we not had a tafte of his Obedience ? 

Our Edilcs fmot: our feiues refified: come. 

Mene. Confider this: He ha's bin bred i’cVWarrcs 
Since a could draw a Sword, and is ill.fchoord 
Inboulced Language: Mcalc andBran togecher 
Htthrowes vvithc.it diftinflion. Giuemelea-ue, 
lie go to him, and vndertake to bring him in peace. 
Where he fhall anfwer by a /awfull Forme 
(Inpeace) to his vtmoft perilL 
'lSen. Noble Tribunes, 

Iris the humane way: the ocher courfe 
Will proue to bloody: and the end of it, 

Vnknowne to the Beginning. 

S/r.Noble Mencmw ,be you then as the peoples officer: 
Matters,lay^owne your Weapons. 

! Bru . Go not home. 

Sic. Meet on the Market placerweel attend you there: 
Where ifyou bring not ALirtius^w cc’l proccedc 
inour firft way. 

Menen . He bring him to you. 

Let me defirc your company : he muft come. 

Or what is worft will follow. 

Sena. Pray you let’s to him. Sxcmt Omncs . 

Enter £'crioUniu with Nobles. 

Cone .Let them pul! all about mine cares, prefent me 
Death on chc Wlieelc, or at wilde Horfes hecles, 

Orpilc ten hiltes on the Tarpeian Rocke, 

That the precipitation might downe ftretch 
Below the bcame of figlu; yet will I ftill 
Bethustothem. 

Enter t^olumnia. 

Noble. You do the Nobler. 

C or to. I mule y Mother 
Do s not approue me further, who was wont 
To call them Wollen Vaflailes, things created 
To buy and lell w«th Groats, to Anew bare heads 
In Congregations, toyawnc, be ft dl,and wonder, 

When one but of my ordinance flood vp ! 


To fpeake of Pcace,or Warre. I taike of jrou. 

Why did you wifti me milder? Would you hauc me 
Falfe to my Nature ?Rather fay, I play 
The man I am. 

Volum . Oh fir,fir 3 fir, 

I would hauc had you put your power well on 
Before you had wornc it out. 

Corio. Let go. 

VoL You might hauc becne enough the man you are> 
With ftriuing lefTe co be fo : Leflfer had bin 
The things of your difpoficions, if 
You had not fhew'd them how yc were difposM 
Ere they lack’d power tocrofleyou* 

Corio. Let chem^hang.i 

Volum. I,and burne too# 

Enter Afenemns with the Senators, 

Men* Come,come,you hauc bin coo rough,iomthing 
too rough : you muft rcturne,and mend it. 

Sen . There’s no remedy, 

Vnlefie by not fo doing, our good Citie 
Cleaucinthcmidd’ft,and pcrifh. 

Volum - Pray be counfaifd; 

I haue a heart as little apt as yours, 

But yet a braine, that Icades my vfc of Anger! 

To better vantage. 

Mene . Well laid,Noble woman : 

Before he fhould thus ftoopc to'ih’hcart, but that 
The violent fit a’ch’time craucs it as Phyfickc 
For the whole State; I would put mine Armour on. 
Which I can fcarfely beare. 

Corio . What muft Ido? 

Mene. Returne to th’Tribunes. 

Corio . Weil,what thenrwhae then? 

Mene. Repent,vvhac you haue fpoke, 

Corio. For them, I cannoc do it to the Gods, 

Muft I then doo’c to them ? 

Volum. You arc tooabfolute. 

Though therein you can^ncuer be too Noble, 

But when extremities fpeake. I hauc heard you fay* 
Honor and Policy, like vnfcucr’d Friends, 

1’th’Warre do grow together: Grant that,and tell me 
In Pcacc,whac each of them by th’otber loofe. 

That they combine not there ? 

Corio . fufhjtufh. 

C Mene. A good demand. 

Voln?n. If it be Honor in your Warre$,to feeme 
The fame you are not, which for your beft ends 
You adopt your policy: How is it lefTe or worfc 
That it fhall hold Companionfhip in Peace 
With Honour,as in Warre; fince that co both 
It fhnds in like requeft. 

Corio. Why force you this ? 

Volum. Becaufe,thac 
Now it lyes you on to'fpeake to th’peoples 
Not by your owne iuftrudion, nor byWmatccr 
Which your heart prompts you 3 but with fuch words 
That arc but roared inf your Tongue; 

Though bru Baftards,and Syllables 
Of no allowance, to your bofomes truth. 

Now, this no more dishonors you 3t all, 

Then to cake id a Townc with gentle words. 

Which elfe ^ouldput you to your fortune,and 
The hazard of much blood. 

Lwould diflemble with my Nature, where 
My Fortunes and my Friends at ftake,requis a d 
1 fhould do fo in Honor# I am in this 
___bbj Your f 
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Your Wif'e,vour Sonne:Thefe Senators,the Nobles, 
And. you,will rather fhcw ourgenerall.Lowts, 

How you can frowne,chcn Ipend a tawnc vpon’em, 

F »r the inheritance oF their loues, and fafegard 
Or what that want might ruinc. 
rJMenen. Noble Lady, 

Come goc with vs,fpeake faire: you may falue To, 

Not what is dangerous prefent,but the Ioffe 
Ofwhatispafl. 

Zfolum. I pry thee now,my Sonne, 

Goeto them,with this Bonnet in thy hand. 

And thus farre hauing ftretcht it(hcre be with them) 
Thy Knee buffing the Bones: for in fuch bufineflc 
A6tion is cloquence,and the eyes of th’ignorant 
More learned then the cares,waning thy head. 

Which often thus correcting thy Bout heart, 

Now humble as the ripefl Mulberry, 

That will not hold the handling: or fay to them, 

Thou art their Souldicr,and being bred in broyles, 

Haff not the foft way,which thou do’fl confefle 
Were fit for thee to vie,as they to clayme. 

In asking their good loues, but thou wilt frame 
Thy felfe (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo farre. 

As thou hafl power and perfon. 

Menen This but done, 

Euen as {he fpcakes,why their hearts were yours: 

For they haue Pardons,being ask’d,as free, 

As words to little purpofe. 

Volum. Prytheenow, 

Goe.and be rul’d: although I know thou hadfl rather 
Follow thine Enemie in a fierie Gulfe, 

Then flatter him in a Bower. Enter Cominius. 

Here is Cominius. 

Com. I haue beene i’ch’ Market place: and Sir ’tis fit 
You make Brong partie.or defend your felfe 
By calme'neffe,or by abfence: all’s in anger. 

Menen. Onely faire fpeech. 

Com. I thiakc ’twill feme.if-he can thereto frame his 
fpirit., 

ViUnm. He mufl, and will s 
Prythec now fay you will,and goe about it. 

Corio. Mufl Igoe fhew them my vnbarb’d Sconce ? 
MuB I with my bafe Tongue giue to my Noble Heart 
A Lye, that it mufl bearc well ? 1 will doo't: 

Yet were there but this (ingle Plot,to loofe 
Xhis Mould o( Martins,they toduB flaould grinde it. 
And throw’t againB the Winde. Toth’ Market place: 
(You haue put me now to fuchapart,whichneucr 
j I {hall difeharge toth’ Life. 

Com. Come,come,wceie prompt you. 

Vi olurn. I prythee now fwcec Son,as thou hafl Laid 
My praifes made thee firfl a Souldier; fo 
To haue my praife for this, performc apart 
Thou fiafl not done before. 

Corio . AVdl, I mufl dpo’c: 

Away my difpofition, and poffeffeme 

Some Harlots fpirit: My throat of Warre be turn’d, 

Which quiet’d with my Drumme into a Pipe, 

Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin voyce 
That Babies lull a-fleepe rThefmiles ofKnaues 
Tent in my chcekes, and Schoole-boyes Tcares take vp 
TheGlaffes.ofmy fight: A Beggars Tongue 
Make motion through my Lips,and my Arm’d knee* 

Who bow’d but in my Stirrop, bend like his 
That hath recciu’d an Aimes. I will not doo’t, 

LcaA I furccafe to honor mine owne truth. 
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And by my Bodies a&ion, teach my 
A moft inherent Balenefle. 

VAum, At thy choice then: 

To begge of thee, it is my more dif-honor 
Then thou of them. Come all to mine l./ 

Thy Mother rather fecle thy Pride, then f eare 
Thy d^gerom Stoutneffe: forImocke a t d L 
With Is bigge heart as thou. Do as thou lift 
Thy Vahantneffe was mme, thou fuck’ft \,c 
But owe thy Pride thy felfe. -‘ ro m m C; 

Corio . Pray be content: 

Mother, I am going to the Market place • 

Chide me no more. He Mountcbanke thV.VT 
Cogge their Hearts from them,and com. 

Ofall theTrades in Rome. Looke.I am 
Commend me to my Wife, He returqe CoS 
Or neuer truft to what my Tongue can do 1 
1 th way of Flattery further. 

Volum. Do your will. i 

Cow. A way,the Tribunes doattWvon-^ 

To anfwer mildcly: for they are prepar’d rm y° u rfclf 
With Accufations, as I hearc more Brong' 

Then are vpon you yet. 

Corio. The word is, Mildely. Pray y ou i..„. 

Let them accufe me by indention ‘ tV! 8°» 

Will anfwer in mine Hon«r. 

Menen. I, but mildely” 

Corio. Well mildely be it then, Mildelv c 

v* extunt 

£.r.ter Stamm and Brutus. 

'Em. In this point charge him home, thatheaffi-Al 

Tyrannicall power: If he cuade vs there “ 

Inforce him with his enuy to the people * 

And that the Spoile go: on the Antiats * 

Was ne’rc diftributed. Whac,*villhecome? 

Enter an Edile. 

Edile. Hee’s 

comming* 

Brn. How accompanied ? 

Edile. With old Menenim.ind thofe Senators 
That alwayes fauour’d him. 

Stein. Haue you a Catalogue 
Ofall the Voices that we haue procur’d.fefrdowneby'tl) 
taile, I haue: ’cis ready. /p 0 | 

Sicin. Haue you collected them by Tribes? ^ 
Edile. I haue. 

Sicin. Affemble prefently the people hither: 

And when they heare me fay, it fhall be fo, 

I th right and flrength a’th’CoromSns: be it either 
For death, for fine,or Baniflimenc, then let them 
Ifl fay Finely Fine; if Death, cry Death, 
Infiflingon theoldeprerogatiue 
And power i’th Truth a’th Caufe, 

Edile , I fhall informe them. 

’Bru. And when fuch time they haue begun to cry, 
Let them not ceafe, but with a dinne confus’d 
Inforce the prefent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence. 

Edi. Very well. 

Sicin, Make them he Brong,and ready for this hint 
When wc {hall hap to giu’t them. 

"Bru. Go about it, 

Put him to Chollcr flraite, he hath bene vs’d 
Euer to conquer, and to haue his worth 
Of contradiction. Being once chaft,be cannot 
Be rein’d againe to Temperance, then lie lpcakcs 

What s' 
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lt ., in his heart,and that is there which lookes 

Sivscobreakehisneckp. 

" 1 £„ ter Cortolaniu, 7Hrnenitts,and Corm- 

xitu y mth others. 

Sicin. Welljhecre he comes. 
m *e. Calmely, I do befeech you. 

Corio. I, as an HoBler, that fourth poorefl peece 
Will bcare l '’ e Knauc th V olumc : 

rh’honor’dGoddes 

L e pe Rome in fafety, and the Chaires of iufiice 
applied with worthy men, plant loue amongs 

Thro«S h our lar ^ e Tcm P Ies w5th >' fllewcs of T eaee 

A „d not our flreecs with Warre. 
j Sen, Amen, Amen. 

CMcne. ANobicwifli. 

Enter the Edile with the Plebeians . 

Sicin. Draw ncere ye people. 

Sthle. LifltoyourTribunes. Audience: 
peace I fay. 

Corio . Firfl heare me fpeake. 

’BothTri, Well,fay: Peace hoe. 
frrio- Shall I be charg’d no further then this prefent i 
Muft all determine heere ? 

Sicin. I do demand, 
jfyoufubmityou to the peoples voices, 

Allow their Officers, and are content 
To fuffer lawfull Cenfure for fuch faults 
As lhall be pron’d vpon you. 

Corio. I am Content. 

Mene. Lo Citizens,he fayes he is Content. 

The warlike Seruice he ha’s done, confidcr: Thinke 
Vpon the wounds his body bearcs, which fhcw 
LikeGraues i’th holy Church-yard. 

Corio. Scratches with Briars, fcarres to moue 
Laughter onely. 

Mene. Confider further: 

That when he fpeakes not like a Citizen, 

You finde him like a Soldier : do not take 
His rougher A&tons for malicious founds: 

But as I fay, fuch as become a Soldier, 

Rather then enuy you. 

Com. Well,well,no more. 

Corio. What is the matter, 

That being pafl for Confull with full voyce : 
lam fo diftionour’d,that the very houre 
You take it off againe. 

Sicin. Anfwer to vs. 

Corio. Say then: ’tis true, I ought fo 
Sicin. We charge you,that you haue contriu’d to take 
FfomRomc-all fealon’d Office, and to winde 
Your felfe into a power tyrannicall. 

For which you are a Traitor to the people. 

Cork. How?Traytor? 

Mene. Nay temperately: your promife. 

Cork. The fires i’th’ioweff hell. Fould in the people: 
Call me their Traitor, thou injurious Tribune. 

Within thine eyes fate twenty thoufand deaths 
In thy hands dutchc: as many Millions in 
Thy lying tongue, both numbers. I would fay 
Thou lyefl vnto thee, with a voice as free. 

As I do pray the Gods. 

Sicin. Markc you this people? 

xill. To’ch’Rocke, to th’Rocke with him. 

Sicin. Peace: 

We neede not put new matter to his charge: 

What you haue feenehitn do, and heard him fpeake: 


Beating your Officers, curfing your felues, 

Oppofing Lawcs with flroakes,and heerc defying 
Thofe whofe great power mutt try him. 

Euen this fo criminal!, and in luch capitall kinde 
Deferues th’extreamefl death. 

Bru, But fince he hath feru’d well for Rome. 

Corio. What do you prate of Seruice. 

Brut. I talkeof that,thatknow it. 

Corio. You? 

Mene. Is this the promife that you made your mother, 

Com. Know, I pray you. 

Corio. lie know no further : 

Let them pronounce the tteepe Tarpeian death 
Vagabond exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 
But wich a graine a day, I would not buy 
Their mercie,at the price of one faire word, 

Nor checkc my Courage for what they can giue. 

To haue’t with faying, Good morrow. 

Sicin. For that he ha’s 
(As much as in him lies ) from time to time 
Enui’d againB the people; feeking meanes 
T o plucke away their power: as now at la A, 

Giuen Hoflile flrokes, and thar not in theprefence 
Of dreaded Iuflice, but on the Miniflers 
That doth diflnbute it. In the name a’th’people. 

And in the power ofvs the Tribunes, wee 
{£u’n from this inflant) bamfti him our Citie 
Inperill of precipitation 
From off the Rocke Tarpeian, neuer more 
To enter our Rome gates. l’ch’Pcoplcs name, 

I fay it fhall bee fo. 

All. It (hall be fo, it (hall be fo: let him away: 

Hee’s banifh’d, and it (hall be fo. 

Com. Heare me my Maffcrs,and my common friends. 

Sicin. He’s fcncenc’d : No more hearing. 

Com. Let me fpeake: 

I haue bene Confull, and can fhcw from Rome 
Her Enemies markes vpon me. I do loue 
My Countries good, with a refpe& more tender. 

More holy, and profound, then mine owne life. 

My deere Wiue* eflimate, her vrombes encreafc. 

And treafure of my Loynes: then ifl would 
Speakethat. 

Sicin. We know your drifts Speake what ? 

Bru. There’s no more to be faid, but he is banilh’d 
As Enemy to the people, and his Countrey. 

It {hall bee fo. 

AH. It (hall be fo, it (hall be fo. 

Cork. Y ou common cry of Curs .whofe breath I hate, 
Asreeke a’th” rotten rennes : whofe Loues 1 prize. 

As the dead Carkaffes ofvnburied men. 

That do corrupt my Ayre : I banifli you. 

And heere remaine with your vneertaintie. 

Let euery feeble Rumor (hake your hea ts: 

Y our Enemies^ith nodding of their Plumes 
Fan you into difpaire: Haue the power Bill 
To banifh your Defenders, till at length 
Your ignorance (which findes not till it fecles. 

Making but teleruation of your felues. 

Still your owneFoes) deliuer you 
As mofl abated Captiues, to fotne Nation 
That wonneyou without blowes, defpifing 
Foryou the City. Thus I turne my backe; 

There is a world elfewherc. 

Exeunt Corklantu , Comintut y veitb C‘ 

They aH (bout , and throw vp their Caff. *OM lqs. 
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Sdile. The peoples Enemy is gone,is gone. 
stAll. Our enemy is banilh’d,he is gone: Hoo.oo. 
Stein. Go fee him out at Gates,and follow him 
As he hash follow’d you, with all defpighc 
Giue him deferu’d vexation. Letaguard 
Attend vs through the City. 

All* Come,come,lets fee him out at gatcs,come: 

The Gods preferue our Noble Tribunes,come. Exeunt, 


The Tr agedie of Qmiolams. 


dBus Quartus, 


fLuter Coriolatm Votamuia, Virgtlia , Mencniiu, Comin'nu, 
with tbeyong Nobility of Rome. 

Corio. Come lcaueyour tcares:a bricffarwel:the beaft 
With many heads butts me away. Nay Mother, 

Where is your ancient Courage ?You were vs’d 
To fay> Extrcamitics was the crier of fpirits, 

That common chances. Common men could beare, 
That when the Sea was ealme, all Boats alike 
ShewM Mafterflhip in floating. Fortunes blowcs, 

When moft ftrooke home? being gentle wounded,craucs 
A Noble cunning. You were vs'd to load me 
With Precepts that would make inuinciblc 
The heart that conn’d them. 

Vkg. Oh hcaucnsjOheauensi 
Corio. Nay, I prythee woman. 

VoL Now the Red Pcftilence ftrike al Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations perifh. 

(forto. What,what, what: 

I fhall be lou’d when I am lack’d. Nay Mother, 

Refume that Spirit, when you were wont to fay, 

Ifyoii had beene the* Wife of Hercules , 

S.xof his Labours youi’d haue done, and fau’d 
Your Husband lo much fwet. Cominins 3 
D oope oot % Adieu; Farewell my Wife,my Mother, 
lie do well yet. Thou old and true Menmtu, 

Thy tearcs arc falter then a yonder mans. 

And venomous to thine eyes. My (fomctime)Generall, 
i hauc feene the Sterne, and thou haft oft beheld 
Heart-hardning fpeciacles. Tell thefefad women, 

'Tis fond to waile ineuitablc ftrokes, 

As *tis to laugh at*cm My Mother,you wot well 
My hazards (till haue beene your folace,and 
Bclecu’c not lightly, though I go alone 
L ke to a lonely Dragon, that his Fenne 
Makes fear’d,and talk'd of more then feene ; your Sonne 
Will or exceed the Common,or be caught 
With caucclous baits and practice. 

Volum. Myfirftfonnc, 

I Whether will thou go?Take good Commits 
With thee awhile : Determine on forr.e courfe 
More then a wildc expofture, to each chance 
That (tart's fch’way before thee. 

Corio. O the Gods! 

Com Jlc follow thee a Moncth, deuife with thee 
Where thou (halt rc/t, that thou may’ft hearc of vs. 

And we of thee. So if the time thfruft forth 
A caufe for thy Repeale, we (hall not fend 
O’re the vaft world, to lecke afingle man, 

^ loofc aduantage which doth euer coole 
« . r °nce of the needcr. 

Thou hall yc»/ es v P on lhec > and tll0U «* wo full 



Of the warres furfets.to go roue with one 
That’s yet vnbruis’d : bring me but out at ea r. 
Gome my fweet wife, my deereft Mother 
My Friends of Noble touch: when I am f’f 
Bid me farewell,and fmile. I pray.y ou co rt "» 
While I remaine aboue the ground 3 y ou 
Heare from me flill, and neuer ofmcought* 

But what is like me formerly. ° 

LMenen . That’s worthily 
As any eare can heare. Come,let’s not ween 
If I could fhakc ofFbut one feuen yceres ^ 

From thefe old armes and lee ges, bv th. „ j ^ 

I’ld with thee, euery foot, S§ * V ** g00<l Gods 
Corio. Giue me thy hand, come. 

Enter the two Tribunes , Sieiniw.andTy.* £xn 
with the F.title. 

Sicin -Bid them all home.he’s gone: & Wff - „ f 
TheNobilicyare vcxcd,whom wefechau e fi i 
Inhisbehalfe. * uc ® 

Brui. Now we haue fhewne our po wer 
Let vs feeme humbler after it is done, 9 

Then when it was a dooing. 

Sicin. Bid them home: fav their great enrm • 

And they,Band in their ancient flrength. ^ U S onc i 
Brut. Diimifle them home. Here comes hi s u L 

Stew, Let» not meet her. 

TSrnt Why? 

Sicin. They fay (he’s mad. 

Brut. They haue tone note of vs:keepeonyour W3V 
Vilum. Oh y a:e well met 5 ; 

Th’boorded plague aYh’Godi requit your lone. 
Mcnen. Peacc,peacc,bc not fo loud. 

Velum Ifthat l could for weeping,you ftould heart 

Nay,and you /hall heare fome. Will you be o 0 nt I 
Vtrg. You/hall ftay too ; I would 1 bad the power 
To fay fo to my Husband.* 

Stein . Are you mankinde ? 

Voium, I foolejs that a fhanie. Note but this Foole, 
Was not a man my Father? Had’ftthou Foxihip 
To bani fh him that ftrooke more blowcs for Ron* 
Then thou haft fpoken words. 

Skin. Oh blcflcd Hcauens J 
VBum. Moe Noble blowcs, then euer f wife words, 
And for Romes good, lie tell thee what r yet ooc; 

Nay but thoii ft) alt ftay too : I would my Sonne 
Were in Arabia,and thy Tribe before him, 

His good Sword in his hand. 

Sicin. What then? 

J^Vg.What then? HecTd make attend of thy pofterity 
Volum . Bafbrds,and all* 

Good man, the Wounds that he docs bearc for Rome! 
Menen . Come,come,pcace. 

Stein . I would he had continued to his Country 
As he began,and not vnknit himlelfc 
The Noble knot he made. 

Bru. I would he bad. 

V'olum. I would he had ? 7 Twas you incenfttherabk. 
Cats, that can iudee as fitly of his Worth, 

As I can ofthofe Myftcries which heauen 
Will not haue earth to know. 

Brut. Pray let's go. 

VBum. Now ptay fir get you gone. 

You haue done a braue deede : Ere you go, heart this: 

As farre as doth theCapitoll cxccedc 

The meaneft houfc in Rome; fo farre my Sonne 
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Exit Tribunes. 


Exeunt 
Exit . 


-^TTaicsHusband hcere; this (do you fee) 

5 nffl «ou haue bani/B’d, does exceed you all. 

Vrit 1 Wclfwelfwee’l leaue you. 
f. \Yhy ftay we to be baited 
o/ith one that wants her Wits. 

Volm. Take my Prayers with you. 
u t hc Gods had nothing elfe to do, 

1 W ° 0 confirmc my Curffes. Could I meetc ’em 
Rut once a day, it would vndogge my heart 

Ofvvhatiyeshcauytoo’t. 

U tjdene. You haue told them home, 

1 b« my troth you haue caufe : you’ISup with me. 

Angers my Meatc : I fuppe vpon my fclfe, 
s n dfo fhall fterue with Feeding: Come,let’s go, 

Leaue this faint-puling, and lament as I do. 

In A n S cr ^ : Come,come,come. 

j^ene. Fie,fie,fie. 

Enter a Roman , and a Vvice. 

g 0 m, I know you well fir, and you know mee: your 
name 1 thinke is Adrian . 

Yolce. I> is fo fir, truly I haue forgot you. 

lorn. I am a Roman, and my Scruiccs are as you are, 
againft’em. Know you meyet. 

Yoke. Nicanor: no. 

Row. Theftmcfir. 

Yolce. You had more Beard when I laftfawyou, but 
y0 ur Fauour is well appear’d by your Tongue. What’s 
theNewesin Rome : I haue a Note from the Volcean 
(ia'ce to finde you out there. You haue well fauedmcea 
J a yes iourney. 

Rm. There hath beene in Rome ftraunge Infurrctfti- 
ons: the people, againft the Senatours, Patricians, and 
Nobles. 

Yol. Hath bin; is it ended then? Our State thinks not 
fo, they are in a moft warlike preparation,& hope to com 
vponthenvn the heatc of their dilution 

Rom . The mainc blaze of it is paft, but a fmall thing 
would make it flame againe. For the Nobles receyucfo 
to heart, the Banifhment of that worthy CorioUmu , that 
they are in a ripe aptneffe, to take al power from the peo¬ 
ple, and to plucke from them their Tribunes for euer. 
This lyes glowing lean tell you,and is alnioft mature for 
cheviolenc breaking out. 

Vol. Conolaniis Banifht ? 

R^m. Baniftfdfir. 

Vol. You will bewelcome with this intelligence /V/- 
cmr . 

Rom. The day ferues well for them now. I haue heard 
itfaide, thefitteft time to corrupt a mans Wife, is when 
(hee’sfalnco.qt with her Husband. Your Noble Tuiltts 
duffidius well appearc well in thefe Warres, his great 
Oppofer Corklantu being now in no requeft of his coun- 
trey. 

Voice. He cannot choofe: I am moft fortunate, thus 
accidentally to encounter you. You haue ended my Bu- 
fine(Te,and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. I fhall betwcene this and Supper, tell you moft 
ftrange things from Rome : all tending to the good of 
their Aduerfaries. Haue you an Army ready fay you ? 

Vol. A moftRoyall one: The Centurions, and r,heir 
charges diftin£Uy billctted already in th’entertainmcnt, 
and to be on foot at an hourcs warning. 

$ow. Iam ioyfull ro heare of their readineffe,and am 
the man I thinke, that fhall fet them in prefent A6tion.So 
fir,heartily well met,and moft glad of your Company. 
Voice. You take myipart from me fir, I haue the moft 


caufe co be glad of yours, 

Rom. Well, let vs go together. Exeunt. 

Enter Coriolanus tn me me Apparrell } Dif~ 
guifd y and muffled. 

Corio. A goodly City is this Anttum. Citty, 

’Tis I that made thy Widdowes: Many an heyre 

Of thefe faire Edifices fore my W arres 

Haue I heard groane,and drop : Then know me not, 

Leaft that thy Wiues with Spits,and Boycs with ftones 
In puny Battellfhy me. Saueyoufir. 

Enter a Citizen. 

Cit . And you. 

Cork. Direct mc,ifitbc your will,where great esiuf- 
fidius lies : Is he in Antittm l 

Cit. He is, and Feafts die Nobles of the State, at his 
houfe this night. 

Corio. Which is his houfe^beleech you ? 

Cit. This heerc before you. 

Corio. Thanke you fir, farewell. Exit Citizxn 

Oh World, thy flippery turner 1 Friends now faft fworn, 
Whofe double bofomes feemes co wcarc one heart. 
Whole Houres,whofe Bed,whofe Mcale and Excrcife 
Arc ftill together: who Twin (as : cvvcre)in Loue, 
Vnfeparablc, (hall .within this hourc, 

On a diflention of a Dolt, breake out 
To bittereft Enmity: So (cllcft Foes, 

Whofe Paflions* and whole Plots haue broke their fleep 
Totake the one the other, by fome chance. 

Some tricke not worth an Egge, fhall grow deere friends 
Andinter-ioynetheiryflues. Sowithme. 

My Birth-place haue I, and my louesivpon 
This Enemic Towne; He enter, if he flay me 
He does faire Iuftice; if he giue me way, 
lie do his Country Seruicc. Exitt 

Muficke playes. Enter a Seruingman. 

1 Ser. Wine,Wine,Wine i What feruice is hcere ? I 
thinke our Fcllowes are afleepe. 

i. Enter another Scrttingman. 

2 Ser. Where’s fotw.my M cals for him.* Cotta. Exit 

Enter Cortolanus. 

Corio. A goodly Houfc: 

The Fcaft fmcls well: but I appeare not like a Gueft. 

Enter thefirfl Seruingman. 

1 Ser. What would you haueFriendPwhcncc arcyou? 
Here’s no place for you : Pray go to the doorc? Exit 

Corio. I haue deferu’d no better cntereainment,in be¬ 
ing Coriolantts • Enter fecond Seruant. 

£ Ser. Whence are you fir? Ha’s the Porter his eyes in 
his headjtnat he giucs entrance to fuch Companions ? 
Pray get you out. 

Corio. Away. 

2 Ser. Away ? Get you away. 

Corio . Now th’art troubleforoe. 

2 Ser. Are you fo braue: lie haue you tajkc with anon 

Enter 3 Seruingman, the 1 meets him . 

3 What Fellowes this? 

1 A ftrange one as euer I look’d onl: I cannot gethim 

out o’th houfe : Prythee call my Maftcr to him. 

3 What hauc you to do here fellow? Pray you auoid 
the houfe. 

Corio . Let me but ftand,T will not hurt youtHarth. 

3 What are you? 

Corio , A Gentleman. 

3 A maru’llous poorcone. 

Corio. True,foIam. 

3 Pray you poore Gentleman,take vp fome other fta- 

ition. 
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Exitfecond ScrKingman, 


tion: Hccrc’s no place for you,pray you auoid: Come. 

Corio. Follow your Function,goj«nd batten on coldc 
bits. Pufkes him away fr'om him. 

3 What you will not? Prythec tell my Maifter what 
a Grange Gueft he ha’s hcere. 

2 And I fhail. 

3 Where dwel’ft thou ? 

Cono. Vndcr the Canopy, 

3 Vndcr the Canopy ? 

Corio. I. 

3 Where's that? 

Corio. I’th City of Kites and Crowes, 

3 I’th City of Kites and Crowes ? What an Afte it is, 
then thou dwel’ft with Dawes too ? 

Corio. No, I ferue not thy Mafter. 

3 How fir? Do you meddle with my Mafter ? 

Corio. I.tis an honefter leruicc, then to meddle with 
thy Miftris: Thou prat’ft,and prat’ft, ferue with thy tren¬ 
cher : Hence. "Beats him away 

Enttr Anffiditu with the SerKingman. 

Anf. Where is this Fellow ? 

a Here fir. l’de haue beaten him like a dogge, but for 
diftnrbing the Lords within. 

^«/tWhence com’ft thou? What woldft ^?Thy name? 
Why fpeak’ft not? Spcake man: What’s thy name ? 

Corio. If Tullus not yet thou know’ft me, 3 nd feeing 
me,doftnotthinkc me for the nsanl 3m, necdfiticcom- 
mands me name my fclfe. 

Anf. What is thy name? 

Corio. A name vnmuficall to the Volcians cares,j 
And hatfh in found to thine. 

Attf. Say,what’s thy name? 

Thou haft a Grim apparance, and thy Face 
Beares a Command in r: Though thy Tackles tome. 
Thou fhew’ft a Noble Veffidl: What’s thy name ? 

Corio. Prepare thy brow to frownetknowft me yet? 

Auf. I know thee not ? Thy Name i 

Corio. My name is Cairn dfariim, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Voices 
Great hurt and Mifchiefe: thereto vvitnefi'e may 
My Surname CorioUnsu. The painfull Sertiice, 

The extreme Dangers ,and the droppes of Blood 
Shed for my thankleflc Country,are requitted : 

But with that Surname, a good memoric 
And witneffe^f the Malice and Difpleafure 
Which thou fiiould’ftbearcme,onIy that name temains. 
The Cruelty and Enuy of the people. 

Permitted by our dafiard Nobles,who 
| Haue all forfooke me, hath deuour'd the reft: 

And fuffer’d me by th’voycc of Slaues to be 
Hoop’d out of Rome. Now this extremity. 

Hath brought me to thy Haith, not our of Hope 
(Miftake me not) to faue my life: for if 
1 had fear’d death, of ail the Men i’th*W orld 
I would haue voided thee.. But in meere fpight 
To be full quit ol thofe my Baniftiers, 

Stand J before fhee heerc: Then ifrhouhaft 
A heart of wreake in thee, that wilt reuenge 
Thine owne particular wrongs, and ftop thofe maimes 
Of ihanie feene through thy Country, ipeed thee ftraight 
And make my mil’cry lerue thy turno: So vie it, 

That my reuengefull Seruices may proue 
As Benefits to thee. For I will fight 
Againft my Cankrcd Coumrey,with the Spieene 
Of all the vndcr Fiends. But if fbbe, 

Thou dar’ft not this, and that to proue more Fortunes 
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Th’art tyr’d, then in a word, I alfo am 
Longer toliue mofl wearie: andprefent 
My throat to thcc, and to thy Ancient M a l ic p 
Which not to cur,would fhew thecbin a F 0 ! 

Since I haue euer followed thee with hate ° 
Drawne Tunnes ofBlood out of thy Coum ’ 

And cannot Iiue but to thyfihanic 3 vnlcffc ries ® re ft, 
It be to do thcc fcruice. 

Auf. Oh Martiut , Marxitu\ 

Each word thou haft fpokc,hath weeded from 
A roote of Ancient Enuy. Iflupiter. m y^farc 
Should from yond clowd fpeake diuine thin 
And fay ’tis true; I’denot belceue them mom’ 

Then thee all-Noble Martitu. Let me twine 
Mine armes about that body,where ao a i n ft C 
My groined Afh an hundred times hath broke 
And fcarr'd the Mcone with fplinters: he erc T .i 
The Anuile of my S word, and do contefl Utc P 

As hotly,and as' Nobly with thy Loue 

As euer in Ambitious firength, I did * 

Contend againft thy Valour. Knowthoufirft 
I lou’d the Maid I married : neuer man * 
Sigh’d truer breath. But that I fee thee heere 

Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt heart 

Then when I fir ft my weddc J Miftris law ’ 

Beftride my Threfhold. Why, thou Mars I tell th« 
We haue a Poweron foote : and 1 had purpofe *’ 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawne 
Or loofe mine Arme fork: Thou haft beate met out 
Tweluc fcuerali times,and I haue nightly fince 
Dreamt of encounters ’twixt thy leife and me: 

We haue beeue downe together in my fieepe, 

Vnbuckling Helmes,fifting each others Throat, 

And wak’d halfe dead with nothing. Worthy 
Had we no other quarrell elfc to Rome, but that ' 
Thou art thence Banilh’d, we would mufter all 
From twelue.to leuentic: and powring Warre 
Into the bowels of vngratefull Rome, 

Like a bold Flood o’re-beate. Ohcome ; goin, 

And take our Friendly Senators by’th’hands 
Who now are heerc, taking their leaues of race, 

Who am prepar’d againft your Territories, 

Though not for Rome it fclfe. 

Corio. You blcfieroe Gods, 

Auf. Thercforemoftabfolutc Sir.ifthou wilt haue 
The leading of thine owne Reucngcs, take 
Th’one halfe of my Commilfion,and let downe 
As belt thou art experienc’d,fince thou know’ft 
Thy Countries ftrength and weaknefle, thine own waits 
Whether to knocke againft the Gates of Rome, 

Or rudely vifit them in parts remote,! 

To fright them, ere deftroy. But come in, 

Let me commend thee firft, to thofe that fhail 
Say yea to thy^lefires. A thoufand welcomes, 

And more a Friend,then ere an Enemie, 

Yet Martino that was much. Your hand; roeft welcome- 

Exeunt 


l Heere’: 
z By my I 


Enter two of,the Seruixgmen. 

:’s a Grange alteration ? 

a jjy u»y hand,I had thoght to haue ftroken himwii ’- 
a Cudgcll,and yet my minde gaue roe, his cloathesmade 
a falfc report of him. 

i What an Arme he has, he turn’d me about wiifchiS 
finger and his thumbe.as one would fet vp aTop. 

Nay,I knew by his face that there was fome-thing 
n. He had fir,a kinde of face me thought, I cannot 

tell 


2 

in him 
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,cl1 h Sbad C Sok^g as k wcre ’ would 1 werc han §' d 

\ .Unxto ht there was more in him,then I could think. 

jilt 1. T * t_._ r__... t_T» fimnlir f'n^ rarrH- man 
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, So did I,lie be fwornc: He,is Amply the rareft man 
1 ^ W jtbioke he is: but a greater foldier then he. 


^VVhomy Mafter? 

Nay , it’s nomattCL for that. 

- Worth fix on him. 

j May not fo neither: but I cake hi m to be the greater 

^Faith looke you,one cannot tell how to fay that:for 
. p "j) C fcnce of a Towne,out Genera!! is excellent# 

11 1 ^andforanalTaulttoo. 

Enter the third Scruwgntan. 

Oh Slaues, I can tell you Newes,News you Rafcals 

<ljoth. What,what,what? Let’s partake. 

^ 1 would not be a Roman of all Nations j I had as 
Iiue be a condemn’d man. 

% 0 th . Wherefore? Wherefore ? 

Why here’s he that was wont to thwacke our Gc- 
ncrall 9 Cai9uiMartim. 

j why do you fay, thwacke our Generali ? 

j I do notify thwacke our Generali, but he was al- 
vvaves good enough for him 

i Cume we are fcllowes and friends: he was euer too 
hard for him, I haue heard him fay fo himfclfe. 

j He was too hard for him dirc6lly,to fay the Troth 
^n’c before Corioks , he fcotcht hitn^nd notcht him like a 
Carbmado*- 

z And hee had bin Cannibally giuen, hce might haue 
boyld and eaten him too# 

1 But more of thy Newes; 

g Why he is fo made on heere within, as if hce were 
Son and Hcirc to Mars,fet at vpper end o’chTablc : No 
queftionaskt hinvby any of the Senators, bat they ftand 
bald before him. Out Generali himfelfe makes a Mtlfris 
of him, S an j fi es himfelfe with’s hand, and turncs vp the 
white o’th'cye to his Difcourfe. But the bottome of the 
Newes is,ourGenerall is cut i-th’middlc > & but one halfe 
ofwhat he was ye^erdav. For the other ha’s halfe, by 
the intreaty and granne of the wlu>lc Tabic. Hee’l go he 
fayes.and foie die Pottepor Rome Gates byth cares. He 
will mowe all downe before him, and leaue his pafl 3 gc 
poul’d. 

2 And he s is like to do*t,as any man I can imagine. 

5 Doo’t? he will doo't:for look you fir,he has as ma¬ 
ny Friends as Enemies: which Friends fir as it werejdui ft 
not (looke you fir) fhew themfelucsfas we terme it) his 
Friends jvvhilcft he's inDire&uude. 

I Direftitude? What’s that f 

3 But when’they fhail fee fights Grcftvp againe,^nd 
the man in blood, they will out of their Burroughes (like 
Conies after Raine) and rcucll all withhim, 

1 But when goes this forwards 

j Tomorrow, today,, prcfently, youflialihaue the 
Drum firooke vp this afternoone : Tis as it were a parcel 
oftheirFeaft^and to be executed ere they wipe their lips. 

2 Why then wee fhail haue a ftirring World ngaine: 

This peace is nothing , but to rivft Iron>«?ncreafe Tay lors, 
and breed Ballad.makers. ’* f 

i Tetmehaiic Warrefay I, it ex ceeds peace as fane 
as day do’s night! 1 c's fprrghtly walking,audible,and full 
ofVent- Peace, is a very Apoplexy, Lethargie, mull’d, 
dcafe, fleepe, infenfiblc, a getter of more baftard Chil¬ 


dren, chen warres a deftroyer of men# 

2 ' Tis fo, and a* warres in fome fort may b'e faide to 
be a Rauifhcr, fo it cannot be denied, but peace is a great 
maker ot Cuckolds. 

i I,and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Rcafon,becaufe they then leflTe ncede one another: 
The Warres for my money. 1 hope to lee Romanes as 
cheapeas Volcians. They 3 rerifing,they are rifing. 

'Both. In, in, in, in. Exeunt 

Enter the two T r times ^Stein intend Brutns . 

Stein. Wc hcare not of him,neither need we fear him, 
His remedies are tame, the prefent peace. 

And quietnefie of the people,which before 
Were in wilde hurry. Heere do we make his Friends 
Blufh, that the world goes well: who rather had. 
Though they themfelucsdi J fuffer by’c, behold 
Diffcntious numbers peftring ftreec$,then fee 
Our Tradefmen finging in their (hops,and going 
About their Fundiions friendly. 

Enter {JAeneniw. 

firu. We flood too t in good time. Is this Meneninffe 
Sicin. ’ Tis he/us he : O he is grown mod kind oflate: 
Haile Sir. Me*e. Haile to you both. 

Sicin. Your is not much mift, butwithhis 

Friends: the Common werdth doth ftand, and fo would 
do,were he more angry at it. 

Metre. All’s well, and might haue bene much better, 
ifhc could haue temporiz’d. 

Stein . Where is he,hearc you ? 

Mcne . Nay I hcarc nothing : 

His Mother and his wife, hcarc nothing from him. 

Enter three or feme Citizens, 
sill. The Gods prcfcrucyou both. 

Sicin. Goode-n our Neighbours. 

Bru . Gooden to you all,gooden to you all. 
i Our felueSjOur wiucs,and children, cn ourknees^ 
Are bound to pray for you both. 

Stern. Liue,andthriue. 

Bru . Farewell kinde £«Jeighhour$ w : 

Wc wifht CortoUnm had loud you as we did. 

AIL Now the Gods keepe you# 

BothTri. Farewelljfarewell. Exeunt CitizMs 

Sicin . This is a happier and more comely time. 

Then wh$n thefe Fcllowes ran about theftreecs. 

Crying Confufion. 

Bru. Cains Martin* was 
A worthy Officer i’ch’Warre, but Infcjent,* 

O’rccomc with Pride, Ambitious,paft all thinking 
Sclfe-louing.w' 

Sicin, And affe&ing one foie Throne,without affiftace 
C JMene. I thifvke not fo. 

Sicin . We fhould by this,to all our Lamention, 

If he had gone forth Confull,foiind it fo. 

Bru. The Gods haue well preuentied it,and Rome 
Sits fafe and ftill,without hint. 

Enter an cAEdile* 
aAEdile. Worthy Tribunes, 

There is a Slaue whom wc haue put in prifon. 

Reports the Voices with two feuerall Powers 
Are entred in the Roman Territories. 

And with the deepeft malice of the Warre* 

Deftroy, what lies before ’em. 

Mene # Tis Aufftdius, 

Who hearing of our 'Martins Banifhmenc, 

Thrufts forth his homes againe into the world 
WhJth were In-ftieird,when Martins flood for Rome, 

And/ 

- - — ■ ■ —. . ■■■ — i 
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And durft not once peepe out. 

Stein. Come,what talke you of (Martins. 

TZru. Go fee this Rumorer whipt, it cannot be. 

The Voices dare breake with vs. 

Mene. Cannot be ? 

We haueRecord, that very well it can, 

And three examples of the like, hath beene 
Within my Age. But realon with the fellow 
Before you punifh him,where he heard this, 

Le3ft you (hall chance to whip your Information, 

And beate the Meflenger,who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sicin. Tell not me : i know this cannot be. 

Brit. Not poflible. 

Enter a Mcjfexger. 

Mef. The Nobles in great carneftnefle arc going 
All to the Senate-houfc: fome newes is comming 
That turnes their Countenances. 

Sicin. ’Tis this Slaue : 

Go whip him fore the peoples eyes: His railing. 
Nothing but his report. 

Mef. Yes worthy Sir, 

The Slaues report is fcconded,and more 
More fearfull is deliuer’d. 

Sicin. What more fcarefull? 

Mef. It is fpoke freely out of many mouths. 

How probable I do not know, that Martins 
Ioyn’d with Aujfidins, leads a power 'gainft Rome, 

And vowes Reucnge as fpacious, as betweene 
The yong’ft and oldeft thing, 

Stein. This is moll likely.« 

'Bru. Rais’d onely,that the weaker fort may wilh 
Good Martins home againc. 

Sicin. The very trickeon'e. 
j Mene. This is vnhkely, 

! He,and Aujjidtns can no mote attone 
j Then violent’ft Contrariety. 

Enter Meffenger. 

Mef. You are fent for to the Senate: 

A fearefull Army, led by Cains Martins, 

Affociated with Aufftdius, Rages 
Vpon our Territories,and hauc already 
O’re-bome their way, confum’d with fiie,and tooke 
What lay before them. 

Enter Cotmr.im. 

Com. Oh youhaue made good worke. 

Mene. What newes ? What newes? 

Com. You haue holp to rauilh your owne daughtcrs,& 
To melt the Citty Leader vpon your patcs,i 
To fee your Wiues dilhonour’d to your Nofes. 

Mene. What’s the newes? What’s the newes ? 

Com. Your Temples burned in their Cimcm, and 
Your Franchifcs, whereon you Hood, confin’d 
Into an Augors boarc. 

Mene, Pray now,your Newes: 

You haue made faire worke I feare me: pray your newes. 
If Martins fhould be ioyn’d with Volceans. 

Com. If? He is their God, he leads them like a thing 
Made by fotng other Deity then Nature, 

Thatfhapes man Better: and they follow hire 
A gainft vs Brats, with no leffe Confidence, 

Then Boyes purfuing Summer Butter-flics, 

Or Butchers killing Flyes, 

Mene. You haue made good worke, 

You and your Apron men: you,that flood fo much 
Vponthe voyccof occupation, and * 
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The breath ofGarlicke-eaters. 

Com. Hee’llhake your Rome about vour 

Mene. As Hercules did fhake downe 
You haue made faire worke. Jov *Fru : 

Brut. But is this true fir? 

Com, I,and you’l looke pale 
Before you findc it other. All the Regions 
Do fmilingly Rcuolt, and who refiftj b 
Are mock’d for valiant Ignorance, 

Andperilh conftantFooIes: whois’ccanbl 
Your Enemies and his, findc fornethinei n K mC °' ni ^ 
Mene. We arc all vndone, vnleffe lni * 

The Noble man haue mercy. 

Com. Who fhall askc it? 

The Trib une s cannot doo’t for Ihame; the 
Dcferue fuch pitty of him, as the Wolfe ^ e °f' e 
Doe’s of the Sbcpheards : For his beft Friends f t, 
Should fay be good to Rome, they chare’dhim ^ 
As thole Ifiould do that had ddcru’U his hate ^ 
And therein Ihew’d like Enemies. 

OMe.’Tis true,ifhe were putting to my hoiife ,l.l , 
That fhould confume it, 1 haue not the face * 

To fay, bcfcecn you ceafe. You haue made fai re hand 
You and your Crafts,you hauc crafted faire Dfls ’ 

Com. You haue brought 
A Trembling vpon Rome, fuch as was neuer 
S’incapeable of bclpe. 

Tri. Say not, wc brought it. 

Mene. How? Was’tvve? Welou’dhim 
Bui like Beads, and Cowardly Nobles, * 

Gaue way vnto your Cluftcrs, who did hootc 
Him out o’ch’Citty. 

(fom. But I feare 

They’l roarc him in againe. Tttllus Aujftdtus , 

The fecond name of men, obeyes his points 
As if he were his Officer: Defperation, 

Is all the Policy, Strength,and Dcfeace 
That Rome can make againft them. 

Enter a Troche of Citizens, 

Mene. Heere come the Clufters. 

And is Aujf/dms with him ? You are they 
That made the Ayre vnwholfome^when you call 
Your (linking, greafie Caps,in hooting 
At Coriolanus Exile. Now he’s comming,] 

And not a haire vpon a Souldiers head 
Which will not prouc a whip: As many Coxcombcs 
A* you threw Caps vp,will he tumble downe. 

And pay you for your voyces. ’Tis no matter, 

If he could burne vs all into oue coale, 

We haue deferu’d it. 

Omnes. Faith,we heare fearfull Newes* 
iCit. For mine owne part. 

When I faid banilhhim, 1 Paid ’twas pitty. 

2 And fo did I. 

5 And fo did I: and to fay the truth, fodid very ma¬ 
ny of vs, that we did we did for the beft.and though w« 
willingly confented to his Banifhmcnt,yet it vva* 
f our will. 

Com. Y’are goodly thing$,you Voyces, 

Mene. You haue made good worke 
You and your cry. Shal’stotheCapitoll? 

Com, Oh I,what elfe i Exeunt M- 

Sicin. Go Mailers get you home,be not difmaid, 
Thefc are a Side, that would be glad to haue 
This true,which they fo feemc to feare. Go home, 
And fhew no figne of Feare. 

i.Ctt 
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The Trage die of (foriolanus. 2 ? 

-^T^pfhe Gods bee good to vs: Come Mailers lets 

£ I cuer faid we were i’th wrong, when we banifh’d 

^'fit. So did we all. But come, let’s home. ExitCit. 

Brit. I not Newes. 

Sicin. Nor I. 

<$ Y is, Let’s to the Capitol!: would halte my wealth 
VVould buy this for a lye. 

Sicirt' Pray lee’s go. Exeunt Tribunes. 

Enter ^duffidim with bis Lieutenant * 

Do they Aye to’tlVRoman ? 

Lie#' I do not know what Witchcrafts in him : but 
Your Soldiers vie him as the Grace Yore meate, 

Their talke at 'ITble, and their Thankes at end. 

And you are darkued in this aftion Sir, 

Enenby your owne. 

Jttf. Icannothelpcitnow, 

Vnlefle by vfing meanes I lame the foot# 

Of our defigne. He beaves himfelfc more proudlier, 
Euentomy perfon, then I thought he would 

When firft I did embrace him. Yet his Nature 
jnthat’s no Changeling, and I muft excufe 

What cannot be amended. 

lieu. Yet I wifliSir, 

(Tmeane for your particular) you had not 

Ioyn’d in Commifiion with him : but either haue borne 

The aftion of your felfe, or elfe to him,bad left it foly. 

i/fuf. I vnderftand thee well,and be thou fure 

When he fhall come to his account,he knowes not 

What I can vrge againlt him, although it feemes 

And fo he thinkes, and is no Iefle apparant 

To th’vulgar eye, that he beares all things faircly : 

And lhewcs good.Husbandry for the Volcian State ? 
fights Dragon-like, and does atcheeue as foone 

As draw his Sword : yet he bath left vndone 

That which fliall .breake his necke, or hazard mine, , 

When ere wc come to our account. 

Lieu. Sir, I bcfeech you, think you he’l carry Rome ? 

Auf. All places yeclds to him ere he fits downe, 
AndthcfNobility ofRome arelris: 

TheSenators and Patricians loue him too : 

The Tribunes arc no Soldiers : and their people 

Wiilbeas rafh in thcrcpcalc, as/hafty 

Tocxpcll him thence. 1 thinke heel be to Rome 

As is the Afprayto the Fifb^wbo takes it 

By Soueraignty of Nature. Firft, he was 

A Noble feruant to them, but he could not 

Carry his Honors.eeuen : whether -was Pride 

Which out of dayly Fortune euer taints 

The happy man; whether detail of judgement. 

To faile in the difpofing ofrhofc chances 

Which he was L,Qi:tl.cf: or. , wheLhei:Npture, 

Not to be other then one thing, riot mooui.ng. 

Fromch’Caske to tfi’Ciifl^ion : but commanding peace 

Euen with the fame aufteucy md g-arbe, 

As.lie controlfds the warre. But one of thefe 
(Ashe hath fpices ofitheai aIl)not.’aH, * 

For I dare fo farre free him, made him fear’d, 

Sohated,and fabaui(Sh’d: buc he ha’s a Merit 

To choake it in the vttYance: So our Vertuej 

Fie in th’interprecanon of the time. 

And power vnto it ielfe moft commendable, 

Hath not a Tomb.e fo euident as a Chaire 

T oxtoll what it hath done* 

Cnefirc driucs oueone fire; one Naile,onc Naile; 

•bights by rights fouler, (irengths by ftrcng.ths do faile. 

. 

Come let’s away: when Cains Rome is thine, 

Thou art poor’ftof all; then liiortly art thou minc.exetsr.t 

ABus Quintus. 

£nter Mcneniuit Cominitts 9 Sicinifu y Brutns f 
the two Tribunes,with ethers . 

7 Menen. No, lie not go: you hearc what he hath faid 
Which was fometime his Generali: who louedhina 

In a moft decre particular. He call’d me Father: 

Buc what o’chat!Go you that banifh’d him 

A Mile before his Tent, fall downe,and knee 

The W3y into his mercy: Nay,if he coy’d 

To heare Commits fpeake, lie keepe at home. 

Com . He would not feeme to know me* 

Mencn . Do you heare? 

Com . Yet one time he did call me by my name 2 

I vrg’d our old acquaintance, and the drops > 

That we haue bled together. Coriolantu 

He would not anfwer coo: Forbad allNames^ 

He was a kinde ofNothing, Tideleffe, J 

Till he had forg’d himfclfe a name a’ch'fire 

Of burning Rome. 

Mencn. Why fo : you haue made good worke 2 

A paire of Tribunes, that haue wrack’d for Rome, 

To make Coalcs cheapc: A Noble memory. 

Com . I minded him, how Royall Ywas to pardon 
When it was Ieffe expedlcd. He replyed 

It was a bare petition ofa State 

T 0 one whom they had punifh’d. 

Mene n. Very well, could he fay leffe. 

Com, I offered to awaken his regard 

For’s priuate Friends. His anfwer to me was 

He could not fiay to picke them, in a pile 

Ofnoyfome mufly Chaffc. He laid, ‘twas folly 

For one poore grainc or two, to leauc vnburnc 

And ftill to nofc th’cffence. 

Menen. For one poore grainc or two? 

I am one of thofc: his Mother, Wife,his Childe, 

And this braue Fellow coo: we are thcGraines, 

You are the mufiy Chaffe,and you are fmclc 

Abouethe Moone. We mud be burnt for you* 

Sicin. Nay,pray be patient: If you refute your ayde 

In this fo neuer-nccded helpe, yet donot 

Vpbraid s with our diftrefic. Buc fure if you 

Would be your Countries Pleader, your good tongue 

More then theinftant Armie we can make 

Might flop our Countryman. 
cMene. No: lie not meddle. 

Sicin. Pray you go to him^ 

Mene. What fhould I do? 

Bra. Onely make triall what your Loue can do^ 

For Rome,towards Martins. 

iJMene. Wcli,and fay that Martins rcturnemce. 

As (fomtnim is return’d, vnheard: what then ? 

But as adilcontented Friend,greefc-ftiot 

With his vnkindnefle. SayY be fo f 

Sicin . Yet your goodwill 

Muft haue that thankes from Romejafcer the meafure 

As you intended well. 

Mene. lie vndertakY : 

I thinke hce’l heare me. Yet to bice his lip, 

And humme at good Cominins 3 much vnhearts roee. 

cc Hee/ 
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TheTragedie of Qpriolaniis. 


He was not taken well, he had not din’d. 

The Vcincs vnfill’d, our blood is cold,and then 
We powtvpon the Morning, arevnapt 
To giue or to forgiue; but when wc hauc fttiffc 
Thcfe Pipes,and thei'e Conucyances of our blood 
With Wine and Feeding, we hauefuppler Soules 
Then in our Pneft-likeFafts: therefore lie watch him 
Till he be dieted to my requeft. 

And then lie let vpon him. 

7 irn. You know the very rode into hit kindncffe, 

And cannot lofe your way. 

Ment. -Good faith lie prouc him, 

Speed how it will. 1 fhall cie long,haue knowledge 
Of my fucceffe. Exit. 

Com. Hec lneuer heare him. 

Si cm. Not. 

Com . I tell you, he doe’s fit in Gold, his eye 
Red as’twouldburncRonic : and his Iniury 
The Gaoler to his pitty. 1 kneel’d before him, 

’Twas very faintly he laid Rife: difmift me 

Thus with his fpeechleffc hand. What he would do 

He fent in writing after me : what he would not. 

Round with an Oath to yeeld to his conditions: 

So that all hope is vainc.vnleffe his Noble Mother, 

And his Wife,who (as I heare) meane to folicite nini 
For mercy to his Countrey: therefore let’s hence, 

And with our faire intreatics haft them on. Exeunt 

Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard.. 

I Wat. Stay: whence are you, 

x.W'at. Stand,and gobacke. 

Me. You guard like men, ’tis well.But by yourleaue, 
I am an Officer ofState,& come to fpcak with CorioUnus 
1 From whence? Ment FromRome^ 

x You may not pa(Te,you muft returne: out Generali 
will no more heare from thence. 

a You’l fee your Rome embrac’d with fire, before 
You’I fpeake with Coriolanus. 

"Ment. Good my Friends, 

If you haue heard your Generali t alke of Rome, 

And ofhis Friends there, it is Lots to Blankes, 

My name hath touch’c your eares: it is Menenius, 
i Be it fo.go back.-the vertue of your name. 

Is not heere paflable. 

t Jllene. I rell thee Fellow, 

Thy Generali is my Loner : I haue beenc 
The booke ofhis good Afts, whence men haue read 
His Famevnparaleird.happcly amplified: 

For I haue euer verified my Friends, 

(Of whom hcc’s chee%) with aft the fize that verity 
Would without lap fing fuffer; Nay,fometimcs, 

Like to a Bowk vpon a lubtle ground 
I haue tumbled paft the throw : and in his praife 
Haue (almoft)ftaippt the Leafing. Therefore Fellow, 

I muft haue leaue to paffc. 

1 Faith Sir.ifyou had told as many lies in his bcbalfe, 
a» you hauc vttered words in your owne, you fhould not 
paffe heei e: no, though it were as vertuous to lye, as to 
Hue chaftlv. Therefore go backe. 

Jtfe*, Pry thee fellow,remember my name is Menenius, 
alwayes faeftionary on the party of your Generali. 

2 HowfoeueryouViaue bin his Lier, as you fay you 
haue, 1 am one that telling true vnder him, muft fay you 
cannot paffc. Therefore gobacke. 

Mene. Ha’s he din’d can’ft thou tell? For I would not 
fpeake with him, rill after dinner. 

i YouareaRoinan,areyouf 


Menc. I am as thy Generali is. 

I Then you fhould hate Rome, as he do’s r 

when you haue pulht out your gates, the Vcry 

of them, and in a violent popular ignorance • dtr 

enemy your fhicld, thinke to front his reuenges ^ l 0llt 
eafie groanes of old women, the Virginall Palm 
daughters, ior with the palfied interceffjon of f °l ^° Ur 
cay’d Dotant as you feeme to be? Can you think* | ^ 
out the intended fire,your Ci ty is ready to flame 1,0 • 

fuch weakc breath as this? No,you are deceiu’d 

backe to Rome,and prepare for your execution • C ^° r ' 
condemn’d,our Generali has fwornc you out n f 7 ° tt atc 
and pardon. e P r tcuc 

Mene. Sirra, ifthy Captaine knew I were heere 
He would vfe me with eftimation. 1 

i Come, my Captaine knowes you not, 

Ment. I meane thy Generali, 
i My Generali cares not for you. Pack I f ay „ 0 . w 
I let forth y our halfepinte of blood. Backe,thjt*s t h e 
mod of your hauing, backe. c,u 

Mene. Nay but Fellow JFclIow. 

Enter Coriolamu with tufufidius. 

Corio. What’s the matter ? 
ytfew.Now you Companion :lle fay an arrant for m . 
you fhall know now that I am in eftimation: you IM 
perceiue, that a Iackc gardant cannot office me'f rom L 
Son CorioUnus ,gueffc but my entertainment with him- if 
thou ftand’tt not i’th Rate of hanging, or of fomedeah 
more long in Spe&atorfhip.and crueller in fuffering.be. 
hold now prelently, and fwoond for what’s to ccmc ypon 
thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourcly Synod about ib 
particular profperity.and loue thee no worfe then thy old, 
Father Menenius do’s, O my Son, my Son > thou art pre¬ 
paring, fire for vs: looke thee, heerc’s water to quench it. 
I was hardly moued to come to thee: but bceing affured 
none but my fclfc could moue thee ,1 haue bene blowne 
out of your Gates with fighes: andconiure thee ropar- 
don Rome, and thy petitionary Countrimen. The good 
Gods affwage thy wrath, and turne the dregs ofir,vpon 
this Varlet heere; This, who like a blocke hath denyed 
my acceffc to thee. 

Corio. Away. 

Mene. How? A way? 

Corio. Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My affaires 
Are Seruanted to others: Though I owe 
My Reusnge properly, my remiflionlies 
In Volcean brefts. That wc haue beene familiar, 
Ingrate forgetfulneffc {hall poifon rather 
Then pitty :Note how much,'therefore be gone. 

Mine eares againftyour flutes, arc ftronger then 
Your gates againft my force. Yet fori louedthee, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy fake. 

And would haue fent it. Another word Menenitu, 

I will not heare thee fpeake. This man Jttffidius 
Was my belou'din Rome: yet thou bchold’ft. 

jiuffid. You keepe a conftant temper. E x,mt 

Manet the Guard and Menenius. 

1 Now fir, is your name Menenius ? 

2 ’Tis a fpell you fee of much power: 

You know the way home againe. 

1 Do you hearehow wee arc fhent fot keeping JN 
greatneffe backe ? 

2 What caufe do you thinke I haue to fwoond. 

"Menem I neither care for th’world, nor your Genera. 
for fuch things ssyou, I can fcarfe thinke ther’s any,y sK 
fo (light. He that hath a will to die by hitnfelfe, tesren 



SOL £01 90L SOL ML COL ZOL L01 001 66 86 16 96 96 V6 C6 36 L6 06 68 88 £8 98 S8 W 08 38 L8 08 6£ 8£ ££ 9£ S£ VL €£ 3£ L£ 0£ 69 89 


I 


C 9 





The Tragedie of (joridanus. 


2 7 


^^anorher: Let your Generali do his worft. For 

n ° C bee that you are,* long \ and your mifery encreafe 
your 3 § e * 1 ** 7 to y GU i 3S 1 vvas ted *°> Away .Exit 
SV1 1* A Noble Fellow I warrant him. 

a The worthy Fellow is our Gencral.Hc’s the Rock, 
ThcOakenot to be winde-fhaken. Exit Watch , 

Enter Coriolanut and Aufftdius. 

Corio. Wc will before the walls of Rome tomorrow 
Sec dovvne our Hoaft. My partner in this A&ion* 

You report to th’Volcian Lords, how plainly 
[haue borne this Rufinctfe. 

Onely their ends you haue rcfpe&cd, 

Scoptyour C3res againft the generall fuitc of Rome : 

[sleuer admitted a priuat whifper,no not with fuch trends 
That thought them fure of you, 

Corio. This laft old man, 

$hom with a crack’d heart I hauc fent to Rome, 

LouM me, abouc the meafure of a Father, 
godded me indeed. Their lateft refuge 
\V3srofcnd him : for whofeold Loue I haue 
(Though I fbew’d fowrely to him^ once more offer'd 
The firft Conditions which they did refufe, 

And cannot now accept, to grace him onely, 

That thought he could do more: Avery ]j ct f c 
I haue vcelded too* Frefti £rr:bafles,and Suites, 

^orfrom the Starc,nor priuate friendshcereafrer 
Willi lend earcto. Ha? what fhout is this ?Shcut within 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
Inthefainerime'tis made? J will not. 

Enter yirgilia^dummafOaleria^ jong TiUrtitu, 
with Attendantt. 

My wife comes formoft, then rhe honour’d mould 
Wherein this Trunke was fram’d, and in her hand 
TheGrandchilde to her blood. But out affe&ion, 

All bond andpriuiledge of Nature breakc; 

Let it be Vertuous to be Obftinate. 

What is that Curt’lie worth? Or thofc Doucs eyes, 

Which can make Gods forfworne ? I melt, and am not 
Offtronger earth then others: my Mother bowes, 

As ifOlympus to a Mole-hill fhould 
Infupplication Nod : and mvyong Boy 
Hath an Afpeft of intcrcefsion, which 
Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Voices 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy, He nencr 
Be fuch a Coding to obey inftin< 5 >: butfhnd 
As if a man were Author ofhtmfelf,& knew no other kin 
Virgil. My Lord and Husband. 

Com ♦ Thefc eyes are not the lame I wore in Rome. 
Vng. The forrow that deliuers vs thus chang'd. 

Makes you thinke fo. 

Corio. Like a dull A$or now,! haue forgot my part. 
And I am out, cucn to a full Dilgrace. Beft ofmy Flcfh, 
Forgiue my Tyranny : but do not fay, 

For that forgiue our Romanes. O a kifle 
kongas my Exile, fweet as my Rcucngc J 
Now by the iealous Queene ofHeaucn, that kifle 
I carried from thee deare; and my true Lippc 
Hath Virgin’d it ere fince. You Gods, I pray, 

And the moft noble Mother of the world 
Lraue vnfalured : Sinke my knee i’thcarth, Kneeles 
Of thy deepe doty, more imprefsion fiicw 
Then that of common Sonnes. * 

Volnm. Oh ftand vp bleft J 
Whil’d with no lofter Cufhion then the Flint 
iKneclc before thee, and vnpropcrly 
Shew duty as miftaken, all this while, 


BetweenetheCbildc,and Parent. 

Corioo What*s this? your knees to me ? 

To your Corrected Sonne ? 

Then let the Pibbles on the hungry beach 
Fillop the Starres: Then, let the mutinous vvindcs 
Strike the proud Cedars ’gainft the fiery Sun: 

Murd’ring Impoffibility, to make 
What cannot be, flight workc. 

Volum. Thou art my Warriour, I hope to frame thee 
Doyou know this Lady ? 

Corio % The Noble Sifter of Publico la ; 

The Moone ofRomc: Chafte as the Jficle 
That’s curdied bythcFroft, frompureft Snow% 

And hangs on Dians Temple: Deere Valeria. 

Voltim. This is a poore Epitome ofyours. 

Which by ^’interpretation of fuil time. 

May fhew like all yourfclfe. 

Corio, TheGod ofSouldicrs: 

With the confent offupreame loue, informe 
Thy thoughts with Noblenefle, that thou mayft prone 
To fliame vnvulnerable, and ftickei’ch Warrcs 
Like 3 great Sea-marke ftandingeucry flaw. 

And fauing thofe that eye thee. 

Volt*m. Your knee, Sirrah. 

Corio « That’s my braue Boy. 

Folum. Euen he,your wife,this Ladie^nd my felfe, 
AreSutorsto you. 

Corio. I befeech you peace: 

Or ifyou’ld askc, remember thisbefore; 

The thing I haue forfworne to graunt, may neuer 
Be held by you denials* Do not bid nac 
Difmiffe my Soldiers, or capitulate 
Againe,with Romes Mechanickes. Tell me not 
Wherein I feeme vnnaturall :Defire noc^allay 
My Rages and Reucnges,with your colder rcafons. 

Polum. Oh no more^io more: 

You laue faidyou will not grant vs any thing: 

For we haue nothing elfe to aske, but that 
Which you deny already: yet we will aske, 

That if you faile in our requeft, the blame 

May hang vpon your hardnefle, therefore heare vs. 

Corto. Attjfid’us , and you Voices marke, for wec’l 
Heare nought from Rome in priuate. Your requeft? 

Vduw. Should we be filent & not fpeak»our Raiment 
And ftate of Bodies would bewray what life 
Vv e hauc led fince thy Exile. Thinke with thy felfe, 

How more vnfortunate then all liuing women 
Arc we come hither 5 fince that thy fight, which fhould 
Make our eies flow with ioy,harts dance with comforts, 
Conftraines them weepe,and (hake with feare& forow, 
Making the Mother, wife,and Ghrldc to fee, 
l he Sonne, the Husband,and the Father tearing 
His Countries Bowels out; and to poore we 
Thine enmities moft capitall: Thou barrft vs 
Our prayers to the Gods,which is a comfort 
That all but wc cnioy. For how can we ? 

Alas! how can we, for our Country pray ? 

Whereto vve are bound, together with thy viftory : 
Whereto wc are bound: Alacke,or we muft loofe 
The Countric our deere Nurfe, or elfe thy perfoq 
Our comfort in the Country. Wemufifinde 
An euidenc Calamity, though we had 
Our wjfli, which fide flhould win. For cither thoii 
Muft as a Forraine Recreant be. led 
With Manacles through our ftreecs, or elfe 
Triumphantly treade on thy Countries ruine, 

___CCJI__ ^And/ 
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And bearc the Palme, for hauing braucly fhcd 
Thy Wife and Childrens blood : For my felfe > Sonne, 

I puvpofc not to waitc on Fortune, till 

Theic warres determine : It I cannot perfwadc thee, 

R ather to (hew a Noble grace to both parts. 

Then fecke the end of one ; thou fhalt no iooncr 
March to affault thy Country, then to treade 
(Truft too’c, thou (halt not) on thy Mothers wombe 
That brought thee to this world. 

Virg. I,and mine,that brought you forth this boy, 

To kcepe your name liuing co time. 

'Boy. A (hall not tread on me: lie run away 
Till 1 am bigger, but then lie fight# 

Corio. Not of a womans tenderneffe to be. 

Requires nor Chiidc,nor womans face to fee: 

I ha^e fate too long.* 

Velum. Nay,go not from vs thus: 

Ifit were fo,ihat our requeft did tend 

To fane the Romanes, thereby to deftroy 

The Voices whom you feme, you might condemnc vs 

As poyfonous of your Honour. No, out fuitc 

Is thatyou reconcile them ; While the Voices 

May fay, this mercy we haue fhew'd : the Romanes, 

This wc rccciu'd, and each in cither fide 

Giue the All-hailc to tiicc, and cry be Bleft 

For making vp this peace. Thouknow'ft (great Sonne) 

The end of Wantes vneertaine: but this certainc. 

That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou (Ink thereby reape, is fucli a name 
Whofe repetition will be dogg*d with Curfes: 

WhofcChronicle thus writ,The man was Noble, 

Rue with his laft Atccmpt,he wip’d it out: 

Deftroy'd his Country,and his name remaines 
To th’infuing Age,abhorr’d. Spcakc to me Son 3 
Thou haft affe&cd the fiuc ftraines ofHonor, 

To imitate the graces of the Gods# 

To tearc with Thunder the wide Cheekes a’th’Ayre, 
And yet to change thy Sulphurc with a Boult 
That (Kouldbut riueanOake. Why do’ft not fpeakc? 
Think’ft thou it Honourable for aNobleman 
Still to remember wrongs Z Daughter,fpeake you : 

He cares not for your weeping. Speakc thou Boy, 
Perhaps thy childifhncffe will mouc him more 
Then can our Reafons# There’s no man in the world 
More bound to’s Mother, yet hccre he let's me prate 
Like one i’th’Stockcs, Thou haft neucr in thy life, 
Shew’d thy deere Mother any curtefie. 

When (hc.(poorc Hen ) fond of no fecond brood, 

Ha’s clock'd thee to the Warres: and fafclie home 
Loden with Honor. Say my Reqticft’s vniuft. 

And fpurne me backc iTit be not fo 
Thou art not hotiefit, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou rcftrain’ft from me the Duty, which 
To a Mothers part belongs. He turncs away : 

Down Ladics:Iet rs ftiame him with him witlnour knees 
To his fur-name Coriolantu longs more pride 
Then piety to our Prayers. Do wne: an end. 

This is the laft. So, we will home to Rome, 

And dye among our Neighbours: Nay, behold's, 

This Boy that cannot tell wh3t he would haue. 

But kneeles, and holds vp hands for fcllowflhp,* 

Doe's reafon our Petition with more ftrength 
Then thou haft to deny’t. Come,let vs go : 

This Fellow had a Volcean to his Mother : 

His Wife is in Corioles y and his Childe 
Like himby chance : yet giue vs our difpatch : 
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I am huftit vntill our City be 



Corio. O Mother, Mother 1 
What haue you done ? Behold, |he Heauens do 
The Gods looke downc, and this vnnaturall S 
They laugh at. Oh my Mother, Mother 
You haue wonne a happy Viftory toRome. 

But for your Sonne, belceuc it: Oh belceuc it 
Mod dangeroufly you haue with him preuaffd 
If not moft mortal! to him. But let it come- * 
Auffiditu, though I cannot make true Warres 
lie frame conuenient peace. Now good Ah&J 
Were you in my deed, would you haue heard* ^ 

A Mother leffe? or granted lefle Aujftdttu } 

Auf. I was mou’d withall. 

Corio . 1 dare be fwornc you were : 

And fir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to fweat companion. But (good fir) 
What peace you’l makc,aduife me :For my p a / t 
] le not to Rome, He backe with you,and pray yo U 
Stand to me in this caufe„Oh Mother! Wife \ * 

Auf. I am glad thou haft fet thy mercy, & t Ui7 
A t difference in thee : Out of chat lie vvorke ^ ° nor 
My fclfc a former Fortune. 

Corio. I by and by; But wc will drinle toeetW 
And you fir'll! bearc 

A better witneffe backe then words, which we 
On like conditions,wiIl haue Coiuuci-fealM. 

Come enter with vs: Ladies you deferue 
To haue a Tetnplc built you : All the Swords 
In Italy,and her Confederate Armes. 

Could not haue made this peace# Exmt 

Enter Menenivu and Sicinim . (lone 

Trlene. Seeyouyon’dCoin akh Capitol, yon*/corner 
Stein. Why what of that ? 
yiene * Ifitbcpoffiblcforyou to difplaceit with your 
little finger, there is lbme hope the Ladies ofRoinc,cfpc- 
dally his Mother, may preuaile with him.But I fay,there 
is no hope in’t,our throats are fentcnc d, and ftay vppon 
execution. 

Stein, Is’t pofsible, that fo fiiort a time can alcer the 
condition ofa man, 

Mene . There is differency between a Grub & a But. 
terfly, yet your Butterfly was a Grub: thisis 
growne from M an to Dragon : He has wings, hcc’s more 
then a creeping thing. 

S tin. He lou’d his Mother deerely. 

Ttisne. Sodidhemee: and he no more remembers his 
Mother now jthen an eight yearc old horfe.Thetartneffc 
of his face v fowres ripe Grapes. When he walks, be moues 
like an Engine,and the ground flirinkes before his Trea¬ 
ding. He is able to pierce a Corflet with his eye ;Talkcj 

like a knell,and his hum is a Batterv. Flc fits in his State, 
as a thing made for Alexander. What he bids bee done,is 
finiflit with his bidding. He wants nothing of aGod but 
Eternity,and a Heauen to Throne in. 

Stein. Yes,mercy ,ifyou report him truly. 

Mene. I paint him in the Character. Mark what mer¬ 
cy his Mother fiiall bring from him : There is no more 
mercy in him,then there is milkc in a niale-Tyger, that 
(hall our poore City findc: and all this is long ot you. 

- Stein. The Gods be good vnto vs. 

Mene. No,in fuch a cafe the Gods will not bee geo 
vnto vs. When we banifti’d him,wct refpefted not them; 
and he returning tobreake our necks,they refpeftnotvs, 
Enter a Mcfenger. ^ 
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W Sir, ifyou'ld faue your life, five to your Houfc, 
ThelPlebeians haue got your Fellow Tribune, 

Ld hale him vp and downe ; all fwe3ring, if 
The Romane Ladies bring not comfort home* 

Thcy’l S iue him dcalh by Inchcs » 

° Enter another MeJJengtr. 

Sicin. What's the Newes ? (preuayFd, 

jilcf Good Newes, good newes,the Ladies haue 

yhe Volfians are diflodg’d, and Martius gone : 

A merrier day did neueryce greet Rome, 

No,not th'expulfion ofthe Tarquins, 

llcin. Friend, art thou ccrtaine this is true ? 

js’c ntoft cereaine. 

Ttlef, As certaine as I know the Sun is fire : 
rt/bere haue you lurk’d that you make doubt of ir 3 
Ne're through an Arch fo hurried the blowne Tide, 
\stherecomforced through th’gaces. Whyharkeyou : 

Trumpets HohoyesfDrums heatr, altogether. 
The Trumpets, Sack-buts,Pfalceries,and Fifes, 
labors,and Symboles,and the flioweing Romany 
Make the Sunnc dance, Hcarke you. Ajhout within 

jtfene. This is good Newes: 
jwillgomeetethe Ladies# This Volvmnia, 

Ii worth ofConfuls, Senators, Patricians, 

A City full :Of Tribunes fuch as you, 

ASeaand Land full: you haue pray’d well to day: 

This Morning, for tenchoufand of your throates, 
pdenot haue giuen a doit. Harke,how they ioy.» 

Soundflill with the Sheuts . 

Sicin . Firft,the Gods bleffe you for your tydings : 
Next,accept my thankefulneffe. 

Mejf. Sir,we haue all great caufc to giue great thanks. 
Sicin. They are necre the City. . 

Mcf. Almoft at point to enter. 

Sicin . Wee’l meet them, and helpe the ioy. Exeunt. 


Enter two Senators jwith Ladies , pafsingouer 
the Stage , with other Lords . 


* Sena, Behold our Patronnefle, the life of Rome: 

Call all your Tribes together, praife the Gods, 

And make triumphant fires, ftrew Flowers before them! 
Vnlhoot the noife that Banifli’d Martins ; 

Rcpcalc him, with the welcome of his Mother: 

Cry welcome Ladies, welcome. 

All. Welcome Ladies, welcome. 

A Floartfh with Drummes & Trumpets . 


Enter Tudus ts 4 ujfidius,with Attendants . 
Auf. Go tell the Lords a’ch'City, I am heerc: 
Deliucr them this Paper: hauing read it,V 
Bid them tepayre to th'Market place, where I 
Euen in thcirs,and in the Commons eares 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accufc: 

The City Ports by this hath enter’d, and 
Intends t appeare before the People, hoping* 
Topurgc himfclfe with words. Difparch. 


£ ” tcr 3 or 4 Co*fP* r *torr of Auftd/us Fattion. 
Molt Welcome. 


l-Con. How is it with our Generali ? 

Auf. Euen lo,as v;ith a man by his ©wne Aimes im- 
poyion d, and with nis Charity flaine. 

i.Con. Moft Noble Sir, If you do hold the fame intent 
Wherein you wi An vs parties: Wcc'l deliuer you 
Jtyour great danger. 

Sir, I cannot tell, 



We muft proceed as we do fiiide the People. 

3.C«r. The People will remaine vneertaine,whil’ft 
’Twixtyou there’s difference: but the fall of either 
Makes the Suruiuor heyre of all. 

Auf. 1 know it: 

And my pretext to ftrike at him, admits 
A good conftrudtton. I rais’d him, and I p«wn’d 
Mine Honor for his truth: who being fo heighten’d, 
He watered his new Plants with dewes ot Flattery, 
Seducing fo my Friends : and to this end. 

He bow’d bis Nature, neiier knowne before. 

But to be rough, vnfwayable,and free, 

^.Coujp. Sir, his ftoutneffe 
Whenhc did ftand for Confull, which he loft 
By lacke of ftooping. 

Auf. That I would haue fpokelof: 

Being banifh’d for’t, he came vnto my Harth, 

Prefented to my knife his Throat: I tooke him. 

Made him ioynt-ferLant with me: Gaue him way 
In all his ownedefircs :Nay, let him choofe 
Out ofroy Files, his proie6fs,to accomplifh 
My beft and frefheft men, feru’d his defignements 
] n mine owne perfon : holpe to reape the Fame 
Which he did end all his; and tooke fome pride 
To do my felfe this wrong : Till at the laft 
1 Teem’d his Follower, not Pattner; and 
He wadg’d me with his Countenance,as if 
I had bin Mercenary. 

1 .Con. So he did my Lord: 

The Army marueyl’d at it, and in the laft,' 

When he had carried Rome, and that we look’d 
For no leffe Spoile, then Glory. 

Auf. There was it: 

For which my finewes fhall be ftrctcht vpon hinr 
At a few drops of Womens rhewmc, which are 
As cheape as Lies; he fold ihe Blood and Labour 
Ofour great A&ion; therefore fhall he dye. 

And lie renew me in his fall But hearke. 

Drummes and Trumpets founds j&ithgreat 
(horns ofthe people. 

I. Con. Your Natiuc Towne you enter’d likea Pc'ftc, 
And had no welcomes home, but he rccurnes 
Splitting the Ayre with noyfe. 

2 .Con. And patient Fooles, 

Whofc children he hath flame, their bafe throats teard 
With giuing him glory. 

3* Con . Therefore at your vantage,! 

Ere he expreffc himfelfe, or moue the people 
With what he would fay, lethim feelc your Sword 
Which we will lecond, when he lies along 
After your way. His Tale pronounc’d, fhall bury 
His Reafons, with his Body. 

Auf. Say no more. Heere come the Lords, 

Enter the Lords of the City. 

All Lords . You are moft welcome home* 

Aujf. I haue not deferu’d it. 

But worthy Lords, haue you with heedepetufed 
What I haue written to you ? 

All. We haue. 

i .Lord. And greeuetohearet: 

What faults he made before the laft, I thinke 
Might haue found eafie Fines : But there to end 
Where he was to begin,and giue away 
The benefit of our Leuies, anl wering vs 
With our owne charge: making a Treatie, where 
There was a yeelding; this admits no cxcule, 

ccj Auf 
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Attf. He approaches, you (hall heare him. 

Enter Coriolanw marching with Drumme,and Colours « The 
Commoners hcmg with him. 

Corio. Haile Lords, I am return’d yourSouldicr: 

No more infcfted with my Countries loue 
Then when I parted hence: but Hill fubfifting 
Vnder your great Command. You are to know. 

That profperoufly I haue attempted, and 

With bloody paffage led your Warres, eucn to 

The gates ofRome: Our fpoiles we haue brought home 

Doth more then counterpoize a full third part 

The charges of the Action. W e haue made peace 

With no leffe Honor to the Antiates 

Then {hame to th’Romaines. And we heere deliucr 

Subscrib'd by’th’Confuls,and Patricians, 

Together with the Seale a’thScnat,what 
We haue compounded on. 

Auf. Read it not Noble Lords, 

But tell the Traitor in the higheft degree 
He hath abus’d your Powers. 

Corio. Traitor? How now? 

Attf, I Traitor, Martin*. 

Corio, Martins ? 

Auf. 1 Martini, Cains Martins : Do’ll thou thinke 
lie grace thee with that Robbery, thy ftolne name 
Cariolanut in CorioUs ? 

You Lords and Heads a’ch’Scate.perfidioufly 
He ha’s betray’d your bufineffe,and giuen vp 
For certaine drops ofSalt,your City Rome : 

I fay your City to his Wife and Mother, 

Breaking his Oath and Refolution, like 
A twift of rotten Silke, neuer admitting 
Counfailc a’ch’warre : But at his Nurfes tcares 
He whin’d and roar’d away your Viflory, 

That Pages blulR’d at him, and men of heart 
Look’d wond’ring each at others. 

Corio. Heai’ft thou Mars ? 
eAnfi Name not the God, thou boy of Teares. 

Corio. Ha? 

An fid. No more. 

Corio. Mcafurelefle Lyar, thou haft made my heart 
Too great for what container it. Boy? Oh Slauc, 
Pardon me Lords, ’tis the fuft time that cuer 
I was forc’d to fcoul’d.Yout iudgments my graue Lords 
Muft giuc this Curre the Lye : and his owne Notion, 
Who weares my ftripes impreft vpon him, that 
Muft beare my beating to his Graue, (ball ioyne 
To thruft the Lyevntohim. 

i Lord. Peace both.and heare me fpeake. 

Corio. Cut me to peeces V olees men and Lads, 

Staine all your edges on me. Boy, falfc Hound: 

If you haue writ your Annales true, ’tis there. 

That like an Eagle in a Doue-coat, I 
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Flattet’d your Volcians in Coriolis. 

Alone I did it. Boy. 

tAuf. Why Noble Lords, 

Will you be put in minde of his blinde Fortune 
Which was your (hame, by this vnholy Bragean > 
’Fore your owne eyes,and eares? 8 ’ 

tABConJp. Let him dyefor’t. 

AH People. Teare him to peeces,do it prefently • 

He kill’d my Sonne, my daughter, he kill’d mv rlr 
Marcus, he kill’d my Father. 

a Lord. Peace hoe : no outrage,peace: 

The man is Noble,and his Fame folds in 
This Orbe o’ch’carth: His laft offences to vs 
Shall haue Judicious hearing; Stand Auffidtm 
And trouble not the peace. 

Corio. O that I had him,with fix Auff,d,ttffes 
His Tribe, to vfe my lawfullSword. " ’ tm ° te 
Auf. Infoient Villaine. 

All Con/p. Kill,kill,kill,kill,kill him. 

Draw both the Conjpirators, andkils (Jl{ 4rt{w , 
falles, Auffidiusfianas on him. >V 1 

Lords. Hold,hoid,hold,hold, 

Auf. My Noble Mafters,heare me fpealte. 

I .Lord. OTullns. 

l.Lord. Thou haft done a deed,whercat 
Valour will weepe. 

3 -Lord. Tread not vpon him Mafters,all betjuiet 
Put vp your Swords. 

Auf. My Lords, 

When you {hall know (as In this Rage 
Prouok’d by him,you cannotj the great danger 
Which this mans life did owe you,you'l reioycc 
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours 
To call me to your Senate, He deliuer 
My felfe your loyall Seruant, or endure 
Your hcauieft Cenfure. 

1 . Lord, Beare from hence his body, 
Andmourneyoufot him. Let him be regarded 
As the moll Noble Coarfe, that cuer Herald 
Did follow to his Vrne. 

2. Lord. His owne impatience. 

Takes from Aujfidins a great part of blame: 

Let’s make the Belt of it. 

Auf. My Rage is gone, 

Andl amftruckewith forrow. Takehimvp: 

Helpe three a’th’cheefeft Souldiers,Ilebc one, 

Beate thou theDrumme that it fpeake mournfully: 
Traile your fteele Pikes. Though in thisCity hee 
Hath widdowed and vnchilded many a one. 

Which to this hourebewaile the Injury, 

Yet he fhall haue a Noble Memory. Aflift. 

Exeunt hearing the "Body of Martins. A dead Tdsrti 
Sounded, 


FINIS. 
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Lamentable Tragedy of 

Titus Andronicus. 


d/ftfas Primus . Sccena 'Prima. 



vloxrifo. Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft And then 
enter Saturnine and his Followers at one doore, 
and Bafsianm and his Followers at the 
ether , with \Drum & Colours * 

Saturntnus, 

OblePatricians, Patrons of my right, 

Defend the iufticc of my Caufc with Armes. 
And Countrey-men, my louing Followers, 
Pleade my Succeffiuc Title with your Swords* 
1 was the firft borne Sonne, that was the laft 
That wore the Imperiall Diadem ofRome; 

Then let my Fathers Honours liuc iamc. 

Nor wrong mine Age with this indignicie. 

Bafsianus. Romaines, Friends, Followers, 

Fauouters of my Right: 
ifcuer Bafsianus, Cafars Sonne, 

Were gracious in the eyes of Rovall Rome, 

Keepethen this paffage to the Capitoll: 

And fuflfer not Dishonour to approach 
ThTinperiall Scate to Vertue : confecratc 
To lattice, Continence, and Nobility : 

ButletDefert in pure Election fhinc $ 

And Romanes, fight for Frcedomc in your Choice. 

Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft with the Crowne. 

Princes, that ftriue by Factions, and by Friends, 
Ambitioufly for Rule and Empcry : 

Know, that the people ofRome for whom we ftand 
A fpeciall Party, haue by Common voycc 
IhElc&ion for the Romane Emperie, 

Chofen Andronicus , Sur-named Tious , 

For many good and great deferts to Rome* 

A Nobler man, a brauer Warriour, 

Liues not this day within the City Wallcs. 

He by the Senate is accitcd home^ 

From weary Warres againft the barbarous Rothes, 

That with his Sonnes (a terror to our Foes) 

Hath yoak’d a Nation ftrong, train’d vp in Armcs. 

Ten yeares arefpent, fince firft he vndertooke 
This Caufc ofRome, and chafticed with Armes 
Our Enemies pride. Fiue times he hath return’d 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his Valiant Sonnes 
IaCoffins from the Field. 

And now at laft, laden with Honours Spoyles, 

Returncs the good Andronicus to Rome, 

Renowned Titus , flourishing in Armes. 


Let vs intreat, by Honour ofhis Name, . ... 

Whom (worthily) you would haue now fucccede* 

And in the Capitoll and Senates right. 

Whom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 

That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength, 
Difmiffeyour Followers, and as Staters fhould, 

Pleade your Deferts in Peace and Humbleneffe* 
Saturnine • How fayre theTribunefpeakes, 

To calme my thoughts. 

Bafsia. CMarctu Andronicus , fo I do affic 
In thy vprigheneffe and Integrity : 

And fo 1 Loue and Honor thee, and thine, 

Thy Noble Brother Titus > and his Sonnes, 

And Her (to whom my thoughtsare humbled all) 
Gracious Lauinia , Romes rich Ornamenr, 

Than I will hecrc difmiffe my louing Friends: 

And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Fauour, 

Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weigh'd. 

Exit Souldiottrs. 

Saturnine. Friends, that haue beene 
Thus forward in my Right, 

I thanke you all, and heere Diftniffc you all. 

And to the Loue and Fauour of my Countrey, 

Commit my Sclfe, my Perfon, and the Caufe; 

Rome, be as iuft and gracious vnto mc f 
As I am confident and kindc to thee. 

Open the Gates,and let me in. 

‘Bafsut* Tribunes, and me, a poore Competitor# 

Flotirifb. They go vp into the Senat kottfe . 

Enter a Caps nine. 

Cap. Romanes make way: the good Andronicsu, 
Patron of Vertue, Romes belt Champion, 

Succeffcfull in the Battailes that he fights, 

With Honour and with Fortune is return’d, 

From whence he circumfcribed with his Sword, 

And brought to yoke the Enemies ofRome. 

Sound Drttmmes and Trumpets * And then enter two of Titus 
Sonnes ; After them-?) two men bearing a Coffin cohered 
with blackly then two other Sonnes . After thcm % Titus 
Andronicus , and then Tamer a the Jhteene of Gothes> & 
her two Sonnes Chiron and Demetrius, with *Aaron the 
Moore,and others,as many as can bee: They fet dovene the 
C°fftn % *nd Titus {peak's. 

Andronicus • Haile Rome: 

Vidtorious in thy Mourning Wecdfs: 

LoeJ 
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_ TheTragedie ofTitus qA ndronicus, 

^oca3thcBatke that hath difcharg’d his fraught, 

Returnes with precious lading to the Bay, 

From whence at firft fhe wcgih’d her Anchorage 


o'" —" ***— "•~t> 

Commeth Andronicus bound with Lawrell bowes. 

To rcfalutc his Country with his teares, 

Teares of true ioy for his retutnc to Rome, 

Thou great defender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend. 

Romanics,of Hue and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 

Halfe of the number that King Priam had, 

Behold the poore temaines aliuc and dead! 

Thefe that Suruine.let Rome reward with Loue: 

Thefe that 1 bring vnto their latcft home. 

With buriall amotigft their Aunceftors. 

Heerc Gothes haue giuen me leaue to (heath my Sword: 
Tttus vnkinde,and carelcfl’e of thine owne. 

Why fuffer’ft thou thy Sonnes vnburied yet. 

To houer on the dreadfull fhore of Stix ? 

Make way to lay them by their Brethcrtn. 

They open theTombe. 

There greete in filencc as the dead are wont, 

And fleepe in peace,flaine in your Countries warres: 

O facrcd receptacle of my ioyes. 

Sweet Cell ofvertueand Noblitie, 

How many Sonnes of mine haft thou in ftore, 

That thou wilt neuer render tome more ? 

Luc. Giue vs the proudeft prifoner ot the Gothes, 
That we may hew his limbcs,and on a pile 
Ad manta fratrumfictfocc his flefh: 

Before this earthly ptifon of their bones, 

That fo the fliadowes be not vnappeas’d. 

Nor vye difturb’d with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I giue him you,the Nobleft that Suruiucs, 

The eld eft SonofthisdiftrcflTcd Queene. 

jym. Stay Romaine Bretheren,gracious Conqueror, 
Vi&orious T itusyue the teares I lhed, 

A Mothers teares in paflion for her fonne: 

And if thy Sonnes were euer deere to thee. 

Oh thinke my fonnes to be as deere to mec. 

Sufficeth not,that we are brought to Rome 
To beautifie thy Triumphs,and returnc 
Captiue to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake, 

But muft my Sonnes be flaughtred intheftreetes. 

For Valiant doings in their Countries caufc ? 

O ! Ir to fight for King and Common-wcale, 

| Were piety in thine,it is in thefe: 

Andronicus not thy Tombe with blood. 

Wilt thou draw neere the naturc.of the Gods ? 

Draw neere them then in being mercifull. 

Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge. 

Thrice Noble Titus, fpare my firft borne tonne. 

Tit, Patient your fclfc Madam,and pardon me, 

Thefe arethc Brethren,whom you Gothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their Bretheren flaine, 
Religioufly they askc a facrifice: 

To this your fonne is markt, and die he muft, 

T’appeafe their groaning fliadowes that are gone. 

Luc. Away withhitn, and make afire flraight. 

And with our Swords vpon a pile of wood. 

Let’s hew his limbes till they be clcanc confum’d. 

Exit Some s with AUrbus. 

Tamo. Ocruell irreligious piety. 

Chi. Was euer Scythia halfe fo barbarous i 
Bern. Oppofc meScythia to ambitious Rome, 


AUrbus goes to reft.andwc ftiruiue. 

To tremble vnder Titus threatning lookes. 

Then Madam ftand refolu’d,but hope withall 
The felfe fame Gods that arm’d the Queene of T 
Wnh opportunitie of tharpe reuenge^"' r °^ 

Vpon the Thracian Tyfant in his Tent, 

May fauout Tamoraxhe Queene ofGothes, 

( When Gothes were Gothes,and T amora was Q 
To quit the bloody wrongs vpon her foes. V< ^- CCIle , 

Enter the Sonnes of Andronicus againe. 

Luci. See Lord and Father,how we haue perform’d 
Our Romaine t\°\\ic.*,Alarbsts limbs are lope, ^ 

And intrals feede the lacrififing fire. 

Whole fmoke like incenfe doth perfume the skie 
Rcmaineth nought but to interre our Brethren 
And with low’d Larums welcome them to Rome 

Tit. Let it be fo,and let Androntcut 
Make this his latcft farewell to their foules, 

Tlounfbi 

Then Sound Trumpets,and lay the Coffins in the Tomlt 
In peace and Honour reft you heere my Sonnes 
Romes readieft Champions,repofe you hecrc in reft 
Secure from worldly ciiauoces and miftiaps; 

Hecrc lurks no Treafon,heere no enuie fwels, 

Hetre grow ho damned grudges, heere arc no (brines 
No noyi'e,but filcnce and Eternall fleepe. 

In peace and Honour reft you heerc my Sonnes. 

Enter Lauinia . 

Laui. In peace and Honour,line Lord Titus long, 
My Noble Lord and Facher,!iue inFames 
I.oc at this Tombe my tributarie teares, 

I render lor my Brerherens Obfequies: 

And at thy feete l kneele,with teares of ioy 
Shed on the earth for thy returne to Rome. 

O blefTc me heere with thy victorious hand, 

Whole Fortune Romes beft Citizens applau’d. 

Ti. Kind Rome, 

That haft thus louingly referu’d 

The Cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 

Laumia liue,out-liuc thy Fathers dayes : 

And Fames eternall date for vertues praife. 

Marc. Longliue Lord Titus, my belouedbrother, 
Gracious Triumpher in the eyes of Rome, 

Tit. Thankes GendcTribune, 

Noble brother Marcus. 

Mar. And welcome; Nephews from fuccefful! wars 
You that furutueand you that fleepe in Fame: 

Fairc Lords your Fortunes are all alike in all, 

That in your Countries feruice drew your Swords. 

But fafer Triumph is thisFunerall Pompe, 

That hath afpir’d to &>/<>«/Happines, 

And Triumphs ouer chaunce in honours bed, 

Titus Andronicus, t thcpeopleofRome, 

Whole friend in tuftice thou haft euer bene, 

Send thee by me their Tribune and their truft, 

This PaHiamenc of white and lpotleflc Hue, 

And name thee in Fle&ion for the Empire, 

With thefe our late deceafcd Emperours Sonnes: 

Be Candidatus then .and put bon, 

And heipe to fee a head on heackfle Rome. 

Tit. A better head her Glorious body firs, 

Then his that (hakes for 1 age and fceblenelfe: 

wit 



The Tragedie of Titus qA ndronicus. 



tyhatflmuldld’on this Robe and trouble you, 
„ jhoicn with proclamations to day. 

To morrow yeeld vp rule, refigne my life, 
a d fet abroad new bufineffe for you all. . 
Rme I haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 

' j i c j juy Countries Qrcngth fucccfTcfully, 

A nU . »_J *_VJl.nrCAomie 


Vpri^t hc kHd u Lords,that held it laft. 

Mar. Titpu, thou flialt obtaine and aske the Emperic. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune can’ft thou ceil? 
Titm. Patience Prince Saturmmu. 

Sit. Roniainesdoaacrigbt. 
patricians draw your Swords 5 ancifheaththem not 
X\WSaturni»Hs be Romes Emperour : 

/dr on ic us would thou were ftnpt to hell, 

Rather then rob me of the peoples harts. 

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That Noble minded Titus meanes to thee. 

fit. Content thee Prince,I will reftore to thee 
The peoples harts,and wcane them from thcmfelucs. ' 
'Bafs. Androntctu/d o not flatter thee 
gut Honour thee,and will doe rill I die: 

My Faftion if thou ftrengthen with thy Friend ? 

I will moft thankefull be,and thankes to men 
OfNoble mindes/is Honourable Meedc. 

Tit, People of Rome,and Noble Tribune s heere, 
Iaskeyour voycesand your Suffrages, 

Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

Tribunes . To gratifie the good Andronicus , 
AndGratuJatc his fafe returns to Rome, 

The people will accept whom he adrtiits, 
fit. Tribunes I thankcyou,andthisfureImake, 

That you Create your Emperours cldeft fonne. 

Lord Saturnine hofe Vertues will 1 hope, 

Refleft on Rome as Tycans Rayes on earth. 

And ripen Iuftice in this Common-wealc: 

Then ifyou will eleft by my aduife, 

Crowne him, and fay: Long hue our Empcrour. 

Mar. An. With Voyces and applauf'e ofeuery fort, 
Patricians and P^cbeans we Create 
Lord Saturninus Romes Great Emperoun 
And fay* Long hue our Ewperour Saturnine. 

A long Flourifh till they come downc. 

Satu. Titus Andronicus ,for thy Fauours done* 

To vs in our Eledf ion this day, 

1 giue thee thankes in part of thy Deferts, 

And will with Deeds requite thy gentlcnefil: 

And for an Onfet Titus to aduancc 
Thy Name,and Honorable Familie, 

Lanmia will I make my Emprelfe, 

Rome sRoyall Miftris,Miftris ofmy hart 
And in the Sacred Pathan her cfpoufe : 

Tell me Andronicus doth this motion pleafe thee £ 

Tit. It doth ray worthy Lord,and in this match, 
IholdmeHighly Honoured ofyourGrace, 

Ar.d heere in light of Rome,to Saturnine , 

King and Commander of our Common-Wcalf, 

The \Vide*v*orI<ds Emperour,do I Confccratc, 

My Sword ? my Chariot,and my Prifonerss, 

Prefents well Worthy Romes Imperiall Lord: 

Recciue them then,the Tribute that I owe, 

Mine Honours Enfrgnes humbled at my feete. 

I 

- i i - 


Saw. Thankes Noble 77 «w,Father ofmy lilc. 

How proud I am of thcc,and of thy gifts 
Rome fliall record,and when I do forgee 
The leaft of thefe vnfpeakableDcfcrts, 

1 Romans forget your Fealtie to me. 

Tit. Now Madam are your prifoner to an Emperour, 
To him that for you Honour and your State, 

Will v(eyou Nobly and your followers. 

Saw. A goodly I.ady,truft me of the Hue 
That I would choofc, were I to choofe a new: 

Cleere vp Faire Queene that cloudy countenance, 

Though chance of warre 

Hath wrought this change of cheere. 

Thou com’ftnot to be made a fcornt in Rome: 

Princely fliall be thy vfage euery way. 

Reft or. my word,and let not difeontent 
Daunt all your hopes: Madam he comforts you. 

Can make your Greater then the Queene of Gothes ? 
Lauinia you are not difpleaf’d with this ? 

Lau- Noc I my Lord,fith trueNobilirie, 

Warrants thcle words in Princely curtefie. 

Sat, Thankes fweete Lauinia, Romans let vs goe: 
Ranfomlcfle heere we fet our Prifonersfrce, 

Prochime our Honors Lords with Trumpe and Drum. 
Eafs. Lord Titus by your leaue,this Maid is mine. 

'lit. How fir i Arc you in earneft then my Lord ? 

Eafs. 1 Noble Titus, and refold’d withall. 

To doe my felfe this reafon, and this right. 

Marc. Suumcuiquamfs our Romaneluftice, 

This Prince in Iuft ice ceazeth but his owne. 

Luc. And that he will and fliall, if Lucius liue. 

Tit. Tray tors auant,where is the Eiwpefours Guarde? 
Treafon my LoxdfLauinia is furpril’d. 

Sat, Surprif’d, by whom ? 

Eafs. By him that iuftly may 
Beaie his Betroth’d,from all the world away. 

Mutt. Brothers heipe to conuey her hence away. 

And with my Sword He keepe this doote fafe. 

Tit . Follow my Lord,and He foone bring her backe, 
A'fut. My Lordyou pafl'e not heere. 

Tit. What viIlaineBoy,bar’ftmemy way in Rome? 
Mat. Heipe Lucius heipe. He kils him. 

Luc. My Lord you are voiuft,and more then to. 

In wrongfuil quarrel],you haue flaine your Ion. 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he are any fonnes of mine. 

My fonnes would neuer fo difhonour me. 

Tray tor reftorc Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Luc. Dead ifyou will, but not to be his wife, 

That isanothers lawfullpromift Loue. 

Enter aloft the Emperour with Tamor a and her two 
fonnes,and Aaron the Moore. 

Empe. No Titus, no,the Emperour needs her not. 

Nor her,nor thee,norany ofthy ftocke: 
lie truft by Leifure him that mocks me once. 

Thee neuer: nor thy Trayterous haughty fonnes, 
Confederates all,thus to diflionour me. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 

But Saturnine ? Full well Andronicus 

Agree thefe Deeds,with that proud bragge of thine. 

That faid’ft ,1 beg’d the Empire at thy hand ?2 
Tit. O monftrous,what reproachfull words are thefe ? 
Sat. But goe thy waycs,goe giue that changing pecce, 
To him that flouriflic for her with his Sword : 

A Vailiant fonne in-law thou (bait enioy : 

One,fr; to bandy with thy lawleflc Sonnes, 


Andburieaoncauu iwcm./ 7 

Knighted in Field, flaine manfully in Armes, 
, r £hc and Seruicc of their Noble Countrie 
Jiuc me aftaffe of Honour for mine age, 
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The TragedieofTitus <zA\ndronicus. 


To ruffle in the Commow-vrealth ofRome. 

Tit. Thefe words are Razors to my wounded hart. 
Sat. And therefore loudy Tamora Qucene ofGothesi 
That like the (lately 7 hebe mong’ft her Nimpbs 
Doft ouer-ftiine the Gallant’ft Dames ofR oir.e. 

If thou be pie af’d with this my fodaine choyle, 

Behold I choofe thee Tamora for my Bride, 

And will Create thee Empreffe of Rome. 

Spcakc Queene of Goths doft thou applau’dmy choyfe? 
And heere l fw«3re by all the RomaineGods, 

Sith Prieft and Holy-water are fo neere, 

And Tapers burne fo bright, andcucry thing 
In readines for Hymeneus fiand, 

I will not rcfalute the ftrects ofRome, 

Or clime my Pallace.till fi om forth this place, 

I leade efpoufd my Bride along with me, 

Tamo. And heere in fight of heaueinoRome I fweare, 
If Saturnine aduancc the Queen of Gothcf, 

Shee will a Hand-maid be co his defircs, 

A louing Nurfc, a Mother tohis youth, 

Satw. Afcend Faire Qeene, 

Panthcan Lords 3 accompany 

Your Noble Emperour and hislouely B:ide, 

Sent by the heauens for Prince Satum.ne, 

Whole wifedome hath her Fortune Conquered, 

There (hall wc Confommatc our Spoufall rites, 

Exemtomnes. 

Tit. I am not bid to waitc vponthis Bride: 

Tit ns when wer’t thou wont to walke alone, 
Diflaonoured thus and Challenged of wrongs ? 


z.Sonne. Father,and in that name dothnauT?^- 
Tit. Speake thou no more if all the reft yaU\r pc,!f 
dfar. Renowned Titus more then halfe mv f e ' 
Luc. Dearc Father,foule and fubftance 0 f v ' » e * 
(Jttar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to interre * * 

His Noble Nephew heere in vertues neft 
That died in Honour and Lauinisis caufe* 

Thou art a Romaine,be not barbarous: 

The Greekes vpon aduife did bury Aiax 
That flew himfelfe: And Laertes forme. 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals : 

Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy 
Be bar’d his entrance heere. 

Tit. Rife Marcus,nicy 
The difmall’ft day is this that ere I fav/, 

To be di (honored by my Sonnes in Rome: 

Well ,bury him,an^ bury me the next. 

They put him in the Tcmbe . 

Luc. There lie thy bones fweet Mutius with thv 

Till we withTrophecsdo adorne thyTomhr rl , 

They alikneele and fay ‘ ^ 

No man Ched teares for Noble Mutius, 

Heliucs in Famc,that di’d in vertues caufe, - 
Mar. My Lord to ftrp out of thefe iudden <J Um 
How comes it that the fubtile Queenc ofGothcs ° ’ 
Is ofa fodaine thus aduanc’d in Rome ? ’ 

Ti. I know not Marcus : but I know it is 
(Whether by deuife or no) the heauens can tel! 

Is ikenot then beholding to the man. 

That brought her for this high goodturne fo farre? 

Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. 


Enter (Marcus and Titus Sonnes. 


Mar O Tiitsst fee! O fee what thou haft done! 

In a bad quarrell,flaine a Vertuous fonne, 

Ttt. No foolifh T ribune,no: No fonne of mine. 

Nor thou, nor thefe Confedrates in the deed. 

That hath difhonoured all our Family, 

Vnworthy brother, and vnwortby Sonnes. 

Lucs. B Jt let vs giue him buriail as b . comes: 

Giue lAdutius buriail with ourBrethcren. 

Tit. Traytorsaway,hereft’snotin thisTombe: 

This Monument flue hundreth ycares hath ftood. 

Which I haue Sumptuoufly re-edified : 

Heere none but Souldiers.and Romes Seruitors, 

Repofe in Fame: None bafely flaine in brailles. 

Bury him where you can,he comes not heere. 

Mar. My Lord this is impiety inyou. 

My Nephew (Matins deeds do plead tor him, 

Hemuft be buried with his bretheren. 

Tans 1 1vo Sonnes /peaces. 

And fliall,or him wc will accompany. 

Ti. And (hall! What villaine was it fpakc that word t 
Titus fonne fpeakes. 

He that would vouch’d ic in any place but heere. 

Tit. What would you bury him in my defpight ? 
Mar. No Noble Titus,hot intreat of ihce, 

To pardon Mutius , and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus ,Euenthouhaft ftroke vpon my Creft, 
And with thefe Boycs mine Honour thou haft wounded. 
My foes I doc repute you euery one. 

So trouble me no more,but get you gone, 
i .Sonne. He is not himfelfe,let vs withdraw. 
z.Sonne. Not I tell Afutius bones be buried. 

The "Brother and the fonnes kneele. 

/.far. Brother, for in that name doth nature plea’d. 


Elour'ifh. 

Enter the Emperor, Tamora, and her two fons,mhthelu, u 
at one doore. Enter at the other doore Bafsmui ani 
Lautnia with others. 

Sat. So Bafsiamtsy you haue plaid your prize, 

God giue you ioy fir of your Gallant Bride. 

Bafs. And you of yours my Lord: I fay no more, 
Nor wifh no leffe,and fo I take my leaue. 

Sat. T ray tor,if Rome haue law.or wc haue power, 
Thou and thy Failion (lull repent this Rape, 

Bafs. Rape call you it roy Lord,to ceafemy owne, 
My true betrothed Louc, and now my wife ? 

But let the lawes ofRome determine all, 
Meanewhilelampoffeft ofthat is mine. 

Sat. 'Tis good fir: you are very flaort with vs, 
Bueifweliue,weele be as fharpe with you, 

Bafs. My Lord,what I haue done as beft I may, 
Anfwr ere I muft, and fhall do with my life, 

Onely thus much I giueyourGrace toknow. 

By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This Noble Gentleman Lord Titus heere, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d^ 

That in the refeueof Lanin,a, 

With his owne hand did flay his youngeft Son, 

In zealc to you,and highly mou’d to vttath. 

To be cQntroul’d in that he frankly gaue; 

Rereiue him then tofauour Saturnine, 

That hath expre’ft himfelfe in all his deeds, 

A Father and a friend to thee.and Rome, 

Tit. Prince Bafsianus leaue to plead my Deeds, 

Tis thou, and thofe, that haue diflionoured me, 

Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 

How I haue lou’d and Honour'd Saturnine. 

Tam. My worthy Lord if cuct Tamora, 
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r.rr^^Tin thofe Princely eyes ofthinc, 

Ln heare me (peake indifferently for all: 
i d at my fate (iweet) pardon what is paft. 

Satu. What Madam, be difhonoured openly, 
s n d bafely put it Vp without reuengc ? 

Tam- Not (o my Lord, 

The Gods ofRome for-fend, 
i(houldbe Authour to difhonouryou. 

But on mine honour dare, I vndertake 
L flood Lord Titus innocence in ail: 

Whofe fury not diflembled fpeakes his gtiefes : 

Then at my fute looke gracioufly on him, 

Loofe not ft) noble a friend on vaine fuppofe, 

N - ot with fowre lookes affiiift his gentle heart, 

HfV Lord,be rul’d by mc,be wonne at lad, 

Dilfemble all your griefes and difcontents. 

You are but newly planted in your Throne, 

Lead then the people, and Patricians too, 
ypon a iuft furuey take Titus pare, 

And fo fupplant vs for ingratitude, 

\VhiehRome repute* to be a hainous fin ne. 

Yeeld at intreats, and then let me alone: 

Hcfinde a day to imffacrc them all. 

And race their fa<ftion,and their familie. 

The cruell Father,and his trayt’rous fonnes, 
po whom I fued for my dearc fonnes life. 

And make them know what ’tis to let a Quecne, 
Kneele in the ftrcetcs,and beg for grace in vaine. 
Come, come,fweet Emperour,(come A ndronicus) 
Take vp this good old man, and cheere the heart. 
That* dies in tempeft of thy angry frownc. 

King. Rife Titus,life, 

My Empreffe hath preuail’d. 

Tttus. I thanke your Maieftie, 

And her my Lord. 

Thefe words,thefe lookes, 

Infufcnew life in me. 

Tamo. Titus ,1 am incorparate in Rome, 
ARoman now adopted happily. 

And muft aduife the Emperour for his good, 

This day all quarrels di e Andronicus. 

And let it be mine honour good my Lord, 

That I hau<*reconcil’d your friendsand you. 

For you Prince Bafsianus ,I haue paft 
My word and promife to the Emperour, 

That you will be more mildc and tradfable. 

And feare not Lords: 

And you Latunia, 

By my aduife all humbled on your knces a 
You (hall aske pardon ofhis Maieftie. 

Son. We doe. 

And vow to heauen, and to hisHighnes, 

That what we did, was mildly, as wc might, 
Temlritig out lifters honour and our owne. 

Mar. That on mine honour heere I do proteft. 
King. Away and talkc not,trouble vs no more. 
Tamora. Nay,nay. 

Sweet Emperour, we muft all be friends, 
TheTribune and his Nephews kneelefor grace, 

I will not be denied,fweet hart looke back. 

King. Marcus, 

For thy fake and thy brothers heere. 

And at my lonely Tamara's intreats, 

I doe remit thefe young mens haynbus faults. 

Stand vp: Lauinia ,thpugfe you left me like a churlc, 
I found a fricnd,and fute as death I ( ware. 


The Tragedieof'Titus <*Andronicus. 


I would not part a Batchellour from the Prieft. 

Come, if the Emperours Court can fcaft two Brides, 
You are my gueft Lauinia, and your friends: 

This davflnall be a Loue-day Tamora. 

Tit. To morrow and it pleafeyour Maieftie, 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me^ 

With home and Hound, 

Weele giue your Grace Bon icur. 

Satur. Be itfo Titus 7 nnd Gramercy to. Exeunt. 


JBus Sccunda. 


llourifb . 


Enter jiaron alone. 



Aron* Now climbeth Tamora Olympus coppe. 

Safe out of Fortunes fbot, and fits aloft, % 

Secure of Thunders cracke or lightning flafh, 

Aduanc’d about pale enuies threatning reach5 
As when the goldenSunne faluces themome. 

And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames* 

Gallops the Zodiacke in his gliftering Coach, 

And ouer-lookes the higheri picring hills: 

Soj Tamora 9 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waitc, 

And vercue ftoopes and trembles at her frowne. 

Then Aaron arme thy hart,and fit thy thoughts, 

To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miftris, 

And mount her pitch, whom thou in ttiumph long 
Haft prifoner held,fettred in amorous chaines, 

And faftcr bound to Aarons charming eyes. 

Then is Prometheus ti’dc to Cancafas. 

Away with flauifli weedcs # and idle thoughts, 

I will be bright and (hine in Pearle and Gold* 

To waite vpon this new made Emprefle. 

To waite faid I i To wanton with this Quecne, 

This Goddefle, this SemerimU , this Quecne, 

This Syren.that will charme Roracs Satfirnine y 
And fee his fhipwracke,and his Common wcalcs. 

Hollo,what ftorme is this ? 

Inter Chiron and Demetrius brauing. 

Bern, Chiron thy yeres wants wit,thy wit wants edge 
And manners to incru’d where I am grac’d. 

And may for ought thou kno w’ft affe&cd be. , 

Chi. DemttrirtSyt hou doo’ft ouer-weenc in all, 

And fo in this, to bcarc me downc with braues, 

’ Tis not the difference of a yeere or two 
Makes melefle gracious,or thee more fortunate: 

I am as able,and as fir ? as thou. 

To feme,and todeferuemy Miftris grace, 

Andthatmy fword vpon thee fhall approue i 
And plead my paffions for Lauinia s louc. 

^r^.CIubs,clubs,thefe louers will not keep the peace. 
Dem. Why Boy,although our mother (vnaduifed) 
Gaue ^ou a daunfing Rapier by your fide, 

Arc you fo defperate growne to threat your friends ? 

Goc too : haue your Lath glued within your ftieath, 

Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Meanc while fir,withthe little skilllhaue/ 

Full well fhalt thou percciue how much I dare. 

Deme . I Boy,grow ye fo brauc i They drove. 

Aron . Why how now Lords ? 

So nerc the Emperours Pallacc dare you draw, 

And] 
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And maintaine fuch a quarrell openly ? 

Full well I wote, the ground of all this grudge. 

I would not for a million of G old, 

The caufe were knowne to them it mod concernes. 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be fo dishonored in the Court of Rome: 

For fhame put vp. 

Deme. Not I, tilMhaue focath’d 
My rapier in his bofome,and withall 
Thruft thefe reprochfull fpceches downe his threat, 

That he hath breath’d in my difoonout heere. 

Chi . For that I am prepaid,and full refolu’d, 

Foule fpoken Coward, 

Thatthundreft with thy tongue, 

And with thy weapon nothing dafft performe. 

Aron* A way I fay. 

Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore, 

This pretty brabble will vndoo vs all: 

Why Lord$,and thinkc you not how dangerous 
It is to fee vpon a Princes right ? 

What is Lattinia then become fo loofe. 

Or Bafsianus fo degenerate, 

That for her louc fuch quarrels may be broaehr. 
Without controulcmcnc, Iuftice, or reuenge? 

Young Lords beware, and fhould the Empreffe know, 
This difeord ground,the mulicke would not pleafe. 

Chi . I care not I, knew foe and all the world, 

I louc Lattinia more then all the world. 

Demet . Youngling, 

Learne thou to make fome meaner choifc, 

Lattinia is thine elder brothers hope. 

Aron. Why are ye mad ? Oc knowye not in Rome, 
How furious and impatientjthey be. 

And cannot brooke Competitors in lone ? 

I tell you Lords,you doe but plot your deaths. 

By this deuife. 

Chi. A.iron^ thoufand deaths would I propofe^ 

To atchieue her whom I do loue. 

Aron. To atcheiuc hcr,how ? 

Deme. Whyjnak’ft thou it fo ftrange ? 

Shec is a wornan,therefore may be woo'd, 

Shee is a woman^herforc may be wonne, 

Shee is Lauinta therefore mu(l be loii’d. 

What man, more water glidcch by the Mill 
Then wots t he Miller of, and eafie it is 
Ofacutloafeto fteale a foiue we know: 

Though Bafsianm be the Empcrours brother. 

Better then he haue worne Cleans badge* 

Aron , - I, and as good as Saturnine may. 

Deme . Then why foould he difpaire that knowes to 
With words, faire Iookcs,and liberality: (court it 

What haft not thou full often ftrucke a Doe, 

And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe f 

Aron. Why then it ieemes fome certaine fnatch or fo 
Would ferue your curnes. 

Chi. I fo the turne were ferued. 

Deme, Aaron thou haft hit ir. 

Aron. Would you had hit it too. 

Then foould not we be tfr’d With this adoo: 

Why hatke vee, harke'ye*, sud are you fuch fooles, 

To fquare for this/Would it offend you then ? 

Chi'. Faith not me. 

| Deme. Nor me,fo I were one. 

Aron. For jfoame be friends, & ioyne for th at you iar: 
*Tis pollicie,atrd'ftratageme muft dc-e 
That you affe^and fo muft you refoluc. 



That what you cannot as you wouldatchd^ 

You muft perforce accomplifii as you may : * 

Take this ofm e,Lucrtce was not more chaft 
Then this Lauinia, BafisiantuXouc, 

A fpeedier courfe this lingring languilfi mcni 
Muft we purfuc, and I haue found the path; 

My Lords, a folemne hunting is in hand. 

There will the louely Roman Ladies troopc « 

The Forreft walkes are wide and fpacious 
And many vnfrequented plots there arc. 

Fitted by kinde for rape and villanie: 

Single you thither then this dainty Doe, 

And (hike her home byforce,ifnot by words* 

This way or not at all,ftand you in hope. 

Come,come,our Empreffe with her iacred wit 
To villainie and vengance confecratc, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 

And (lie fhall file our engines with aduife, 

That will not fuffer you to fquare your feluej 
But to your wifhes height aduance you both* 

The Emperours Court islike the houfe of Fame 
Thcpallacc full of tongues,of eyes.ofeart*: * 

The Woods are ruthlcffc, drcadfull.deafe, and dull • 
There lpeakc,and ftrikc braue Boyes,«t takeyour turn e 
There ferue your lulls, fliadow’d frem heatienseye 
And reuell in Lauinia’s Treafor ie. ? ’ 

Chi . Thy counfell Lad fmells ofno cowardife. 

Deme. Sijfits ant ntfas, till 1 finde the ftreames * 

To coole this heat, a Charme to calme their fits * 

Per Sttgiaper waxes JTehor. ’ Excm 

Enter Titus Andronictu and his three fames , 

with hounds and homes , and dM arcus. 

Tit. The hunt is vp, the morne is bright and gray, 
The fields are fragrant, and the Woods arc gresne, 
Vncouple heere, and let vs make a bay, 

And wake the Emperour, and hi s louely Bride, 

And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunters peale s 
That all the Court may eccho with the noy fe, 

Sonnes let it be your charge, a* it is ours, 

To attend the Emperours perfon carefully: 

1 haue bene troubled in my fleepe this nig!*, 

But dawning day new comfort hathinfpir’d, 

tVinde Hornes. 

Heere a cry ofbeur.des i and winds homes in * ptalefhm 

Enter SaturmnttsfTamorafiBaJfianuSyLauiniafihironfit. 
metrius.aad their Attendants. 

Ti. Many good morrowes to yout Maicftle, 
Madam to you as many and as good. 

1 promifed your Grace, a Hunters peale. 

Satur. And you haue rung it luftily my Lordi f 
Somewhat to earely for new married Ladies. 

Baft. haumiafi ow fay you? 

Laui. I fay no: 

I haue bene awake two homes and more* 

Satur. Come on then, horfc and Chariots ietvs hwt, 
And to our fport: Madam,now (hall ye fee, 

Our Romaine hunting. 

Mar. I haue dogges my Lord, 

Will rouze the proudefl Pauther in the Chafe, 

And climethe higheft P oniontary top. 

Tit. And I haue horfe will follow where the game 
Makes way, andrunnes likes Swallowed ore.thepbwf 
1 Deme. Chirm 
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'cbiwfiwc hunt not vvc,with Horfc nor Hound 
Df”*" pi uc ke a daihty Doe to ground. Exeunt 
But hop^ v Enter Aaron alone. ^ ; ; 

He that had wit,would thinkethatl had none, 
T J y fo much Gold voder a Tree, 

111 neuer after to inherit it. 

f him that thinks bl me lb abietfly, 

ivtbat this Gold mull coiuea fttatageme, 

Sch cunningly effedledjWill'begec 

, v . r y excellent pccce’o'fviltany; 

■ ,j fo repofedweet Gold for their vnreft, 

■Jit i l30C their Aimes one of the E mpreffe Cheft. 

Enter TaradtH to the Mc&rc. y _ 
f 4 m*. My foucly Aaron t ' 

Wherefore look’ft thou fad, 

Whencuery thing doth make aGlcefall boaft ? 

^ lC girds cbaanc melody on euery bufo, 

XheSo^c lies rolled in the chcareftfll Sunnc, J - 
T| 1C greene leaucs quiuer. with the cooling windc, 
^nilmake a cheker’d fhadow on the ground : 

\Wtheir fwcete (hadc y <tA/tro;i let vs fit, 

\nd whiFft the babling Ectho modfs the Hounds, 
Replying fhrilly to the well tun d-Hornes, 
is if a double hunt were heard at once, 

Let vs fit downe,and mai ke their yelping noy fe: 

And after conflict, fuch as was iuppos’d. 

The wandring Prince and Dido once enioy’d. 

When with a happy ftormc they were furpris’d. 

And Curtain’d with a Courtfailc-kccping Cane, 

Wc may each w f reathcd in the others armes, 

(Onrpaftimcs done)poftcfic a Golden flumber. 

Whiles Hounds and Hornes,and fweet Melodious Birds 
Be vnto vs, as is a Nurfcs Song 
OfLullabie,to bring her Babe afleepc. 

Aron . Madame, • 

Though VcnM goueineyour dcfircs, 

Saturnc is Dominacor ou ermine : 

What fignifies my deadly ftanding eye, 

Myfilence,and my Cloudy Melancholic, 

My fleece of Woolly haire, that now vncurles, 

Eucnas an Adder when foe doth vnrdvvlc 
Todo fome facall execution ? 

No Madam,tncfe arc no Vcneriall fignes. 

Vengeance is in my hcart,death in my hand. 

Blood, and rcuenge,are Hammering in my head. 
Harkc74wor4,the Empreffe of my Soule, 

Which ncuer hopes more hcauen ,then reft s in thee, 

Thisis the day of Doomc for Bafsianus^ 

His Vhilomel muft loofe her tongue to day. 

Thy Sonnes make Pillage of her Ghaftity, 

Andwafo their hands in BaJJianm blood. 

Seeft thou this Lctter,take it vp I pray thee. 

And giue the King this fatall plotted Scrowle. 

Now queftion me no more, we arc cfpied, 

Heere comes a parcell of our hopefull Booty, 

Which dreads not yet their hues dcftru&ion. 

Enter 'Bajfunus and Lauinia. 

Tamo/ Ah my fweet CWoorc: 

Sweeter to me then life. 4 

Aron. No more great Empreffe y Baffianus comes, 
hecrofle with him,and lie goe fetch thy Sonnes 
Tobacke thy quarrell what fo ere they be* 

Baft, Whom haue wc heere ? 

Romes Roy all Empreffe, 




Vnfurnifocofour well befeeming troope? 

Or is it Dian habited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Groues, 

To lee the gencrall Hunting in this Forreft f 
Tamo. Sawcie contvoulcr of our priuatc fteps: 

Had I the power,that fome fay Dian had, 

Thy Temples foould be planted preiently. 

With Hornes, as was Atteons^ and the Hounds 
Should dnuc vpon his oew transformed limbes, 

Vnmannerly Intruder as thou art. 

Lanin Vnder your patience gentle Empreffe, 

Tis thought you haue a goodly gift in Horning, 

And to be doubted .that your Moore and you -'*■ 

Are fixigled forth to try experiments: f 
loue ftieild your husband from his Hounds to day, - 
Tis pitty they fhould tnkehimfor a Stag. 

Baffu Beleeueme Qucene^yourIwarth Gymcrion, 
Doth make your Honour of Fffs bodies Hue, 
Spotted,deteft*ed,and abhominable. * 4 - 

Why arc you fcqueftred from all your train*?’ 

Diftr ounted from your Snow-white gobifly Steed, 

/ind wandred hither to ari obfelire plot, 

Accompanied with a batbdrous Moore y * : ’ 

If foule defire had not cdnchrSeci you ? 

Vakil And being intercepted in yoiir'fpott. 

Great reafoh that my Noble Lord,be rated J *' ’ ^ 

For SaucincffCji pray youTcc VS hence, 

And let her ioy her Raucn coToured loue, 1 
This valley fits thepurpofe paffing well. ' * 

Bajfi. The King my Brother foallhauc notic* ofthvsl 
Laut. I,for thefe flips haue made him noted long, 
Good King, to be fo mightily abufed. 

Tamora . Why I haue patience to endufc all this ? 
^Enter Chiron and Demetrius'* 

Qcm How now decrc Soueraignc 
And our gracious Mother, 

Why doth your Highncs lookc fo pale and wan ? 

Tamo . Haue I not reafon thinke you to looke pale. 
Thefe two haue tic’d me hither to this place, 

A barren,decefted vale you fee it is. 

Th c Trccs though Sommer^et forlorne and leane. 
Ore-come with Mofle,and balefullMiffclto. 

Heere neuerfoines the Sunne,heere nothing breeds^ 
Vnleffe the nightly Owle.or fatall Raucn : 

And when they focwM me this abhorred pit. 

They told me heere at dead time of the night, 

A thoufand Ficnds,a thoufand luffing Snakes, 

Ten thoufand l welling Toadcs,a$ many Vrchins^ 

Would make fuch fearefull and cotifufcd cries. 

As 3ny mortall body hearing it, 

Should ftraite fall inad>or elfc die fuddcnly. 

No fooncr had thry told this hellifo talc, 

But ftrait they told me they would binde me heere, 

Vnto the body of adifmallyevv, 

And leaue me to this miferable death. 

And then they call’d me foule Adultcrcffc, 

Laiciuious Gotland all the bittereft tearmes 
That euer earc did heare to fuch efteft. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune coene, 

1 his vengeance on me had they executed : 

Reuenge it,as you loue your Mothers life, 

Or be ye not henceforth cal’d my Children* 

Dent. This is a witneftethae i am thy Sonne .ftabbim* 
Chi. And this for me, 

Strook home to focw my ftrength. 

Lant. I come Seiner amt* nay Barbarous Tamora* 
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For no name fits thy nature but thy owne. 

Tam. Giue me thy poyniard,you dial know my boyes 
Your Mothers hand (hall right y our Mothers wrong. 

Deme . Stay Madam hecrc is more belongs to her, 

Firft thrafh the Come,then after burnc the ttraw: 

This Minion flood vpon her chaftity, 

Vpon her NuptialJ,yow,hcr loy^ltie. 

And with that painted hope,feraucs your Mightinefic, 
And (hall (he carry this vnto.her gtaue ? 

Chi. And ifl"he doe, • ii0 r!a i .:j * > y* * 

I would I were an Eunuch, 

Drag hence her husband to:(omc fecret h«lp,.f n . , , 

And make hif.dead Trunke- Pi low cp our lull. 

Tamo. But when yehaue,the h?Ww<^ 4 e fi rC » 

Let not this Wnfpequc-.liue.vs ; bpth to fling. 

Chir. I warrant y ou M adara we will make that furc: 
Come Miflpf&rtow perforce,wpwrill enioy. 

Thatnice-prefywedhppefty ip/ypufs. ;!ir ... 

Lout. Ohv (ausflr^thcgibf^fta yeoman face* ; 

Tam. LwiAlqpthcarehfxfpcakCjatrxay K-fithhcr. 
Laity. Swefgtkof d? intre^hgr he#: me but a word t 
Demtt. LiftcnjfaircMgdamjIctitheyqurglpry 
To lee her tcares ,but *?Ay0£i£ juft, to tfao? # , (V . C 
As vnrelentingflint.t,9. drops,qh^iinc, 3 -,; 

Lam. Whcp, 4 » 4 ^e Tigyps yqung-qnes tggyh tlfcdjm? 
O doe notlcarpyhfr wra^}jpej?ggh't,it 
The milke thou luck'ft from her did ^urne tq.Marble, 
Eucn at thy Teat thotf ijad’^thyjrytamiy,,.. 

Yeteucry Mother breeds not %.nne,s aijke^ 

Do thou intreat her {hew a yy'pr^an pitty. 

Chiro. Whajt, .±.£91, • 

Would’ft thouh’auemepro^yjny fclfc a baftard ? 

Laui. ’Tistfiae, Jtj . " .. .... ~ 

The Rauen doth not hatch a Larke, 

Yet haue I heard,Dh could 1 findc it now. 

The Lion mou d with pitty,did,ind.urc 
To haue his princely pawcs.par’d all avvay. 

Some fay,thac Rauens fofter forlorne children, 

The whil’fl their, owne birds famifli in theyjnyfls: 

Oh beto me though thy harefhartfay no, 

Nothing fo kind but fomething pittifull. _ 

Tamo. I know not what it meanes,avvay with her. 
Lanin, Oh let me teach theefor my Fathers fake, 
That gaue thceU^e when well he;m\ght haue flaine thee: 
Be not obdura^jOpen thy deafe eares. 

Tamo. Had'ft thou in perfon here offended me. 

! Eucn for his fakt aim I pictilefte: 

Remember Boyes I powr’d forth teares in vaine, 

To faue your brother from the facrifice. 

But fierce Amronictii would not relent, 

[ Therefore away with hcr,and,yfe her as you will, 

' The worfe to her,the better lou’d of me. 

Latti. Oh Tamara , 

Be call’d a gentle Qucene, 

And with dune owne hands kill me in this place. 

For ’tis not iife rhat j’h’aue beg’d fo long, 

Poore I wa|ilJnc, when Tajfumu dy’d, 

Tam. What'Wg’fl thou then ? fond woman let me go ? 
Laui. ’Tisjncicnt death 1 beg,and one thing more, 
Thac womanhood denies my tongue to tell :• 

Oh keepe me from their worfe thenkilling luft, 
b, nd tumble me into "Come loathfome pit, 

Where neuer mans eye may behold my body. 

Doe this.and be a charitable murderer. 

Tam . So fliould I rob my l'wect Sonnes of their fee. 
No let them fatiffic their lull on thee. 


aine, 


Deme. Away, ' •— 

For thou haft (laid vs heere too long, 

Lauinia. NoGarace, 

Flo womanhood ? Ah beaftly creature 
The blot and enemy to our gcnerall name 
Confufion fall—— t J . 

Chi. Nay thcnlleflopyoyraiputh ; n ",i " : 

Bring thou her husband,* ; 

T his is the Hole where Aaronb id v$ hideii 

Tam. Farewell my Sonnesjfee that youS 

N«e let my heart know merry cheere C ' fr *“ rf , 

Till all the Audronici be made away ;. ft 

Now will I hence to fsekemy louely M me 
And let my fplccncfull Sonnes this Trullxlefl’our 

i . .. . .,* * ur€ ’ £#/ 

Enter Aaron with tmofTnwSo‘i nes 
Aron. Come on my Lord^the better foote b f 
Straight will ! bringyou to thedothfome pit ' ° rc ’ 

Where.IcfpiedthePaiHhtrfaflafleepe. \ 

Quin. My fight is very dull whit erVkbodo 

Marti. And mine k promife you,were it not fa a 

Well could I leaucourCpomofleepe a yiiliilc, & 
Main. What art thou falltn ? 

What fubtile Hole is this, ' . '' 

Whofem -uthiscouered withRude growinoBri et 

Vpon whole leaues are dropsofnew-fhed.b^oj 
A sfrefh as minings dew diftirdonilowers * 

A very fatal! place it Icemes tome: 

Speakc Brother hali thou hurt thee with the fail;* 

Oh Brother, * 

Withthe clifnal’rt object 
That eucr eye with fight made heart lament. 

Aron.' Now will 1 fetch the King to fi Q d e diem here 
Thac he thereby may haue a likely gdfe, 

How thefc were they that made away his Brother. 

Marti. Why doft not comfort me and hdpemm 
From this vnhailo w*d and blood-ftained Hole? 

gjtintM. I am iurprifed with an vncouch feare 
A chilling iwcat orc-runs my trembling loynts, ’ 
iMy heart fuipefts more then mine cie can fee. * 

Marti, To prone thou haft a true diuining heart, 
Aaron and thou looke downe into this den, 

And fee a fcarefull fight of blood and death. 

VuintM, Aaron is gone, 

And my compaflfionate heart 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behcdd , 

The thing where at it trembles by furmife: 

Oh tell me how it i$,for nere till now 
Was I a child,to feare I know not what. 

Marti - Lord 2 Ufjianw lies embrewed hccre, 

All on a he 3 pe like to the flaughtred Lambe, 

In this detefted, darke^biood-drinking pic# 

Quin* If it bedarke,how doofl thou know'tis he? 
Mart . Vpon hisbloody finger he doth wcare 
A precious Ring^that lightens all the Hole: 

Which like a Taper m fome Monument, 

Doth fhine ypon the dead mans earthly checkes, 
Andfiiewes the ragged intrailcs of the pit; 

So pale did fhine the Moone on Tiramus y 
When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden b lood: 

O Brother helpe me with thy fainting hand. 

If feare hath made thee faint,asnieeit hath, 

Out of this fell deuouring receptacle, 

As hatefull as Ocitus miftic mouth. 

Quint. Reach me thy hand,shat I may hetpt thee ou 
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can ft not come to me,I'come to thee. Tothsfill in. 


-^UftrenRUtodoe thee fo much good, 

0t plucks into the fwallowing wombe, 

IfJi, Loc pitjpborc Tafsianm graue: 

Of* 1 "* fj r eiH’th to plucke thee to the brmkc. 
ha »/ 1 no ftfength to clime without thy help. 

O ' Thy band once more,l will not loole againe, 

fi^ou art heere alofc,or 1 below, 

1*“ mmctome.rcoinei 

Thou 

Enter the Emperostr , Aaron the sJMoore. 

Setttr- Along with roe,He fee wfet hole is hccre, 
»n/v»hat he is chat now is leapt into it. 

? . who art thou thac lately did’fl defeend. 

Into this gaping ho How of the earth ? 

/Ihrti. .The vnhappie fonne of old Andrcmcfts, 

Brought hither in a mod vnlucklehoure, 

Tnfinde thy brother Bdfsiantst dead. 

1 Saw. My brother dead ? I know thoudoft but ieft, 
u c aod his Lady both are at the Lodge, 

Vpon the North-fide of this pleafant Chafe, 

■Tjsnotanhourefincelleft himthere. 

CMarti. We know not w here you left him all aliue, 
Butouc alas,heere haue wc found him dead. 

Enter Tamor a, Audi or.icsts,and Lncttts , 

Tamo. Where is my Lord the King ? 

tf/tff.Hecre Tamor.t t though gricu’d with killing griefe. 

Tam. Where is thy brother Bafsiantts? 

Kino .Now to the bottome doft thou fearch roy wound, 
Poor cTafsiannt heere lies murthcred. 

Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatall writ, 

The coroploc ofthisrimelcffe Tragedic, 

And wonder greatly thac mans face can fold, 

Jnpleafing Guiles fuch murderous Tyrannic. 

Shegimh Saturnine a Letter, 

Saturnintts reads the Letter. 

Adifm wife to meete him hanfomelj. 

Sweet hetntfma i,BaJJlanus ’tis we meane , 

Due thou fo much at dig the graue for him , 

Thou know ft our meaning,lookf for thy reward 

Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: 

finch otter-(hades the mouth of that fame pit, 

Where we decreed to bury B'affianuss 

Doe this andpitrehafe vs thy lafting f iends. 


King. 


Oh Tamor.a, was euer heard the like ? 

This iadae pit, and this the Elder tree, 

Lookc firs,if you can findc the humfman out. 

That fliould haue murthcred Tafsianus heere. 

Aron. My gracious Lord heere is the bag of Gold. 
King, Two ofthy whelpcs, fell Curs of bloody kind 
Haue heere bereft my brother of his life; 

Sirs drag them from the pit vnto theprifon, 

There let them bide vntill we haue deuis’d 
Some neuer heard-of tottering paine for them. 

Tamo. What are they in this pic. 

Oh wondrous thing! 

How cafily murder is difeouered ? 

Tit. HighEtnperour, vpon my feeble knee, 

Ibcg this boone,with teares, not lightly (hed, 

T hat this fell fault of my accurfed Sonnes, 

Accurfedjif the faults be prou’d in them. 

King. If it beprou’d ? you fee it is apparant, 


W ho found this Letter, Tamora was it you ? 

Tamor a. Andronicut himfclfe did take it vp. 

Tit. I did my Lord, 

Yet let roe be their baile. 

For by my Fathers reuerenc Torobe I vow 
They (hall be ready at yout Highnes will, 

To anfwere their fufpition with their hues. 

Kmg. Thou (halt not baile them, fee thou follow me: 
Some bring the murthered body,force the murtkerers. 
Let them not fpeake a word,the guilt is piaine. 

For by my fouie,wcre there worfe end then death. 

That end vpon them fliould be executed. 

Tamo. Andronicut I will entreat the King, 

Feare not thy Sonnes,they fhall do well enough. 

Tit. Come Lucius come. 

Stay not to talke with them. Exeunt. 

Enter the Emprefe Sonnet,with Lautniafter hands cut off and 
her tongue cut out.andrauefht. 

Deme. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake. 
Who t’was that cut thy tongue and rauifht thee. 

Chi. Write downe thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo. 
And if thy ftumpes will let thee play the Scribe. 

Dcm. See how with fignes and tokens fhe can fcowle. 
Chi. Goe home. 

Call for fweet water,wafii thy hands. 

Dem, She hath no tongue r.t> call,nor hands to wadi. 
And fo let’s leauc her to her filent walkes. 

Chi. And t’were my caufe,I fliould goe hang my felfe. 
SDem. If thou had’ift hands to helpe thee knit the cord. 

Exeunt. 

Winde Hornes. 

Enter Marcus from hunting Jo Lauinia. 

Who is thiSjiny Nccce that flies away fo faft ? 

Cofcn a word,where is your husband ? 

If I do dreame .vrould ail my wealth would wake me i 
If I doe wake,fame Planet ftrike me downe. 

That I may (lumber in eternall fleepe. 

Spcake gentleNeece,what fteme vi gentle hand* 

Hath lopt, and hew’d,and made thy body bare 
Of her two brancheSjthofe lweet Ornaments 
Whole circkling fhadowes,Kings haue fought to fleep in 
And might not gaine fo great a happines 
As halfethy Loue : Why dooft net fpeake to me/ 

AHs.a Ciinifon riuet of warmc blood. 

Like to a bubling fountaine ftit’d with winde. 

Doth rife and fall betweene thy Rofed lips, 

Comming and going with thy hony breath. 

But fure fome Tereut hath defloured thee. 

And lead thou fliould’ft deceit them,cut thy tongue. 

Ah,now thou turn’ft away thy face for fliamc; 

And notwitftanding all this lofle of blood. 

As from a Conduit with their ifluing Spouts, 

Yet doe thy cheekes looke reel as Titans face, 

BJufhing to be encountred with a Cloud, 

Shall I fpeake for thee ? fhall I fay ’tis fo ( 

Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the beaft 
That I might raile at him to eafe my mind. 

Sorrow concealed,likc an Oucn ftopt. 

Doth burne the hart to Cinders where it is. 

Faire Thilomela (he but loft her tongue. 

And in a tedious Sampler fowed her minde. 

But louely Neece,that meane is cut from thee, 

A craftier Tereut haft thou me^withall 
And he hath cut thofc pretty fingers off, ' 

dd i 
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That could haue better Towed then Philomel . 

Oh had the monfter feenc thofe Lilly hands. 

Tremble likcAfpcnleaues vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kifie them, 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heaucnly Harmony, 

Whic h that fweet tongue hath made: 

He would haue dropt his knife and fell afieepc, 

As (ferberus at the Thracian Poets feete. 

Come,let vs goe,and make thy father blinde. 

For fuch a fight will blinde a fathers eye. 

One houres ftorme will drowne the fragrant meadcs, 
What, will whole months of tearcs thy Fathers eyes ? 
Doe not draw backe,for we will mourne with thee: 

Oh could our mourning eafe thy mifery. Exeunt 


Mm Tertim, 


Enter the Judges and Sen at ours with Titus two fonnes bound, 
pajfing on the Stage to the place of execution, and 7 utu> gotng 
before pleading* 

Tt . Hcare me graue fathcrs^oblc Tribunes flay. 

For piety of mine age, whole youth was fpenc 
In dangerous warres,whilft you iecurrly (leper 
For ail my olood in Romes great quarreil (hed. 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht. 

And for thefe bitter reares,which now you fee, 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekes. 

Be pittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whole foules is not corrupted as ’cis thought: 

For two and twenty fonnes I ncuer wept, 

Bccaufe they died in honours lofty bed. 

Andronicm lyeth downe,and the Judges pajfe by him . 

For thefe, Tribuncs,in the du } I write 
My harts deepe languor,and my iouies fad tcares; 

Lee my teares ftauch the earths drie appetite. 

My fonnes fweet blood,will make it lhame andblufh: 

O earth ! I will be friend thee more with rainc Exeunt 
That fhatl diftiil from thefe two ancient mines. 

Then youthfull April! fhall with all his fhowres 
In rummers drought:Ile drop vpon thee ftili. 

In Winter with warme teares He melt the fno w. 

And keepe erernall fpring time on thy face. 

So thourcfijfe to drrnke my deare fonnes blood* 

Enter Lucius,with his weapon drawne* 

Oh reucrent Tribunes,oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbinde cny fonncs,reuerle the doome of death. 

And let me fay(thac neucr wept before) 

M y reares arc now preualing Oratours. 

Lu. Oh noble father,you lament in v.aine, 

The T ribunes he are not,no man is by. 

And you recount your forrowes to a ftone. 

77, Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead, 

Graue Tribuncs,once more I intreat ofyoti. 

Lu. My gracious Lord,noTribune hearesyoufpeake. 
77. Why ’cis no matter man,if they did hcare 
They would not marke me;oh if they did hearc 
They would not pitty me. 

[Therefore I tell my forro wes booties to the (tones* 





V.tmfo m ?fo, t ,W.reb«;r, t hS i Ti ? ' 

ror that they will not intercept my tale • “ Unes > 

When I doe weepe,they humbly at my f Cete 
Rcceiue my teares,and feeme to wcepe with 
And were they but attired in graue weedes ^ 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe 
A fione is as fofc waxe, 

Tribunes more hard then ftones: 

Aftone is filent,and offendethnot. 

And Tribunes with their tongues doome men 
But wherefore ftand’ft thou withthv wean n „ j ca 
Lu. To refeue my two brothers from the. , VVR( 
For which attempt the Iudges hauepronoujfl h » 
My cuerlafting doome of banifhment, 

,„7 7 V° 1 h *ppy man > the y haue befriended the- 
Why fool.In Lucius,dott thou not perceiuc ' ’ 
That Rome is but a wildernes ofTigers ? 

Tigers muft pray,and Rome affords no p re » 

Buc me and and mine: how happy art thoiuh 
From thefe deuourers to be bamfhed ? 

But who comes with our brother Marcushettt* 


Enter Marcus and Lauinia, 

Mar. Tittu ,prepare thy noble eyes to weep. 

Or if not fo, thy noble heait to breaker ‘ 1 

I bring confirming forrow to thine age. 

Ti. Will it confume me ? Let me lee it then. 
tJMar. This was thy daughter. 

Ti. Why Marcus fo flic is. 

Luc. Aycmethisobiedkilsme. 

TV. Faint-harted boy.arife and looke vpon her 
Speake Lauinia, what accurfed hand 
Hath made thee handlefle in thy Fathers fight ? 

What foole hath added water to the Sea? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy i 
My griete was at the height before thou cam’ft. 

And now like Nylm it difd ainetli bounds: * 

Giuemea fword ,lie chop ofF my hands too, 

For they haue fought tor Romc,andal! invainc; 

And they haue nur’ft this woe. 

In feeding life: 

In booteleffe prayer haue they bene held vp, 

And they haue feru’d me to cflc&lcffe vfe. 

Now all the feruice I require of them. 

Is that the one will helpe to cut the other : 

’Tis well Lauinia ,that thou haft no hands, 

For hands to do Rome feruice,is but vaine. 

Luci. Spcakegentle lifter, who hath martyr’d thee? 
Mar. O that delightfull engineofherthoughts, 
That blab’d them with fuch pleafing eloquence, 

Is torne from forth that pretty ho[jow cage, 

Where like a fweet mellodius bird it fung, 

Sweet varied notes inchanting euery care. 

Luci. Oh fay thou for her. 

Who hath done this deed < 

Marc. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Parke, 
Seeking to hide herfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receiude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my Deare, 

And he that wounded her. 

Hath hurt me more, then bad he kild me dead: 

For now I ftand as one vpon a Rocke, 

Inuiron’d with a wilderneife of Sea. 

Who tnarkes the waxing tide. 

Grow waue by watae, 

Expefii"? 


4.1 


TheTr agedie ofTitm ndronicus 

Ti. OhgraciousEmperour,oh gentle Aaron. 
Did euer Rauen fing fo like a Larkc 


r gone: 


^ Aine C uer when fome enuious furge, 
hi* brinilh bowels fwallow him. 

Sfiay to death my wretched fonnes are g 
T (lands my other ionnc,a bamfht man, 

Hce , r L rc , ny brother weeping at my woes. 

}, w which giues my foule the greatefi fpurne, 

, cere Lauinia,deetet then my foule. 

1 A T but feenc thy pi&ure in this plight, 

^ „vild haue madded me. What fhall 1 doc, 

£1’ I behold thy liucly body fo ? 

Thou baft no hands to wipe away thy teares, 

! n ,con©« t0 tcl1 mc who bat . h mart y r ‘ d thec: 

Thv husband he is dcad,and tor his death 
q-uy brothers arc condemn’d,and dead by this. 

oke Marcus h form cLvcius looke cm her: 
ivhcn I did name her brothers,then frefh teares 
, t0O a on her checkcs,as doth the hony dew, 
Voonagathred Lillie almoit withered*, 

perchance flic vtreepes bccaufe they kud her 

perchance bccaufe fheknovves him innocent. 

f u If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 

Bccaufe the law hath tane rcu engc on them. 

Mo,no,thcy would not doe fo foule a deede, 

Whncs the forrow that their After makes. 

Gentle Lauinia let me kiffe thy lips. 

Or make fome iignes how I may do thee cafe : 

Shall chy good Vncle,andthy brother Lucius, 

And thou and I fit round about fome Fountainc* 

Looking all downewards to behold our cheekes 
How they are ftaind in meadowes, yet not dry 
With miery flime left on them by a flood : 

And in the Fountaine fhall wc gaze fo long. 

Till the frefh tafle be taken from that clcerene9, 

And made a brine pit with our bitter tcares * 

Or fhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or (hall we bite our tongues,and in dumbe fhewefi 
Pafle the remainder of our hateful! dayes? 

What (hall wc doc i Let vs that haue our tongues 
Plot fome deuife of further fniferics 
To make vs wondred at in time to come. 

I* % Sweet Father ce3fe your teares,for at your griefs 
See how my wretched After fobs and weeps, 

Mar* Patience decre Nccce,good 77r^ drie thine 
eyes, 

Ti . Ah Marcus,Marcus ,Brother well I wot. 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine* 

For thou poore man haft drown’d it with thine owne* 

Lu. Ah my Lauinia I will wipe thy cheekes. 

Ti Marke Trlarcus marke,I vnderitand her fignes* 

Had flic a tongue to fpcake,now would Che fay 
That to her brother which I fa v id to thec^ 

HisNapkin with hertrue tearcs all bewet* 

Can do no feruice on her forrowfull cheekes. 

Ohwhat afimpathy of woe is this! 

As farre from helpe as Limbo is fromblifle, 

Enter Aron the Moore alone* 

Moore. Titus Andronicus,my Lord the Empcrour, 

Sends thee this word,that if thou loue thy fonnes, 
^Marcm,Luam,ox thy fclfe old Titus , 

Or any one of you,chop off your hand. 

And lend it to the King:he for the fame. 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue. 

And that (hall be the ranfome for their fault. 


Tha r giues fweet tydings ofthe Sunncsvprilc; , 

With all my heart,Ilefcnd the Emperour my hand. 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chop ic off i 

Lu. Stay Father,for that noble hand of thine, 

Th 3 t hath throwne dovvne fo many enemies, 

Shall not be lent: my hand will ferue theturne. 

My youth can better ipare my blood then you, 

And therfore mine (ball faue my brothers hues. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody batueaxe. 

Writing definition on the enemies Gaftle i 
Oh none of both but are of high defert r 

My hand hath bin but idle,let it ferue 

To ranfome my two nephewes from their dcaiti. 

Then haue I kept it to a worthy end. 

Moore. Nay come agree, whofe hand ftullgoe along 
For fearc they die before their pardon come. 

CMar. My hand fhall goe. 

Lu. Byhcauenitfhallnotgoe. 

77. Sirs ftriue no more,fuch withered hearbs as thefe 
Arc mcete for plucking vp,and therefore mine. 

Lu. Sweet Father.ifI (hall be thought thy fonne, 

Let me redeeme my brothers both from death. 

Mar. And for our fathers fake,and mothers care. 

Now let me (hew a brothers loue to thee. 

TV. Agree betweene you,I will fparfc my hand. 

Lu. Then lie goe fetch an Axe. 

Mar. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt 

Ti. Come hither AarotjyUc dcctiue them both, 

Lend mc thy hand,and I will giue thee mine, 

< JMoore. If that be cal’d deceit,I will be honeft, 

And ncuer whil’ft I liuc decciue men fo: 

But lie decciue you in another fort, 

And that you’l fay ere balfe an houre pafle. 

He cuts off Tittu hand » 

Enter Lucius and Marat saga hie. 

Ti. Now flay you ftrife,wbat fhall bc,is difpatcht;: 
Good Aron giuc hi s Maieftie me hand, 

Tell him,it was a hand thac warded him 
From thoufand dangers: bid him bury it: 

More hath it merited : That let it haue. 

As for for my fonnes,fay I account of them, 

As iewels purchaft at an eafie price, 

And yet deere too,becaufe I bought mine owne. 

Aron. I goe Andronicus ,and for thy hand, 

Looke by and by to haue thy fonnes with thee : 

Their Heads I mcane: Oh how this villany 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it. 

Let fooles doe good,and faire men call for grace, 

Aron will haue his foule blacke like his face. Exit. 

Ti. O heere I lift this one hand vp to heauen. 

And bow this feeble ruine to the earth. 

If any power pitties Wretched tearcs, 

To that I call: what wilt thou kncele with me i 
Doe then deare hear^.for hcauen fhall heare our prayers. 
Or with our fighs weclc breath the welkin dimtne. 

And ftaine the Sun with fogge a s fomtime cioudes. 
When they do hug him in their melting bofomes. 

Mar. Oh brother fpeake with poflibihties. 

And do notbreake into thefe deepe extreames. 

TV. Is not my forrow deepe,hauing no bottomef . 

d d j ‘ Then/ 
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The Tragedie of Titus oAndromm. 
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Then be my paflious bottomleffe with them* 

Mar. But yet let reafon gouerne thy lament. 

Titus. If there were reafon for thcfe mifcries. 

Then into limits could I binde my woes : 

When hcauen doth wecpe, doth not the earth oreflow i 
If the wmdcs rage, doth not the Sea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with hi* big-fwolneface? 

And wilt thou haue a reafon for this code i 
I am the Sea. Harke how her fighes doe flow s 
Shce is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 

Then mull my Sea be moued with her fighes, 

Then mud my earth with her contimtall teares. 

Become a deluge: ouerftow’d and drown’d : 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard mull I vomit them; 

Then giue me leaue, for loofers will haue leaue. 

To cafe their ftomackes with their bitter tongues, 

j Enter A mejfenger with two heads and a hand. 

Mejf. Worthy Andronictts, ill art thou repaid, 

For that good hand thou lcntft the Emperour; 

Hcere are the heads of thy two noble ioones. 

And heeres thy hand in fcorne to thee fent backc: 

Thy gricfcs,their fports: Thy refolution roockt, 

That woe is me to thinke vpon thy woes. 

More then remembrance of my fathers death. Exit. 

Marc. Now let hot /Etna code in Cicilie, 

And be my heart an euer-burning hell: 

Th?fe miferies are more then may be borne. 

To wcepc with them that weepc, doth eafe fome deale, 
But forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Lutfi. Ah that this fight fhould make fo deep a wound, 
And yet detefted life not fhrinke thereat: 

That eucr death fhould let life beare his name. 

Where life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

Mar. Alas poore hart that k'fle is cotnfortlefTe, 

As frozen water to a ftarued fnakc. 

Titus. When will this fearefull {lumber haue an end i 
Mar. Nowfarwcll flatteric,di c Andrenicus t 
Thou doft not (lumber, fee thy two Tons heads. 

Thy warlike hands, thy mangled daughter here : 

Thy other banifhc fonnes with this deere fight 
Strucke pale and bloodleffc,and thy brother I, 

Eucti like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now no more will I controule my griefes. 

Rent off thy filuer haire, thy other hatid 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The doling vp of our mod wretched eyes; 

Now is a time to florme, why art thou ftill i 
Titus. Ha,ha,ha, 

Mar. Why doft thou laugh i it fits not with this houre* 
Ti . Why I haue not another teare to (lied : 

Befides, this forrow is an enemy. 

And would vlurpe vpon my watry eyes, 

And make them blinde with tributarie teares. 

Then which way fhall 1 finde Reuenges Caue ? 

For thefc two heads doe feeme to fpeake to me. 

And threat me, I fhall neuer come to blific. 

Till all thefe mifehiefes be returned-againe, 

Euen in their throats that haue committed them. 

Come let me fee what taske I haue to doe. 

You heauie people, circle me about. 

That I may turneme to each one of you, 

And fweai e rnto my foule to right your wrongs. 

Tire vow is made, come Brother take a head, 


And in this hand the other will I beareT~ 

And Lauinia thou fhalt be eroployd inftiefi. 

Beare thou my hand fwcet wench betweene th**'' 
A s for thee boy, goe ge t thee from my ft gh t y tecttl : 
Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not (lay ’ 

Hie to the Cothes , and raife an army there* 

And if you loue me, as I thinke you doe * 

Let’s kiffe and part, for we haue much to doe 


Manet Lucius , 


% 


w, 


Luci. Farewell Andronictu my noble Fathe 
The woful'ft man that cuerliu’d in Rome; * = 

Farewell proud Rome, til Lucius come againc 

Hcloues his pledges dearer then his life; 1 

Farewell Lauinia my noble fifter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft beene 
But now, nor Lucius nor Lauinia liues * 

But in obliuion and hatefuj griefes j 
If Lucius hue, he will requit your wrongs 
And make proud Saturnine and his Empreffe 
Beg at the gates likes Tarquin and his Queene. 

Now will I to the Gothes and raife a po^i Cr * 

To bercucng’d on Ilpmc and Saturnine, ' Exit l Ht 

A Bnatet: 

Enter A ndronicus, Marcus, Lauinia, and the 

$o,fe, newfit andlookeyoueatenomore 

Then will preferue luft fo much ftrength in vs 
As will reuenge thefe bitter woes of ours. 

Marcus vnknit that forrow-wreathen knot: 

Thy Npece and I( poore Cre a tures)want our hands 
And cannot paflionatc our tenfold griefe, 

With foulded Armes. This poore right hand of mine 
Is left to tirranize vppon my bread. 

Who when my hart all mad with mifery. 

Beats in this hollo w prifon of my flefi), 

Then thus 1 thumpe it downe. 

Thou Map of woe, that thus doft talk in Agues, 
When thy poore hart beates without ragious beating, 
Thou canftnot ftrike it thus to make it ftill j 1 
Wound it with fighing girle, kil it with grones: 

Or get fome little knife betweene thy teeth, 

And iuft againft thy hart make thou a hole, 

That all the teares that thy poore eyes let fall 
May run into that finke, and foaking in, 

Drownc the lamenting foole, in Sea fait teares. 

Mar. Fy brother fy, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands vppon her tender life* 

An. How now J Has forrow made thee doate already? 
Why Marcus, no man fhould be mad but I: 

What violent hands can fhe lay on her life: 

Ah, wherefore doft thou vrge the name ofhands, 

To bid ty£neas tell the tale twice ore 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miferablef 
O handle not the thcamc, to talke ofhands, 

Leaft we remember ftill that we haue none, 

Fie, fie, how Frantiquely I liquate my talke 
As if we fhould forget we had no hands: 

If Marcus did not name the word ofhands. 

Come, lets fall too, and gentle girle eate this, 

Hcere is no drinke ? Harke Marcus what (he faies, 

I can interpret all her martir’d fignes. 

She laies, fhe drinkes no other drinke but teares 
Brcu’d with her forrow: melh’d vpporfhec cheekcs, 


^The Tragedie of T^itus <$Andronicus* 
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wechleffe complaynet,I will learne thy thought: 

thv dumb aftion, will I be as perfeft 
i«begging Hermits in their holy prayers. 

^ou (halt not fighe nor hold thy dumps to heauen, 

L winke,nor nod,nor knccle.nor make a figne, 
r,ic Ifofchefe) will wreft an Alphabet, 
a A bv ftiH p»6licc,lcarnc co know thy meaning. 

Bey. Good grandfirc leaue thefe bitter deepe laments, 
Make my Aunt merry,with fome pleafing tale. 

(filar. Alas, the tender boy in paflion mou d, 

Doth vveepe to fee his grandfires heauineffe. 

An. Peace tender Sapling, thou art made of teares, 

* n d teares will quickly melt thy life away. 

Marcus ftrikes the dtfhwith a knife. 

\Vhat doeft thou ftrike at Marcus with knife. 

Mar. Ac that that I haue kil’d my Lord,a Flys 
An. Out on the murdcrour: thou kil’ft my hart, 

Mine eyes cloi’d with view of Tirranie ; 

A deed of death done on the Innocent 
Becoms not Titus broher: get thee gone, 
j fee thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas(my Lord) I haue but kild a die. 

An. But? How : if that Flie had a father and mother ? 
f{ow would he hang his fler.der gilded wings 
And buz lamenting doings in the ayer, 
poore harmelefle Fly, 

That with his pretty buzing melody, 

Came heere to make vs merry, 

Andthou haft kil’d him. 

CWar. Pardon me fir, 

1: was a blacke illfauour’d Fly, 

Like to the Empreffe Moore,therefore I kild him. 

An. 0,o,o, 

Then pardon me for reprehending thee. 

For thou haft done a Charitable deed : 

Giue me thy knife,I will infulc on him. 

Flattering my felfe$,as if it were the Moore, 

Come hither purpofely to poyfon me. 

There’s for thy feltc.and chats for Tamira : Ah firra. 

Yet I thinke we arc not brought fo low. 

But that betweene vs,wc can kill a Fly, 

That comes in likeneffe of a Cole-blackc Moore. 

Mar. Alas poore man,griefe ha's fo wrought on him. 
He takes falfe ftiadowes,for true fubftanccs. 

An. Come,take away: Lauinia.goe with mr, 
lie to thy cloffet,and goe read with thee 
Sad ftoricsjchanced in the times of old. 

Come boy,and goe with me,thy fight is young. 

And thou (halt read,when mine begin to dazell. Exeunt 



Enter young Lucius and Lauiniarmning after him,and 
the Toy flies from her with his bookes vnder his arms. 

Enter Titus and Marcus. 

Toy. HelpeGrandfierhelpe,my Amt Lauinia, 
Followcs me euery where I know not why. 

Good Vnde Marcus fee how fwife (lie comes, 

Alas fwcet Aunt,I know not what you meane. 

Mar. Stand by me Lucius ,doe not fearc thy Aunt. 
Titus. She loues thee boy too well to doe thee harme 
Toy. \ when my fathef was in Rome (he did. 


vTAir.What meancs my Ncece Lauinia by thefe fignes 
Tt. Feare not L»ci«j,fomewhat doth (he meane: 

See Lucius fee,how much (he makes of thee t 
Some whether would (he haue thee goe with her. 

Ah boy, Cornelia neuer with more care 
Read to her fonnes,then (he hath read to chce. 

Sweet Poetry,and Tullics Oratour: 

Canft thou not geffe wherefore fhe plies thee thus ? 

Boy. My Lord I know not I,nor can I geffe, 

Vnleffe fome fit or frenzie do poffeffe her: 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extrcmitie of griefes would make men mad. 

And I haue read that Hecuba of Troy, 

Ran mad through forrow,that made me to feare. 
Although my Lord,I know my noble Aunt, 

Loues me as deare as ere my mother did. 

And would not but in fury fright my youth. 

Which made me downe to throw my bookes, and flie 
Caufles perhaps,but pardon me lweet Aunt, 

And Madam.ifmy Vnclc Marcus goe, 

I will moft willingly attend your Ladylhip. 

Mar. Lucius I will. 

77. How now Lauinia,Marcus what meanes this ? 
Some booke there is that (he defircs to fee, 

Which is it girle of theft ? Open them boy. 

But thou art deeper read and better skild, 

Come and takechoyfe of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy (orrow,tili the heauens 
Reueale the damn’d contriuer of this deed. 

What booke ? 

Why lifts (he vp her armes in fequence thus ? 

Mar. I thinke (lie meanes that ther was more then one 
Confederate in the fa&,I more there was: 

Orelfe to heauen (he heaues them to reuenge* 

77. Lucius what booke is that (hetoffeth fo? 

Boy. Grandfier ’tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me. 

C Mar. For loucofherthat*s gone, 

Pcrhahs (he culd it from among the reft. 

77. Soft,fo bufily (he curnes the leaues, 

Helpe her,what would (lie finde ? Lauinia (hall I read? 
This is the tragicke tale of Philomel} 

And creates oiTtreus treafon and his rape. 

And rape I feare was roote of thine annoy. 

Mar. See brother fee,note how (he quotes the leaues 
Ti. Lauinia ,wert thou thus furpriz’d fwcet girle, 
Rauifht and wrong’d as Philomela was ? 

Forc’d in the ruthleffe,vatt,and gloomy woods ? 

See,fee,I fuch a place there is where we did hunt, 

(O had wcneuei,neuer hunted there^ 

P atern’d by that the Poet hcere deferibes. 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

sJMar. O why fhould nature build fo foule a den, 

Vnlefie the Gods delight in tragedies > 

77.Giue fignes fweet girle,for heere are none but friends 
WhatRomaine Lord it was durftdo the deed ? 

Or (lunke not Saturnine, as Tar quin erfts, 

That left the Campe to finne in Lucrece bed. 

TWrfr.Sic downe fweet Neece,brother fit downe by me, 
Appollo,Pallas,loue, or (Jllercary, 

Infpire me that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lordlooke heere,looke heere Lauinia. 

He writes his Name with his Baffe,andgutdet it 
withfeete and mouth. 

This fandie plot is plaine,guide if thou canft 
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7 he'lrageaiei 


This after me, I haue writ my name. 

Without the helpe of any hand at all. 

Curft be that hart that forc'd vs to that fhift S 
Write thou good Ncccc,and heeredifplay at Iaft> 
What God will hauc difcoucred for rcuenge, 
Heaucn guide thy pen to print thy forrowes plainc* 
That we may know the Traytors and the truth* 


She takesthefiajfeia her mouth,and guides itrvithhsr 
flumps and writes* 

Ti* Oh doc yc read my Lord what fhe hath writs ? 
Stuprum, Ch iron^Demetrius . 

xJMar* What,what,the luftfuliionncsofT^wr^ 
Performers of this hainoqs bloody deed ? 

TV. Magni Do min at or pelt, 

Tam lent Us audis federal am lent us vides ? 

Trlar. Oh calme thee gentle Lord : Although 1 know 
There is enough written vpon this earth. 

To ftirre a mucinie in the mildeft thoughts. 

And armc the mimics of infants to cxclaimcs^ 

My Lord kneele downe with m ciLauinia kneele, 

And kneele fweet boy^thc Romaine Hectors hope. 

And fweare with me,as with the wofull Fecre 
And father of chat chaft dishonoured Dame, 

Lord luntus Brutus 1 wearc for Lucre cc rape, 

That we will profecuce(by good aduife) 

Mortall reuenge vpon thefe traycorous Gothcs., 

And fee their blood,or die with this reproach* 

TV. Tis fure cnough,and you knew how. 

But if you hunt thefe Bearc-wLcipes, then beware 
The Dam will wakc,and if fhe winde you once , 

Shec’s with the Lyon deepely ftill in league. 

Andlulls him whilft fhe palycth on.her backe. 

And when he (1 cepes will Hie do what fiielift# 
Youareayounghuntfman iJHarcus.l c tic alone : 

And comc,I will goc get a leafe of brafle, 

And with a Gad of ftede will write thefe words. 

And lay it by : the angry Northerne winde 
Will blow thefe fands like Icaues abroad. 

And wheres your leflon then. Boy what fay you i 

Hoy. I fay my Lord,that ifl wereaman, 

Their mothers bed-chamber fhould not be fafe. 

For thefe bad bond-men to the yoakcofRome. 

Trlar. I that’s my boy,thy father hath Full ofr. 

For hisvngratefuli country done the like. 

Boy . And Vncle fo will I,and ifl liue. 

Ti. Come goe with me into mine Armorie, 

Lucius lie fit thee,and wichall,my boy 
Shall carry from me to the Emprefle fonnes, 

Prefencs that I intend to fend them both, 
Come,coroe,thou , lt do thy rocffage,wilc thou not ? 

Boy. I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandfirc : 

Ti. No boy not fettle teach thee another courfe, 
Lauinia cdmc/jMarcus lookc to my houfc, 

Lucius and He goe braue it at the Court, f 

I marry will we fir,and wcele be waited on. Exeunt .! 

Alar* O heauens! Can you hearc a gocd.man grone 
And not relent,or not compafiion him ? 

Marcus attend him in his extafie. 

That hath more fears of forrow in his heart. 

Then foe-mens markes vpon his bactcr’dihicld, 

But yet fo iuft,tliat he will not reuenge, 

Reuenge the heauens for old Andronicus. Exit 

Enter Aron, Chiron and Demetrius at one clare:a*dat another 
doreyoungLucius and anotheryvith a bundle of 

J weaponr^and verfes writ vpon them „ 

L 


/7 itus < lAmdronicus. 



u C t\ P emetrim heerc$ thc fonne of Lucius 
He hath fome meflage to deliuer vs. 

fome mad meffagefrom his mad Gr,„ v 
S °y • My Lords,with all the humblenefle 1 
I greete your honours from Andronicus, 

And pray the Romane Gcds confound you both 

Beme. Gramercie louely Z*r/«/ jV vhat sthen . 

For villanie’smarkt with rape. Mayitpl ca f f CV,es * 
My Grandfire well aduif’d hath fent by me, 

The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie * 

To gratifie your honourable youth. 

The .hojKofRomc,for fo he bad me fay; 

Andfo with his giftsprefent 

Your Lordniips,when cuer you haue need 
You may be armed and appointed well 
And fo 1 Icaue you both: like bloody villaines 
Demc. What’s heere ? a lciole,& written round A' 
Let's fee. 

Integervita feelerif^ue pur us,non egit maury, K ul ls 


cue. 


*tc & 


't it. 


Chi. O ’cis a verfc in Horace A know it well. 

I read it in thc Gracnmer long agoe. 

More. I iuft,a verfein Horace :right,youh au 
Now what a thing it ts to be an Aflc f 
Heer’s no found ieft,thc old man hath found their puT 
And fends the weapons wrapt about with lines ° ' 
Thatwound(beyond their feeling)tothc quick- 
But were our witty Emprefle well afoot “ 

She would applaud Andronicus conceit! 

But let her reft,in her vnreft a while. 

And now young Lords,wa’s tnot a happy ft 3rre 
Led vs to Romeftrangcrs,and more then fo- 
Capdues,tobeaduanced to this height? 5 

II did me good before thc Pallace gate, 

To braue thc Tribune in his brothers hearing. 

Demc. But me more good, to fee fo great a Lord 
Balcly infinuate,and fend vs gifts. 

Moore. Had he not rcafon Lord Demetrius ? 

Did you not vie his daughter very friendly ? 

Beme. 1 would we had a thoufand Romane Dames 
A t fuch a bay,by turnc to ferue our luft. 

Chi. A charitable wifh, and full ofloue, 

Moore. Heere lack’s butyou mother for tofay,Amci 
Chi . And that would fhe for twenty thoufand mor 
Beme. Come,let vs go,and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloued mother in her paines. 

Moore.Vtxy to the dcuils,the gods haue giuen vs ouc 
Flourtjh. 

Bern. Why do the Emperors trumpets flourilh thus 
Chi. Belike for ioy thc Emperour hath a fonne. 
Beme. Soft,who comes heere i 

"Enter Nurfe with a blacke a Moore tbiUe. 
Nur. Good morrow Lords: 

O tell rne,did you fee Aaron the Moore ? 

Aron. Well,raorc or lefle,or ncre a whit at all, 
Heere tAaron is,and what with . Aaron now ? 

Nurfe. Oh gentle Aaron,' we are all vndone. 

Now helpe.or woe betide thee euermorc. 

Aron. Why, what a catterwalling doft thou keepc ? 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armes ? 

Nurfe, O that which I would hide from heauens ey 
Our Emprefle fhame.andftately Romes difgcace. 

She is deliuered Lords,fhe is deliuered. 

A ton To whom ? 

Nurfe. I meane fhe is brought a bed? 

Aren. Wei God giue her good reft. 


hcr ? 

ffwhy thenfhe isrthe DeuiU Dam: a ioyfuUiffuc. 
A ioyleffc. difmall, blacke &,forrowfull iffue, 
u «- is the babe as loathfome as a toad, 
iinone’ft the faireft breeders of our dime, 
fS Emprefle fends it thce.thy ftampe,thyieale, 
bi as thee chriften it with thy daggers pome. 

^ Aron. Outyouwhore,isblack fo bafcabue. 

t blowfe,you are a beauciou? bloffomc I'ure; 

whnc haft thou done ? . 
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Jlron. That which thou canft not vndoe. 

Chi. Thou haft vndone our mother. 

Dcrne. And therein hellifh dog,thou haft vndone, 

\Voe to hcr chance,and damn’d her loathed choy ce, 
^ccur’ft the oft-fpring offo foulc a fiend, 

Chi. It fhall not line. 

Jim. It fhall noc die. 

tfarfe. A.iron tt muft, the mother wils it fo. 

Jrin. What, muft it Nurfe ? Then let no man but I 
Doe execution on my flefh and blood. 

Uerrte. lie broach the Tadpole on my Rapiers point: 
Nurfe giue it roe, my fword fhall loonc difpateh it. 

Jron. Sooner this fword fhall plough thy bowels ?p. 
Stay murtherous villaines, will you kill your brorher ? 

by the burning Tapers of the skie. 

That fh’onc fo bi rghtly when this Boy was got, 

Hedies vpon my Scmitars fliarpe point, 

That touches this my firft borne fonne and heire. 

I tell you young-lings,not Enceladus 

With all his thiearning band^ oi'Typhonsbtoodc, 

Nor great Alctdes nor the God of warre. 

Shall ccazc this prey ° ut of his fathers hands: 

What, what,ye fanguincfhallow hattedRoyes, 

Ye white-limb’d walls, ye Ale-houfe painted hgnes, 
Cole-blacke is better then another hue. 

In that it fcorncs to bcare another hue : 

For alt the water in the Ocean, 

Can ncuer turnc the Swans blacke legs to white. 
Although (be laue them hourelyin the flood : 

Tell the Emprefle from me, I am of a gc 
Tokeepe mine owne,excufe it how fhe can. 

Dome. Wilt thou betray tiiy noble miflris thus? 
Aron. My miftris is my miftrisithts my feitc, 

The vigour,and thc pidlure ofmy youth: 

This,before all the world do I prefer rc. 

This mauger all the world will 1 kcepe fafe. 

Or fome of you fhall fmoakc for it in Rome, 

Dome. By this mir mother is for euerflram’d. 

Chi. Rome will defpife her for this foule efcape. , 
W«r. Thc Emperour in his rage will doome her death. 
Chi. Iblufh to thinke vpon this ignominie. 

Aron. Why thcr’s the priuiledge your beauty bearcs: 
Fietrecheroushue,that will betray with blufhing 
The clofe enatfs and counfels of the hart: 

Hecr’s a young Lad fram’d of another leere, 

Lookc how the blackeflaue fnv.les vpon the father; 

As who fhould fay, old Lad I amthineowne. 

He is your bt other Lords, fenfibly fed 
Of thatfelfe blood that firft gauc life to you, 

And from that wombe where you impnloned were 
He is infranehifed and come to light: 

Nay he is your brother by the furer fide. 

Although my feale be ftamped in his face. 

Nurfe. i/iaron what fhall [ fay vnto the Emprefle ? 
Bern. Aduife thee tAaron, what is to be done. 


And we will all fubfenbe to thy aduile: 

Sauethou the child,fo we may all be fafe. 

Aron. Then fit we do wne and let vs all confult. 

My fonne and I will haue the winde ofyou: 

Keepc there,now talke at plcafute of your fafety. 

Beme. How many women faw this childe ofhis ? 
Aron. Why fo btaue Lords, when we ioync in league 
I am a Lambc: but if you braue thc Moore, 

The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lyoneffe , 

The Ocean fwells not fo at Aaron ftormes: 

But fay againe,how many faw the childe i 
Nurfe. Cornelia,the. midwife,and my iclfe. 

And none elfe but the deliuered Emprefle. 

Aron. The Emprcffe^hcMidwifCjand your felfe. 
Two may keeps counfell, when the the third’s away: 
Goe to the Emprcffe, tell hcr this I faid, Hf kfls her 

Weeke,wecke,fo cries a Piggc prepared toth'fpic. 

Beme. What mcan’ft thou Aaron ? , 

Wherefore did’ft thou this ? ^ , 

tslron. O Lord fir, ’tis a deed of pollicie ? 

Shall fire liue to betray this guilt of our’s a 
A long tongu’d bablingGoflip ? No Lord^no-: 

And now be it knowncto you my util intcnc. 

Not farre, one Muliteus my Country-man 
His wife but yefternighe was brought to bed. 

Hi s childe is like to her.fairc as you are: 

Goe packe with him, and giue the mother gold. 

And tell them both the circumftancc of all, 

And how by this their Child? (ball be aduaunc’d. 

And be receiuedfor thc Emperours heyre. 

And fubftituted in the place of mine. 

To colmc this tempeft whirling in the Court, 

And let the Emp erour dandle him for his owne, 

Harke ye Lords, yc lee I haue giuen her phyficke. 

And you muft needs beftow her funerall. 

The fields are neerc.and you ate gallant Grootncs: 

7 his done, fee that you take no longer daies 
But fend the Midwife prefently tome. 

The Midwife and the Nurfe well made a way, 

Then let the Ladies tattle what they plcafe. 

Chi. Aaron I fee thou wile not ttuft the ayrewith fe 
Beme. For this care of Tamora, (crecs. 

Her fdfe,and hers arc highly bound to thee.' Exeunt. 

Aron, Now to thcGothes as iwift as Swallow flies, 
There to difpofe this treafure in mine armes. 

And fecretly to greete the Emprefle friends : 

Come on you thick-lipt-flauc, lie beare you hence. 

For it is you that puts vs to our drifts : 
lie make you feed on berries,and on rootes, 

And feed on curds and whay.and fucke the Goate, 

And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you vp 

To be a warriour, and command a Campe. Exit 

Enter Tit us. old Marcia,young Lucius, andat her gentlemen 
with borers .and Titus beares thearrowes with 
Letters on the end of them, 

Tit, Come 7W4i'C7w,come,kinfmen this is the way. 

Sir Boy let me fee your Archerie, 

Lookc yee draw home enough,and ‘tis there ftraight; 
Terras Aftrearelujuit be you runembred Marcus. 

She’s gone,fhe’4 fled,firs take yon to your toolcs. 

You Cofens (hall go? found the Ocean: 

And caft your nets,haply you may find her in the Sea* 
Yetthct’s as little iuftice as at Land: 

No Fublius and Semprowus, you muft doe it, 
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. is yon muft dig with Matcocke,and with Spade, ' 

And pierce the inmoft Center ofthe earth: 

Then when you come t o PlWtocs Regj on, 

I pray you deliuer him this petition. 

Tell him it is for iuftice,and for aide, :: 

And that it comes from old Androtiicus, 

Shaken with forrowes in vngratefull Rome. 

Ah Rome! WtU.well,! made thee shiferable. 

What time I threw thcpeoples foftVagcs 
On him that thus doth tyrannise ore me. 

Goe get you gonc,and pray be carefull all. 

And leaueyou not a man of wane vnfearchr, 

This wicked Emperour may haue fhipt her hence, 

And kinfmen then we may goe pipe for iuftice. 

Metre, O Publius is not this a hcauic cafe 
To fee thy Noble Vnckle thus diftradT Z 

PM. Therefore my Lords it highly vs ccncernes, 

By day and night c’attcnd him carefully : 

And feede his humour kindely as we may. 

Till time beget fome careful! rcmedic. 

Marc. Kinfmen,his forrowes are paftremedie. 
loyne with the Gothes,and with rcuengefull warre. 
Take wreake on Rome for this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the Trayror Saturnine. 

Tit. Publius how now ? how now my Maifters? 
What haue you met with her ? 

Vubl. No my good Lord,but Pluto fends you word. 
If you will haue reuenge from hell you fhail, 

Marriefor iuftice (he is fo imploy’d, 

He thinkes with Ioue in heauen.or fome where clfe: 

So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time. 

Tit, He doth me wrong to feed me with delayes, 
Uediue into the burning Lake below. 

And pull her out of %Acamt by the heeles* 

Marcus we arc but flirubs,no Cedars we, 

No big-bon’d.men, fram'd of the Cyclops fizc. 

But mettall CMarcus ftez le to the very backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backe can bcare: 
And fith there’s no iuftice inearth nor hell. 

We will follicite heauen,and moue the Gods • 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreake'our wongs: 

Come to this geare,you arc a good Archer Marcus, 

He giues them the Arrowes. 

Adloteem, that’s for you:here ad tMppolionem, 

Ad Martem,t\ttt’s for my felfe, 

Heere Boy to Pallas, heere to t Mercury, 

To Saturnine ,to Caiui,noito Saturnine, 

You were as good tofhooteagainft the winde. 

Too it Bpy, Marcus loofe when I bid: 

Of my Word, I haue written to effeift, 

Thcr’s not a Godlefc vnfollicitcd. 

Marc. Kinfmen.fhoot all your fhafes into the Court, 
We will affiift the Emperour in his pride. 

Tit, Now Maifters craw,Oh well faid Lucius : 

Good Boy in forgoes lap,giueit Pallas. 

Marc. My Lord,I aime a Mile beyond the Moone,' 
Your letter is with Iupiter by this. 

Tit. Hz fez,Publius,Publius ,what haft thou done ? 
Sec, fee,thou haft fhot off one of Taurus homes. 

Mar. This was the fport my Lord,when Publius (hot. 
The Bull being gal’d,gaue Aries {uch aknocke. 

That downe fell both the Rams homes in the Court, 
And who ftiould finde them but the Empreffc villaine : 
Shelaught.and told the Moore he fhould not choofe 
But giue them to his Maifter for a prefent. 

Tit. Why there it goes,God giuc your Lordflfip ioy. 



*■ s 


Enter the Clowne with a basket and two Pip 
Titus. Ncwes,newes,from heauen, & eonsi *it. 
Marcus the poaft is come. 

Sirrah,what ty dings ? haue you any letters ■» 

Shall I haue luftice.what fayes Iupiter ? 

Clowne Hp the Iibbetmakcr,hc fayes that he U, 
ken them downe agame, for the man muft nr., <! , t a. 
till the next weeke. 0t be ^ng’j 

Tit. But what fayes Iupiter I aske thee ? 

Clowne. Alas fir 1 know not Iupiter: 

I newer dranke with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier ? 

Clowne. lofmyPigionsfir,nothingelfe. 

Tit. Why, did’ft thou not come from heauen> 
Clewne. From heauen ? Alas fir,I neuer came rt, 

God forbid 1 fhould be fo bold,to preffe to h eaue ere> 
yo-ungdayes. Whylamgoing withmy P ia ton ! 1 ''!7 
Tribunall Plcbs, to take vp a matter of brawlc b ° -^ 
my Vncle,andoncofthcEmperiallsmen. * CtWlxt 

Mar. Why fir, that is as fit ascanbetofer Ue f 0 
Oration,and let him deliuer the Pigions to the Em ^ 
from you, ‘ crout 

Tit, Tell mes,can you deliuer an Oration to tk.c 
perour with a Grace ? “ ai * 

Clowns. Nay truely fir, I could neuer fay grace in all 
my life. 6 ,u 

Tit. Sirrah come hither,make no moreadoe 
But giue your Pigeons to the Emperour, 

By me thou lhalt haue Iuftice at his hands. 
Hold,hold,meanc while her’* money for thy charts, 
Giue me pen and inke. 

Sirhra,can you with a Grace deliuer a Suhplication? 
Clowne . I. fir 

Titus . Then here is a Supplication for you, andwhen 

you come to him, at the firft approach you muft kneele 
thenkiffehis foote, thendenuer vp-your Pigeons, and 
then looke for your reward. Ilebeachandfir,f«youdo 
it brauely.i 

Clowne. I warrant you fir,' let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrha haft thou a knife ? Come let me feeir, 
Heere Marcus,(old it in the Oration, 

For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant: 

And when thou haft giuen it the Emperour, 

Knocke at my dore.aiid tell me what he fayes. 

Clowne. God be with you fir,I will. Exit, 

Tit. Come Marcus let vs ppz,Publius follow me. 

Exrnt, 

Enter Emperour and Empreffc,and her two fames, the 
Emperour brings the Arrowes in his hand 
that Titus foot at him. 


Satur. Why Lords, 

What wrongs arc thefe ? was euer feene 
An Emperour in Rome thus ouerborne, 
Troubled^Confrontcd thus,and for the extent 
Of eg all iuftice,vf’d in fuch contempt ? 

My Lords.you know the mightfull Gods, 

( How euer thefe difturbers of our peace 
Buz in the peoples eares)thcre nought hath paft, 
But euen with law againft the willfull Sonnes 
Of old Andronicus. And what and if 
His forrowes haue fo ouerwhelm’d his wits, 
Shall we be thus afflidfed in his wreakes. 

His fitSjhis frenzie,and his bitterneffe i 
And now he writes to heauen for his redreffe. 
See,heeres to/<;«#,and this to Mercury , 


This 


TheTwjedie of Titus' ndr onicus. 


fff . 0 Apollo, chisto the God ofwarre : 

T ' »t fcrowles to flic about the ftrects of Rome: 

Shat’s this but Libelling againft the Senate. 

;,d blazoning our.Iniufticc cucry where ? - 
i !goodly hum6ur,is it not my Lords ? 

*? who would Cay,in Rome 00 Iuftice were. 

Rut if I liuCjhisfained excafies 

chall beno freker to thefe outrages: 

' h c and ms fhjlkkoowjtbat Iuftice hues 
Zunrninus health; whom if he fleepe, 

Ite’i fo awake,as he in fury (ball 
r ut off the proud.’ft Confpirator thatliues. 

jimo. My gracious.Lorti',my louely Saturnine, 

1 otci of my lifejComtnandcr of my thoughts \ 

Calme thee,and bearc the faults of Titus age, 

Th'cffcft* of forrow for his valiant Sonnes, 

Whofe Ioffe hath picr’ft him decpc,and fcai^d his hearej 

And rather comfort his diftreffed plight, 

j|,cnprofccute the meaneft or the beft 

Fol thefe contempts. Whythus it fhall become 

gjghwitted Tamsra to glofewith all: Af.de. 

fytfitusf haue touch’d thee to thequicke, 

phy life blood out :Jf Aaron now be wife. 

Then is allfafc,thc Anchor’s in the Port. 

Enter Clewne, 

ftow now good fellow,would’tt thou fpeake with vs ? 
Clow. Yeaforfooth,and your Miftcriliip be Emperiall. 
pam. Emprcffe I am,but yonder fits the Emperour. 
Clo. 'Tis he; God & Saint Stephen giue yon good d«*n; 
1 haue brought you a Lettcr,5c a couple of Pigions heere. 

He reads the Letter. 

Satis. Goe take him away,and hang him prefcntly. 
Clowne. How much money muft I haue ? 

Pam. Come firrahyou muft be bang’d. 

Clow. Har.g’d r bcrLady.then I haue brought vp a neck 
toafaireend. Exit. 

Satis. Defpightfull and intollerable wrongs. 

Shall I endure this monftrous villany ? 

Iknow from whence this fame deuife proceedes : 

May this be borne? As if bis traytrous Sonnes, 

That dy’d by law for murther of our Brother, 

Haue by my meanes beene butcher’d wrongfully ? 

Goe dragge the villaine hither by the haire. 

Nor Age,nor Honour,fliaIl (hape priuiledge: 

For this proud mocke,Ilc be thy (laughter man: 

Sly franticke wretch,that holp’ft to make me great, 

In hope thy felfe ftiould gouerne Rome and me. 

Enter Numius Emillius. 

Satur. What newes with thcc Emillnu ? 

Emil • Armcmy Lords,Rome neuer had morecaufe, 
TheGothcs haue gather’d hcad,and with a power 
Ofhigh refolued men,bent to the fpoy le 
They hither march amainc,vnder condutft 
Of LnctiUy Sonne to old Andronicus : 

Who threats in courfe of this reuenge to do 
As much as euer Coriolantu did. 

King. Is warlike Lucius Generali oftheGothes? 
Thefe tydings nip me,and I hang the head 
As flowers with froft,or graffo beat downe with ftormes: 
I,now begins our forrowes to approach, 

'Tishc the common people loue fo much, 

My felfe hath often heard them fay, 

(When I haue walked like a priuace man) 

That Lucius banifhmenc was wrongfully. 

And they haue wiflu that Lucius were their Emperour. 
Tam. Why ftiould you fearc ? I 3 not our City ftrong? 


name. 



King, j, but the Cittizcns fauour Lucius, 

And will reuolr from me,to fuccour him. 

Tam. Kingfoz thy thoughts Imperious like thy 
Isihc Sunne dim’d, that Gnats do flis in it ? 

The Eagle fuffers little Birds to fing, > 

And is not carefull what they meanc thereby. 
Knowing that with the ftiadow ofhis wings, 

He can at pleafurc Hint their melodic. 

Euen fo mayeft thou,the giddy men ot Rome, 
Then chearc thy fpirir,forknow thou Emperour, 

I will enchaunt theold Andronicus, 

With words more fweer, and yet more dangerous 
Then baites to fifh,or bony ftalkes to fheepe, . : 
When.as theonc is wounded with the baite. 

The other rotted with delicious foode. 

King. Btfohc will not entreat his Sonnc/oi vs. 
Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then he will. 

Fori can fmooth and fill his aged care, 

With golden promifes,that were his heart 
Almoft Impregnable,his old cares deafe. 

Yet ftiould botlveare and heart obey my tongue. 
Goe thou before to our Enibaffadour, 

Say,that the Emperour requefts a parly 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

Kiug. Emillius do this meffage Honourably, 
And if he ftand in Hoftage for his fafety, 

Bid him demautid what pledge will pleafe him Left. 
bmtll. Your bidding fhall I do effectually, 

Tam. Now will I to that.old Andronicus, 

And temper him with all the Art 1 haue, ' ■ 

To plucke proud Lucius from the warlike Gothes. 
And now fwcec Emperour be blithe againc^ '• 

And bury all thy fearc in my deuifes. 

Satu. Then goe fuccefl'antiy and plead for him. 


ABus Quintus. 


Flourifh. Enter Lucius with an Army if Cot hes, 
with Drum andSouldten . 

Luci. Approued,warriours,and my faithfull Friends, 

I haue receiued Letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifies what hate they bearc their Emperour, 
And how defirous of our fight they arc. 

Therefore great Lords,bc as your Titles wirneffc. 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs. 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe. 

Let him make treble fatiffaCtion, 

Goth. Braue flip,fprung from the Great Andrankus, 
Whofe name was once our tcrrour.now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploits,and honourable Deeds, 

Ingratefull Rome requites with foule contempt; 

Behold in vSjWcele follow where thou lead'ft, 

Like Ringing Bees in hotteft Sommers day,- 
Led by their Maifter co the flowred fields. 

And be aueng’d on curled T amor a : 

And as he faith,fo fay wc all with him. 

Luci. I humbly thanke him,and I than&e you all* 

But who comenheere,led by a Tufty Goth} 

Enter a Goth leading of Aaron with his chili 
in his armes. 

Goth. Renowned Lucius , from our croups I ftraid. 

To gaze vpon a ruinous Monafterie, 

And 
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And as I earneftly-did fixe mine eye 
Vpon the wafted building,iuddainely 
l-heardachtldccrv vndcrncath a wall : 

I made vnto th;e noylc,when foonc I heard, 

The crying babe controldwith this.dilcourfe : 

Peace Taw^ivyfiaueftiaife tne,and halfc thy Dam, 

Did not thy Hue-bewray whole brat thou art? 

Had nature lent thecjbuc’thy Mothers looke, 

Villaine tl\QU tnight’ft bane bene an Emperour, 

But where UieRiill and Cow are both milk-white, 
They ncucr do*bcget scole-blacke-Calfe ; 

Peace,villaiuerpeace,euen thus he rates the babe, 

For 1 muftbcqre thee to a trufty Goth, 

Who when heknowes thou art the Empreffe babe. 
Will hold thee dearely for.thy Mothers lake. 

With thijjiny weapon drawoe I rufht vpon him, 
Surpriz’d himfuddaine!y,and brought him hither 
To vfe,as you thinke nceedcfull of the man. 

Luci. Oh worthy Goth,’this is the incarnate dcuill. 
That rob’d Androntcus of his good hand : 

This isthcPearle that pleal’d your Empreffe eye. 

And heerc’s the Bafe Fruit of his burning luft. 

Say wall-cy’d flaue.whether would’ft thou conuay 
This growing Image ofthy fiend-like face 
Why doft hot fpeake i what deafe ? Not a word ? 

A halter Souldiers.bang him.on this Tree, 

And bsyhis,fidehisFruiceofBaftardie. 

Aron. .1^oucjinottheBoy,hcis ofRoyall blood. 
Luci. To» like the Syre.for.euer being good. 

Firft hang the Child that he.may fee it fprall, 

A fight,t<? vexc the Fathers loulc withajl. 

Aron. Gef.me a Ladder Lucius fane the Childc, 
And beare it from me to the Empreffe: 

Jfthou do this,He fhe.w thce.wondrous things. 

That highly m 3 y advantage thee to heat e; 

If thou wilt not,befall what may befall, 
lie fpeake no more: but vengeance rot you all. 

Luci. Say on,and if it plcafe me which thou fpeak’ft, 
Thy child (Hall iiue,and I will fee itNouriflrt. 

Aron. And if it pleafe thee ? why allure thee Lucius, 
’Twill vexe thy fouie tohcarc what I firall fpeake: 

For I muft talkejQfMurtbei*,Ilapes,and Maffacres, 

Afts of BIacke-night,abhomin$ble Deeds, 
Complots:QfMlCchrcfc,Treafon,Villanies 
Ruthfull to hearc,yet pittioufly preform’d. 

And this fh.all al|be buried by my death, 

Vnleffe thou fweare to me my Childe fiiall liue. 

Luci. Tell on,thy rnindc, 

I fay thy Childc fiiallliue, 

Aron. Sw.car.e that he fiiall,and then I will begin. 
Luci. Who flrould ].fwcare by, 

Thou .be; ceueft.no God; 

Thatgraunted,how can’ll thou bclecuc an oath ? 

Aron. WhacifI do not.as indeed I do not. 

Yet for 1 ktiQW.ckou art Religious, 

And haft a thing within d)cc,called Confcience, 

With twenty Popi/h trickesand Ceremonies, 

Which 1 hauc fccne thee carcfull to obferue: 

Therefore I vrge thy oath,for that I know 
An Ideot holds his Bauble for a God, 

Andkecpes thco 3 th which by thatGod hcfweares. 

To that lie vrge him: therefore thou (halt vow 
By that lame God,what God fo ere it be 
That thou adoreft,and haft in reuerence. 

To faue my Boy,to nourifii and bring him vp, 

Ore elfc 1 will difeouer nought to thee. 


■ will, 


1 


Luci. Eucn by my God I fweare to to the* f 
Aron. Firft know thou, . 

I be got him on the Empreffe. 

Luci. Oh moft Infatiateluxurious woman) 

Aron. "I ut L»c/#r,this was but a deed of Ch' • 

Tojthat which thou (halt hcare of me anon ari, ’ e > 
’Twas her two Sonnes that murdered 

They cut thy Sifters tongue,and rauifiit her * 

And cut her hands off, and crim'd her as thd>u f aui > ft 
Lucius. Oh deteftable villaine! ’’ 

Call’d thou that Trimming ? 

Aron. Why file was W2fiit,and cut,and trim’d 
And’twas trim fport for them that had the doi n %• 
Luci. Oh barbarous beaftly villainfcslikethvfio • 

tAron. Indccdc, I was their Tutor to inftru«Lf e! ' 

That Coddingfpiric had they from their Mothe 
AsfureaCard aseuerwonncthcSet.- r> 

That bloody minde I thinke they Icarn’d of me 
As true a Dog as eucr fought at head. 

Well,let my Deeds be witneffc of my worth: 

I trayn’d thy Brethcren to that guilefull Hole, 

Where the dead Corps of Hajfianus lay: 

I wrote the Lctter,that thy Father found. 

And hid the Gold within the Letter mention’d. 
Confederate with the Qneene.and her two Sonnes 
And what not done,that thou haft caufe to rue * 

Wherein 1 had no Itroke of Mifcheife in it. * 

I play’d the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

And when 1 had ic,drew my felfe apart, 

Andalmoft broke my heart with exireame laughter, 

I -pried me through the Creuice of a Wall, 

When for hishand,he had his two Sonnes head* 
Beheld his teares,and laught fo harcily, 

That both mine eyes were rainie like to his: 

And when I told the Empreffe ofthis (port. 

She founded almoft at my plesfing talc. 

And for :rty tydings,gaue me twenty kiffes. 

Goth. Whac canft thou fay all this,and neucrblulh? 
Aron. I,!ike a blacke Dogge.as the faying is, 

Luci. Art thou not forry for thefe hainnusdeedes? 
Aron. I,that I had not done a thoufand more: 

Eucn now I curfe the day,and yet 1 thinke 
Pew come within few compaffe of my curfe. 

Wherein I did not fome Notorious ill. 

As kill a man,or elfc deuile his death, 

Rauift* a Maid,orpIot the way to do it, 

Accufe (ome Innoccnt.and foriweare my felfe, 

Set deadly Enmity betweene two Friends, 

Make poorc mens Cattell breake their neckes, 

Set fire on Barnes and Hayftackes in the night, 

And bid the Owners quench them with the teares: 

Oft haue I dig’d vp dead men from their graues, 

And fet them vprighc at their deerc Friends doore, 
Euen when their forrowes almoft was forgot, 

And on their skinnes.as on the BarkeofTrees, 

Haue with my knife cavued in Romaine Letters, 

Lee not your forrow die, though I am dead, 

Tut,I haue done a thoufand dreadful! things 
As willingly.as one would kill a Fly, 

And nothing greeues me hartily indeede. 

But that I cannot doe ten thoufind more. 

Luci. Bring downe the diuell.for he muft ncr die 
So fweet a death as hanging pretently. 

Aron . if there be diue!s,would i were a deuill, 
Toliueand burne in cucrlaftingfire. 

So I might hauc your company in hell. 


'Tragedie of Titus <» Atidyonicus . 


Bud 


, Jlcome SwiUuu ,^hat the newes from Rome ? 

Eo>i- Lord Lucitu,zn6 you Princes of the Gothcs, 


no more. 


■^Z^cntyoa with my bitter tongue. 
sits ftop his mouth,& let him fpeake 
Enter Ewttlhuf. 
r lh My Lordjthere is a Meffengcr from Rome 
f sto be admitted to your prefence 
’ {1 ‘ f -- mrae ncere. 


lac. Let him come ncere. 


T ufRom»inc Emperour grectes you all by me, 
a for he vndcrftands vou are in Armes, 
u! ctaues a parly at your Fathers houfe 
LlUvo you to demand your Hoftages, 

.Jv (hall be immediately deliucred. 

^/What faies ourGencrall ? 

Lee.' SmOiusy let the Emperour giuc his pledges 
Vucuny Father,and my Vncle Marcue, Elourtjb. 

Wt will come: march away. Exeunt , 

Enter Tantcra } <tndber tm Sonnes difguifed. 

ftm, Thus in this ftrange and fad Habilliament, 

• w jH encounter with Andronicus , 

And fay, 1 am R eucil g e < " cnt ^ rom beJow » 

L 0 yne with him and right his hainous wrongs : 

Knocke at his ftudv where they fay he keepes, 

Toruminate ftrange plots of dire Reuenge, 
pellhimReucngeis come to ioync with him. 

And wotke confufion on his Enemies. 

They knocks and Tittu opens bis ftudy dore. 
fit. Who doth molleft my Contemplation? 
jsjtyour tricke to make me ope the dore, 
jhit fo my fad decrees may flic away, 

And all my ftudie be to no effeft ? 

You arc dcceiu’o',for what I meane to do, 

Seeheere in bloody lines I haue fet downe: 

And what is written fhall be executed. 
fm- Titus,! am come to talke with thee, 
fit. No not a word : how can 1 grace my talke. 
Wanting a hand to giue it a&ion. 

Thou haft the ods ofir.e v therefoie no more. 

fern. Ifihou did’ftknow me, 

Thou would’ft talke with me. 

fit. I am not mad,I know thee well enough, 

Witneffe this wretched ftump, 

Witneffe theft crimfon lines, 

Witneffe thefeTrenches made by griefc and care, 
Witneffe the tyring day, andheauic night, 

Witneffe all forrow,that I know thee well 
For our proud Empreffe,Mighty Tamora: 

Isnot thy comming for my other hand ? 

Tamo. Know thou fad man,! am not Tamora, 

She is thy Enemie,and I thy Friend, 

I am Reuenge fent from th’infernallKingdonie, 

. To cafe the gnawing V ulture of the mind, 

By working wreakcfull vengeance on my Foes: 

Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Confcrre with me of Murder and of Death, 

Tiler’s not a hollow Caue or lurking place. 

No Vaft obfcurity,or Mifty vale, 

Where bloody Murther or detcfled Rape, 

Can couch for feare.but I will finde them out. 

And in their earcs tell them my dreadfull name, 
Keucngc.which makes the fouie offenders quake. 

Tit. Art thou Reuenge?and art thou fent to me, 

Tobe a torment to mineEnemies? 

Tam. I am,thcreforc come downe and welcome me. 



Tit. Doe me fome feruice ere I come to thee: 

Loe bythyfide where Rape and Murder ftands. 

New giue f° roc finance chat thou art Reuenge, 

Stab them ,or tearc them on thy Chariot wbceles. 

And then lie come an d be thy Waggor.c r, 

And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 

Prouide thee two proper Palfries,as blacke as let 
To hale thy vengefull Waggon fwift away. 

And finde out Murder in their guilty cares. 

And when thy Car is loaden with their heads, 

I will difmount,and by the Waggon wheele. 

Trot like a Seruile footeman all day long, 

Eucn from Eptons rifing in the Eaft, 

Vntill his very downefall in the Sea. 

And day by day He do this heat'.y tasks. 

So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tam. Thefe are my Miniftcrs,and come with me. 

Tit. Are them thy Mi n iftcrs,what are they call’d ? 

Tam. Rape and Murder,thcrefore called (o, 

Caufe they take vengeance of iueh kind of men. 

Tit. Good Lord how like the Empreffe Sons they arc, 
And you the Empreffe: Bur we worldly men, 

Haue miferable mad miftaking eyes: 

Oh fweet Reuenge,now do I come to thee. 

And if one armes lmbraccmcnt will content thee, 

I will imbrace thee in it by and by. 

Tam. This clofing with him,fits his Lunacie, 

What ere I forge to feede his braine-ficke fits. 

Do you vphold,and maintaine in your fpceches. 

For now he fitmely takes me for Reuenge, 

And being Credulous in this mad thought, 
lie make him fend for Lucius his Sonne, 

And vvhil’ftl at a Banquet hold him lure. 

He find lomc cunning pra£iife out of hand 
To fcattcr and difpcrfc thegiddie Gothes ; 

Or at theleaft make them his Enemies: 

See heerc he comes.and I muft play my theame. 

Tit. Long haue I bene foi lorne,aud all for thee, 
Welcome dread Fury to my woefull houfe. 

Rapine and Murther,you are welcome too, 

How like the Empreffe and her Sonnes you are. 

Well are you fitted,had you but a Moore, 

Could not all hell afford you fuch a deuill ? 

For well I wore the Empreffe neuer wags; 

But in her company there is a Moore, 

^ And would you reprefent our Qucene arighc 
It were conuenient you had fuch a deuill: 

But welcome as you are.wbat ffall we doe ? 

Tam. What would’ft thou haue vs doe Anar onion} 
T>em. Shew me a Murthercr.lle deaie with him. 

Chi. Shew me a Villaine that bath' done a Rape, 

And I am fent to be reueng’d on him, 

Tam. Shew me a thoufand that hauc done thee wrong. 
And lie be rcuenged on them all. 

Tit. Looke round about the wicked ftrects of Rome, 
And when thou find’ft a man that’s like thy felfe. 

Good Murder ftab him,hec’s a Murthercr. 

Goc thou with him,and when it is thy hap 
To finde another that is like to thee, 

Good Rapine ftab him,he is a Rauifticr. 

Go thou with them,and in the Empcrours Court, 

There is a Qucene attended by a Moore, 

Well maift thou know her by thy owne proportion. 

For vp and downe (he doth refembie thee, 

I pray thee doe on them fome violent death, 

They haue bene violent to me and mine. , 

Tomora. j 











































































5 ° _ TheTrage dfe oj Titus tAndromcus. 

Tam. Well haft thou leffon’d vs.this (hall we do. 

But would it pleafe thee good Andronieus, 

To fend for Lucius thy thrice Valiant Sonne, 

Who Ieades towards Rome a Band of Warlike Gothes, 

And bid him come and Lanquct at thy houfe. 

When he is heere,euen at thy Solemne Feaft, 

I will bring in the Empreffe and her Sonnes, 

The Emperour himfelfe,and all thy Foes, 

And at thy mercy (hall they ftoop,and kneele. 

And on them (halt thou ea(e,thy angry heart: 

What fates Andronieus to this dcuife ? 


Enter May cm. 


Tit. Marcus my Brother, ’tis fad Titus calls. 

Go gentle Marcus to thy Nephew Lucius, 

Thou (halt enquire him out among the Gothes, 

Bid him repajre to me,and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeft Princes ofthe Gothes, 

Bid him cncampe his Souldiers where they are. 

Tell him the Emperour,and the Empreffe too, 

Feafts at my houfe,and he (hall Feaft with them. 

This do thou for my louc.aad lo let him. 

As he regards bis aged Fathers life. 

(JHar. This will 1 do,and foone returne againei 

Tam. Now will I hence about thy bufineffc, 

And take my Mimfters along with me. 

Tit. Nay,nay,let Rape and Murder flay with me, 

Or els lie call my Brother backe againc. 

And cleaue to no reuenge but Lucius. 

Tam. What fay you Boyes,will you bide with him. 
Whiles 1 goe tell my Lord the Emperour, 

Howlhauegouern’d ourdeterminod ieft? 

Yeeld to hi> Humour,!" nooth and ipeake him faire. 

And tarry with him till I turne againc. 

Tit. 1 know them all,though they fuppofc me mad. 
And will dre-reach them.in theircwnedeuifes, 

Apavre of curfed hell-hound, and their Dam. 

SDem. M adam depart at pleai'ure.leaue vs heere. 

Tam. Farewell Avdrowctu ,reuenge now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy Foes. 

Tit. I know thou doo ft.andfwcct reuenge farewell. 

Chi. Tell vs old man,how (hall wc be imploy’d ? 

Tit. Tut,I hauc worke enough for you to doe, 
Publius come hither, Cams, and Valentine. 

Puls. What is your will ? 

Tit- Know you thefe two ? 

Pub. The Empreffe Sonnes 
I taketh ztu,Chiron,Demetrius. 

Titus. Fie /*#£//w,fie,thou art too much dcceau’d. 
The one is Murder,Rape is the others name. 

And therefore bind them gentle Tublius, 

Cains, and Valentine Jay hands on them. 

Oft hauc you heard me wilTi for fuch an houre. 

And now 1 fi nd igtherefore binde them lure, 

(hi. Villaines forbearc.wc are the Empreffe Sonnes. 

Tub. And therefore do we,what wc are commanded. 
Stop clofe their mouthes^et them notfpeake a word. 

Is be lure bound,looke that you binde them faft. Exeunt . 



;• M'l 


OhVilIaines,C^/y<»K,and Demetrius , 

Here ftands the fpring whom you haue ftain’d w ., 

1 his goodly Sommer with your Winter roi xr 
You kil’d her husband,and for that til’d f 6 u j c ’ 

Two of her Brothers were condemn’d to death 
My hand cut off,and made a merry ieft, ’ 

Both her fweet Hands,her Tongue.and that mor , a 
Then Hands or tor.guc,hcr fpotleffe Chafti ty Qc?r{ 
Iuhumaine Tray tors,you conftrain’d and for’ft 
What would you lay.ifl (hould let you fpeak e j 

Villaines for (hame you could not beg lor p ra ^ 
Haxke Wretches,how I meane to martyr you'* 

This one Hand yet is left,to cut your throats * 

Whil’ft that Laumia tweene her flumps doth h Id 

The Bafon that receiues your guilty blood. °” : 

You know your Mother meanes to feaft with me 
And calls herfelfe Reuenge,and thinkc«^T)et tla( j f, 
Harke Villaines,I will gnn’dyour bones to duft 
And with yout blood and it,lie make a Paft e * 

And of the Pafte a Coftcn I will rcare. 

And make two Parties of your fhamefull Heads 
And bid that ftrumpet your vnhaJlcwed Dam * 

L’ke to the earth fwallow her increale. 

This is the Feafl,thar I haue bid her to, 

And this the Banquet file (hall furfet on. 

For worfethen Ihilomel you s f d my Daughter 
And worfe then Progne,} will be reueng’d, * 

And now prepare your throats: Laumia come. 
Receiue the blood,and when that they are dead 
Let me goe grill’d their Bones to powder fmall * 

And with this hatefull Liquor temper it, 

And in that Parte let theit vil’d Heads bebaktc 
Come,come,be euery one officious, 

To make this Banket, which I wi(h might proue, 
More fternc and bloody then the Cenraurcs Feaft. 

He cuts their tlmis, 

Sonow bring them in.for He play the Cooke, 

And feethem ready,gaind their Mochcr comes, Exm. 


The Ttcigcdie of Titus e. Andronicus 
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Enter Lucius, Marcus.and the Gothes. 


Enter Titus Andronictu with a knife,and Laumia 
with a Tafia. 




Tit . Corae.come L<H»i«>*,looke,thy Foes are bound, 
Sirs flop their roouthes,let them not fpeake to me. 

But let them heare what fearefull words I vttcr. 


Luc. Vncklc Marcus ,fince ’tis my Fathers minde 
That I repair to Rome,I am content. 

Goth. And ours with thine bcfall,what Fortune will. 

Luc. Good Vnckletakeyouin this barbarous Mm, 
ThisRauenous Tiger.thisaccurfed deuill, 

Let him receiue no fuftenance,fctter him. 

Till he be brought vnto the Emperous face, 
Forteftimony ofher foule proceedings. 

And fee the Ambu fh of our Friends he ftropg, 

If ere the Emperour meanes no good to vs, 

Aron. Some deuill whifper curfes in my care, 

And prompt me that my tongue may vtterfor tb, 

The Venemous Mallice of my (welling heart. 

Luc. Away InhumaincDogge,VnhallowedShut, 
Sirs,helpe our Vnckle.to conuey him in, Flutrilh, 

The Trumpets (bew the Emperour is at hand. 


Sound Trumpets. Enter Emperour and Emprejfe^ith 
Tribunes and others. 


Sat. What,hath the Firemament more Suns then one? 
Luc. What bootes it thee to call thy felfc a Sunne i 
Mar. Romes Emperour it Nephcwe breakethepatb 
Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated. 

The Feaft is ready which the carefuil Titus, 


-^rZ&dned to an Honourable end, 

H nle for Loue,for League,and good to Rome s 
F f 2 v0 u therfore draw nic and take your places. 

Marcus vt'Wtt- Hobo J et - 


Marcus we will. 

A Table brought in. 

Enter Tittu like a Cooke,placing the meat on 
the Table, and Laumia with a vale oner her face. 


fitus. Welcome my gracious Lord, 

Welcome Dread Queenc, 

(Welcomeye Warlike Gothes,welcome Lucius, 

; V nd welcome alhalthcugh thccheerc be poore, 

,H fill your ftomacks, pleale you cat of it. 

Sat. Why att thou thus attir’d Andronictu ? 
ft. Bccaufe I would be fure to haue all well, 
i\ entertain e your Highneffe.and your Emprefle. 

Tim. We are beholding to you good Androntcui ■ 

Tit. And if your Highneffe knew my heart,you were: 
^ Lord the Emperour refolue me this, 

Was it well done of rath Virgin; us, 

To fluy His daughter with his owne right hand, 
gecaufe (he was enfor’ft,ftain’d,and deflewt’d ? 

Sattir. Ic was Andronictu. 

Tit. Your realbn.Mighty Lord ? 

Sat. Bccaufe the Girle,(hould not furuinc her (nanle. 
And by her prefence ftill renew his forrowes. 

Tit. A reafon migh'ty,ftrong,and effeiffuall, 

A patterne,pre(ident,and liuelv warrant, 

For ®e(moft wretched) to pei forme the l.ke: 
Die,dic,L4»/»/4,and thy (hame with thee. 

And with thy fhame,:by Fathers forrow die. 

A He k»lt her. 

Sat. What haft done.vnnaturall and vnkinde f 
Tit. Kil’d her for whom my teares haue made me blind. 

I am as wofull as Virginias was. 

And haue a thoufand times more caufc then he. 

Sat. What W 3 $ (herauifht r tell who did the deed. 

Tit. Wilt pleafe you cat. 

Wilt pleafe yourHigneffe feed ? 

Tam. Why haft thou (lainc thini onely Daughter ? 
Titus. Not I,’twas Chiron and Demetrius , 

They rauifluher, and cut away her tongue. 

And they,’t was they,that did her all this wrong. 

Satu. Gofecchtbem hither to vs preferitly. 

Tit. Why there they are both,baked in that Pie, 
Whereof their Mother dantily hath fed. 

Eating the fle(h that (lie herfelfe hath bred . > 

’Tis true, ’tis true,witneffetnykniues (harpe point. 

He /labs the Empreffe. 

Satu Die franticke wretch, for this accurfed deed. 
hue. Can the Sonnes eye,behold his Father bleed? 
There’s mcede for mccdc,death for a deadly deed. 

Mar. You fad fac’d men, people andSonncjofRome, 
By vprores feuer’d like a flight of Fowle, 

Scattrcd'by vtindes and high ternpeftuous gufts ; 

Oh let me teach you how, to knit againe 
This fcattred Cornc,into one mutuall (heafe. 

Thefe broken limbs againe into one body. 

Goth. Let Rome herfelfe be bane vnto herfelfe. 

And (lice whom mightie kingdoines curfie too. 

Like a forlorne and defperatc caflaway. 

Doefhacaefal! execution on herfelfe. 

But if my froftie fignes and chaps of age, 

Grauc witneft’es ot true experience. 

Cannot induce you to attend my words, 

Speake Romes deere friend, as ’erft our Aunceftor, 


When with his (olemne tongue he diddifeourfe 
To loue-fickeD/</<»« fad attending care. 

The ftory of that balefull burning night. 

WhenfubtilGreekes furpriz’d King Priams Troy: 
Tell vs what Sinon hath bcwichtour earcs. 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine.in. 

That giues our Troy,our Rome the ciuill wound. 

My heart is not compact of flint nor ftcele. 

Nor can I vtter all our bitter griefe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie, 

And breake my very vttrance,euen in the time 
When it (hould moue you to attend me moft. 

Lending your kind hand Commiferation. 

Heere is a Captaine,lct him tell the tale. 

Your hearts will throb and weepe to heare him fpeake, 
Luc. Tliis Noble Auditory,be it knownc to you. 
That curfed fhiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our Emperours Brother, 

And they it were that rauifhed our Sifter, 

For their fell faults our Brothers were beheaded. 

Our Fathers teares dcfpif d,and bafely coufen’d, 

Ofthat true hand that fought Romes quarrel! our. 


And fent her enemies vnto the grauc. 


Laftly,my fclfe vnkindiy banifhed, 

The gates flint on me,and turn’d weeping out, 

To beg reliefc among Romes Enemies, 

Who drown’d their enmity in my true teares, 

And op’d (heir armes toimbraceme asa Friend; 

And I am turned forth.be it knowne to you. 

That hauc preferu’d her welfare in my blood, 

And from her bofome tooke the Enemies point. 
Sheathing the ftcele in my aduentrous body. 

Alas you know,I am no Vauntcr I, 

My fears can witneffe,dumbe although they are. 

That my report is iuft and full of truth: 

But fofc,me thinkes I do digreffe too much, 

Cyting my worthleffe prai(e:Oh pardon me, 

F or when no Friends are by,men praife thcmfclues, 

Marc. Now is my turne to fpeakciBchold this Child, 
Of this was Tamora dcliuered. 

The iffiie of an Irreligious Moore, 

Chiefe Architect and plotter of thefe woes. 

The Villaine is aliue in Tittss houfe. 

And as he is.to witneffe this is true. 

Now iudge what courle had Titus to reuenge 
Thefe wrongs,vnfpeakeab!c p 3 ft patience, 

Or more then any liuing man could beare. 

Now you haue heard the trurh.what fay you Romaines? 
Haue we done ought amiffe ? (hew vs wherein. 

And from the place where you behold vs now. 

The poore remainder ofAndronici , 

Will hand in hand all headlong daft vs downe 
And on the ragged (tones beat forth our braines, 

And tnakc a mutuall elofure of our houfe : 

Speake Romaines fpeake,and ifyou fay wefhall 
Loe hand in hand ,Lucitts 3 nd I will fall. 

EmtHi. Come come,thou reucrcnc man of Rome, 

’ And bring out Emperour gently in thy hand, 

Lucius our Emperour :for well I know. 

The common voyce do cry it (hall be fo. 

Mar. Lucius ,all haile Romes Royall Emperour, 
Goe,goe into old Titus forrowfull houfe. 

And hither hale that misbelicuing Morn, 

To beadiudg’d fomc direful! (laughtering death. 

As punifhment for his moft wicked life. 

Lucius all haile to Romes gracious Gouernour, 

ce * 


Lucii 
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The Tragedie of Titus tJndmiiau. 


Luc. Thankes gentle Romanes,may I gouerne fo. 

To heale Romes harme*,and wipe aw ay her woe. 

But gentle people,giue me ayme a-while. 

For Nature puts me to a heauy taske : 

Stand all aloofe,but Vncklc draw you neere. 

To fhed obfequious teare* vpon tliis Trunke : 

Oh take this warmc kiffe on thy pale cold lips, 

Thefe forrowfull drops vpon thy bloud-flaineface. 

The laft true Duties of thy Noble Sonne. 

Mar. Tcare for tearc,and louing kiffe for kiffe, 

Thy Brother Marcus tenders on thy Lips : 

O were the fumme of thefc that I fhould pay 
Countlcffe, and infinit, yet would I pay them. 

Luc. Conae hither Boy,come,come,andlearneofvs 
To melt in Ihowres: thy Grandfire lou’d thee well: 
Many a time he danc’d thee on his knee: 

Sung thee afleepe, hi s LouingBreft, thy Pillow : 

Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
jMeete, and agreeing with thine Infancie: 

n that refpeft then, like a louing Childe, 

Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becaufe kinde Nature doth require it fo: 

Friends,fhouldaffociatc Friends,in Greefe and Wo. 

Bid him farwell, commit him to theGraue, 

Do him that kindneffe,and takeleaueofhim. 

Hoy. OGrandfire,Grandfirc: euen with all my heart 
Would I were Dead ,fo you did Liuc againe. 

O Lord, 1 cannot fpeake to him for weeping. 

My teares will choake me, if 1 ope my mouth. 


You fad ^onici, hauedo^Xr - 
Giue fentence on this execrable Wretch, ^ Wo{is j 
That hath beene breeder of thefe direeuents. 

Luc. Set him breft deepe in earth,and famifkt,- 

There let him ftand,and raue.and cry for food , ™ ro: 
If any one releeues, or pi tties him, C 5 

For the offence,he dyes. This is our doom e • 

Some flay, to fee him faft’ned in the earth. 

jiron. O why fhould wrath be mute,&Pu ru j , 

I am no Baby I, that with bafe Prayers ^ dl,n *b 
I fhould repent the Euils I haue done. 

Ten thoufand worfe, then cueryet I did, 

Would I performc if I might haue my will: 

If one good Deed in all my life I did, 

I do repent it from my Tcry Soule. 

Lucius . Some louing Friends conuev the Em* u 
And giue him buriall in his Fathers grauc, P ‘ henc< 

My Father, and Lauinia, fhall forthwith 
Be clofed in our Houfholds Monument: 

As for that heynous Tyger Tamara, 

No Funerall Rite, nor man in mournfull Weedi 0 
No mournfull Bell fhall ring her Buriall: * J 

But throw her foorth to Beafts and Birds ofprey; 

Her life was Beaft-like, and deuoid of pitty/ 3 ' 

And being fo, fhall haue like want of pitty.*' 

See luftice done on rMarcn that damn’d Moore, 
From whom, our heauy happes had their beginning • 
Then afterward?, to Order well the State, 6 ’ 

That likeEuents, may ne’re it Ruinate. Ixmtomi 


FINIS. 





the tragedie 

RO MEO and IVLIE T. 



dAttus Primus. Scccna Trima. 



Enter Sampfin and Gregory .with Swords and Buckets, 
of the Houfe of Capulet. 

Sampfon. 

Reyory: A my word wee’l not carry coales. 

Oreo. No,for then we fhould bcColliara. 
Samp. 1 mean, if we be in cho)ier,wec 1 draw. 
Greg. I, While you liue, draw your neckeout 

’ t h Collar. ,. 

Samp. I ftrile quickly, being moud. 

Q X( a. But thou art not quickly mou d to lirike. 

Samp. A dog of the houfe of Mount ague yuo ues me. 
Greg. To moue,is to ftir: and to be valiant,is to fund. 
Therefore,if thou art mou’d,thou runft away. 

Samp. A dogge of that houfe fhall moue me to Band. 
Twill take the wall ofany Man or Maid ot Mountagues. 

Greg. That fbewes thee a weake (hue, for the wea- 
keft goes to the wall. ... i 

Samp. True,and therefore women being the weaker 

Veflfels.are euer thruft to the wall: therefore 1 will puih 
Mount agues men from the wall, and thruft hts Maides to 
,f (their men. 

we wall. ' , 

Greg. The Quarrel! is betweeneour Mailers, and vs 

Samp. ’Tis all one,I will fhew my ielfc a tyrant: when 
Ihauc fought with the men, I will bee Ciuill with the 
Maids,and cut off their heads. 

Greg » Thehcadsofthe Maids? 

Sam. I ,the heads of the Maids,or their Maiden-heads, 
Take it in what fence thou wilt. 

Greg. They muft take it fence, that feele it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feele while I am able to ftand: 

And ’tis knowne I am a pretty peeceofflefti. 

Greg. ’Tis well thou art not Fifh: If thou had’ft, thou 
had’ft beene poore Iohn. Draw thy Toolc.hcre comes of 
the Houfe of the Lftfount agues. 

Enter two other Seruingmen. 

Sam My naked weapon is out: quarrel,I wil back thee 
Gre. How? Turnethybackc,andrun. 

Sam. Fearemenot. 

Gre. No marry: I fcare thcc. 

Sam. Let vs take the Law of our fidesdet them begin. 
Cr.I wil frown as I paffe by,& let the take it as they lift 
Sam. Nay,as they dare.I wil bite my Thumb at them, 
which is a difgraceto them, if they beare it. 

Abra, DoyoubiteyourThucnbeatvsfir? 

Samp. IdobitcmyThumbcjfir. 

Abra. Do you bite yonr Thumb at vs, fir? 

Sam . IsthcLawofourfide,ifIfayI? 


Gre. No. 


Sam, No fir,T donotbitemyThumbcatyoit fir: but 
I bite myThumbc fir. 

Greg. Doyou qnarrellfir? 

Abra. Quarrcll fir? no fir. ( as Y ou 

Sam. If yen do fir,I am for yon,I ferue a? good a man 

Abra. No better? . Samp. Well fir. 

Enter Henuolio. 

Cjr. Say betterthcre comes one cf my mafters kinfmen. 

Samp. Yes, better. 

Abra. You Lye. 

Samp. Draw it you be men. Gregory , remember thy 
wafhingblow. They Fight. 

Ben. Parc Foolcs,put vp your Swords,you know not 
what you do. 

Enter libalt. 

Tyb. What art thou drawne, among thefe heartleffe 
Hindcs? Turnc thee Henuolto, lookevpon thy death. 

Ben. 1 do but kcepe the peace,put vp thy Sword, 

Or manage ic to part thele men with me. 

Tyb. What draw,and talke ofpcace?I hate the word 
As 1 hate hell, all Mount agues,&nd thee: 

Haue at thee Coward. Fight . 

Enter three or foure Citizens with Clubs. 

Off}. Clubs,Bils,and Partilons,ftrike,beat them down 
Downe with the Capu!ets,dovinc with the Momtagues . 

Enter old Capulet in his Gowne .and his wife. 

Cap. What noife is this?Giue me my long Sword ho. 

Wife. A crutch,a crutch: why call you for a Sword ? 

Cap. My Sword 1 fay : Old Trlomtague is come. 

And flourifties his Blade in fpighc of me. 

Enter old Mount ague yp his wife. 

Trloun. Thou villaine Capulet. Hold me not, let me gc 

l.Wife. Thou fhalt not ftir a foote to feeke a Foe. 

Enter Prince Eskales , with his Trains. 

Prince. Rebellious Subie£ls,Enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this Neighbor-ftained Steele, 

Will they not hcare ? What hoe,you Men, you Beafts, 
That quench the fire of your pernitiousRage, 

With purple Fountaines iffuing from your Vcincs s 
On paine ofTomire,frora thofc bloody hands 
Throw your mifternper’d Weapon* to the grounds 
And heare the Sentence ofyour mooued Prince. 

Three ciuill Broyles, bred of an Ayery word, 

By thee old Capulet and Mount ague 
Haue thrice difturb’d the quiet ct our ftrccts. 

And rm&c Verona's ancient Citizens 
Caft by their Grauebefceming Ornaments, 

To wield old Partizans, in hands as old, 

ee 3 Cankred/ 
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Cankred with pcace,to pare your Cankrcd hate. 

If cucr you difturbe our ftreets again?. 

Your hues fhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

For this time all the reft depart away; 

You C<tpulet (hall goe along with me, 

And MountAgHc come you this afeernoone, 

To know our Fathers pleafure iti this cafe : 

To old Frec-townc,our common iudgccncnC place: 

Once more on pame of death, all men depart. Exeunt » 

Mom. Who fee this auncient quarrell new abroach ? 
Speake Nephcvv,were you by,when it began: 

Ben . H “ere were the feruants of your aduerfarie. 

And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them,in the inftanc came 
The fiery Tibalt, with his fword prepar’d. 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my earcs. 

He fwong about his head,and cut the windes. 

Who nothing hurt witha!l,hift hun in fcorne. 

While wr* were enterchanging chrutts and blowes* 

Cam? more and more,and fought on part and paic, 

Till the Prince came, who parted cither part. 

Wife. O where is Romeof aw you him to day? 

Right glad am I,he was not at thi> fray. 

Ben Madam,an hourc before the worfhipt Sun 
Peer’d forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled mind draue me to walkc abroad, 

W nere vnderneath the groue of Sycamour, 

That Weft-ward rooteth from this City fide: 

So carcly walking did I fee your Sonne: 

T owards him I made,but he was ware of me, 

And ftole into the couert of the wdod, 

I mcafuring his affe&ions by my owne. 

Which then moft fought,wher moft might not be found: 
Being one too many by* my weary felfc, 

Purfued my Honour,not purfuing his 
And gladly diunn’d, who gladly fled from me. 

Mount. Miny a morning hath he there beene feene. 
With teares augmenting thefrefh mornings dcaw, 
Adding to cloudes,morc cloudes with his deepc fighes. 
But all fo foone as the all-checring Sunne, 

Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw 
The fhadic Curtaines from Aurora* bed, 

Away from light fteales home my heauy Sonne, 

And priuatc in his Chamber pennes himfelfc. 

Shuts vp his windowes,lockc5 faircday-lighc ou t 9 
And makes himfclfean artificial! night: 

Blackc and portendous muft this humour proue, 
Vnleflegood counfell may the caufe remouje. 

Ben . My Noble Vnde doe you know the caufe ? 

Moun. I neither know it,nor can learne of him. 

Ten. Haue you importun'd him by any mcanes? 

Mom . Both by my fclfe and many others Friends, 

But he his owne afFc&ions counfcllcr. 

Is to himfelfcf I will not fay how true) 

But to himfclfe fo fccret and fo clofc. 

So farre from founding and difcoucry. 

As is the bud bit with an enuious worme. 

Ere he can fpread his fweete Icaues to the ayre. 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 

Could we but Icarne from whence his forrowes grow. 

We would as willingly giue cure,as know.. 

Enter Romeo . 

Be.n See where he comes,fo pleafe you flep afide, 
lie know his grecuance,or be much denide. 

Moun, I would thou wert fo happy by thy flay. 

To hearc true flitift. Come Madam let's away. Exeunt 
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Ten. Good morrow Coufin~ 

Rom. Is the day fo young ? 

Ben. But new ftrooke nine. 

Rom. Aye roe, fad houres feemc Ion 2 • 

Was that my Father that went henec /o’f a ftj, 

Ten. It was: what fadnes lengthens Romm' , 

Ro. Not hauing that,which hauins make* ir®** 

Ben. Inloue. kcsthe <» <h c 

Romeo. Out. 

Ben. Ofloue. 

Rom. Out of her fauour where I am in lone 
Ten. Alas that loue fo gentle in his view ’ 
Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofe.’ 

Rom. Alas that loue,whofe view is muffled (fill 
Should without eyes.fee path-wayes to his will. 
Where fhall we dine ? O me: what fray W5S w ' 

Y et tell me not,for I haue heard it all: 7 e? 

Heere’s much to do with hate,but more with In,,. 
Why then,0 brawling loue s O louing hate 
O any thmg,cf nothing firft created: 

Oheauie lightnefle.fcrious vanity, 

Milhapen Chaos of welfecing formes, 

Feather of had,bright fmoake,cold hr e,ficke health 
Still waking flcepe,that is not what it is: y 

This loue feele I,that fecle no loue in this. 

Docli thou not laugh i 

Ten. No Cozc,I rather weepe. 

Rom. Good heart,at what i 
Ten. At thy good hearts opprefsion. 

Rom. Why fuch is loues tranfg refsion. 

Gricfes of mine owne lie heauie in my bread. 

Which thou wilt propagate to haue it preaft ’ 

With more of thine,this loue that thou had (hownc 
Doth 3dde more gricfe,totoo much of mine owne, ’ 
Loue,is afmoake made with the fume of fighes, * 
Being purg’d,a fire fparklmg in Louerscycs, 

Being vext.a SeanourilBc with louing teares. 

What is it elfe ? a madneflc,moft difereet, 

A choking gall,and apreferuing fwcet: 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft I will goe along. 

And if you leauc roe fo ( you do me wrong. 

Rom . Tut I haue loft my felfe, I am not here, 

This is not Romeo fact's fomc other where. 

Ben. Tell me in fai)nefTc,who is that you loue ? 

Rom. What fhall I grone and tell thee? 

Ben. Grone,why no : but fadly tell roc who. 

Rom. A ficke man in fadneffc makes his will I 
A"word ill vrg’d to one that is fo ill .• 

|n fadnefle Cozin,I do loue a woman. 

Ten. I ayin’d fo neare,when I fuppof d you lou'd. 
Rom. A right good marke man,and fhee's faire I loue 
Ben. A right faire maikc.fairc Coze,'»fooneft hit, 
Rom. Well in that hit you mifle,fheel not be hit 
With Cupids a’rrow.fhe hath Dttns wit: 

And in ftrong proofe of chaftity well arm’d: 

From loues weake childifh Bow,lhe liues vneharm'd. 
Shce will not ftay the fiege of louing tcarmes, 

Nor bid th’incounter ofavailing eyes.» , 

Nor open her lap to Sainft-fcducing Gold; 

O (he is rich in beaucie,oiieIy poore. 

That when fhe dies,with beautie dies her (lore. 

Ben. Then (he hath fworne,that (he will dill Hue chad ? 
Rom, She hath,and in that (paring make huge wad ? 
For beauty fteru’d with her feuerity. 

Cuts beauty off from all poftcritic. 


) 
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: VOW 


{ke is too faire,too wifewi: fely too faire, 

? merit bliffe by making me difpaire: 

T ° iith forfworne co loue,and in that i 
Sbe r Hue dead,that hue to tell it now. 

P 0 i‘ Be rul’d by me.forget to thinke ofher. 
f ' o teach me how I (hould forget to thinke. 

Beit'. By g iuin 8 Bberty vnto thine eyes, 

c mine other beauties, 

K ’Tis the way to calhers(exqui(it)in qucdion more, 
le happy maskes that kiffc faire Ladies browes, 
X.blacke,putt vs in mind they hide the faire: 

JJ.Lis drooken blind.cannot forget 
Jl. precious treafure of his eye-fight loft: 

L« me a Midrcffe that is pa(fing faire, 

^ hit doth her beauty ferue but as a note, 

Where I may read who pad that palling faire. 
cLwell thou can’d not teach rot to forget, 
fyn. I.'e pay that do61rine,or elfe die in debt. Exeunt 
Enter Capulet,Countie Paru^nd the Clowne. 

CafU. iJMountague is bound as well as I, 

[npenalty alike,and tis not hard I thinke, 

J m en fo old as wee, to kcepe the peace. 

tar. Of Honourable reckoning are you both, 
ifldpiitie’tis you liu’d at ods fo long: 

But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

CafU. But faying ore what I haue faid before. 

My Child is yet a drangcr in the world, 

Shee hath not feene the change of fouttecne ycares, 

[«two more Summers-wither in their pride, 

Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Pari. Younger then fh;,are happy mothers made. 

Caju- And too foone snar’d are thofe fo early made: 
Earth hath fwsHowed all my hopes but fhe, 

Shee', the hopcfull Lady of my earth: 

But wooe her gentle Parte y get her heart. 

My will to her confent,isbut apart. 

And lhee agree,within her fcopc of choife. 

Lyes my confcnt,and faire according voice: 

This night I hold an old accudom’d Fcad, 

Whereto 1 haue inuited many aGucll, 

Such as I loue,and you among the (tore. 

One more,moft welcome makes my number more ; 

At my poore houfe,iookc to behold this night. 

Earth treading (Lures,that make darke heauen light, 
Suchcomfort as do lufty young men feele. 

When well apparrel’d April 1 on the hccle 
Oflimpine Winter trcads.cuenfuch delight 
Among frefh Fennell buds (hail you this night 
Inherit at my houfc:hearc all,all fee: 

And like her moft,whofe merit moft (hall be: 

Which one more veiw,ofmany,minc being one, 

May (land in number,though in reckning none. 

Come,goe with me; goe firrah trudge about. 

Through faire Perona.find thole pcrlons out, 

Whofe names arc written there,and to them fay. 

My houfe and welcome,on their pleafure ftay. Exit. 

Ser. Find them out whofe name* are written. Heeicit 
isvvntten, that the Shoo-roaker (hould meddle with his 
Yard, andthe Tayler with his Laft,the Fillicr with his 
Pcnlill, and the Painter with his Nets. But ] am lent to 
find thofe pcrlons whofe names are writ,& can neucr find 
whatnam-s the writing petfon hath here writ,( ( muft to 
the learned) in good time. 

Enter Temtolio .and Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man,onefiie burnes outanothers burning, 
Onepaine is lclned by anothers angufth: 


Turne giddie,and be holpe by backward turning: 
Onedefparate greefe,cures with anothers lsnguifh : 

Take thou fomc new infe&ion to the ( ye» 

And the rank poyfon ofthe old wil die. 

Rom. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that. 

Ten. For what I pray thee* 

Rom. For your broken (hin. 

Ten. Why Romeo art thou mad ? 

Rom, Not mad.but bound more then a mad man i*: 

Shut vp ioprifon,kcpt without my foode, 

Whipt and tormented: and Goddcn good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigoden.I pray fir can you read ? 

Rem. I mine owne fortune in my roiferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue Iearn’d it without booke: 

But I pray can you read any thingyou fee ? 

Rom. I,if I know the Letters and the Language* 

Ser. Ye fay honeftly,reft you merry. 

Rem . Stay fellow,I can read. 

He reades the Letter. 

S Eieneur "Martino ^and hie wife and daughter : County An- 
feTme and.hie beauttous Jtfiers : the Lady widdow ofVtru - 
uio,SetgntwPlacentto,and hie lonely Neeces: Mercutioand 
his brother Valent me : minevncle C a pis let bis wife and daugh¬ 
ters : mj faire JVerceRefaline.Liuia&tgneur Valent to hie 

Cofen Tybalt: Lucto and the huelj Helena. 

A faire aflembly,whither (hould they come ? 

Ser. Vp. 

Rom. Whither? tofupper? 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Rom. Whofe houfe? 

Ser. My Maifters. 

R,m. Indeed I (hould haue askt you that before. 

Ser. Now lie tell you without asking. My maiftcris 
the great rich Capu/et, and if you be not of the houfe of 
Meuntagnes Ipraycotnc and crufha cup.ofwine. Reft 
you merry. Exit. 

Ben. At this fame auncient Fcaft of Capuhts 
Sups thefairc Rofaline^bom thou fo loues; 

With all the admired Beauties of Verona, 

Gothithcrand with vnattainted eye. 

Compare her face with forne that I (hall (how. 

And I will make thee thinke thy Swan a Crow. 

Rom. When the deuout religion of mine eye 
Maintaines fuch falfhood.thcn tutne teares to fire t 
And thefe who often diown’d could neucr die, 
Transparent Herctiques be burnt for liers. 

One fairer then my loue: the all-fccing Sun 
Nere fm her match,fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. Tu^you faw her faire.noneelfebeingby. 

Her felfe poyl’d wirh herfelle in either eye: 

But in that Chriftall fcales.let there be waid, 

Your Ladies loue againft fome other Maid 
That [ Will (how yoti,fliining atthisFeaft, 

And (he(ht wfcant (hell, well,that now fhewesbeft. 

Rom. He goe along,no fuch fight to be ihowne, 

But to reioycein fplendor of mine owne. 

Enter Capulets ivfe and Nurfe. 

IP'tfe Nurfe wher’s my daughter? call her forth to me. 
Nurfe. Now by my Maidenhead, at twclue ycareold 
! bad her come, vs hat Lamb:what Ladi-bird, God forbid. 
Where’s thi? Girlc ? what Juliet ? 

Enter Juliet. 

Iuliet. How now, who calls ? 

Nur. Your Mother. 

Juliet. Madam I am heere, what it your will i 
Wife. This is the matter: Nurfe giue leaue awhile, we 

muftj' 
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_ ___ fbe Tragedie of Romeo and Juliet. 

muft talke infecret. Narfe come backc againej hai>e rc- 
mcrabred me.thou’fe heare our counfdl. Thou knoweft 


my daughter’s of a prety age. 

Nurfc. Faith I can tell her age ynto anhourc. 

IF'tfe, Shee’smot fourteene. 

Nurfe. He lay fourtccnc of my teeth. 

And yet to my teenc be it fpoken, 

I haue but foure, faces not fourteene. 

How long is it now to Lammas tide ^ 

IR'ife. A fortnight and odde dayes. 

Nurfe. Eucnoroddc, of alldaiesinthc yea re come 
Lammtu Eue at night faall fae be fourtccnc. Sufan & fac, 
God reft all Chriftian foulcs, were of an age. Well^»/<i» 
is withGodjfac was too good for me.But as I faid, on La. 
mas Euc at night faall fae be fourteene, that fhall file ma¬ 
rie,! remember it well. ’Tis fincethe Earth-quake now 
eleuen yeares,and fae was wean’d I neuer faall forget it, 
of all the daics of the yeare,vpon that day .• fori had then 
laid Worme-wood to my Dug fitting in the Sunne vnder 
the Douchoufe wall, my Lord and you were then at 
^/rf»r*4,nayIdoebeare abraine. ButasI faid, when it 
did taft the Worme-wood on the nipple of my Duggc, 
and felt it bitccr,pretty foole.to fee it teachic, and fall out 
with the Dugge, Shake quoth the Douc-houfe, ’t was no 
neede I trow to bid tnee trudge: and fince that time it is 
a eleuen ye3res,for then fire could ftand alone, nay bi’th’ 
roode fae could haue runne,& wadled all about: for cuen 
the day before fire broke her brow, 8c then my Husband 
God be with his foule, a was amerrie man, tookevpthe 
Child x yea quoth hee,doeft thou fall vpon tby face? thou 
wilt fill backeward when thou haft more wit, wilt thou 
not Iule ? And by my holy-dam, the pretty wretch lefte 
crying,Sc faid I: to fee now how a left faall come about. 

I warrant,& I faall liue a thouland yeares,I neuer ftiould 
forget it,: wilt thou not Inlet quoth hc?and pretty foole it 
ftintcd.and faid I. 

Old La. Inough of this,I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Yes Madam,yct I cannot chufe but laugh, to 
thinke it faould leauc crying, & fay I: and yet I warrant 
it had vpon it brow, a bumpe as big as a young Cockrels 
ftone?A perilous knock,and it crycd bitterly. Yea quoth 
my husband, fall’ll vpon thy face, thou wilt fall back¬ 
ward when thou commeft to age: wilt thou not lulel it 
ftititcdjand faid I. 

Ittle. And flint thou too,I pray thee Nurfefzy I, 

Kur. Peace I haue done:God marke thee too his grace 
thou waft the prettieft Babe that ere I nurft, and 1 might 
liue to fec.thee married once, I haue my wifa. 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very thcame 
I came to talke of,tell me daughter Iuliet , 

How (lands your difpofition to be Married? 

luli. It is anhourc that I dreame not of. 

Nor. Anhoure.were not 1 thineonely Nurfe,I would 
fay thou had’ft fuckt wifedomc from thy teat, 

OltiLa.W ell thinke of marriage now,yonger then you j 
Hcerc in Verona, Ladies of efteeme. 

Are made already Mothers. By my count 
l was vour Mother.much vpon thefe ycares 
That you are now a Maide,thus then in briefe: 

The valiant "Paris fcckes you for his Ioue. 

Narfe. A man young Lady,Lady, fuch a naan asall 
the world. Why hec’s a manofwaxe. 

Old La . Coronas Summer hath norfuch a flower. 

Narfe. Nay hce’s a flo wcr,infaith a very flower. 

Old La: What fay you,can you loue the Gentleman ? 
This night you faall behold him at out Fcaft, 


Head ore the volume ofyouneP^mfarp 
And find delight ,writ there with Eeautie! p™* 

Examine euery feueiallliniament, ** n ‘ 

And fee how one another lends content; 

And what obfeut’d in this faire volume lies. 

Find written intheMargcnt of his eves, ’ 

This precious Booke of Loue,this vnbound T „ 

To Beautifie him,onely lacks a Couer. Ueij 

The fifa Hues in the Sea, and ’tis mtichpride 
For faire without,the faire within to hide: 

That Booke in manies eyes doth faare the oW. 

That in Gold clafpes,Lockes in the Golden fW; 

So fiiali you fiiare all that he doth poffefTe ' : 

By hauing him,making your felfenolefle/ 

Narfe. No le(Te,nay bigger:women glow bv m. 
Old La. Speake briefly.can you like of ParJln** 0 ' 

I»ti. He looke to like,iflooking liking mow C ' 

But no more deepe will I endart mine eye. 

Then your confent giues ftrength to makefly e . 

Enttr a Serving msn m 

Ser. Madam,the guefts are come,fupper feru’d vn 
cal’d,my young Lady askt for,the Nurfe cur’d in theP, 
tcry,and euery thing in extremitie :Imuft hence to TO (m 
beieech you follow ftraight. 1 

CMo. We follow thee, Iuliet, the Countie daics 

Narfe. GocGyrlc,feckehapp«c nights to happy’d^ 

Enter Romeo,Ukfereut is,Benuelio,'withfine JjL?*’ 
other Markers, Torch-bearers. 

Rom, What fiiali this fpceh be fpokc for our excule^ 
Or faall we on without Apologie? 

’Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixitie, 

Weele haue no Cnpsdft oed winkt with a skarfe, 
Bearing aTartars painted Bow oflatb, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will, 

Weele meafure them a Meafurc^nd begone. 

Rom- Giue me a Torch,I am not for this ambling. 
Being but heauy I will beare the light. 

After. Nay gentle Romeo,' we muft haue you dance. 
Rom. Not I belccue me,you haue dancing flioocs 
With nimble folcs,Ihauc a foale of Lead 
So flakes roe to the ground, I cannot moue^ 
tJMer. You are a Louer,borrow Cupids wings. 

And (oare with them aboue a common bound. 

Rom. I am too fore enpearced with his faaft, 

To foare with his light feathers,and to bound: 

I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 

Vnder loue* heauy burthen do el finke. 

Hora. And to finke in it faould you burthen loue, 
Too great oppreflion for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is loue a tender thing ? it is too rough, 

Too rude,too boyfterou*,and it pricks like thornc. 

LMer. If loue be rough with you,be rough with loue, 
Pricke loue for pricking,and you beat loue downe, 
Giue me a Cafe to put my vifage in, 

A Vifor for a Vifor,what care 1 
What curious eye doth quote deformities .* 

Here are thcBeetle-browes fiiali blufa forme. 

Ben. Come knocke and enter,and no fooner in. 

But euery man betake him to his legs. 

Rem. A Torch forme,let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fencclefferufaes with their heeles: 

Fori am prouerb’d with a GrandfierPhrafe, 

He be a Candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was nere fo faire,and 1 am done. 

Met. Tut, 
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duns the Moufe.the Conftabies owne word, 
tfthou*arc dun,weele draw thee from the mire. 

Or laueyour reuerenceloue,whercin thou ftickcft 
yl to the earcs.comc wc burne day .light ho, 

Rom. N3yfa at snotfo * 

M<r. I means hr I delay, 
w c waft° ur ^S' ns * n vaine,IigF»ts,Iigbts,by day; 

Take our good meaning,for our lodgement (us 

Letimes in thaqerc once in our fine wits. 

pom. And we mcane well in going to this Maske, 

Tut’cis r:o wH to g°. 
fJHer. Why may oncaskc ? 

Pont. I dreampt a dreame to night. 

(jMer. And fo did I. 
porn- Well what was yours ? 

(filer. That dreamers often lye. 

so. In bed a ftcepc while they do dreame things true. 

0er. O thenlfeeQueeneMabhathbeene with you : 

5 l, c is the Fairies Midwife, & fae comes in faape no big- 
gc rthen Agat-ftone, on the fore-finger of an Alderman, 
jrawne with a teeme of little Atomiesjouer mens nofes as 


t (, eV lie afleepe: her Waggon Spokes made of long Spin 
ncr ' s lcgs:the Couer of the wings of Grafaoppeis, her 
Traccs^oftithe fmalleft Spiders web, her coullcrs of the 
Moonfliincs watry Bcamcs,her Whip ot Crickets bone, 
rheLafh ofPhiIome,her Waggoner, afmall gray-coated 
Gnat, not balfc fo bigge as a round little Worme, prickt 
from the Laz,ic-fingcr of 2 man. Her Chariot is an cmptic 
Hafclnut, made by the Toyner Squirrel or old Grub, time 
ow a mind, the Faries Coach-makers - & in this date (lie 
gallops night by night,throughLouers braincs : and then , 
ihcy dreame of Loue.On Courtiers knees,that dreame on 
Cutfies ftrait .• ore Lawyers fingers, who drain dreamt on 
Fees,ore Ladies lips, who ftrait on kifles dreame, which 
oftathe angry Mab with blifters plagues, becaufe their 
breath with Sweet meats tainted are. Sometime file gal¬ 
lops ore a Courtiers'nofe, & then dreameshe offmclling 
out afute;Sc fonviroe comes fhe with Tith pigs tale,tick¬ 
ling a Patfonsnofe as a lies afleepe, then hedreomes of 
another Benefice. Sometime fine driuctb ore a Souldiers 
necke, & then dreames he of cutting Forrainc throats, of 
Breaches, Ambnfcados,Spatiifli BUdcs : Of Healths fiue 
Fadomc deepe,and then anon drums in his cares,at which 
heftartes and wakes; and being thus frighted, fwcares a 
prayer or two & fleepes againe-.this is that very Mab that 
plats the manes of Horfcs in the night: & bakes the Elk- 
locks in foule fluttifli haires,which once vntangled,much 
misfortune bodes, 

This is the hag,when Maides lieon theirbacks, 

Thitprefles them,and Icarnes them firft to beare, 

Making them women of good carriage : 

This is fae. 

Pm. Peace,peace, UWercHtio peace, 

Thou talk’d of nothing. 

iMtr. True,I talke of dreames .* 

Which at c the children of an idle braine. 

Begot ofnothmg,but vaine phantafie , 

Which is as thin offubftance as the ayre. 

And more inconftant then the wind,who wooes 
Euennow the frozen bofome of the North : 

Andbeing anger’d, puffes away from thence. 

Turning his fide to the dew dropping South. 

Ben. This wind you talke ofhlowes vs from our fclucs. 
Supper is donc,and we fiiali come too late, 

Rom. I feare too early,for my mind mifgiucs. 

Some conlequence yet hanging in the ftarres. 


Shall bitterly begin his fearefuli date 

With this nights reuels ,and expire thetcarmc 
Of a defpifed life clof’d in my brefl: 

By fame vile forfeit of vntimely death. 

But he that hath the (linage ofmy courfe, 

Dirc&my fute: on luftieGentlemen. 

Ben . Strike Drum. 

They march about the Stage, and Seruingmen come forth 
with their napkins. 

Enter Seruant. 

Ser. Where's Potpan, that he helpes not to take away ? 
He faift a Trencher ? he (crape a Trcncher ? 

1 . When good manners,faall he in one or two mens 
hands,and they vnwafat too, ’tis a ^oulcthing. 

Ser. Away with the Ioynftoolcs, remoue the Court- 
cubbord, looke to the Phtc: good thou, faue mee a piece 
of Marchpane,and 3s thou loueft me, let the Porter let in 
Sufan Grindjlone ,and Nell, Anthonie and Potpan. 

2 . IBoyrcadie. 

Ser . You are lookt for,and cal’d for,askr for,& fought 
foryn the great Chamber. 

1 We cannot be here and there too,chearly Boyes, 

Be brisk awhiie,and the longer liuer take all. 

Exeunt. 

Enter all the Guefts andCentlewomen to the 
Maskers. 

1 . Capu. WelcomeGemleraen, 

Ladies that haue their toes 

Vnplagu’d with Corncs,will walke about with you : 

Ah my MiftrefleSjWhich of you all 

Will now deny to dance? She that makes dainty, 

She Ticfwcarehath Cornes :am I come neareye now? 
Welcome Gentlemcn,l haue feene the day 
That I haue wornea Vifor, and could tell 
A whifpering tale in a faire Ladies eare: 

Such as wouldpleafe :’ti*gone, ’tis gone,’tisgone, 

You arc welcome Gentlemen,come Mufitians play : 

Mtifeke plates: and the dance. 
A Hall,IToll,giue roome^nd fooccit Girles, 

More light you knaucs.and turne the Tables vp .• 

And quench the fire,the Roome is growne too hot. 

Ah firrah,this vnlookt for fport comes well; 

Nay fic,oay fit,good Cozin Cepulet, 

For you and I are pad our dauncing dates : 

How long 'ift now fincc lad your feife and I 
Were in a Maske ? 

2. Capu. Berlady thirty yearcs. 

1 . Capu. What man: ’cisnot fo much, f tis not fc much, 
’Tis fince the Nuptiall of Lucent to, 

Come Pentycoll as quickcly as it will, 

Some fiue and tsventy yeares,and then we Maskt. 

2 . Cap. ’Tismore/tismorejhisSonneiselderfir: 

His Sonne is thirty. 

3 . Cap. Will you tel! me that# 

His Sonne was but a Ward twoyeares agoe. 

Rom. What Ladie is that which dothni rich tthe hand 
Of yonder Knight? 

Ser. I know not fir. 

Rom. O flic doth teach the Torches to burne bright: 
It feemes fae bangs vpon the iheekc of night. 

As a rich Iewel in an /fethiops care: 

Beauty too rich for vfe,for earth too deare: 

So faewes a Snowy Doue trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady ore hcrfellowes faowes ; 

The meafure done,lie watch her place of ftand, 

And touching hcrs,makc blefled my rude hand. 

____Did/ 
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TheTragedie of Rpmeo and Met. 


Did my heart loue till now,forfweare it fight, 

For I neuer faw true Beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice,lTiould be a Mount ague. 

Fetch me my Rapier Boy,what dares the flaue 
Come hither coucr’d with an antique face, 

To fleerc and fcorne at our Solcmnitie? 

Now by the ftocke and Honour of my kin. 

To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 

Cap. Why how now kinfmari, 

Wherefore ftorme you fo ? 

Tib. Vncle this is a Mountague , our foe; 

A Villaine that is hither comeinfpight, 

To fcorne at our Solemnitie this night. 

Cap. T oungRomeo iui > 

Tib. ’Tis he,that Villaine Romso. 

Cap. Content thee gentle Coz,lct hi m alone, 

A beares him like a portly Gentleman j 
And to fay truth, Verona brags of him. 

To be a vertuous and well gouern’d youth: 

I would not for the wealth of all thetowne. 

Here in my houfe do him difparagcment: 

Therfore be patient,takc no note of him, 

It is my will,the which if thou refpe<ft. 

Shew a faire prefence,and put off thefe frowncs. 

An ill befeeming femblance for a Feaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a Villaine is a guelt, 
lie not endure him. 

Cap. He lhallbeendu’rd. 

What goodman boy,I fay he fhalI,go too, 

Am I the Maifter here or you ? go too, 

Youle not endure him,God fhall mend my foule, 

Youle make a Mutinie among the Guefts: 

You will fet cocke a hoope,youle be the man. 

Tib. Why Vnde.’tisafiiame. 

Cap. Go too,go too, 

You are a fawey Boy, ’ift fo indeed ? 

This tricke may chance to fcath you,I know what. 

You muft contrary me,marry ’tis tunc. 

Well faid rriy hearts,you are a Princox,goc, 

Be quiet,or more light,more light for flume,' 
lie make you quiet. What,chcarely my hearts. 

Tib. Patience perforce,with wilfull cholcr meeting, 
Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting : 

I will withdraw, but this intrufion fhall 
Now feeming fwcet,conuert to bicter gall. Exit, 

Rom. If I prophane wirh my vnworthieft hand. 

This holy fhrine,thc gentle fin is this, 

Mylipsto blufhingPilgrims did ready (land, 

To fmooth that rough touch,with a tender kifle. 

Iul. Good Pilgrime, 

You do wrongyour hand too much. 

Which mannerly deuotion flaewes in this, 

For Saints haue hands ,that Pilgrims hands do tucb. 

And palme to palmc,is holy Palmers kifle, 

Rom. Haue not Saints lips,and holy Palmers too ? 

Iul. I Pilgrim,lips thac they muft vfc in prayer. 

Rom. O then deare Saint,let lips do what hands do. 
They pray(grant thou)leaft faith turnc to difpaire. 

Iul. Saints do not moue. 

Though grant for prayers fake. 

Rom. Then moue not while my prayers effeft I take: 
Thus from my lips,by thine my fin is purg’d. 

Iul. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 
Rom. Sin from my lipsrO trefpaffe fweetly vrg’d: 
Giuememyfin againe. 

Iul. You kiffc by’th’hooke. 


N»r. Madam your Mother craues a Wo 7d if"-" 
Rom, What is her Mother ? v ^uyoa, 

Nurf. MarrieBatchelcr, 

Her Mother is the Lady of the houfe 
And a good Lady,and a wife.and Vertuous 
I Nur’ft her Daughter that you talkt withalf- 
I tell you,hethat can lay hold of her 
Shall haue the chincks. 

Rom. Is fhc*a Capu/et f 
O deare account J My life is my foes debt, 

Ren. Away.be gone,the fport is at the beft. 

Rom. I fo 1 feare.the more is my vnreft. 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone ’ 

We haue a trifling foolifh Banquet towards • * 
Isitc’nefo ?why thenlthankeyouall. 

I thanke you honeft Gentlemen,good night: 

More Torches hercicomeon^hcn let’s tobe<i. 
Ahfirrah,bymy faie it waxes late, , 
lie to my reft. 

I»lu Come hither Nurfe, 

What is yond Gentleman: 

Nur, I he Sonne and Heire of old Tjberio. 

Iuli. What’s he chat now is going out ofdoore ? 
Nur. Marric that I thinke be young Vctrttchic 
Iul. What’s he that follows here thac would not cm • 
Nur. I know not. 

Iul, Go askc hi; name; if he be married 
My graue is like to be my wedded bed. 

Nur. His name is Rpmeo, and a Mountague , 

The onely Sonne cfyour great Enemie. 

Iul, My oncly Loue fprung from my onely Kate 
Toocarly ieene,vnknowne,andknownc too late, ’ 
Prodigious birth of Loue it is tome, 

That I muft loue a loathed Enemie. 

Nur, What’s this ?whats this? 

Iul. A rime,l learne cueil now 
Of one I dan’ft wiihali. 

One cals within,hint, 

Nur. Anon,anon: 

Come let’s away,the ftrangers ail are gone, - 

S.xmt, 

' Chorut. 

Now old defire doth in his death bed lie. 

And yong aflfedf ion gapes to be bis Heire, 

That taire.for which Louegron’d for and would die, 
With tender Iuliet matcht,is now not faire. 

Now Romeo is beloued,and Loncs againe, 

A like bewitched by the charme oflookes: 

But to his foe fuppos’d he muft complaine. 

And fhe fteale Loucs fwcet bait from fearefull hookes: 
Being held a foe,hemay not haueaccefl’e 
To breath fuch vowes as Louers vfe tofwesre, 

And Arc as much in Loue,her meanes much lefle, 

To mcete her new Beloued any where: 

But paffion lends them Pqwer,time,meanes to raeetej 
Temp’ring extremities with extreamcfweete, 

Enter Romeo alone. 

Rem. Can I goe forward when my heart is here? 
Turnc backe dull earth,andfind thy Center out. 

Enter TSenuoliojvitb Tilercutio. 

'Ben. Romeo ,my Cozen Romeo,Romeo. 

Olerc. He is wife. 

And on my life hath ftolne him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall. 
Call good Mercutio: 

Nay.Ile coniure too. 

J 7 tVer 




•f^r^^^Humours,Madman,Paflion, Louer, 
.L’thou in thelikenefleof a figb, 


c^ikebut onerime,and I am latisiiedt 

r me but ay me.Prouant.but Loue and day, 

'\ve to my gofh-p Venn* one faire word, 

^Nickname for her purblind Sonne ond her, 
vims Abraham Cupid he thar fhot lo true, 
iVhcnKing Cophetua lou’d the begger Ma.d, 
u> heareth not.he ftirreth nor,he mouethn ot, 

Ju-Ape is dead,I muft coniure him, 

Jconiore thee by Rpfalmes bright eyes, 
n„her Htghforehcad,ar.d her Scarlet lip, 

Bflier Fine foote,Straight leg.and Quiuering thign, 

! y n£ | t be Demeanes.that there Adiacent lie. 

That in thy likenelfcthou appeare to vs. 
yet,, * nd if he hesre thee thou wilt anger him. 
flier. This cannot anger him,t’would anger him 
foraife a fpiric in his Miftrcfle circle, 

Oflbme ftrange nature,letting it ftand 
Till fhe had hid it,and coniured it downe, 

fhat were fotnc fpi ght. 

j^y inuocation is faire and honeft, & in his Miftris name, 

1 coniure onely but to raile vp him. 

'Pen. Come,he hath hid himfeife among thefe Trees 
fobeconforted with theHumetous night: 

Blind is his Loue, and beft befits the darke. 

flier. If Loue be blind, Loue cannot hit the marke, 
Now will he fit vndcr a Medlcr tree, 

And wifli his Miftrefle were that kind of Fruite, 

AsMaides call Medicts when they laugh alone, 

O&mwtbat fhe were.O that fhe were 
Anopen.or thou a Poprin Peace, 
j?*»rogoodnigbt,lle tomy Truckle bed. 

This Field-bed is to cold for me to fleepe, 

■Comefhfllwego? 

Ben. Go then,for ’tis in vaineto ftekehim here 
That meanes not to be found. ' Exeunt . 

Rom. He ieafts at Scarres that neuer felt a wound, 
Butfoft.what light through yonder window breaks? 

Ids the Eaft,and luliet\s the Sunne, 

Arife faire Sun and kill the enuious Moone, 

Who is already ficke and pale with griefe. 

That thou her Maid art far more faire then fhe : 

Be not her Maid fincc fhe i s enuious, 

HetVeftalliuery is but ficke and greene. 

And none but fooles do wcare it.caft it off: 

Ids my L»<ly,0 it is my Loue,0 that fhe knew fhe were. 
She fpcakes,yet fire fayes nothing.what of that ? 
Hcteyedifcourfcs,! will anfwereit: 

I am too bold’tis not tome fhe fpeakes : 

Twoofthefaireft ftarresinall theHeaucn, 

Hauing fome bufineffe do entreat her eyes. 

To twinckle in their Spheres till they returne. 

What ifher eyes were there,they in her head. 

The brightneffeof her cheeke would fhame thofe ftarres. 
As day-light doth a Lampc,ber eye in hcauen. 

Would through the ayric Region ftreame fo bright. 

That Birds would fing.and thinke it were not night: 

See how fhe leanes her cheeke vpon her hand. 

0 that I were a Gloue vpon that hand, 

That I might touch thac cheeke. 

Iul, Ay me, 

Rom. She fpeakes. 

Oh fpeake againe bright Angel!,for thou art 
As gioriou s to i his night being ore my head, 

As is a winged meflengcr of heauen< 


I 


Vnto the white vptumed wondring eyes 
Of mortalls that fall backe to gaze on him. 

When be beftrides the lazic puffing Cloudes, 

And failcs vpon the bofomc of the ayre. 

Iul. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo f 
Dcnie thy Father and refufe thy name : 

Or if thou wilt not,be but fworne ray Loue, 

And lie no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom. Shall I heare more,or fhall I fpeake at this ? 

In. ’Tis but thy name that is nry Enemy ; 

Thou art thy felfc.thoughnota Mountague, 

What’s Mountague ? it is nor hand nor loote, 

Nor arme,nor face.O be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

What l in a names that which we call a Rofe, 

By any other word would fmell as fwcete. 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cal’d, 

Retainc that deare perfeSion which he owes, 

Without that title Romeo,dotfe thy name. 

And for thy name which is no part ot thee, 

Take all my felfe. 

Rom. 1 take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Loue,and lie be new baptiz’d. 

Hence foorth I neuer will be Romeo. 

Inh. What man art thou, that thus befereen’d in night 
So ftnmbleft on my counfell ? 

Rom. By a name, 

I know not how to tell thee whol am: 

My name deare Saint.is hatcfull to my felfe, 

Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee. 

Had I it written,! would teare the word. 

I uli. My eares haue yet not drunkc a hundred word* 
Of thy tongues vtteting,yctl know the found. 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ? 

Rpm. Neither faire Maid,iferthertheediflike. 

Iul. How earn’d thou hither. 

Tel! mc,and wherefore? 

The Orchard walls arc high,and hard to climbc. 

And the place death.confidering who thou art, 

If any of my kinfmen find thee here, 

Rom. With Loues light wings 
Did I ore.perch theje Walls, 

For ftony limits cannot hold Loue out. 

And what Loue can do,that dares Loue attempt: 
Therefore thy kinfmen arc no flop to me. 

Iul. If they do fee ihce,they will nmrther thee, 

Rom. Alackc there lies more perill in thine eye, 

Then tweney of their Swords,looke thou but fweete. 

And I am proofe againft their enmity. 

Iul. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 
Rom. I haue nights cloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue me,let them finde me here. 

My life were better ended by their hate. 

Then death proroged wanting of thy Loue. 

Iul. By whofe direction found’ft thou out this place ? 
Rom. By Loue that firft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me coun(elI,and 1 lent him eyes , 

1 amno Pylot.yet wertthou as far 

As that vaft-fhore-wafhet with the fartheft Sea* 

1 fhould aduenturc for fuch Marchandifc. 

Iul. Thouknowcft the maske of night is on my face, 
Elfe would a Maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke. 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night, 

Faine would I dwell on forme,faine,faine,denie 
What I haue fpoke,but farewell Complement, 

Docft thou Loue ? I know thou wilt fay I, . 

And/ 
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The Tragedie o/Romeoand Juliet 
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And I will take thy word,yet if thou fwear’ft, 

Thou maieft proucfaUe:at Louers pcriurics 
They fay loue laught.oh gentle Romeo, 

If thou doft Loue.pronounce it faithfully : 

Ot if thou thinkeft I am too quickly wonne, 
lie frowne and be peruerfe,and fay thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooc : But elfe not for the world. 

In truth faire Mount ague I am too fond : 

And therefore thou maieft thinkemy behauiour light. 
But truft me Genc!cman,llc proue more true, 

Thenthofe that hauc coying to be (Irange, 

I fhould hauc bccne more ftrange,! muft confeffe. 

But that thou oucr heard’ft ere I was ware 
My true Loucs paffion,thercforc pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light Loue, 

Which the darke night hath fo difcoucrcd, 

Rom. Lady,by yonder MooncI vow, 

Thac tips with filucr allthefeFruite tree tops. 

Iul. O fweare not by the Moone,th’inconftant Moone, 
That monethly changes in her circled Orbe, 

Lead that thy Loue proue likewifc variable. 

Rom. What fhall I fwe3rc by ? 

Iul. Do not fweare at all: 

O rif thou wilt fweare by thy gratious felfe, 

Wfyich is the God of my Idolatry, 

And Ilebelceue thee. 

Rom. 11 my hearts dcare loue. 

Iuli. Well do not fwcare,although I ioy in thee: 

I haue no ioy of this contrail to night, 

It is too rafh,too vnaduif’d,too fudden. 

Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to be 
Ere s one can fay,it !ightens,Sweete good night: 

This bud of Loue by Summers ripening breath. 

May proue a beautious Flower when next we mcete: 
Goodnight,goodnight,as fweete repofe and reft, 

Come to thy hcart,as that within my breft. 

Rom. O wilt thou lcaue me lo vnfatbfied ? 

Iuli. What fatisfailion can’ft thou hauc to night? 
Ro. Th’exchangc of thy Loues faithful] vow for mine. 
Iul. I gaue thee mine before thou did’ft tequeft it: 
And yet I would it were to giue againe. 

Rom. Would’ftthou withdrawir. 

For what purpofc Loue ? 

Iul. But to be franke and giue it thee againe. 

And yet I wifh but for the thing I haue. 

My bounty is as boundlefle as the Sea, 

My Loue as deepe,the more I giue to thee 
Thc more I haue,for both arc Infinite : 

I heare fume noyfe within dcare Loue adue : 

Cats within. 

Anon good Nurfe,fweet Mount aguehz true: 

Stay but alittle,! will come againe. 

Rom A O blefied blcfled night,I am afeat’d 
Being in night,all this is but a drcauie. 

Too flattering fwccc to be lubftantiall. 

Iul. Three words dcare Romcoy 
And goodnight indeed, 

If that thy bent of Loue be Honourable, 

Thy purpofe marriage, fend me word tomorrow. 

By one that lie procure to come to thee, 

Wheic and what time thou wiltpcrforme the right. 

And all my Fortunes at thy foote He lay. 

And follow thee my Lord throughout the world. 

Within : Madam. 

I come,anon : but if thou rncaneft not well, 

I do befeech thcee Within: Madam. 



(By and by I come) 

To ceafe thy ftrife,and lcaue me to my griefc 
To morrow will I fend, ' S ! 

Rom. So thriue my lbule. 

Ik. A thoufand times goodnight. 

Rome. A thoufand times the wotfe to want f 3 * 

Loue goes toward Loue as fchool-boyesfro th l 
B utLoucfto Loue,towards fchoole with heaui^ 01 ' 

Enter luliet agaaine. 

Iul. Hift Romeo hiftiO for aFalknersvoice 
To lure,this Taffell gentle backe againe, * 

Bondage is hoarfe,and may not fpeake aloud 
Elfe would I tearc the Caue whereEctholies 
And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfc,then > 

With repetition ofmy Romeo. 

Rom. It is my foulc that calls vpon my name 
How filner fwcet,found Louers tongues bv nithe 
Like fofteft Muficke to attending eares. ® 1 

Iul. Romeo. 

Rgm. MyNcece. 

Iul. What a clock to morrow 
Shall I fend to thee? 

Rom. By the houre of nine. 

Iul. I will not faile, ’cis twenty yeares till then 
I haue forgot why I did call thee backe. 

Rom. Let me (land here till thou remember it. 

ItU. I fhall forget,to haue thee flill ftandihetc, 
Remembring how I Loue thy company. 

Rom. And lie flill flay,to haue thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Iul» ’Tis almoft morning,I would haue thee gone 
And yet no further then a wantons Bird, 

That let’s it hop a little from his hand. 

Like a poore prifoner in his twifled Gyues, 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe. 

So louing Iealousof bis liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy Bird. 

Iul. Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifhing: 

Good night,good night. 

Rom. Parting is inch fweete forrow, 

That I fhall fay goodnight,till it be morrow. 

Iul. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy bred. 
Rgm. Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweettored, 
The gray ey’dmornc fmiles on the frowning night. 
Checkring the Eafterne Clouds with ftreakes ©flight. 
And darkneffe fleckcl’d like a drunkard reeles, 

From forth dayes pathway,made by Titans wheeles. 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Fries clofeCell, 

Hishelpc tocrauc,andmy dcare hap to tell. Exit, 

Enter Frier alone with a basket. 

Fri .The gray ey’d morne fmiles on the frowning night, 
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with ftreaks of light; 
And fleckted darkneffe like a drunkard reeles, 

From forth daies path,and Titans burning wheeles; 
Now ere the Sun aduance his burning eye, 

The day to checre,and nights danke dew to dry, 

I muft vpfill this Ofier Cage of ours, 

With balefull weedcs,and precious Juiced flowersj 
The earth that’s Natures mother, is her Totnbe, 

What is her burying grant that is her worobc: 

And from her wombe children of diuers kind 

We 
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^ ‘ c , minv vertues excellent: 

0ai)y < ornc and yet all different; 

°o! Ck rt Hearbs ftones, and their true qualities: 

" P * uehc fo vile,that on the earth dothliue, 

£ earth feme fpcciall good doth gioe. 

BUtt °,rht fo ‘ T ood,but drain’d from that faire vfe, 
R t uolcs S from true birth,ftnmblir.g on abufe. 

L cU e it felfe turnes vice being mifapp.ud. 
i vicefomeame by aflion dignified. 

^ Enter Romeo * 

Within the infant rin’d of this weake flower. 

Boo hath refidence,and medicine power : 

LLs being fmeU,wuh that part cheares each part, 

Bc ing tailed flayes all fences with the heart. 

Lo'fuch oppoied Kings encampe them (till, 
l n ian as well as Hearbes,grace and rude will. 

An d where theworfer is predominant, 
fjll(none the Canker death cates vp that Plant. 

Rom. Good morrow Father. 
f r i. Benedecice. 

What early tongue fo fweet faUceth me? 

Young Sonnc.it argues a diftempered head, 

Sofoonetobid goodmorrow to thy bed; 
farekeepcs his watch ineucry old mans eye, 
d where Cate lodges,ftcepe will ncuer lyc : 

B„ t where vnbrulcd you:b with vr.ftu.t braine 
noth couch his lims,thcre,golden fleepe dothraigne; 
Therefore thyearlincffe doth me aflure, 

Thou art vprous’d with lomc diftempvature; 

Ot if not fo,then here 1 hit it right. 

Our Romo With not beetle in bed to night; 

Rom. That laft is true,the fwceter reft was mine. 

Fri. God pardon fitr.waft thou with Rofaline ? 

Rom. With Rofaline, my ghoftly Father ? No, 

I haue forgot chat name,and that name* woe. 

Fri. That’s my good Son,but wher haft thou bin then i 
Rom. lie tell thee ere thou aske it me agen: 

Ihauc bccne feaftmg with mine enemie, 

Where on a fudden one hath wounded me. 

That’s by me wo’.indcd-.both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy philickc lies r 
1 beateno hatred,blcflcd man:for loe 
My intcrceffion likewile fteads my toe. 

fri. Beplainegood Son,reft homely in thy drift, 
Ridling confelflon,Andes but ridling thrift. 

Rom. Then plainly know my hearts deare Loue isfer, 
On the faire daughter of rich Capu/et: 

Asminc on hers.fo hers is fet on mine; 

And all combin’d,fane what thou muft combine 
By holy marriage: when and where,and how, 

Wc met,we wooed.and made exchange of vow : 

He tell thee as we paffe,buc this J pray, 

That thou confent tomarrie vs today. 

Fri. Holy S. frvtH(T«,what a change is hcerc? 

Is Rofaline that thou didft Loue fo dcare 
So foone forfaken ? young mens Loue then lies 
Nottruely in their hcarts.hut in their eyes, 
lefu Marta, what a deale of brine 
Hath waffit thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline ? 

How much fait water throwne away in waft. 

To feafon Loue that of it doth not tall. 

The Sun not yet thy fighes.froro heauenclcares. 

Thy old groncs yet ringing in my auncicnt eares • 

Lo here vpon thy chcekc the ftaine doth fit, 


Of an old tearethac is notwafht off yet. 

If ere thou waft thy fclfe,and thefc woes thine. 

Thou and thefe woes.werc all for Rofaline. 

And art thou chang’d?pronounce this fcntencc then. 

Women may fall,when there’s no ftrength in men. 

Rom. Thou chid'ft me oft for louing Rofaline. 

Fri. For doting.nas for louing pupill mine. 

Rom. And badftl me bury Loue. 

Fri. Not in a graue. 

To lay one in,another out to hauc. 

Rom. I y#ay thee chide me noc.her I Lout now 
Doth grace for grace,and Loue for Loue allow : 

The other did not fo. 

Fri. Ofhe knew well. 

Thy Loue did read by rote.that could not fpell: 

But come young wauerer,come goe with me, 

In one rcfpe£l, lie thy affiilant be : 

For this alliance may fo happy prone, 

To turne your houfliould rancor to pure Lode. 

Rom. O let vs hence,l Hand on fudden haft. 

Fri. Wifely ani flow,they ftumbleihar runfafl. 

Exeunt 

Enter ‘Benttvlio and Mercutio. 

Mer. Where the cku lc fhould this Romeo b*t ? came lie 
not home tonight £ 

ISen, Not to his Fathers,! Tpoke with his mart. 

Msr* Why that fame pale hard-harted wench, that Ro 
{aline vorments him fo,that he will fnre run mad. 

her;. 77£*/f,the kinfman to old Cafttlet ,hath lent a Let 

ccr to his fathers houfe. 

*JWer. A challenge on my life*.' 

Hen. Romeo will anlwerc it* 

Mer. Any man thac can write^may aftfwerc a Letter. 
r Een. Nay. he will anfwerethe Letters Maifter hew he 
dares,being dared. 

Trier. Alas poore Romeo } he is already dead ftab’d with 
a white wenches blackeeye, runne through the care * :ch 
aLouefong, the very pinne of his heart, cleft w ith the 
blind Bowc^-boy es but- {hafc.and is he a man to encounter 
Tybalt ? 

Ten. Why what is Tibalt ? 

Trier. More then Prince ot Cats. Oh hee's the Courage¬ 
ous Captaine of Complements : be fights as you fing i 
prickfong, keeps time, c\iftance*atid proportion, bercflsj 
his minum, cnc, two.and the third in ycur bofom ?tht vc-; 
ry butcher ©f a (ilk burcon,aDualift # aDiian{t:a Gentleman : 
of the veryfirfihoufc of thefuft andltcond caufe: sh the 
immortall Paffado.the Punto rcuerfdjthc Hay. 

Ben. The what? 

Mer . The Pox offuch antique lilping affe 6 Hng phan- 
tacies,thefe new tuners of accent: lelu a very good blade, 
a very tall man,a very good whore. Why is not this a la¬ 
mentable thingGrandfire.that wc fliould be thus alfl ^ed 
with theie ftrange flies: thefe fafliion Mongers.thcle par- 
don-mee’s,who ftand io much on the new form, that f hty 
cannot fit at cade on the old bench# O their bor.es>their 
bones. 

Enter Romeo . 

Ten. Here c omc; Romeo ^here corhes Romeo. 

Mer . Withouthis Roe,likea dryed Hering.O flefh, 
flefl^how art thou fifhified?Nowis he for the numbers 
chat Petrarch flowed in: Laura to his Lady, was a kitchen 
wench,marric (be had a better Loue to berime her: Dido 
a dowdie, Cleopatra aGipfie, Heticn an 6 Hero y hildini’gs 
and Harlot 5 :T^/x^/ea gray cicorfo,but not to the purpofe. 
Signior^owc^tS^/^rjthere'saFrenchfalutation to your 

ff French 






*:• * 




is 



111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 


lv 9* sfr n efr zv iv ot 6t os ze 9S ss te es zs is os 6z sz lz 9z sz tz sz zz tz oz 6i 2 i a 9t si. n sl zi a ot 6 o 


t S Z i 0 


KjqqwnC 3MI1 (ILL Ml (lHOQ -in Q^nWIM^nW3^ 


SVOId 















































































6z ■ iiMHHi 

French flop: you gauevs the the counterfait fairely laft 7 
Right. 

‘Rgmeo, Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit 
aidl giue you ? 

Mer % rhe flip fir,thc flip,can you not concciue? 

Rom. Pardon Merctttio y my buAnefle wasgreat,andin 
filch a cafe as mine^ man may ftraine curteAc. 

M:r . That’s as much as to fay/uch a cafe as yours con- 
(trains a man to bow in the hams* 

'Rom. Meaning to curAc# 

Mer, Thou haft moft kindly hit it. a 

Rom. A moft curteous cxpoAcion. 

Mcr. NayJam the very pinck of curtcftc. 

Rom. Pinke for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Rom. Why then is my Pump well flowr’d. 

Mcr . Sure wit, follow me this ieaft, now till thou haft 
worne out thy Pump, that when the Angle foie of it is 
worncj the ieaft may remaine after the wearing, fole- 
fingular- 

Rom, O Angle foPd ieaft, 

Soiy Angular for the Anglcneife. 

Tyler. Come betweene vs good Bemolio y my wits faints. 

Rom . Swits and fpuri, 

Stoitsand lpurs,or He crie a match. 

Met. Nay,if our wits run the Wild-Goofechafc,I am 
done : For thou haft more of the Wild-Goofc in one of 
thy wits, then I amfurel haucin my wholefiue. WasI 
With you there for the Goofc i 

Rom. Thou waft neuer with mee for any thing, when 
thou waft not there for the Goofe. 

Mer, I will bite thee by the C 3 re for that ieft. 

Rom. Nay.good Goofe bice not. 

tjiier. Thy wit is a very Biitcr-fweeting, 

It is a moft fliarpe fa wee# 

Rom, And is it not well feru'd into a Swcet-Goofc ? 

Tyler. Oh here’s a wit of Cheuercll, chat ftrccchcs from 1 
an ynch narrow,to an ell broad; 

Rom. I ftrecch it out for that word,broad,which added 
to the Goofe,proues thee farre and wide,abroad Goofe. 

Mer. Why is not this better now, then groningfor 
Loue,now arc thou fociable,now art thou Romeo; now art 
thou what thou art,by Art as well as by Nature, for this 
driueling Loue is like a great Naturall, that runs lolling 
vp and do wne to hid his babie in a hole. 

Ben. Scop there,flop there* 

Afer. Thou deAr’ft me to ftop in my tale againftthe 

Ben. Thou would’ft el;e haue made thy tale large.(hairc. 

Tiler. O thou arc deceiu’d, I would haue made it fhort, 
or I was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant 
indeed tooccupic the argument no longer# 


Enter Nurfe and her man. 

Rom. Here’s goodly gcare. 

A fayle,a faylc. 

c JMcy, Two,two:aShirtandaSmocke fl 
TSLvr. Peter ? 

Peter. Anon. 

ATnr. My Fan Peter} 

Mtr. Good Peter to hide her face? 

For her Fans the fairer face? 

Nur . God ye good morrow Gentlemen. 

Mer. Godyegoodenfaire Gentlewoman* 

Nur, lsitgoodenf 

Tver. ’Tis no leffc 1 tell you: for the bawdy hand of the 
jDyall is now vpon the prickeofNoone. 


$weo and Juliet. 

X*' Out vpon you:what a man arc^I 
One Gentlewoman, y ° U? 

Rat God hath made,hi m fdf c to mar. 
t hS’n f 7 0,7 tr ° th ie ” faid > for himfdfe t0 

he' v ? en ^ ananyof ^ outel ™ vs he n ,nia,( l'>3. 
the young Romeo} Ie i may ^ 

Borneo. I can tell you: but vounc- p^ 

when you haue found him, thJn he was when 1 ^ ° Id 'r| 

him: I am the youngeft of chat name, f or f au l c V f f ° u ght 

Nttr. You fay well. ° Pa Worf ( 

Alev. Yea is the worft well. 

Very well tooke: Ifaith.wifely,wifely. 

Nttr . If you be he firj 

I defire fome confidence with you? 

Btn. She will endite him to foroe Supper 

-Mer. A baud,a baud,a baud. Soho. 

Rem. What haft thou found? 

Utter. No Hare fir, vnleffe a Hare fir in a t 

that is fomething ftale and hoare ere it bcfpenr Cnpif ’ 

An old Hare hoare, and an old H a re hoare is L, 

meat in Lent. ver y good 

But a Hare that is hoare is too much fora Ur. , u 
hoares ere it be fpent, * v> ^ cn >t 

Romeo will you come to your Fathers ? WcfIp j- 
thither. Cle t0 dl »n« 

Rom. I will follow you. —~——— 

Mer. Farewell auncicnt Lady: 

Farewell Lady,Lady,Lady. 

T n } X!t - MercHtio, Bem/n 

Nur. I pray you fir, what fawc.e Merchant was ch,,’ 
that was fo full of his roperie f 

Rom. A Gentleman Nurfe. that loues to heart himftif c 
talke^snd will fpeake more in a minute, then he will {hn'd 
to in a Monetbr 

Nur. And a fpeake any thing againftme, lie take (iw 
dovvnc,& a were luftier then he is,and twcntiefuchiack; 
and if I cannot, lie fincie chofe that fhall: feuruiekim j 
am none of his flurt-gils, Jam none of his sk ciines ma;ts 
and thou muft ftand by tc^and fuffer cuery knauc tovfe 
me at his pleafure. 

Pet. I fawnoman vfeyou at his pleafure; ifl had,my 
weapon fliould quickly haue becnecuc, I warrantyou,i 
dare draw aflbone as another man, if I feeoccalionina 
good quarrell,and the law on my Ade. 

iV«r.NowaforeGod,I amfo vext.that euery part about 
me quiuers, skuruy knauc: pray you Ar a word: snd as I 
told you, my young Ladybidmecnquireyouout, what 
(lie bid me fay, Iwillkeepe tomyfelfe : but firft let me 
tell ye, ifyelhouldleade her inafeoiesparadife, as they 
fay,it wereavery groffe kindof behauiour,os they fay: 
for the Gentlewoman is yong; & therefore,ifyoufhould 
dcale double with her, trucly it were an ill thing to be of¬ 
fered to any Gentlewoman,and very weake dealing. 

Nttr. Nurfe commend me to thy Lady and Miflrcflc,I 
proteft vnto thee. 

Nttr. Good heart, and yfaith I will tell her as much: 
Lord,Lord fhe will bcaioyfull woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her Nurfe? thou doeft not 
markeme * 

Nttr, 1 will tell her Ar, that you do proteft, which as I 
take it,is a Gcntleman-like offer. (afternoone, ^ 

Rom. Bid her deuife fome mcanes to come to (hnft this 
And there fhe (hall at Frier Lawrence Cell 
Bcfhriu’d and married: here is for thy paines* 

Nttr. No truly Arnot a penny. 

Rom . Go too.I fay you fhall. , r 

J 4 ?hrfe 
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- -ThiTTfVernoonc firTwcll fli7(balFbc there. 

^ r * J ft ay thou good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall, 
r^u’ ^hi ? houre my man (ball be with thee, 

Shrine thee Cord^ made like a tackled ftaire, 

{ffi. to ‘be high top gallant of my ioy, 

!i ft be my conuoy in the fecret night. 

•wwell.be truftic afld lie quite thy pamc*: 

commend me to thy Miftreifc. 

psr A r r> Now God in heauen bleffe theerhatke you fir. 
What faift thou my de 3 rc Nurfe? 
jj 0 fe. Is your man fccret, did you ncre heare fay two 

,nav kcepe counfell putting one away, 

a- Warrant thee my man as true as fteele. 

jjL We*l fij,my Miflrefle is t he fweeteft Lady,Lord, 

, r( j when* twas a little prating thing. P tbcrc '’ a ^ ~ 
L ro an in Towne one Parit ,that would fame lay knife a- 
Ld • but (he good foulehad as leeue a iee Toade.a very 
Lde as fee him: I anger her fometimes,and ted her that 
L is the properer man, but lie warrant y°»>when * by 
l (hcclookes as pale as any clout in the veriallwor! . 
n’othnot Rofemarieand Romeo begin both with alctter. 
Rom. I Nurfe,what of that ? Both with an R 
pjffr. A mocker that’s the dogsname. R. isfor theno, 

I know it begins with fome other letter, and (lie hath the 
prettieft fentenciousofit, of you and Rofemary, tnat it 
^ould do you goodtoheareir. 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady. 

Afor. I a thoufand times. Peter ? 

Pet. Anon. . 

Kur . Before and apace. Exit Nurfe<wdPeter. 

Enter Mitt. 

M. The docke ftrook nine,when I did fend the Nurfe, 
In halfe an houre flic proroifed to returne, 
perchance (he cannot meece him:that’s not fo : 

Oh (heis lame,Loues Hcrauid fiiould be thoughts. 

Which ten times fafter glides then the Sunnes beames, 
Driuing backe fhadowes ouerlowring hils. 

Therefore do nimble Pinion’d Douesdraw Loue, 

And therefore hath the wind-fwift Cupid wings: 

Now is the Sun vpon the highmoft hill 
Of this daies iourney.and from nine till twelue, 

I three Ions hourcs,yet (he is not come. 

Had (he affe&ionsand warmcyouthfull blood. 

She would be as fwift in motion as a ball. 

My words would bandy her to my fweete Loue, 

And his to me.but old folkcs, 

Many faine as they were dead, 

Vnwieldie,flow,hcauy > and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe. 

OGod (he conies,O hony Nurfe what newes ? 

Haft thou met with him?fcifd thy man away. 

Nur. Peter flay at the gate. 

/«/. Now good fweet Nurfe t 
jO Lord,why looked thou lad ? 

/Though newes,be fad,yet tell them merrily. 

good thou (ham*ft the muficke of fweet newes. 

By playing it to me,with fo fower a face. 

Nur. Iamawcary,giuemcleaueawhile, 

Fiehowray bones ake,what a iaunt haue I had i 
Put. I would thou had’ft my bones,and I thy newes: 
Nay come I pray thee fpeake.good good Nurie fpeake. 

Nur. Iefu what haft?canyou not ftay a while ? 

Do you not fee that I am out of breath ? i . *. ... 

Iul How art thou out of breath, when thou haft bretb 
To fay to me,that thou art out of breath ? 

The excufe that thou doft make in this delay. 


Is longer then the tale thou doft excufe 
Is thy newes good orbad?anfwere to thar. 

Say cither,and lie ftay the circuftance 
Let me be fatisfied,ift good or bad ? . _ 

Nur. Well, you haue made a fimplc choice, you Know 
not how to chufc a man : Romeo,no not he though his t3ce 
be better then any mans, yet his legs excels all mens, ana 
for a hand,and a foote,and a body, though they be not to 
be talkt on.yec they are paft compare: he is not the flower 
of curtefie,but lie warrant him as gentle a Lambe :go thy 
waits wench,feme God, What haue you din’d at home? 

Iul. Nono-.but all this this did I know before 
What faies he of our marriage? what ofthat ? 

Nur. Lord how my head akes,whac a head haue I f 
It beates as it would fall in twenty peeces. 

My backe a tother fide :o my backc,my backe: 

Before w your heart for fending me about 
To catch my death with taunting vp and downe. 

Iul. Ifaith:l am fmrie that that thou art fo Well. 

Sweet fweet,fweet Nurfe,tell me what faics try Loue? 

Nur. Your Loue 1 arcs like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous,and a kind ,and a handfomc. 

And I warrant a vercuoos:wherc is your Mother ? 
ltd. Where is my Mother ? 

Why foe is within,where foould foe be? >• * 

How odly thou reph’ft: 

Your Loue faies like an honeft Gentleman; 

Where is your Mother? 

Nur. O Gods Lady deare, 

Are you fo hot?marrie come vp I trow. 

Is this the Poultis for my aking bones ? 

Henceforward do your meflages your felfc. 

Iul. Heerc’s fuch a coile,come what faies Romeo ? 

Nur. Haue you got leaue to go to fbriftto day I 
Iul. I haue. 

Nur. Then high you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, 
There ftaies a Husband to make you a wife : 

Now comes the wanton bloud vp in your chcckes, 

Thei’lc be in Scarlet ftraight at any newes: 

Hie you to Church,l muft an other way, 

To fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 
Muft dinide a birds neft Soonc when it is darke: 

I am the drudgc,and toile in your delight s 
But you foal) beare the burthen foone at night; 

Go lie to dinner,hie you to the Cell. 

/w.H ic to high Fortune,honcft Nurfc,farewel!. Exeunt. 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

Fri. So faille the heauens vpon this holy aft, 

That after hourcs,with forrow chide vs not. 

Rome. Amen,amen,but come what forrow can* 

It cannot counteruaile thecxchange of ioy 
That one foort minute giues me in her fight: 

Do thou but dofe our hands with holy words* 

Then Loue-dcuouring death do what he date, 

It is inough.I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delights haue violent endcs, 

And in their triumph:die like fire and powder j 
Which as they kifleconfumc. The fweeteft honey 
Is loathfome in his owne delicioufnefle. 

And in the tafte confoimdes the appetite. 

Therefore Louemoderately.long Loue doth fo. 

Too fwift arriues as tardie as too flows 
Enter Iuliet. 

Here comes the Lady .-Oh fo light a foot 
Will ncre wcare out the eucrlafting flint, 

ff 
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A Louer may beftride the Goflamours, 

That ydles in the wanton Summer ayre, 

And yet not fall,fo light is vanitie. 

Iul. Good cuen to my ghottly Confcflbr. 

Pri. Romeo fhail thanke thee Daughter lor vs both. 
Iul. As much to him,elfe in his tlianks too much. 

Fri. Ah Iuliet, if the meafure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine,and that thy skill be more 
Toblafon it,then lwectcn with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre.and let rich mufickcs tongue, 
Vnfold the imagin’d happinefle that both 
Rcceiue in either,by this decrc encounter. 

Iul. Conceit more rich in matter then in words, 

Brags of his fubftance,not ofOrnament: 

They are but beggers that can count their worth. 

But my true Loue is growne to fuch fuch exccflc, 

I cannot fum vp fomc ofhalfe my wcahh. 

Fri.Come,come with mc,&we will make fhort worke. 
For by your leaues,you fhail not ftay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Enter Mercutio ,Benuoho,and men. 

’Ben. I pray thee good Mercutio lets retire, 

| The day is hot,the Capulets abroad : 

And if we meet, we fhal not fcape a brawle,for now theic 
hot dayes,is the mad blood ftirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one of thefe fclIowes,that when he 
enters the confines of a Tauerne,claps me his Sword vpon 
the Table,and fayes,God lend me no need ofehee: and by 
the operation of the fecond cup,drawc* him on chcDraw- 
er,when indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like fuch a Fellow? 

Mer. Come,come,thou art as hot a Iacke in thy mood, 
as any in Italic : and afioonemoued to be moodie, and af- 
foone moodie to be mou’d. 

Ben. And what too ? 

Mer. Nay, and there weretwo fuch, we fhould haue 
none lhortly,for one would kill the other:thou, why thou 
wilt quarrell with a man that hath a haire more, or a haire 
lefle in his beard,then thou hafhthou wilt quarrell with a 
roan for cracking Nuts, hauingno other rcafon, butbe- 
caufe thou haft hafdl eyes: what eye, but fuch an eye, 
would fpie out fuch a quarrell ? thy head is as full of quar- 
rels,as an egge is full of meat, and yet thy head hath bin 
beaten as addle as an egge for quarreling: thou haft quar¬ 
rel *d with a man for coffing in the ftreer,becaufe he hath 
wakened thy Dog that hath laine afleepe in the Sun.Did’ft 
thou not fall out with a Tailor for wearing bis new Doub¬ 
let before Eafter? with another,for tying his new fhooes 
with old Riband,and yet thou wilt Tutor mcfromiquar- 
rclling? 

Ben. And I were fo apt to quarell as thou art.any man 
fbouldbuy the Fee-firople of my life, for an houre and a 
quarter. 

cMer. ThcFee-fimplefO fimple. 

Enter Tybalt } Petruchio,.and others. 

Ben. By my head here comes the Capulets, 
tJMer. By my heele I care not. 

Tyb. Follow me clofe,for I will fpeake to them. 
Gentlemen,Good den,a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of vsfcouple it with 
fomcthing,make it a word and a blow. 

Tib. You fliail find me apt inough to that fir, and you 
will giue me occafion. 

CMercu. Could you not take fome occafion without 

giuing? 

Ttb . Merctni» thou confort’ft with Borneo, 
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\ Confort?what doft t hou maw'll 
t h °u make Minftrels of vs,lookc to hearenLh^ 1 *? 
cords :hecre’s my fiddleftickc,heeic’s that fhil !" 8 but d 
daunce. Comeconfort. sinat,h all make 

2?r». We talke here in the publtke haunt „r 
Either withdraw vnto fomc priuate place ‘ mcn: 

Or rcafon coldly ofyour grccuances : * 

Or elfe depart.here all eics gaze on vs. 


Y 


Mer. Mens eyes were made to Iookc ami I„ .1 

I willnotbudgcfornomanspicafurcl'. * Slcm 


gaz< 


Tib. 


Enter Romeo. 

Well peace be with you fir.here com. 

Mer. But lie be hang’d fir ifhe weareyour T ^® an 
M«,y go before ,o field”],eele beyou, 

Your worjhip in that fenfc,may call him man. ’ 

Ttb. Romeo.thc loue I bcarc thee,can affoord 
No better terme then this:Thou art a Villai„ e 
Rom. Ttbaltj.be. reafon that I haue to loue the. 
Doth much excufc the appertaining rage 
l o fuch a greeting: Villaine am I none; 

Therefore farewell,! fee thou know’ft me not. 

Ttb. Boy .this fhail not excufe the injuries 
iiiat thou haft done me,therefore turneand draw 
Rom. I doproteftl neuer iniur'd thee. 

But lou’d thee better then thou can’ft deuife; 
li! thou (halt know the reafon of my loue, 

And fogood Capu/et,which name I tender* 

As dearcly as my owne,be fatisfied. 

0 ca ' mc > d ilhonourable,viIc fubmiflion: 
slUastucatho carries it away. 

Tybalt,yoi\ Rat-catc'ner,will you walke ? 

Tib. \\ hat wonlds thou haue with me ? 

Mer. G ood Kin g of Ca ts,no thing but one of your nine 
liues,thatl meane to make bold with»ll,and asyoufhaU 
vfe me hereafter dry bcate the reft of the eight. Will you 
pluck your Sword out of his Pilcher by thceares ?Make 
haft,ieaft mine be about your cares ere it be out. 

Tib. I am for you, 

Rom, Gentle Mercutio ,put thy Rapier vp. 

Mer. Come fir.your Palfado. 

Rom. Draw Benuolio, beat downe their weapons; 
Gentlemen,for fhame forbeare this outrage, 

Tibalt,.Mtrcutby.be Prince exprefly hath 
Forbidden bandying in Verona ftreecej. 

Hold Tybalt ,good Mercutio, 

Exit Tibalt, 

Mer. I am hurt. 

A plague a both the Houfes,! am fped: 

Ijs he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

Mer. I,I,a fcratch,a fcratch,raariy ’cis inough. 
Where is my Page?go Villaine fetch a Surgeon. 

Rom. Courage n>an,the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer, No :'tis not fodecpcas a well,norfowideas a 
Church doore,but 'cis inough, ’twill ferue: aske for roe to 
morrow,and you (hall find me a graue man.I am pepper’d 
I warrant,for this world : a plague a both your houfes. 
What, aDog, a Rat, a Moufe,a Cat to fcrarch a roan to 
death: a Braggart, a Rogue,a Villaine, that fights by the 
bookeof Aritbmeticke, why the deu’le came you be- 
tweenevs? I was hurt mder your arme. 

Rom. I thought all for the beft, 

Mer. Helpe me into fome houfe Benuolio, 

Or I fhail fain t:a plague a both your houfes. 

They haue made wormesmeat of me. 


TheTragedie o/Romeoand Juliei 
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"—; r an TfSimnyT^yWHdufcs. . Exit. 

1 baU ’ This Gcntlcmaa the Princes neerc Abe, 

Friend hath got his mortal! hurt 
hVnalfe my reputatiort ftam'd 
nbalts flaundcr ,Tybhlt that an houre 
Y'^beene my Coziiv.O Sweet 1 alter, 
n-auty hathmade me Effeminate, 

^inmycempctfbftn^Ya^ftccle. ^ * 

cd.* O Rome»,Romeo,btMc Mercatio's is dead, 

Th , t Gallantifpirit hath afpir’dchc^doudes, 

^ u vntimclv here did (come the earth. 

This daies blacke Fate,on mo daics doth depend, 
WU b«b eg io,,th £ *.ooth«^ufi (CT a; ; ■ 

Ben. Here comes the Furious Tybalt batke agame. 

‘Bom. He gon in triumph,and Mercutio flame ? 
uvay to heauen refpeftiue Lenicie, 

J n d fire and Fury ,be my condua now. 

W Tybalt take the WHaine backc againe 
That lace thou gau’ftme.for Mercutios foule 
Is but a little way aboue our heads, 
aavin" for chine to keepe him companie: 

Fither°hou or I,or both.muft goe with'hiro. 
b 7 -^. Thou wretched Boy that didftcohloK him here 

Shalt with him hence. 

Rom. This fhail determine that. 

^ They fight. Tybalt fades. 

Ben. Romeo t i9iiy he gone: 

The Citizens are vp,and Tybalt flaine. 

Stand not amaz’d,the Prince will Doome thee death 
If thou art taken:hence,be gone, away. 

Rom. O i lam Fortunes foole. 

Ren. Why doft thou ftay ? 

Exit Romeo. 

Enter Citizens. 

Citi. Which way ran he that kild sJMerctttio ? 

Tibalt that Murthcrcr,which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

Citi. Vp fir go With me : 

Icharge thee in the Princes names obey. 

Enter Prince,old Montague ,Cap ulet,their 
Wines and all. 

Brin. Where are the vile beginners of this Fray i 
Ben. O Noble Prince,I can difeouer all 
The vnluckieMannage of this fatall brail: 

There lies the man flaine by young Romeo , 

That flew thy kinfman braue Mercutio. 

Cap. Wi- Tybalt, my Cozin ? O my Brothers Child, 

0Prince,O Cozin,Husband,0 the blood is fpild 
Ofmy deare kinfman.Prince as thou art true. 

For bloud of oursjflied bloud of Mountague. 

0 Cozin,Cozin. 

Brin. Benuolto^bo began this Fray ? 

Ben. Tybalt here flaine, whom Romeo' sbii\d did flay, 
Romeo that fpoke him fiiire,bid him bethinke 
How nice the Quarrell was,and vrg’d withall 
Your high difpleafureiallthis vttered, 

With gentle breach,calme looke,knccs humbly bow’d 
Could not take truce with the vnruly fpleene 
OiTybalts dcafe to peace,bur that he Tilts 
WithPeircing ftcclc at bold Mercutids breaft. 

Who all as hoc,tunics deadly point to point; 

And with a Martiall fcorne,\Vich one hand beste* 

Cold death afide.and with the other (ends 
It back to Tybalt ,vvhofe dex terity 


r Retorts iv.Romeo be cries aloud, , 

Hold Friends,Friends part.ahd fwifeer then his tongue, 
His aged armc.bcats downe their fatall points. 

And twixt themru(hesr,vnderncath whole arnie. 

An enuious thruft from Tybalt,bk the life - , " 

Of flout Mercutio ,and thenTybalt fled. ; * 

But by and by comes backeto Romeo. 

Who had but newly entertained Reucngc, v : ' 

And too’c they goe like lightning/orere l 

Could draw to part them, Was flout Tybalt flaine : 

And as he fcll,did Romeo turne end flic: 

This is the crutb,or let Benuolio die. 

Cap. Wr. He is a kinfmanto the Meant ague, 
Affcaion makes him falfe.he fpeakes not true: _ 

S»me twenty of them fought in this blacke (irite. 

And all thofe twenty could but kill one life. 

1 beg for luftice.which thou Prince muft giue: 

Romeo flew Tybalt, Romeo muftnbt liue« 

Prin. Romeo flew him.hc flew Mercutio, 

Who now the price of his dearc blood dorh owe. 

Cap. Not Romeo Prince,he was Mercutios Friend, 
His fault concludesjbut wl m the law flaould end, 
ThelifeofTy^f. 

Prut. And for that offence, 

Immediately we doe exile him berice; 

I haue an intereft injyour hearts proceeding: 

My bloud for your rude brawlcs doth lie a bleeding. 
But lie Amerce you with fo ftrong a fine, 

Thatyou fliail all repent the Ioffe of mine. 

It will be dcafe topleading andcxcufes, 

Nor tcares,tior prayers fhail purchafe our abufes. 
Therefore vfe none,let Romeo hence in haft, 

Elfe when he is found,that boure is his laft. 

Bearc hence this body,and attend our will: 

Mercy not Murders,pardoning thofe that kill. 


Exeunt 

Enter Juliet alone. 

Iul. Gallop'apace,you fiery footed ftcedes. 

Towards Phxbus lodging,fuch a Wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft. 

And bring in Cloudie night immediately. 

Sprcd thy clofe Curcaine Loue-performing night, 

That run-awayes eyes may win'cke.aivd Romeo 
Leape to thefe arme$,vntalkt of and vnfeenc, 

Loucrs can fee to doe their Amorous rights, 

And by their owne Beauties:or if Loue be blind. 

It beft agrees with nighr:come ciuill night, 

Thou fober fated Matron all in blacke. 

And learne me how to loofe a winning march, 

Plaid for a paire of ftainleffe Maidenhoods, 

Hood my vnman’d blood bayting in my Chcekes, 

With thy Blacke mantle,til!ftrange Loue grow bold, 
Thinke true Loue a&ed fimple itiodeftie: 

Come nighc.come Romeo ,come thou day in night, 

For thou wilt lie vpon the wings of night J 
Whiter then new Show vpon a Rauens backe: 

Come gentle night,come louing blackebrow’d night. 
Giue me my Romeo ,and when I fhail die, 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres. 

And he will make the Face of heauen fo fine. 

That all the world will be in Loue with night. 

And pay no worlhip to theGarifh Sun. 

OI haue bought the Manfion of a Loue, 

Btitnot pofieft it,and though! am fold, 

Not yet enioy’d,fo tedious is this day, . 

As is the night before fomeFeftiuall, 

__ JIl . To/ 
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To an impatient child that hath new robes 


TheTragedie of " Romeo q„d Juliet. 


And may not weare thcm,0 here comes my Nurfc : 

£nter Nurfe with cords* 

And (he brings newes and etiery tongue that fpeaks 
But Romeos, name,fpeakcs heauenly eloquencei: 
Now Nurfe, what newes? what haft thou there ? 

The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 

Nur. 1,1,the Cords. 

Iuli. Ay me,what newes ? 

Why doft thou wring thy hands. 

Nur. A welady,hee’s dead.hee’s dead. 

We are vndone Lady,we are vndonc. 

Alacke theday.hec’s gone,hee’s kil’d,he’s dead. 

Iul. Can heauen be fo enuious ? 

Nur. Romeo an. 

Though heauen cannot.O Romeo,Romeo. 

Who euer would haue thought it Romeo. 

Iuli. What diuell art thou, 

That doft torment me thus i 

This torture fhould be roar’d in difmall hell. 

Hath Romeo flaine himfelfe i fay thou but 1, 

And that bare vowell Ilhall poyfon more 
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 

I am not I,if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofe eyes fhot,that makes thee anfvvere I: 

If he be flaine fay I,or if not.no. 
Briefe,founds,detcrmine of my wcalc or wo. 

Nur. I faw the wound,I faw it with mine eyes, 
God faue the marke.here on his manly breft, 
Apitteous Coarfe,a bloody piteous Coarfe: 

Pale,pale as a(hes,all bedawb’d in blood. 

All in gore blood,I founded at the fight- 
lul. O breake my heart, 

Poore Banckrout breake at once, 

To prifon cyes,nere looke on libcrrie. 

Vile earth to earth refigne.end motion here. 

And thou and Romeo prcffc on heauie bcere. 

Nur. O Tybalt,Tybalt fnt beft Friend 1 had: 

O curteous Tybalt honeft Gentleman, 

That euer I fhould liue to fee thee dead- 

lul. What ftormcis this that blowes fo contrarie? 
IsRomeo flaughtred ?and is Tybalt dead? 

My deareft Cozen.and my dearer Lord: 

Then drcadfull Trumpet found the gcncrall doome, 
For who is lining,if thofe two aregone f 
Nur. Tybalt is gone,and Romeo baniflied, 

Romeo that kil’d him,he is baniflied. 

Iul. OGod! 

Did Rom'os hand flied Tybalts blood 
Itdid,itdid,alastheday,itdid. < 

Nur - O Serpent heart.hid with a flowring face. 
Iul. Did euer Dragon kcepe fo faire aCaue ? 
Beautifull Tyrant,fiend Angelicall: 

Raucnous Doue-fcacher’d Rauen, 

Woluifli-rauening Lambe, 

Difpifed fu'oftance of Diuineft fliow: 

Tuft oppofitc to what thou iuftly feem’ft, 

A dimne Saint,an Honourable Villaine: 

O Nature! whathad’ft thou to doe in hell. 

When thou did’ft bower thefpirit of a fiend 
Inmottall paradifeoffuchfweetflcfh? 

Was euer bookc containing fuch vile matter 
So fairely bound ? O that deceit fhould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pallacc. 

Nur. There’s no truft,no faith,no honeftie in men. 
All periur’d,all forfvvornc,all naught,all diffemblcrs. 


Ah where’s my man ? eiue mKhrnTZ,,,. 

Thcfe griefes.thefewocs,thefeforrowVS? ? 
Snarnecomernf.*,, ««»maKcm 






come to Romeo. 

Iul. Blifter’d be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifli,he was not borne to fhame. 

Vpon his brow fhame is afham’d to fit. * 

For ’tis a throane where Honour may be Cr 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth: 

O what a bcaft was I to chide him i 

Nur. Will you fpeake well ofhim. 

That kil’d your Cozen? 

Iul. Shall I fpeake ill of him that is my hush 

Ah poorc my Lord, what tongue fhall fmootUk 
When I thy three houres wife haue mangled ;► ' naitlt i 

But wherefore Villaine did’ft thou kill nf v r ft • * 

That Villaine Cozin would haue kil’d mv fuel ? i 
Backe foolifb tearcs,backc to your natiue ; 

Your tributaric drops belong to woe, V 
Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy * 

My husband liues that Tibalt would haueflaine 
And Tibalt dead that would haue flaine m\ husband. 

All this iscomfortjwheieforeweepci then? Q: 

Some words there was worfer then Tybalts death 
That murdered me,I would forget it feinc, 

But oh,it preffes to my memory. 


Like damned guilty deedes to finners minds 
Tybalt is dead and Romeo baniflied: 


That baniflied,that one word banifhed. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Tibalt t-. Tibalts death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 

Or if fower woe delights in fcllowfhip. 

And ncedly will be rankt with other griefes, 

Why followed not when fhe faid Tibalts dead. 

Thy Father or thy Mother ; nay or both. 

Which modevne lamentation might haue mou’d. 

But which a rerc-ward following Tybalts death 
Romeo is baniflied to fpeake that word, 

I s F a c her,M othtt,Tybalt, Romeo Juliet t 
All flaine,all dead -.Romeo is baniflied. 

There is nt> end,no limit,meafure,bound. 

In that words death,no words can that woe found, 
Where is my Father and my Mother Nurfe * 

Nur. Weeping and wailing ouer Tybalts Coatfe } 
Will you go to them ?I will bring you thither. 
/#.Waflithey hiswounds with tears:minefh8lbcfpent 

When theirs are drie for Romeo s banifhmtnt, 

Takc vp thofe Cordes,poore ropes you ate beguil’d, 
Both you and I for Romeo is exild: 

He made you for a|high-way to my bed. 

But I a Maid,die Maiden widowed. 

Come Cord,come Nurfe,lie to my wedding bed. 

And death not Romeo ,take my Maiden head. 

Nur. Hie to your Chamber,Ile find Remo 
To comfort you,I wot well where he is: 

Harke ye your Romeo will be heere at night, 
lie to him,he is hid it Lawrence Cell, 

Iul. O find him,giuc this Ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come,to take hitlaft farewell. 


Exit. 


Enter Trier and Romeo , 


Fri. Romeo come forth. 

Come forth thou fearful! man. 
Affliction is enamor’d of thy parts: 
And thou art wedded to calamitie. 
Rom. Father what newes? 


What 
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TjMgcdic ofltywico dud luliet. 


6? 


f r . 

J, my deare Sonne with fuch fowreCompany . 


thee tvdings of the Princes Doome. 

^ What leffc then Doomcfday, 

[s ‘JrfXgendwSdgement vanifht from his lips, 
v, ot bodies death,but bodies banitbmenc. 

^ Rem. Ha,baatftunem?be mercifull,fay death. 
c eX ile hath more terror in his l° 0 ke> 

Muchmorc then death:do not fay bani.mnent. 

fri. Here from Verona art thou baniflied: 

Re patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

C \ m . There is no world without Verona walles, 
p a iPurgatorie,Torture, hell it felte : 
u en cc baniflied.is banifli: from the world, 

» n d worlds exile is death. Then banifbed, 
Isdeath,miftearm’d,calling death baniflied, 
phou cut’ft my head off with a golden Axe, 

\ndfmileft vpon the ftroke that murders me. 

yri. O deadly fin,0 rude vnthankcfulncffe! 

Thy Fait our Law calles death,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part.hath ruflit afidc the Law, 

And turn’d that blacke word deatb,tobanifhment. 

This is deare mercy,and thou fecftic not. 

Rons. Tis Torture and not mercy, heauen is here 
Where luliet liues.and euery Cat aDd Dog, 

And little Moufe,cucry vn worthy thing 
Liue here in Heauen and may looke on her, 
ButJf«#«niay not.More Validitie, 

More Honourable ftate,more Courtfnip Hues 
In carrion Flics,then Romeo-, they may fcaze 
On the white wonder of deare Iuliets hand. 

And ftealc immortall bleffmg from her lips, 

Who euen in pure and veftall modeflic 
Still bluff),as thinking their owne kiffes fin. 

This mayflies doc,when I from this muff flie. 

And faift thou yet,that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not.hee is baniflied. 

Had’ft thou no poyfon mixr,no fliarpe ground knife, 
flo fudden meane of death, though netc fo meanc, 

But baniflied to kill me? Baniflied ? 

OFrier,the damned vfc that word in hell: 

Howlings attends it,how haft theu the hart 
Being a Diuine, a Ghoftly Confeffor, 

A S:n-Abfolucr,and my Friend prefeft : 

To mangle me with that word,baniflicd ? 

Fri. Then fond Mad man,heare me fpeake. 

Rom. O thou wilt fpeake again? ofbanifliment. 

Fri. He giue thee Armourto keepe off that word, 
Aduerfities fwcete milke,Philofophie, 

To comfort thee,though thou art baniflied. 

Rom. Yet banifhed. ? hang vp Philofophiet 
Vnleffe Philofohpie can make a luliet, 

Difplant a Towne,reuerfe a Princes Doome, 

Ithelpes not,it preuailcsnot.talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee,that Mad men haue no cares. 

Rom. How fhould they. 

When wifemen haue no eyes ? 

Fri. Let me difpaire with thee of thy eftate, 

Rom. Thou can’ft not fpeake of that ^ doft not fcele, 
Wert thou as young as luliet my Loue: 

An houre but married ,Tybalt murdered. 

Doting like me,and like me baniflied, 


Then migbicft thou fpeake, 

Then mighteft thou teare thy hayre. 

And fall vpon the ground as I doe now, 
Taking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 

Enter Nurfe,andk$o:kes. 
Trier. Arife one knockes, 

Good Romeo hide thy lelfe. 

Rom. Not I, 

Vnleffe the breath of Hartficke groanes 
Mift-like infold me from the fcarch ot eyes. 


Fri. Harke how they knocke: 

(Who’s there ) Romeo arife. 

Thou wilt be taken,flay a while,ftani vp : 


Kxoeke 


Run to my ftudy.by and by.Gods will 
What fimpleneffe isthis:!cooic,f come 


Knock{ 


A 


Who knocks fo hard ? 

Whence come you ? what’s your will ? 

Enter Nurfe. 

Nur. Let me come in. 

And you {ball know my errand: 

I come from Lady luliet. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Nur. O holy Frier.O tell me holy Frier, 

Where’s my Ladies Lord?whcte’s Romeo i 
Fri. There on the ground, 

With his owne teares made drunke. 

Nur. O he is cucn in my Miftrefle cafe, 

Iuft in her cafe.O wofullfimpathy: 
pittious predicament,euen fo lies flie, 

Blubbring and weeping,weeping and blubbring, 

Stand vp.ftand vp,ftand and you be a man, 
for Iuliets fake,for her fake rife and ftanrd: 

Why fhould you fall into fo deepe an 0. 

Rom. Nurfe. 

Nur. Ah fir,ah fir.deaths the end of all. 

Rom. Speak’ft thou of 7#/se:?how is it with her ? 

Doth not fbethinke me an old Murtherer, 

Now I haue ftain’d the Childhood of our ioy. 

With blood remoued,but little from her owne ? 

Where is flic ? and how doth fhc ? and what fayes 
My conceal’d Lady to our conceal’d Loue ? 

Nur. Oh flie fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weeps, 
And now fals on her bed,and then ftarts vp. 

And Tybalt calls,and then on Romeo cries, 

And then downc falls againe. 

Ro. As if that name fhot from the dead leuell of a Gun, 
Did murder ber,as that names curfcd hand 
Murdred her kinfman.Oh tell me Frier,tell me , 

In what vile part of this Anatomie 

Doth my name lodge ? Tell me,that I may facks 

The hatefull Manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperarehand: 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art: 

Thy teares are womanifh.thy wild a&s denote 
The vtneafonable Furic of a beaft. 

V nfeemely woman,in a feeming man, 

And ill befeeming beaft in feetning both. 

Thou haft amaz’d me.By my holy order, 

I thought thy difpofition better temper’d. 

Haft thou flaine Tybalt ? wilt tbou flay thy fclfe ? 

And flay thy Lady,that in thy life lies. 

By doing damned hate vpon thy feife? 

Why rayl’ft thou on thy birth ? the heauen and catth ?i 

Siircef 
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Since birth,and beauen and carnal! threedomccte 
In thee at once,which thou at once would’d looie. 
Fie,fie,thou fnam’ft-thy (hlpe^by iouejthy wit. 
Which like a Vfurer abound’d in all: 

And vfeft none in that true .vie indeed. 

Which fhould bcdccke thy drape,chy loue,thy wit .• 
Thy Noble fhape.isbuc a fomw.of waxc, 

‘Digrefling from the Valour of a man, : 

Thy dearc Loue fworne but hollow periurie. 

Killing that Lone which them haft vow'd to. ehcrifh. 
Thy wit,thatOrnament,to fhape and Loue, 
Milhapcn in the condu<5t ofthem both : . 

Like powder in a skillcffe Sottldiers flaske, :. 

Is fee a fire by thine ownc ignorance. 

And thou difmembred with thine ownc defence. 
What,rowfe theeman,thy Iuliet isaliuc, 

For whofe deare lake thou waft buc lately dead. 
There art thou happy.7)&»/r would kill thee. 

But thou flew’ft Tybalt, there art thou happie. 

The law that threatned death became thy Friend, 
And turn’d it to exile,there art thou happy, 

A packe or blcffing light vpon thy backc, 

Happineffc Courts thee in her beft array, 
Butlikeamilbaped and fullen wench. 

Thou putteft vp thy Fortune and thy Loue: 

Take heed,take heed,for fuch die miferabie. 

Goe get thee to thy Loue as was decreed, 

| Afcend her Chamber.hence and comfort her: 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fet, 

For then thou canft not paffe to 'Mantua, 

Where thou (halt liue till we can finde a time 
Toblaze your marriage,reconcile your Friends, 

Beg pardon of thy Prince j 3 nd call thee backc, . 
With twenty hundred choufand time* more ioy 
Then thou went’ft forth in lamentation, 

Goe before Nurfe,commcnd me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed, 

Which heauy forrow makes them apt vnto, 

Romeo is comming. 

p/ur. O Lord,I could haue ftaid here all night, 

To hearc good counfelhoh what learning is! 

My Lord lie tell my Lady you will come. 

Rom. Do fo,and bid my Swcecc prepare to chide. 
Nur. Hecre fir,a Ring fhe bid me giueyou fir-: 

Hie you,make haft, for it growes vay late. 

Rom. How well my comfort is rcuiu’d by this. 

Fri. Go hence, 

Goodnight,and here ftands all your ftate: 

Either be gone before the watch be fet. 

Or by the breake of day difguis’d from hence, 
Soiourne m Mantua,lie find out your man. 

And he (hall fignifie from time to time, 

Euery good hap to you, that chaunces hecre: 

Giue me thy hand/tis late.farewcll,goodnight. 

Rom. But that a ioy paft ioy.calis out on me, 
It.were a gnefe ; lo briefe to part with thee: 

Fare well. Exeunt. 

Enter old Capdetjsis IFife and Par is. 

Cap. T hings haue falne out fir fo vnluckily, 

Tnat we haue had no time to mouc our Daughter: 
Looke you,{he Lou’d her kinfman Tybalt dearely. 

And fo did I. Well,we were borne to die. 

Tis y eryiace,fheT hot come downe to night: 
romifeyou.but for your company, 
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I would haue bin a bed an hbureagol 

.. P * K Thcfetimesofwo » aff °ordnotimes^ 
Madam goodnight,comroend me to your Da., i* 00 * 1 
Lady, I will,and know her mind earlv tom 
To night, flie is mewed vp to her heauinefft ° tr0Vr * 
Op. s i r /> 4 r«,Iwill make a defperate tender 
OfmyChildcslouc: I thinke (lie will be rul’d 
In all refpeas by me: nay more,I doubt it not. 

Witc,go you to her ereyoir go to bed, 

Acquaint her here,ofmy Sonne Paris Loue 
And bid her,marke youme.on Wendfdavncvr 
But foft,whar day is this ? 1 

Par. Monday my Lord, 

Cap. Monday,ha ha: well Wcndfday is too f™„ 

A Thurlday let it bc:a Thurfday tell her, Bf * 

She fhall be married to this Noble Earle*: 

Will you be ready ? do you like this haft”? 

Weclc keepe no great adoe,a Friend or two 
For harke you Jybalt being flainc fo late, * 

It may be thought we held him carclefly, 

Being our kinfman,if we tetiell much: 

Therefore weelehaue fomehalfca dozen Friends 
And there an end. But what fay you to Thurldav f 
Paris . My Lord, * 

I would that Thurfday were to morrow. 

Cap. Well,get you gone, a Thurfday,be it then • 
Oo you to Iuliet exc you goto bed. 

Prepare her wife,againft this wedding day. 

Farewell my Lord,Iight to my Chamber hoa, 

A tore me,ic is fo lace, that we may call ir early by and by 
-JOQ nigne. Lxmi 

Enter Romeo and Iuliet aloft . 

Ittl. Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet nccreday • 

It was the Nightmgale,and not the Larke, 

That piei ft the fearcfull hollow of thine ea re ? 

Nightly fhe fings on yond Pomgranet cree ? 
Belecucme Loue,it was the Nightingale, 

Rom. It was the Larke the Hcrauid of the Mornc; 
No Nightingalerlooke Loue what enuicus ftreakes 
Do lace the feucring Cloudcs in yonder Eaft: 

Nigh ts Candles arc burnt out>and Iocond day 
Stands tipto on the miftie Mouncaincs tops^ 

I muft be gone and line,or flay and die. 

I til. Yond light is not daylight,! know it I % 

It is iome Meteor that the Sun exhales. 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearcr, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 

Therefore ftay yet,thou need’ft not to be gone, 

Rom. Let me be cane,let me be put to death, 

1 am contcntjfo thou wilt haue it fo. 

] le fay yon gray is not the mornings eye* 

Tis buc the pale reflexe of Cintbias brow. 

Nor that is not Larke whofe noates dobcace 
The vaulty heauen fo high abouc our heads, 

I haue more care to ftay,then will to go: 

Come death and welcome,////*?* wills it fo. 

How ift my fouIe,lets talkc,it is not day. 

Iuli. It is.ic iSjhie hence be gone away : 

It is the Larke that fings fo out of tune, 

Straining harfh Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpes. 

Some fay the Larke makes fwcete Diuilion; 

This doth not forfor (he diuidcch vs. 

Somcfay,the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 

O now I would they had chang'd voyccs too: 
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, , rm , from arose chat voycc doth ys affray, 

Sl[icc hce hence,with Hunt f-vp to the day, 

UToUe gone,more light and itli ght growes. 

°"°i More light & light,more darke & darkc our woes. 
^ orn ‘ £»ter Madam and Nurfe. 

fl ar . Madam. 

l f YoufLady Mother is comming to your chamber. 
The day i* broke,be wary,looke about, 
fa' Then window let day in,and let life out. 
g L Farewell,farewell,onc kifle and He dclcend. 
lal Arc thou gone fo^Loue,Lord,ay Husband,Friend, 

imuft heare from thee cuery day in the houre, 

Lin a minute there are many dayes, 

0 by this count 1 fhall be much in year es, 
k rC {againc behold my Romeo. 

‘ pom. Farewell: 

Iv»ill omicnooportunitie, 

Thitmay conuey my greetings Liue/o thee. 

/#/. O thinkeft thou we Iball euer meet againe ? 
lm. I doubt it not,and all thefe woe* (ball lerue 
For fweec difeourfes in our time to come. 

Met. O God! I haue an ill Diuining foule, 

Methinkes I fee thee now,thou art fo lowe, 

As one dead in the bottome ofaTombe, 

Either my eye-fight failei,or thou look’ft pale. 

Rom. And truft me Loue,in my eye fo do you: 

Drie forrow drinkes our blood. Adue,aduc. Exit. 

jul. O Fortune,Fortune,all men call thee fickle, 

Ifthou art fickle,what doft thou with him 
That is renown’d for faith ? be fickle Fortune: 

For then I hope thou wilt not keepe him long, 

But fend him backc. 

Enter Mother . 

Lad. HoDaughtcr,areyou vp ? 

/»/: Who ift that calls ? Is it my Lady Mother. 

Is (he not downe fo late, or vp fo early ? 
Whatvnaccuftom’d caufe procures her hither ? 

Lad. Why how now Iuliet ? * 

]nl. Madam I am not well. 

Lad. Eucrmore weeping for your Cozins death i 
What wilt thou walh him from his grauc with teares i 
And ifthou could’ft,thou could’ft not make him liue : 
Thereforehaue done,fotnegriefelhewesmuch of Loue, 
But much of griefe,fhewes ftill lbme want of wit. 
lul. Yet let me wecpe,for fuch a feeling Ioffe. 

Lad. So (ball you feele the Ioffe,but not the Friend 
Which you weepefor. 

Ittl. Feeling fo the Ioffe, %• - 

I cannot chufebut euer weepe the Friend. 

La. Well Gtrle.thou weep’ft not fo much for his death. 
As that the Villaine hues which flaughter’d him. 

Id. What Villaine,Madam? 

Lad. That fame Villaine^<?*»w. fi it 
Id. Villaine and he, be many Miles affunder: 

God pardon.ldoe with all heart: . . . m 

And yet no man like he,doth grieue my heart. 

Lad. That is becaufe theTraitor hues. 

Id. I Madam from the reach of thefe my hands 1 ' 
Would none but I might vengc my Cozins death. 

Lad. We will haue vengeance for it,t'eare thou not. 
Then weepe no more,He fend to one in Mantua , 

Where that fame banilht Run-agate doth liue. 

Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftom’d dram. 

That be (hall foone keepe 7 y bait company: 

And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 


Jul. Indeed I ncuer fhall be fatisfied 
With ‘Rpme *,tiil I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vext s 
Madam if you could find out but a man 
To bcare a poyfon,I would temper it; 

That Romeo (bould vpon rcceit thereof, 

Sooncfleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To hearc him nam’d, and cannot come to him. 

To wrcakeche Loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath (laughter_’d him. 

Mo. Find thou the mcancs, and 1 le find luch a man. 
But now He tell thee ioyfull tidings Gyrlc. 

Iul. And ioy comes well ,in iuchaneedy time. 

What are thcy,befecch your Ladylhip ? 

CMo. WeH,well,thou haft a carefull Father Child? 
One who to put thee from thy heauineffc. 

Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy, 

That thou cxpe«fts not,nor I looke not for. 

Id. Madam jn happy time,what day is this? 

Mo. Marry my Child,early next Thurfday morne. 
The gallant ,young,and Noble Gentleman, 

The Countie raru at Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happily make thee a ioyfull Bride. 

Id. Now by Saint Peters Church,and Peter too. 

He fhall not make me there a ioyfull Brides 

I wonder at this haft.that I mull wed 

Ere he that fhould be Husband comes to woe : 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 

1 will not marrie yct.and when 1 doe, I fweare 
It fhallbe Romeo,whom you know I hate 
Rather then Paris. Thefe are newes indeed. 

Mo. Here comes your Fathcr,tell him fo your fclfe. 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 


c. 


Enter Capulet and liter fe 

Cap, When the Sun fees,the earth doth drizzle daew 
But for the Sunfet of my Brothers Sonne, 

It raincs downright. 

How now ?A Conduit Gyrle,what ftill in teares ? 
Euermorc fhowring in one little body ? 

Thou counterfaits a Barke,a Sea,a Wind: 

For ftill thy eyes,which I may call the Sea, 

Do ebbe and flow with teares,the Barke thy body if 
Sayling in this fait floud.the windcs thy fighes. 

Who raging with the teares and they with them, 
Without a fudden calme will oucr fee 
Thy tempeft toffed body.How now wife? 

Haue you deliuered to her our decree? 

Lady. I fir; . • .- 

But fhe will none,flie giue? you thankes, 

I would the foole were married to her graue. 

Cap. Soft,take me with you,take me with you wifej 
How,will (lie none?doth fhe not giue vs thanks? 

Is fhe not proud?doth (he not coufit her bleft, 
Vnworthy as (heis,that we haue wrought 
So worthy aGentleman,to be her Bridcgtconoe 
Id. Not proud you haue, 

But thankfull that you haue : ' 

Proud can I neuer beof w'hatI haue, 

Buc thankfull etien for hate,that is meant Loue; 

Cap. Hownow ? ' ' 

How now i Chopt Logickc ?|what is this? 

Proud, and I thanke you-.and I th’anke you not, 
Thankeme no thankings.ndr pf dud me no proud*. 

But fettle your fine ioints ’gainft Thurfday next. 


To{ 
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7 °_ XtiTfa Tragedic of%m Ho andfuliet. 

To go with Paris to Saint Peters Church; , Nur. Faith hereit i*7 


Or 1 will drag thee,oil a Hurdle thither. 

Out you grecne ficknefle carrion,out vou baaease. 
You tallow face. ' Dfa 5 

Lady. Fie,fie,what are you mad ? 
lul Good Father,I bcfcech you on my knees 
Heare me with patience,but to fpeakc a word. 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage,difobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what,get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or neuer after lookc me in the face. 

Speakejnot,reply not,do not anfwerc me. 

My fingers itch,wife: we fcarce thought vs bleft, 

That God had lent vs but this onely Child, 

But now I lee this one is one too much. 

And that we haue a curfe in hauing her; 

Out on her Hilding. 

Nur. Godinheauen bleffeher. 

You arc too blame my Lord to rate her Co. 

Fa. And why my Lady wilcdome?hold your tongue. 
Good Prudence.fmatccr with your goflip,go. 

Nur. I fpeake no treafon, 

Father.O Godigoden, 

May not one fpeakc ? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foolc, 

Vtter your grauitic ore a Goffips bowlcs 
For here we need it not. 

La. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad: 

Day ) night,h.oure,tide,time,workc,play, 

Alone in company,Bill my rare hath bin 
To haue her matcht,and hauing now preuided 
A Gentleman ofNoble Parentage, 

Offaire Demeanes.YouthfuU,a«d Nobly Allied, 

Stuft as they fay with Honourable parts. 

Proportion’d as ones thought would wifh a man. 

And then to haue a wretched puling foole, 

A whining mammet,in her Fortunes tender. 

To anfwer,Ile not wed, I cannot Loue: 

I am too young.I pray you pardon me. , i 

But,and you will not wed,lie pardon you. 

Graze where you will.you {hall not heufe with me: 
Looke too’tjthipke on’t,I do not vie to ieft. 

Thurfday is neere.lay hand on heart,aduife. 

And you bemine.lle giue you to my Friend: 

And you benot,h 2 ng,beg,fti;aue > die in the (beets. 

For by my foule,Ile nere acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine fl>all newer do thee good: 

Truft too’t,betf»inke you^le not be forfwprne Exit, 

luli. Is there no pittie Attipg in the Claudes, 

That fees into the bottome of my griefc? . 

O Tweet my MotheOafi me,not away, 

Delay this ipemiagejforambnth.a wctk c > 
jOr ifyou donot,make the Bridail bed 
In that dim Monument where Tybalt lies. . 

Mo. Talkfi pot jto;ij}c,for l ie not fpeakc a word, 

Do as t hou wikjfor lhane^onc with thfe,n Exit. 

: lul. O 

O Nurfc,hovv (hall this be presented ?; JV />,•, 

;My Husband is on earth,my faith in hcaueP, ,.4 

•iowfhall that faith rpysfflo^gaiine^p-eattbi 1 

nleffc thatHHibapd fepfd it.Rn$.ft;om heafien, 

,By leauing earth ?Comfort mejcounfifilc.njeu., 
'Hlacke.alackc.thatheauenfbould pri 6 iife f^ratagct»s 
jVpon fo foff.%fi>bic 6 i: as my i'elfe. 

•What faiftthoui'haftithpu.uptayyord ofioy ?, •. ^ t 
Some comiMt^urfe. 


I 


-fiWfis banilhed,and all the world to noth; 

That he dares nere come backe to challen " n§ » 

Or it he do,it needs muft be b y ftcalth. 8Cy ° U: 

rhen f lnce the cafe fo ftands as now it doth 
I thinkc it beftyou married with the Counfic 
O h:e s a Lously Gentleman: 

Ramses a difli-clout to him: an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo.greenc,fo quickc.fo f a i re an eyo 
As Parts hath,be(hrow my very heart * 

I thmke you are happy in this fecond much 

rorit excels your fir(i:or ifit did not, 1 

Your firft is dead,or ’twerc as good he were 

Asliuinghereandyounovfeofhim. * 

lul. Speakeft thou from thy heart t 
Nur. Andfrommyfoulctoo, 

Or elfe bclhrcw them both. 

JuU Amen. 

Nur. What? 

lul. Wcll,thou haft comforted memarue’lou.n, i 

Goun,andtellmy Lady I am gone, 5muc * 

Hauing difpleafd my Father,to Lawrence Cell 
To make confeflion,and to be abfolu’d. 

Nur, Marrie I will,and this is wifely done, 
lul. Auncient damnation,Omoft wicked fiend! 

II is more fin to wifh me thus forfworne, 

Su t0 c n pr ? ife my Lor<J with that ^me tongue 
VV Inch fhc hath prail’d him with aboue compare 

So many thoufand times? Go Counlcllor, ’ 

Thou and my bofom ehenchfotth (hall be twaine* 

He to the Frier to know his remedie. 

If all elfe faile,my fclfc hauepower to die. Em 

Enter Frier and Countie Paris. 

Eri. On Thurfday firrthccime is very fhort, 

Par. My Father Capulet will haue it To, 

And I am nothing flow to flack his haft. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies mind? 

Vneuen is the courfe.I like it not. 

Pa. Immoderately (he wcepes for Tybalts death 
And therfore haue I little talke of Loue, 

For Fsntu fmiles not in a houfe of teares*. 

Now fir,her Father ounts it dangerous 
That Che doth giue her forrow fo muchfway: 

And in his wifedome,hafts our marriage. 

To flop the inundation of her teares, 

Whichitoo much minded by her felfc alone. 

May be put from her by focietie. j • 

Now doe you know the realon of this haft? 

Fri. I would I knew not why h Ihould be flow’d. 
Looke fir,here comes the Lady towards roy Cell. 

Enter Miet. 

Par. Happily met,my Lady and my wife. 
lul. That may be fir, when hmay be a wife. 

Par. That may be,moft be Loue,on Thurfday next 
lul. What muft be (hail be. m*- : 

Fri. That’s a cettainctcxr.:. ' .xltir 
Par. Comeyou to make confdTion to this Father? 
lul. .To atifwere that,I Ihould confeffe to you. 

Pur.. Do not denie to him,that you Loue me. 
lul. I will confeffe to you that I Lone him. 

Par. So will ye,I am furc that you Loue me. 
lul. If I do fo,it will be of more price, 

Benig {poke behind your backe, then to your face. 

Par. Poore foule.tby face is much abuf'd with tear< 

Mi. 1 
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: ° f 11 Thou wrong’ft it more then teares with that report 
{/ That b no ilaunder fir.whi ch is a truth, 

‘ H ' , ^ inake I fpake it to thy lace. 

^ Th V face is mine,and thou haft {hundred 
f/ It may be fo,forit is not mine owns. 
lr , you at leiiurc,Holy Father now, 

fill I come to you at cuenmg; Mafic ? 

• My leifurc fettiesame penfiue daughter now. 

I ord you muft intreat the time alone. 

K l ° Godfhcild: 1 fliould d;ffutbc-Deuotion, 
tin on Thurfday early wili lrowicyee, 
rUthen aduc,and keepe this holy kii-e. Exit Parts. 

I I o ftnit the doore.and when thou haft oone lo, 

Goiewcepe with me.oaft hope, r aft care,part hclpe. 

fri. O Mi it,l alveadie knovv thy grtete, 
i.ftreanics me paft the compafle of my wits: 
heart thou muft and nothing may prorogue it, 

/v,Thurfday next be married to this Countie, 

lul. Tell me not Frier that thou heareft of this, 

VnlcfTc thou tell roeihow I preuenc ic: 

Ifinthy wifedomc,thou canftgiuenohclpe, 

Do thou but call my rclolution wife, 

Und with’ his knife, lie hclpe it prefently. > 

Go( j joyn'd my heart,and Romeos,xX\o\\ our hands, 

And ere this hand bythce to Romeo feal'd: 

Shill be the Labcll to another Deede, i 
Or my true heart with trecherous reuolt, 

Tnrne to another.this {lull flay them both : 

Therefore out ofihy long expetien’ft time, 

Giue me fomeprefent counleil,or behold 
Twixt'my extreames and m?,thi$bI>ody knife 
Shall play the vmpecre,arbitrating that. 

Which thecomituflion of thy yeares and art. 

Could to noilToe of true Honour bring : 

Be not fo long to fpeak, 1 longjo die, 

Ifwhat thou fpeak ft,fpeake ooc of remedy. 

Fri. Hold DaaghtCi .I doe fpie a kind ofhope. 

Which craues as defperate an execution, 

Asthat is defperate which we would preuent. 

Jfirather then ro nrsrvie Countie Paris 

Thou haft the ftrength ofwill to ftay thy felfc. 

Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
Athinglike death to chide away this (hame, 

That coap’ft with death himfelte.to fcape fro it: 
Andifthou dat’ft,Ile giue thee remedie. 

hi. Oh bid medeape,rather then marrie Paris, 

From of ihcBattlcments of any T ower, 

Orwalke in thceuifh waics.or bid me lurke 
Where Serpents are : chaineme with roaring Bearcs 
Or hide me nightly in a Charneil houfe, 

Orecouered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
Withreckie fiiankcs and yellow chappels fculls: 
Orbidme go into anew made graue. 

And hide me with a dead man in his graue , 

Things that to heare them told,haue made me tremble. 
And l will doe ic without feare or doubt, 

Toliuean vnftained wife to my fweet Loue. 

Fri. Hold then: goehome be merrie,,giueconfcnt. 
To marrie Paris : wenfday is tomorrow, 

Tomorrow night looke that thou lie alone, 
LcttiocthyNurfe lie with thee in thy Chamber: 

Take thou this Violl being then in bed. 

And this diddling liquor deinke thou off. 

When prefently through all thy vcines (hall run. 


A cold and drowfie humour: for no pulfc 
Shall keepe his r.atiue progrefie,but furccafe: 

No warmth,no breath {hail teftifie thou liueft, 

The Rofes in thy lips and cheekes fhall fade 0 
To many aflhes.the eyes windowes fall 
Like death when he (hut vp the day oflife: 

Each part depriu’d offupplc gouernment. 

Shall ftiffe and ftatke,and cold appearelike death. 

And in this borrowed likenefle of fhrunke death 
Thou (halt continue two and forty houres, 

And then awake,as from a plealant fleepe. 

Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes, 

To rowle thee from thy bed .there art thou dead : 

Then as the manner of our country is, 

In thy beft Robes vneouer’d on the Becre, 

Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds graue: 
phou (halt be borne to that fame ancent vault. 

Where all the kindred of the Capufets lie. 

In she meanc time againft thou ihalt awake, 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift, 

And hither fhall he come.andthat very night 
Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Mantua. 

And this (hall Free thee from this prelent (hame. 

If no inconftant toy nor womanilh feare. 

Abate thy valour in the ailing ir. 

lul. Giue me,giue me,0 tell not me ofcare. 

Fri. Hold get you gnnc,be ftrong and prolperous: 

In this refoIue,!le fend a Frier with ipced 
To Mantua with my Letcers to thy Lord. 

Ju. Loue giue me ftrength, 

And ftrength (hall helpe afford: 

Farewell dcare fathe’r. Exit 

Enter Father Capulet, Mother , Nurfe, and 
Serving menjtwo^or three. 

Cap. So many guefts inutte as here arc writ. 

Sirrah,go lure me twenty cunning Cooke*. 

5*r.^You fhall haue none ill fir, for He trie if they can 
licke their fingers. 

Cap. How canft thou trie them fo? 

Ser. Marrie fir,’tis an ill Cooke that cannot Vickehh 
owne fingers i therefore he that cannot licke his fingers 
goes not wich me. 

Cap. Go be gone.we (hall be much vnfurnifht for this 
time : what i* my Daughter gone to Frier Latvrencef 
Nur. Iforfooth. 

Cap. Well he may chance to do fome good on her, 

A peeuiih felfe-wild harlotry it is. 

Enter luliet. 

Nur. See where (he comes from Ihrift 

With merrie looke. 

Cap. How now my headftrong. 

Where haue you bin gadding ? 

lul. Where I haue learn: me to repent the fin 
Of difobedient oppofnion ; 

To you and your behefts,and am enioyn’d 
By holy Lawrence ,to fall proftratehere, 

To beg your p3rdon:pardon I befeech you. 
Henceforward I am euer rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the Countie,goe tell him of this, 
lie haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 

lul, I met the youthfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 

And gaue him whatbecomed Loue I might. 

Not ftepping ore the bounds ofmodeftie. 

Cap. Why I am glad on’qthis is well,ftand vp. 
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The Tragedie 


This it as’t fliould be,let me fee the County: 

I naarric go I fay .and fetch him hither. 

Now afore God.this reueren'd holy Frier, 

AH our whole Citcie is much bound to him. 

/»/. Nurfc will you goe with me into my Clofct, 

To helpe me fort fuch necdtull ornaments. 

As you thinke fit to fornifh me to morrow? 

Mo. No not till Thurfday.therc’s time inough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe.go with her, 

Wecle to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt /uliet and Nurfe, 
Mo, Wefhall be fhortinourprouifion 
’Tis now neere night. 

Fa. Tufh.I will ftirreabout. 

And all things (hall be well, I warrant thee wife: 

Gothou to lultet ,helpe to deckevp her, 

He not to bed to night,let me alone: 
lleplay the hufwifeforthis once. What ho ? 

They are all forth,well I will walke my fclfc 
To Countie parts, to prepare him vp 
Againft to morrow,my heart is wondrous light, 

Since this fame way-ward Gyrle is fo reclaim'd. 

Exeunt Father and Mother* 

Enter luliet and Nurfe. 

Ini. I thofe attires are befl,but gentle Nurfe 

11 pray thee Icaue me to my fclfc to night: 

For 1 haue need ofmany Oryfons, 

To moue the heauen, to fmile vpon my flatc. 

Which well thou know’ft,is crofle and full of fin. 

Enter CMother. 

Mo . What are you bufic hoPneed you my help ? 

Ini. No Madam, wc hauecul’d fuch neceflarics 
As are bchoouefull for our ftace to morrow: 
Sopleafeyou.lctmenowbcleft alone; i 
And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you, 

For I am futc.you haue your hands full all. 

In this fo fudden bufinefle. 

Mo. Goodnight. 

Get thee to bed and reft,for thou halt need. Exeunt, 
M. Farewell: 

God knowes when we ftiall mcete againc. 

I haue a faint cold feard thrills through my vcines. 

That almoft freezes vp the heate of fire: 
lie call them backe 3gaine to comfort me. 

Nurfe, what fhould fhc do here 1 
My difmall Sceane,I needs muft a& alone: 

Come Viall,what if this mixture do not workcat all? 

Shall I be married then to morrow morning ? 

No, no, this Hull forbid it. Lie thou there. 

What if it be a poy fon which the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniftred to haue me dead. 

Lead in this marriage he Ihould be difhonour'd, 

Becaufe he married me before to Romeo ? 

I feare it is-,and yet me thinkes it fhould not. 

For he hath ftill bcene tried a holy man, 

How,ifwhcnT am laid into the Tombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me? There’s a feareful}point; 

Shall I not then be Rifled in the Vault } 

To whofe foule mouth no healthfome ayre breaths in, 

And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes. 

Or if! liue,is it not very like. 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

T ogether with the terror of the place. 

As m a Vaulce,an ancient receptacle. 


ofTyneo and Juliet. RUPI 

\ Where for thefe many hundred r r— 

| Of all my buried Aunceftors ate pack*** b ° ne * "" 
Where bloody Tybalt net. but pJ-rn* • ’ 

Lies feftring in his IWd.where as £2^ 

Al/t me , h0 U rC - C n ‘S hc >Spiriurefer ^ * 
Alacke,alacke,is it not like that I 1 ’ 

a° TJ y " akin g’ what "*h loathfome find. 

And fhnkcs like Mandrakes tornc out 0 f J * 

That lining mortalls hearing thcm,ru n m .J C ear,h > 

O if I W3lke,fhall I not bediftraugh"* 
Inuironed with all thefe hidious fcares’ 

And madly play with my forefathers ioynt, > 

And plucke the mangled Tybalt from hi* ft ‘ 

And in this rage,with fome great& d ? 

A* (with a club)dafh out my dcfpcrateb ra b ° ne » 

O looke,mc thinks I fee my Cozins Ghoft 
Scektng out Romeo that did fpit his body ’ 

Vpon my Rapiers point: flay Tybalt,\ flay. 

Romeo,Romeo fR^meo, here’s drinke: I drmke to t h ce 

Enter Lady of the honfeytnd Nurfe, 

Lady. Hold, 

I Take thefe keies,and fetch more fpicesNurfe 

Nur. 1 hey call for Daces and Quinces in the paft r! . 
Enter old Catulet. r *' 

Cap. Come,flir,ftir,flir, 

The fecond Cocke hath Crow’d, 

TheCurphew Bell hath rung/cis three a docke: 
Looke to the baktc meates ; good Angelica, 

Spate not for coft. 

Nur. Go you Cot>queane,go, 

Get you to bed,faith youle be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

( Cap, Nonota whit:wha:?Ihauewatchtcrenovv 
All night for lefle caufc,and nere beene fickc. 

La. \ you haue bin a Moufe-hunt in your time, 

But I will watch yoi/ from ftch watching now. 

j ■ _ Exit Lady aniNttrf. 

Cap. A iealous hood.a iealous hood, 

Now fellow.whac there ? 

Enter three or fare with fpit j,and logt,a»d baskets. 

Ftl, Things for thcCookcfir,but 1 knownotwhat. 
^Cap. Make haft, make half, firrah, fetch drier Logs. 
Call Peter ,he will fhew thce where they arc. 

Eel. I haue a head fir, that will find out logs, 

And neuer trouble Peter for the matter. 

Cap. Mafle and well fad,a merric horfon,ha, 

Thou (halt be loggerhead; good Father,’tis day. 

Flap 

TheCountie will be here with Muficke ftraight, 

For fo he faid he would,I heare him neere, 

Nurfe,wife,what ho?what Nurfe I fay ? 

Enter Nurfe. 

Go waken luliet,go and trim her vp, 

He go and chat with/ , 4rif:hie,make haft, 

Make haft,the Bridcgroome,he is come already: 

Make haft I fay. 

Nur. Miftris,what Miftris?/#//cc?FaftI warrant her Ike. 
Why Lambe,why Lady<fic you fluggabed. 

Why Loue I fay?Madam,fvstet heart: why Bride P 
What not a word ? You take your peniwotths now, 
Sleepe for »weeke,for the next night I warrant 
TheCountie Paris hath fet vp his reft* 

That you ftial! reft but little,God forgiue me : 

Marrie and Amen: how fount! is flie a fleepc ? j 
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Irouftneedswake her:Madam.Madam,Madam, 

I let the Countic take you in your bed, 

Heele fright you vp yfaith. .Will it not be ? 
uftiat drcft.and hi your cloches,and downe againc i 
inwftneeds wake you : Lady,Lady,Lady i 
^la,,alas,helpe,helpe.my Ladycs dead. 

Oh wfcladay.thac euer I was borne. 

Some Aqua-vitae ho,m,y Lordly Lady i 
fyfo. What noile is heere ? Enter Mother. 

Nur. O lamentable day. 

,jMo. What is the matter,? ... 

Nur. Looke,looke,oh heauic day. 

1 wo. O me,Ome,my Child.ir.y oncly life: 

Rcuiue,looke vp,or I will die with thee : 

Helpe,helpe.call helpe. 

Enter Father. . 

Fa. For fliamc bring lultet forth,her Lord is come. 
Nur. Sbee’s dcad;deceaft,fliec’s dcadtalackc the day. 
21, Alacke theday.ftiec's dead,(hoc s dead,fhcc s dcao. 
Fa. Ha? Let me fee her:out alas flice’scold. 

Her blood is fctled and her ioynts arc ftifle : 

Life and thefe lips haue long bene iep crated: 

Death lies on her like an vneimely froft 
Vpon the' fweteft flower of all the field. 

Nur. O Lamentable day 1 
Mo. O wofuil time. 

Fa. Death chat hath tar.e herheLHe to make mewaile. 
Ties vp my tongue, and will.not let me fpeakc. 

Enter Frier and the Countie. 

Fri, Come,is the Bride ready to go to Church ? 

Fa. Ready to go,but neuer torcturne, 

0 Sonne,the night before thy wedding day, 

Hath death laine with thy wife: there ftic lies, 

Flower as (he was,deflo\vred by him. 

Death is my Sonne in taw,death is.my Hcire, 

My Daughter he hath wedded, I wiiho’ic. 

And leaue him all life liuirrg,ail is deaths. 

Pa. Haue I thought long to fee chi* mornings face. 
And doth it giuc me luch a fight as this ? 

7 Mo. Accur’fljvnhappie,wretched hatcfull day, 

Moftt mifcrablc.houre.that ere time law 
In frfting Iab ourofhisPdgrimage. 

But one.poote one.one poore and louing Child, ^ 
But one thing to reioycc and lolace in. 

And crueil death hath catclvt it from my fight. 

Nur, O wo,0 wofull.wofull.wofullcay, 

Moft lamentable day.raoft wolull day. 

That euer,euer,I did yet behold. 

0 day.O day,0 day,0 hatcfull day, 

Neuer was leene fo blacke a day as this : 

0 wcfull day, O wofuil day. 

Pa. Beguildjduiorced^wronged.fpightediflaine, 
Moft dcteftable death by thee beguil'd. 

By cruc^l.cruell thee. quite oucrtlnownc : 

0loue,01 ifejnotlife,but; loue in death. 

^ Fat. l'>efpi i s , d,diftreiTcd s Katt'd ! martii’d,kird, 
Vnco^ifortabie tiipe,why cam’fl thou now 
To rr.urther, Biurtlier our foleh'.nitie ? 

0Child,O Cbildjtny foule,and not my Child, 

Dead art thou, alacke my Child is dead, 

And"wiih my Chilli,rhy-ioy'esare buried. 

r ri. Peace irofor ft>3me,eonfijfions: Care lines nbt 
Inthele confuftons,heatien andyourfelfc ' • 

Had part in this fare Maid.now heauenhath all. 

And all the better is it for OiftMaid :, 
i ourpart in her,you could Hot kcepc from death, 


But heauen keepeshis part ineternali life: 

The moft you fought was her promotion. 

For’twas your heauen,{he ftiouldft be aduan'ft, 

And weepe ye now.feeing (he is aduan’ft 
Aboue the Clouaes.as high as Heauen it felfe# 

O in this loue, you loue your Child fo ill. 

That you run mad,feeing that flic is well .* 

Shee’s not well married,that liues married long. 

But flbcc’s beft married,that dies married yong. 

Drie vp your tcares.and ftickc your Rolemarie 
On this fare Coarfe.and as the cuftomc is, 

And in her beft array beare her to Church s 
For though fome Nature bids all vs lament. 

Yet Natures teares are Rcafons merriment. 

Fa. AU.tbings ih.it we ordained Fcftiuall, 

Turnc from their office to blacke Funetall: 

Our inftrumentsto roclancholy Bells, 

Our w edding cheare,co a fad buriail Feaft: 

Our foIemneHyrnnes.to fullen Dyrges change: 

O.rr Bridall flowersferue for a buried Coarfe: 

And a// things changethenuo thecontrarie. 

Fri. Sir go you in ; ar.d Madam,go with him. 

And go fir Parts ,euery one prepare 
To follow this fare Coarfe vnto her graue : 

The heiucns do 1'oWrc vpon vou,for fome ill: 

Moue them no more.by crofting their high will. Exeunt 
Mu. Faith we may put vp our Pipes and be gone, 
Nur. Honeft goodfellowes * Ahpnr vp.pat vp. 

For well you know,this is a pitiful! cafe. 

Mu. i by my troth,the caic may be amended. 

Enter Peter. 

Fet. Mufitions.ohMufidons, 

Hearts cafe,hearts cafe, 

0 ,and you will haue me liue,play hearts eafe. 

Mu. Why hearts eafe; '* * 

Pet. O Mufitions, V 

Bccaufe my heart it felfe plaies,my heart is full. 

Mu. Not a dump wc, ’tis no tia:c to plav now. 

Pet. You will not then ? 

Mu, No. 

■ Pet. 1 will then giuc it you foundly. 

Mu. What will you giuc vs ? . - 

Pet. No money on my fath.but the glccke. 

1 will giuc you the Minftrell, 

Mu. Then will I giueyou theScruing creature. 

Peter. Then will I lay the feruing Creatures Dagger; 
on your pate.J will carie no Crochets,He Re you,He Fa \ 
you,do you note me / - 

Mu And you Re vs,and Fa vs,you Note vs. 
iM. Pray you put vp your Dagger, 

Andput out your wit, j 

Then haue at you with my wir. 

Peter. 1 will dric-beate you with an yron wir. 

And put vp my yron Dagger. 

Aniwere me like men : 

When griping-griefes the heart doth wound, then Mu- 
fickewith her filucr found. ' * 

Why fil uer found? why Muficke with her filuer found? 
what fay you Simon Catling ? 

Mu. Mary.fir,becauf?filuerh^th a fweetfound. 

Pet. Prate ft,what lay you Hugh Rebicke ? 

fay filuer found,becaufe Mufn ions found for fil. 
Pet. Pratcft to,wfiat fay you lames Sound-Pojl ? (uer 
$.UWu. Faith 1 know not what to fay, 

Fft .0 1 cryyptr mercy .you aretbe Singer. 

I will fay for you; it is Muficke with her filuer found, 
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Becaufe Mufitions haue no gold for founding 
Then Mufickc with her filucr found with fpccdyhelpe 
doth lend redreffe. ’ Exit, 

Mu. What a peftilent knaue is this fame i 
7H. z. Hang him lackc, come wcelc in here, tarriefor 
the Mourners,and It ay dinner. Exit. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. If I may truft the flattering truth of fleepe. 

My dreames prefage fomc ioyfull newes at hand; 

My bofomesL.fus lightly in his throne: 

And all thisan day an vccuftom’d fpirit, 

Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 

(Strange dreame that giues a dead man lcaue to thinke,) 
And breath’d fuch life with kifles in my lips, 

That I reuiu’d and was an Empcrour. 

Ah me,how fweet is loue it felfe pofleft, 

When but loucs fhadowes arc i'orich in ioy. 

Enter Romeo’s man. 

Newes from Verona ,how now 13ahhaz.tr} 

Doft thou not bring me Letters from theFrier* 

How doth my Lady ? Is my Father well i 
How doth my Lady Iuliet ? that I aske againe, 

For nothing can be ill,if ftie be well. 

Man. Then fhe is well,and nothing can be ill. 

Her body fleepcs in Cape/t Monument, 

And her immortall part with Angels liue, 

I faw her laid low in her kindred* Vault, 

And prcfcntly tooke Poftc to tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did lcaue it for my office Sir. 

Rem. Is it cucn fo ? 

Then I denie you Starre*. 

Thou kno weft my lodging,get me inke and paper. 

And hire Poft-Horfes,I will hence to night. 

Man. I do befeech you fir,hauepatience: 

Your lookes are pale and wild,and do import 
Somemifaduenture. 

Rom. Tufh,thou art deceiu’d, 

Lcaue me,and do the thing I bid thee do. 

Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. No my good Lord. 

Exit Man. 

Rom. Mo matter: Get thee gone. 

And hyre thofe Horfcs, He be w«h thee ftraight. 

Well Juliet ,I will lie with thee tonight: 

Lets fee for meanes: O mifehiefe thou art fwift. 

To enter in the thoughts ofdefperate men: 

I do remember an Appothecarie, 

And here abouts dwells,which late I noted 
In tattred weeds,with ouerwhelmingbrowes. 

Culling of SimpleSjtTKager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to thebones ; 

And in hi* neediefltop aTortoyrshung, 

An Allegater ftuft,and other skins 
Of ill fhap’d fifties,and about his ihelues* 

A beggerly account oferoptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots,Bladders, and muftie feedes,' 
Remnants ofpackthred,and old cakes ofRofes 
Were thinly fcattcred 5 to make vp a (hew. 

Noting this penury,to my felfe I faid. 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe faie is perfent death in Mantua, 

Here liues a Caitiffe wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but forc»run my need. 

And this fame needic man muft fell it me. 
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A* I remcmb P r,this fliould be the hcnffT 
Being holy day,the beggers ftiop is fhut. 

What ho> Appothccaric ? 

Enter j4pp$tbecaric* 
sipp. Who callus fo low’d ? 

Rom. Come hither man, ] f ec that thou artr, n 
Hold,there is fortie Duckets.lct me haue ^° 0re » 

A dramofpoyfon,fuch foone fpeeding gesr- 
As will difperfe it felfe through all the veines * 

That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead, * 

And that the Trunke may be difeharg’d of breatk 
As violently,as haftie powder fier’d * 

Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wonibe. 

^pp. Such mortall drugs 1 haue,but t 

Is death to any he, that vtters them. t sw 
Rom. Art thou fo bare and full ofwretchedn <r 
And fear'ft to die ? Famine is in thy chcekcs ' 
Need and opreflion ftarueth in thy eyes, * 
Conccmpt and beggery hangs vpon thy backs i 
The world is not thy friend,nor the worldslayv; 

The world affords no law to make thee rich. 

Then be not poorc.butbreake it,and take thi*. 

Jpp. My poucrty,but not my will confents. 

Rom. 1 pray thy pouerty,and not thy will. 
jjpp. Put this in 3oy liquid thing you will 
And drinke it off.and ifyouhad theftrength 
Of twenty men,it would difpatch you ftraight, 

Rom. There’s thy Gold, 

Worfe poyfon to mens foules, 

Doing more murcher in this loathfome world, 

Then thefe poore compounds that thou maieft not fell, 

I fell thee poyfon,thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell,buy food,and get thy felfe in flefli. 

Come Cordiall,and not poyfon,go with me 
To Juliett graue,for there rouft 1 yfc thee. 


Extent. 


John. 


Enter Frier John to-Frier Lawrence. 

Holy Erancifcan Frier,Brother,ho ? 

Enter Frier Lawrence. 

Law, This fame fhotild be fhe voice ofFrier/oiv. 
Welcome from tJUantua ,what fayes Romeo ? 
Orifhismindbcwrit.giuemchis Letter. 

John. Going to find a bare-foote Brothcrour, 
One ofotirordertoaffociateme. 

Here in this Citie vifiting the fick, 

And findin^him,the Searchers of the T ovine 
SufpedVmg that we both were inahoufe 
Where the infc&ious peftilence didraign?. 

Scal’d vp the doores,and would not let vs forth, 

So that my fpeed to Mantua there was (laid. 

Law. Who bare my Letter then to Rome*} 

John. I could not fend it,here it i* againe, 

Nor get a meffenger to bring it thee. 

So fcarefull were they of infetlion. 

Law. Vnhappie Fortune: by my Brotherhood 
The Letter was not nice,but full of charge, 

Of deare imporc,and the neglc£fing it 
May dornuch danger: Frier John go hence. 

Get me an Iron Crow,and bring it ftraight 
Vntomy Ceil. 

John. Brother lie go and bring it rhee. 

Law. Now muft l to cbeMomiment alone, 
Within thi* three lioures willfiire/*<//** wake. 

Shee will beflirew me much rhat Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents: 

But l will write againe to Mantua, 


Exit. 


Ait 


<^7^1 hcTIt my Cell till Romeo come, 
p"or< lining Coat fe,cJos’d in a dead mansTombe, 


The Tragedie ofJJwneo and Juliet. 


71 


Exit. 


Enter Paris and his Poge. 


par. Giue me thy Torch Boy, hence and ftand aloft. 
Vet put it out.for I woul J not be ieene : 

Vndcrvond youngTrecs lay thee all along, • 

Holding thy earc dofc to the hollow ground, 

<;o(hall no foot vpon thcChmchyard tread, 

Being loofe.vnfirtne with digging vp of Graues, 
g llt thou (halt hcare it.-whiffle then to me, 

Ki Agnail that thou hcareft fomc thing approach, 

Q\ac me thofe flowers. Do as I bid thee,go. 


page. 


ilfoialmoft afraid to ftand alone 


Here in the Churchyard,yet I will aduenture. 

/’d.Swcet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed Iftrew: 
0 «oc,thy Canopic is duft and ftor.es, 

Which with fweet water nightly I will dewe. 

Or wanting that,with teares deftil’d by mones} 
Theobfcquies that I for thee will keepe, 

Nightly ftiall be,to ftrew thy grauc, and wcepe. 

b ' irhiftlc Boy. 

The Boy giues warning,fomeching doth approach, 

What curled foot wanders this waye* to night, 
po croffe my obfequics,and true loues right t 
What with a Torch ? Muffle me night a while. 

Enter Romeo,and Peter. 

Rom. Giue me that Mattocke,& the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter.early in the morning 
See thou deliuer it to my Lord and Father, 

Giue me the light; vpon thy life I charge thee. 

What ere thou hear’ft or feeft,ftand all aloofe. 

And do not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death, 
ispartly to behold my Ladies face: 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 

A precious Ring: a Ring that I muft vfe. 

In deare employment,therefore hence be gone : 

But ifthou icalous doft recugpe to prie 
In what I further fhall intend to do. 

By heauen I will teare thee loynt by ioynt. 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs i 
The time,and my intents arc fauage wilde: 

More fierce and more inexorable farre, 
ThenemptieTygcrsjor the roaring Sea. 

Pet. I will be gone fir,and not troubl e you 
Re. So fhalt thou fhew me friend fhip :t 3 ke thou that, 
Liue and be profpcrous,and farewell good fellow'. 

Pet. For all this fame,lie hide me here about. 

His lookes I feare,and his intents I doubt. 

^ Rom. Thou dctcftable mnwe.thou wombe of death. 
Gorg'd with the deareft morfell of the earth: 

Thus {enforce thy rotten Iawes to open, 

And in defpight,Ilc cram thee with more food. 
r J >Ar ‘ ' s t ^ 13t baniftn haughtie Mount ague. 

That murdred my Loues Cozin; with which griefe. 

It is fuppofed the fairc Creature died. 

And here is come to do fbmc villanous fbamc 
o the dead bodies: I will apprehend him* 
itop thy vnhallowed toylc^tle Mountaoue : 

~ an vengeance be purfued further then deaths 
ondcmnrd vallaine.I do apprehend thee. 

Ubey and go with me,for thou muft die. 


Rom. 1 muft indced,andtherfoic came I hither: 

Good gentle youth,tempt not a defperate man, 

Flic hence and leaue mc,thinke vpon thofegone. 

Let them affiight thee. 1 befccch thee Youth, 

Put not an other fin vpon my head. 

By vrging me to furic. O be gone. 

By heauen I loue thee better then my felfe. 

For I come hither arm’d a gain ft my felfe: 

Stay not.be gonc,liuc,ar»d hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bid thee run away, 

Par. I do defiethy commiffcration. 

And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou protiokc me i Then haue at thee Boy 
Pet. O Lord they fight,I will go call the Watch. 

Pa. O I am flaine.if thon be mcrcifull, 

Open the T ombe.lay me with Juliet. 

Rom. In faith I wi!l,lct me perufe this face: 

Mcrcutius kinf(T)an,Noblc Countie Paris, 

Whatfaid my man, when my betofled foule 
Did not attend him a* we rode ? I thinke 
He told tne Paris fliould haue married Juliet. 

Said he not fo ? Or did I dreame it fo ? 

Or am I mad,hearing him talkc of Juliet , 

To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand, 

One,writ with me in fowrc misfortunes booke. 
lie buric thee in a triumphant gtaue. 

A Graue; Ono,a Lanthomc; flaughtred Youth i 
For here lies Juliet ,and her beautie makes 
This Vault a feaftmg prefence fall of light. 

Death lie thou thcrc,by a dead man intcr’d. 

How oft when men are at the poinc of death, 

Haue they beene merrie? Which their Keepers call 
A lightning before death ? Oh how may 1 
Call this a lightning ?0 my Loue,my Wife, 

Death that hath ftukt the honey of thy breath, 

Hatli had no power yet vpon thy Beautie: 

Thou are not conquer’d ; Beauties enfigne yet 
Is Crymfon in thy lips,and in thy chcckes. 

And Deaths pale flagis notaduanced there. 

Tybalt thou there in thy bloudy fheet ? 

O what more fauour can 1 do to thee, 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twainc. 

To funder his that was thy enemie ? 

Forgiue me Cozen. Ah dearc Juliet'. 

Why art thou yet fofaire ?I will bdeeue. 

Shall I bc!eeue,thac vnfubftanciall death is amorous P 
And that the lcane abhorred Mor.fter keepe* 

Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 

For feare of that,I ftill will ftay with thee. 

And neuer from this Pallace of dym night 
Depart againetcoroe lie thou in imy armes, 

Hccrc’s to thy health.whereere thou tumbled in. 

O true Appothecarie! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiflc I die. 

Depart againe; here,here will I remaine. 

With Wormes that are thy Chambermaides: Ohere 
Will l fet vp my ettcflafting reft: 

And fhake the yoke of inatifpicious ftarres 
From this world* wearied flefli tEyeslookeyour laft • 
Armes take your laft embrace; Andlips.Oyou 
The doores of breath,fcale with a righteous kifle 
A datcleffe bargaine to ingroftjng death: 

Cr.mc bitter condu<ft,come vnfauoury guide. 

Thou defperare P;lot,now at once run on 
Fhe dafliing Rocks,thy Sea-ficke wcaric Barke % 

Hsere’s to my Loue. O true Appothecary: 

gg* Thy ) 
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The Tragedie of'Romeo and Juliet. 


Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiffc I die. 

| . Enter Frier with Lant borne, Crow,and Spade. 

I jFri . St. Francis be my fpced.how oft to night 

old feet Humbled at graue* ?Who’s there? 
man. Here’s onc,aFriend,& one that knowesyou well. 
Fri. Bhffc be vpon you. Tell me good my Friend 
What Torch isyond that vainely lends his light 
Tgrubs,and eyclcfle Sculles ?.As I difeerne. 

It burneth in the Cupels Monument. 

Man. It doth fo holy fir, 

And there’s my Mafler,one that you louc. 

Fri. Who is it? 

Man. Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he bin there? 

(JMan. Full halfc an houre. 

Fri. Go with me to the Vault. 

Man. I dare not Sir. 

My Maftcr knowes not but I am gone hence. 

And fcarcfully did menace me with death, 

If I did Hay to lookc on his entents. 

Fri. Stay,then He go alone,fcares comes vpon me, 

O much I fcaire fome ill vnluckie thing. 

Man. As I did fleepc vnder this young tree here, 

I dreamt my maifier and another fought. 

And that my Maiiler flew him. 

Fri. Romeo. 

Alacke, 3 kckc,what blood is this which Haines 
The ftortyentrance of this Sepulcher ? 

What meane thele Maflerle{Te,and goarie Swords 
To lie difeoiour’d by this place of peace ? 

Romeo,o h pale : who elfe?whac Paris too ? 

And fleept in blood i Ah what an vn knd houre 
Is guilcie of this lamentable chance? 

The Lady Hirs. 

Td. O comfortable Frier, where’s my Lord? 

I do remember well where 1 Hould be: 

And there I am,where is my Romeo J 

Fri. I hearc fomcnoyfe Lady,come from thatneH 
Of death,contagion,and vnnacurall flcepc, 

A greater power then we C3n contradidl - 
Hath thwarted our entents,come,come away. 

Thy husband in thy bofomc there lies dead: 
AndP^niftoorcomcIle difpofe ofthee, 
AmongaSiflcrhood ofholy Nunncs: 

Stay not to quefiion,for the w atch is comming. 

Come,go good Idiet,l dare no longer H ay. Exit. 

Ini. Go get thee hertce,for I will nctuaway. 

What’s here? A cup clos’d in my true la:es hand? 
Poyfon I fee hath' bin his timelcfie end 
O churle,drinke all?and left no friendly drop. 

To helpe me after,I will ki.fle thy lips, 

Happlie fome pb yfon yet d6th hang on them, 

Tomake me die wtharefloratiue. 

Thy lips arc w^rmc. 

Enter Boy and Watch. 

Lead Bcy,which way i 
/»}. Yea noife? 

Then ile be brjefe. O happy Dagger. 

’Tis in thy Hieath,there ruH ; and let me die Kilsherfelfe. 

"Boy. This|sReplace, 

There where thcTorch dotbburne 
Watch. The ground is bloody. 

Search about the Churchyard. 

Go fomc of you,who ere you find attach. 

Pittifull fightjhere lies the Coumic Haine, 

And Inlied bleeding,warme and newly dead 


W ho here hath lainc theft two dayes buried " r - > 

Go tell the Princc,runnc to the Capdets, 

Raifc vp the Meuntagves, feme others fea’rch 
We fee the ground whereon thefe woes do l’y e 
But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes ’ 

Wc cannot without circumfiancedefcry. ’ 

Inter Romeo*sman. 

Watch. Here’s Romeo'r man, 

We found him in the Churchyard. 

Con. Hold him in fafety, till the Prince come hith 
Enter Frier,an d another Watchman. " Cr ' 

3. Wat. Here is a Frier that cremb)es,fighcs and w „. 
We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him 
As he was comming from this Church-yard fide ’ 
Con. A great fufpition,flay the Frier toq^ 1 ’ 
Enter the Prince. 

Prin. What msfaduenture is fo eardy vp s 
That calls our perfon from our mornings reft? 

Enter Capulet and his Wife. 

Cap. What {hould it be that they fo fhrike abroad? 
ITife. O the people in the ftreete crie Rome*. 

Some Juliet nd fome Parish nd all runne 
With open outcry toward out Monument. 

Prin What fcare is this which ftar tics in your eares? 
IFat. Soucraigne,here lies the Countie TV/* (lain* 
And Romeo dead,and Juliet dead before, 

Warme and new kil’d, 

Prin. Search, 

Sceke,and know how f this foule murder comes. 

Wif. Here is a Frier,and Slaughter’d Romeos man, 
With Inftrumcnts vpon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens Tombes, 

Cap. Oheaucn! 

O wife lookc how o^y Daughter blecdes! 

This Dagger hath miftainCjfbr loe his houfc 
Is empty on the backc of Montague, 

And is mifheathed in my Daughters bofome. 

Wife. O me,this fight of death,is as a Bell 
That wathes my old age to a Sepulcher. 

Enter Mount ague. : 

Pri . Come Mount ague fio r thou art early vp 
To fee thy Sonne and Heirc/now early downe. 

Moun . Alas my liege,my wife is dead tonight, 
Griefe of my Sonnes exile hath ftopt her breath: 

What further woe conipircs againft my age ? 

Prin Looke-.and thou {halt fee. 

Moun . O thou vmaugh^what manners in is thit, 
To pmTebefore thy Father to a graue ? 

Prm* Seale vp the mouth of outra gc for a while. 

Till we can cleare thele ambiguities. 

And know their fpring^their head,their true defeent, 
And then will I be gcperall of your woes, 

And lead you cuen to death?meane time forbeare. 

And let mifchance be flaue to patience, 

Bring forth the parties ofijufpition. 

Fri• I am the greateft,able to doe Icaft, 

Yet moft fufpe$ed as the time and place 
Doth make againft me of this direfull murther. 

And hecte I ftand both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condemned,and my felfe excusMr' r 
prin. Then fay at once,what! thou do# Know in u 1 
Fri. I will be bnefe.for my fhort dart ofbream 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo there dcad,was husband to that Juliet, * 

And {he there dead ghat’s Romos faithful! Wite: 
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The Tragedie of Romeo and Juliet. 


: 4ft ica them; and their ftolne marriage day 
«? , Tybalts Dooreefiday: whole vntimely death 

fli'd the new-made Bridegroome from this Ciue; 
JJLbooi (and for r J b£t ) Juliet finde. 

v a to remoue that fiegeotGrcefc trom her, 
o rroch’d>a n d would haue married her pcrtorce 
r Countie Parts. Than comes flic to me. 

Ad (with wilde lookes) bid me demie fome mcanes 
r! rid her from thisfecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would He kill her Iclfc, 

Then gaue I her (fo Tutor’d by my Art) 

\ (leeping Potion, which fo tooke tftc& 
i’sl intended, for it wrought on her 
The forme of death. Meane time, I writ to Borneo, 

That he Hould hither come, as this dyre night, 

U helpe to take her from her borrowed graue, 

Bein' 5 the time the Potions force Ihould ceafc. 
gut be which bcrc my Letter, Frier Ioh» t 
Wu Hay’d by accident; and yeflernighe 
Return’d my Letter backc. Then ail alone. 

Jit the prefixed houre of her waking, 

Ca:r.c I to take her from her Kindreds vault, 

Mcsning to keepc her clofcly at my Cell, 

Till I coniieniently could fend to Romes. 

Butwhen I came (fome Minute ere the time 
Ofher awaking)hcere vntimely lay 
The Noble Parti, and true Romeo dead , 
ghee wakes, and I Intreatcd her come foorth, 
j\ n d beare this wqrke of Hcauen, with patience: 

But then,a noyfe did fcarre me from the Tombe, 

And fne (too defperate) would not go with me. 

But (as it leemes) did violence on her felfe. 

All ibis 1 know,and to the Marriage her Nutfe is priuy: 
And if ought in this mi Harried by my fault. 

Let try old life be factific’d/ome houre before the time, 
Vnto the rigour of feuereft Law. 

Piin. We Hill haue knowne thee for a Holy man. 
Where’s Borneo's man ? What can he fay to this ? 

Ttj. I brought my Maflcr nevves of Idiots dcach. 



And then in pofle he came from Mantua 
To this fame pi ace, to this fame Monument. 

This Letter he early bid me giuc his Father, 

And chreatned me with death, going in the V aulc. 

If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prin. Giue me the Letter,I will look on it. 

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the Watch ? 
Sirra, what made your Maftcr in this place ? 

iVge.He came with ftowres to ftrevv his Ladies graue, 
And bid me Hand aloofe, and fo I did : 

Anon comes one with light to opc the Tombe, 

And by and by my MaiHer drew on him. 

And then I ran away to call the Watch. 

Prin. This Letter doth make good the Frier* words 
Their courfc of Louc, the tydings ofher death : 

And beere he writes, that he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poore Potbecarie, and therewithal! 

Came to this Vault to dye, and lye with /diet. 

Where be thefe Enemies ? Capdet, Mount ague. 

See what a fcourge is laidc vpon your hate. 

That Hcauen find* meancs to kill your ioyes with I.oue; 
And I, for winking at your difeords too, 

Haue loft a brace ofKinfmen: All arepunifh’d. 

Cap. O Brother Ttlountague, giuc me thy hand. 

This is my Daughters ioynture, for no mote 
Can I demand. 

Moun. But I can giue thee mote: 

For I will raife her Statue in pure Gold, 

That whiles Verona by that name is knowne. 

There Hall no figure at that Rate be fee. 

As that ofl rue and Faithfull 7 diet . 

Cap. As rich Hall Romeo. by his Lady Jy, 

Poore facrifices of our enmity. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings. 
The Sunnefor forrow will not Hew his head 5 
Go hence, to haue more tsike of thefe lad things. 

Some Hall be pardon’d, and fome puniHcd. 

Forneuer was aScorie ofmore Wo, 

Then this of Idiet , and her Romeo. Exeuntomnes 
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THE LIFE OF TYMON 

O F ATHENS. 


(tAths ‘Primus. Sccena Prima. 



Enter Poet, Painter , Jeweller. Merc bant,and Mercer, 
at fettcralldoeres. 

Poet. 

jOodday Sir. 

Pain. 1 am glad y’arc well. 

Poet. I haue not lecne you long, how goes 
*ihe World ? 
fain. Icwearesfir, asitgrowes. 

"Poet. I that’s well knowne : 

But what particular Rarity ? What ftrange. 

Which manifold record not matches: tee 
Magicke of Bounty, all thefe fpints thy power 
Hath coniur’d to attend. 

1 know the Merchant. 

Tain. I know them both: th’otheis a Ieweller. 
dfer. O ’tis a worthy Lord. 
lew. Nay that’s moft fixt. 

Mer. A moll incomparable man. breath’d as it were, 
To an vntyreablc and continuatc goodnefle: 

He paffes. 

lew. I haue a Jewell hcerc. 

Mer. O pray let’s fec’t. For the Lord Timon.Civ ? 
Jewel. If he will touch the eftimate. But for that— 
Poet. When we for recompence haue prais’d the vild. 
It ftatnes the glory in that happy Verfe, 

Which aptly fings the good. 
dfer. Tis a good forme. 

Iewel. And rich : hcere is a Water looke ye. 

Pain. You are rapt fir, in fomc workc, lomc Dedica¬ 
tion to the great Lord. 

Poet. A thing llipt idlcly from me. 

Our Poefie is as aGowne, which vies 
From whence ’tis r.ourifht: the fire i’th Flint 
Shewes not, till it be ftrooke: our gentle fl<nie 
Prouokcs it felfc, and like the currant flyes 
Each bound it chafes. What haue you there? 

Pain. A Pi&urc fir: when comes your Booke forth ? 
Poet. Vpon the heeles ofmy prcfentaient fir. 

Let’s fee your peece. 

Pain. ’Tis a go'd Peece. 

Qoet. So ’tis * us comes off wcll,and excellent. 

Pain. Indifferent. 

, Poet. Admirable: How this grace 
Speakes his owne (landing : what amentall power 
This eye fiiootes forth? How biggeimagination 
Moues in this Lip, to th’dumbnefie of the gefturc. 


One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life: 

Heere is a touch; Is’t good? 

Poet. I will fay of it. 

It Tutors Nature, Artificial! ftrife 
Liues in thefe toutchcs, liuelier then life. 

Snter certaine Senators. 

Pain. How this Lord is followed. 

Poet. The Senators of Athens, happy men. 

Pain. Looke moc. 

Po- You fee thisconfluencejthii great flood ofvilitor- 
I haue in this rough workc, fhap’d out aman 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace andhugge 
Wuh amplcfl entertainment: My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moues it felfe 
In a wide Sea of wax, no leuell’d malice 
infefts one comma in the courfe I hold, 

But flies an Eagle fl ght, bold, and forth on, 

Lcaumg no Trait bchinde. 

Pam. How fhall I vnderfland you? 

Poet. I will vnboult to you. 

You lee how all Conditions, how all Minder, 

As well of glib and flipp’ry Creatures, as 
Of Giaue and aufiere qnalitie, tender downe 
Their (eruiccs to Lord Ttmon : his large hoitune, 
Vpon his good and gracious Nature hanging. 
Subdues and properties to his loue and tendance 
AT forts of hearts; yea,from the glafle-fac’d Flatterer 
ToApemantm, that few tilings loues better 
Then to abhorre himfelfc; eucn hee drops dovvne 
The knee before him, and returnes in peace 
Moft rich in Ttmons nod. 

Pain . 1 faw them fpeake together. 

Poet. Sir,I haue vpon a high andpleafant hill 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron’d. 

The Bafe o’th’Mount 

Is rank’d with all dcferts, all kindeofNatures 
That labour on the bofome of this Sphere, 

To propagate their Rates; among’ft them all, 

W nofe eyes are on this Soueraigne Lady fixe, 1 
One do 1 perfonate of Lord Timons frame, 

Whom Fortune with her luory hand wafts to her, 
Whofc pieient grace, to prefent flaws and feruants 
Tranflates hisRiuals, 

Pain ’Tis conceyu’d,tofeope 
This Throne,this Fortune,and this Hill roe thin ' et ^ 



( Timon of<tAthens. 


untboncmanbecken’dfrom the reflbelow, 

Lvine his head again# the fteepy Mount 
r 0 climbe his happineffe,would be well expreft 

In our Condition. 

poet. Nay Sir, but heare me on : 

. II ^fc which were his Fellowea but ot iatc, 
j ’ e better then his valew ; on the moment 
c 0 iiovv his ftrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, 

Line Sacrificiall whifperings in his care, 

\iake Sacred eucn his ftyrrop, and througn blip 
bfinke the free Ayrc. 
vain. I marry, what pitbete? 

poet. When Fortune in her fiiifc and change ol mood 
. „ net downe her latebeloucd; all his Dependants 
SVhich labour’d after him to the Mounraines top, 

£u{iion their knees and hand, let him fit downe,- 
Lot one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain. Tis common: 

^tliottfand morali Paintings I can fhew, 

jli.it fhall demonftrate thefe quicke blowes oO'ortuncs, 

More pregnantly then words. Yet you do well , 

Jofliew Lord Tim on } that meane eyes haue fccne 
The foot abouc the head. 

Trumpets found. 

Enter Lord Ttmon, addrcjfingblmfdfe curteoifjlj 
totttery Sat or. 

T,m. Imprifon’d is he, fay yon ? 
tjtlef. I my good Lord, flue Talents is his debt, 

His meancs moil fihort, his Creditors moft ftraitc: 
four Honourable Letter he defires 
Jo thofc haue fiauc him vp, which failing, 
periods his comfort. 

Tim. Nobie Ventidisayv ell: 

1 am not of that Feather, to fhake off 

My Friend whsn he muft neede me. I do know him 

AGentlemah,tliat well deferues a helpc. 

Which he fhall haue. lie pay the debt, and free him. 
lief. YourLordfhipeucrbindeshim. 

Tint . Commend me to him ,1 will fend his ranfome. 
And being enfranchized bid him come to me; 

’Tis not enough to helpc the Feeble vp, 
Buttofupporthim after. Fare you well. 
lief All happineffe to your Honor. 


Exit. 


Enter an old Athenian. 

Oldm. Lord 7/?«0«>heare me fpeake. 

Tim. Freely good Father. 

Oldrn. Thou haft a Seruant nam’d Luciliut. 

Tint. I haue fo: What ofhim ? 

Oldrn. Moft Noble Ttmon , call the man before thee. 

Tim. Attends he hcerc, or no? Lucillitu. 

Imc. Heere at your Lordfhips feruicc. 

Old,-a. This Fellow heere, L.Ttmon } this thy Creature, 
By night frequents my houfe. I am a man 
That from my firft haue bcene inclin’d to thrift. 

And my eftatc deferues an Heyre mote rais’d, 

Then one which holds a Trencher. 

Tim. Well: what further? 

Old. Onc.onely Daughter haue I, no Kin elfc. 

On whom I may conferre what I haue got: 

The Maid is faire, a’th’y oungeft for a Bride, 

And I haue bred her at my deereft coft 
In Qualities of the beft. This man of thine 
Attempts her louc: I prythee (Noble Lord) 



Ioy ne with me to forbid him her refort, 

My felfe haue fpokc in vaine. 

Tim. The man is honeft. 

Oldrn. Therefore he will b e Timott , 

His honefty rewards him in it felfe. 

It muft not bearemy Daughter. 

Tim. Does fhc loue him ? 

Oldm. She is yong and apt: 

Our owne precedent pafiicos do inftruil vs 
What leuitics in youth. 

Tim. Loue you the Maid ? 

Luc. I my good Lord,and flic accepts of it# 

Oldrn- If in her Marriage my confcnt be milling, 
j cailtheGods towitnefie,! will choofe 
Mine heyre from forth the Beggers of the world, 

And difpoiTcife her all. 

Tim. How fhall fhe be endowed. 

If fhe be maced with an equall Husband ? . 

Oldm. Three Talents on the prefent ; in future, all. 

Tim. This Gentleman of mine 
Hath feru’d me long:' 

To build his Fortune, I will ftraine a little, 

For’tis a Bond in men. Giue him thy Daughter, 

What you beftow, in him He counterpoize. 

And make him wei gh with her. 

Oldm, Moft Noble Lord, 
pawnc me to this your Honour, (he is his, 

Tim My hand to thee. 

Mine Honour on my promife. 

Lnc. Humbiy I thankeyour Lordfrip, ncucr may 
That ftatc or Fortune fjll into my keeping. 

Which is not owed to you. Exit 

Poet. Vouchfafc my Labour, 

And tongliuc your Lordfhip. 

Tim. I thanke you.you fl-.all heare from me anon: 

Go not away. What haue you there, rny Friend ? 

Pain. A peece ofPainting,which I do bcfceeh 
Your Lordfhip to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 

The Painting is almoft the Naturall man: 
FovfinceDifhonorTraffickes wirii mans Nature, 

He is but out-fide: Thefe Pcnfil’d Figures are 
Euen fuch as they giue out. I like your worke. 

And you fhall finde I like it; Waite attendance 
Till you heare further from me. 

Pain. The Godspreferue ye. 

Tim. Well fare you Gentleman : giue me your hand. 
We muft needs ditie together: fir your Iewell 
Hath i'uffcred vnder praife. 

Jewel. What my Lord, difpraife? 

Tint. A meere faciety cfCommendationr, 
if I ftiouldpay youfer’e as ‘tis cxtcld. 

It would vnclew roc quite. 

Jewel. My Lord,’tis rated 
As thofe which fell would giue :butyou well know. 
Things of like valew differing in the Owners, 

Arc prized by their Mafters. BeleeuY deere Lord, 

You mend thelewcli by the wearing it, 

Tim. Well mock’d. Enter Apermantus. 

Tiler. No my good Lord.he fpcakes y common toeng' 
Which ail men fpeake with him. 

Tim. Looke who comes heere,wi!lyoubcchid? 

Iewel. Wec’l beare with your Lordfhip, 

Mer. Hee’lfparenonc. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee. 

Gentle Apermanttu. 

gg * Jp*' 
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Si 


Tmcnof aJthens. 


' -^pe< Till I be gentle,ftay thou for thy good morrow. 
When thou art Timons dogg*,aud thefe Knaues honeft. 

Tin: Why doft thou call them Knaues, thou know’ft 
th'm not? 

Ape. A re they not Athenians? 

Tim. Yes. 

Ape. Then I repent not. 

lew. You know me, Apemantm ? 

Ape. Thou know’ll 1 do, 1 call’d thee by thy name. 

7 im. Thou art proud Apemantta ? 

Ape. Ofnothing fo much,as that I am not like Timntt 
Tim. Whether arc going ? 

Ape. To knocke out an honeft Athenians braines. 
Tim. That’s a deed thou’t dye for. 

•Ape, Right,ifdoing nothing be death by th’Law. 
Tim. How 11k’ft thou this pitfturc Apemantut ? 

Ape. The bett/or the innocence. 

Ttm. Wrought he not well that painted it. 

Ape. He wrought better that made the Painter, and 
yet he’s but a filthy peccc of wotke. 

Tain. Y’areaDogge. 

Ape. Thy Mothers of my generation: what’s fHedfI 
beaDogge? 

T*m. Wilt dine with me Apemanttts ? 

Ape. No: I cate not Lords. 

Tim. And thou ftiould’ft,choud’ft anger Ladies. 

Ape. OtheyeateLords; 

So they come by great bellies. 

Tim. That’s a lafciuious apprehenfion. 

Ape . So, thou apprehend’d it. 

Take it for thy labour. 

Tim. How doft thou like this lewell, Apemanttul 
Ape. Not fo well as plain-dealing,which wil not call 
a man a Doit, 

Tim. What doft thou thinke ’tis worth? 

.Ape. Not worth my thinking. 

How now Poet? 
poet. How now Philofophcr ? 

pe. Thoulyeft. 

Poet. Art not one? 

Ape. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lye nor. 

Ape. Art not a Poet? 

Poet. Ye*. 

Ape. Then thoulyeft: 

Looke in thy laft worke, where thou haft fegin’d him a 
worthy Fellow. ' 

Poet. That’s not feign’d, he is fo. 

Ape. Yeshcis worthy ofthee,and to pay thee for thy 
labour. He that loues to be flattered,is worthy o’th flat¬ 
terer. Hcaucns.that I were a Lord, 

Tim. What wouldft do then Apemautiuf 
Ape. E'uc as Apcmamus docs now,ihatc a Lord with 
my heart. 

Tim . What thy felfe? 

Ape. I. 

Ttm. Wherefore?' 

Ape. That I had no angry wit to b? a Lord.] 

Art not thou a Merchant ? 

Mer. I Apcmanim. „ 

Ape. Traffick confound'thee.ifthe Gods will not. 
Mer. IfTrafiickedoit, theGodsdoit. 

Ape, Traffickes thy God,& thy God confound thee. 

Trumpet founds. Enter a Meffenger. 

Tim. What Trumpets that i 

Mef. Tis Alcibiades, and fome twenty Boric 



All ofCompanionfhip; 

„ T,m ‘ Pray enteriaine them, c? Ue t W ., 

Tou mull needs dine with me : go notyouh^ td Vs - 
Till I haue thanktyou : when diners 
Shew me thispeece, I am ioyfull 6fy 0 „ r 

Moftwelcomet:^^^^ ’ 

Ape. So,fo; their Aches contra#, Mt i r 
fupple loynts: that there /Hould bee fmall | 0l] ; rilt y«iir 
thefe fweet Knaues, and all this Curtcfie. n amotl gefi 
mans bred out into Baboon and Monkey * he ^ ra > n » 
A/c. Sir,you haue fau’d my longing a -j Tr 

Moft hungerly on your fight. ° ^ c td 
7 im. Right welcome Sir: 

Ere we depact, wee’l /Hare a bounteous tim- 
In diftcrent plcafures. 

Pr^y you let vs in. p 

Enter two Lords. 

l j L ° T t.. What tin ’ c a day is’t Apemanttu > 

Ape. Timetobehoneft. 

1 Thac time ferues flill. 

Ape. The mod accurfed thou that mil on ,i tft it 

2 Thou art going to Lord Timons Feaft, 

Ape. I, to fee meate fill Knaues,and Wine , 

a Fartheewell,fartheewell. VVniehe «f 00 ! e , 

Ape. Thou art a Poole to bid me farewell twice 

a Why Apemanttu ? * 

Ape. Should*!* haue kept one to thyfelfe,f 0 rl racillt 
to giue thee none. w ™ e 

i Hang thy felfe. 

Ape. No I will do nothing a t thy.biddin<?: 

Make thy requefts to thy Friend. 

a Away vnpeaceable Dogge, 

Or lie fpurnc thee hence. 

cApe. I will flye like a dogge, the hecles a’th’AlTf, 
i Hee’s oppofitc to humanity. 

Comes (Hall we in, . .. 

And rafte Lord Timons bountic: he out-gocs 
The veric heart of kindneffe. 

1 He powi es ic out: Thtttu the God of Gold 
Is buchisSteward: nomtede butherepayes 
Sencn-fold aboue it felfe: No guift to him. 

But breeds the giuer a returne: exceeding 
All vfe of quittance. 

j The Noble!* mindc he carries. 

That euer gouern’d roan. 

2 Long may he liuc in Fortune*. Shall we in? 
lie keepe you Company, 


Exeunt. 


Hoboyes Playing loved Mujtcke . 


A great Banquet fens'd in: and then, Enter Lord Timon,tbt 
States, thf Athenian Lords, Ventigius which Timon re 
deem'd from prtfn. Then comes dropping after ail Ape. 
mantus difconteutedly like him fife. 

Ventig. Mod honoured Timort, 

It hath pleas’d the Gods to remember my Fathers age* 
And call him to Jong peace: 

He is gone happy.and lias lefcrocrich: 

Then, as in gratefull Vertue I am bound 
Toyourfree heart, I do returne thofe Talents 

Doubled with thankes and feruice, from wholehelpe 
I deriu’d libertie. 

Ttm. O by no meanes, : 

Honeft Ventigius ; Yon mi flake ray loue, t 
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none 

, ruelv fay he giuca, if he recciues: 

Sour betters play at that garoe,we muft not date 
l imitate them: faults chat arc rich ate Uitc. 

AN^blc fpirit. . _ 

3y tny Lord*,Ceremony wasbutdeuis’d at fivft 
fet a glofle on faint deeds,hollow welcomes. 

Renting goodneffc.forry ere ’tis fhowne: 

Ratl»h« c there mruefnendiHip,therencc<U none* 
Prjyfit.roore welcome arc ye corny fortunes. 

Then my Fortunes to me. 

..Lord. My Lord.wealwaies haueconfeflit, 

/per. Ho ho, confeft it ? Handg’d it ? Haoe you not 
f,n)o. O Apermantui,you are welcome- 
Jper. No: You fliall not make me welcome: 
r (0t netohaue thee thru!* me out ofdoorcs- 
7 ‘im. Fie, th’art a chutlc,yc’haue got a humour there 
Potsnot become aman, , tis much too blame ' 

They fay my Lottisfrafiirer brents ejl , 
gutyondraaa is verie angrie. 

C^lechim haue a Table by himfelfe: 
fothe docs neither affeft companie, 
q ot js he fit for’c indeed. 

/per. Let me ftayat thine 3ppetill Timon , 
jeome to obferue.l giue thee warning on’t. 

Tim. I take no heede of thee rTh’arc an Athenian, 
therefore welcome :I my felfe would haue no power, 
prythee let my meace make thee filent. 

Aper. I fcorne thy meate, ’cwould choakc me : for 1 
(hould ncre flatter thee. Oh you Gods! What a number 
of men eat t Timon, and he fees *cmnot?It greeues me 
to fee fo many dip there meate in one mans blood, and 
all the madneffe is,he cheercs them vp too. 

I wonder men dare mil* themfelucs with men. 

Me thinks they (hould enuite them without kniue?. 

Good for there meate,and fater for their Hues. - 
There’s much example for’r,the fellow that fit* next him, 
now parts bread with hitn,pledges the breath ofhitxi in 
a diuided .draught : is the readieft man to kill him. Tas 
beeneproued, if I wereaihuge man Ifhould fcarc to 
drinkc at mealcs, leaf* they (hould fpie my wind-pipes 
dingerou* noates,great men (hould drmke with harnefTe 
on their throates. 

Tim. My Lord in heart: and let the healch go round. 
z. Lord. Let it flow thi* way my good Lord. 

Aper. Flow this way? A braue fellow. Hckeepeshis 
tides well, thofe healths will make thee and thy Rate 
looke ill, 7 'uBfflr. 

Heere’s that which is too weake to be a finner, 

Honeft water,which ncre left man i’ch’roire: 

This and my food are equals, there’s no ods, 

Feafts are to proud to giue thanks to the Gods. 

Apermanttu Cjrace. 
immortal! (y ods,I crane no peifo, 

I pray for no man but my felfe , 

Craunt I may nesur prone ffond. 

To tr ' ft man on hu Oath or "Bond. 

Ora Harlot for her weeping. 

Or u Dogge that femes ajleeping , 

Or a keeper with my freedome, 

Or my friends if I J.hould need 'em. 

Amen. So fall too't: 

Rtchmenfn, and Tea root , 

Much good dich thy good hciUjApermantw 
An. Captains, 


Alctbiades, your hearts in the field now. 

Alct. My heart is euer at yout feruice,my Lord. 

Tim. You had rather be at a breakefaft of Enemies, 
then a dinncrofFtiends. t 

Ale. So they were bleeding new my Lord,there s no 
meat hke’cm.I could wifh my beft friend at fuch a I eaft. 

Aper. Would all thofe Flatterers were thine Enemies 
then, that then thou might’!* kill ’em : & bid me to ’em. 

i. Lord. Might we but haue that happinefle my Lord, 
that you would once rfe our hearts, whereby wc might 
exprefle fome part of our zeales, we (Hould thinke our 

lelucs for euct perfect. 

Timon. Oh no doubt my good Friends, but the Gods 
themfelucs haue prouided thatl fhall haue much helpe 
from you: how bsd you becncmy Friends clfc. Why 
haue you that charitablc title from thoufands ?Did not 
you chicfely belong to my heart? I haue told more of 
you to my felfe, then you can with modeflic fpeake in 
your ownc behalfc. And thus farre I confirmc you. Oh 
youGods(thinkeI,)wl)8t need vehaucany Friends;if 
we (Hould ncre haue need of’em? They were the moft 
needleffcCreatures liuing; fliould we ncre haue vfe for 
’em ? And would moft referable fweete Inftruments 
hung vp in CafeS}that keepcs there founds to them- 
fclues. Why I haue often wiflit my felfe poorer, that 
I might come neercr to you : wc are borne to do bene¬ 
fits. And what better or properer can we call our owne, 
then the riches of our Friends ? Oh what a ptctiotis com¬ 
fort ’tis, to haue fo many like Brothers commanding 
one anothers Fortunes. Oh ioyes,e’nemadeaway rr’t 
can be borne .* mine ties canuot hold out watetme thinks 
to forget their Faults. 1 drinketoyou. 

uAper. Thou weep’ft to make them drinkc,77w«r. 

i. Lord. loy had the like conception its cureits. 

And at that inftant, like a babe fprung vp. 

Aper. Ho,ho: 1 laugh to thinke that babcabaftard. 

j. Lord. I promife you my Lordyoumou’dme much. 
Aper. Much. 

Sound Tucket. Enter the Maskers of Amazons,with 
Lutes in thesr hands,daunting And playing, 

Tim. Whatineanes that Trumpe? How now i 
Enter Seruant. 

Ser. Pleafeyoumy Lord,thcrc are ccrtaine Ladies 
Moft defirous of admittance. 

Tim. Ladies ? what are their wila ? 

Ser. There comes with them a fore-ranner my Lord, 
which beares that office,to fignifie their plcafures* 

Ttm. I pray let them be admitted. 

Enter Cupid with the iJlfatkt of Lad'et, 

Cup. Haile to thee worthy Timon and to all that of 
his Bounties tafteuhe fiue beft Sence^a cknowledge thee 
their Patron,and come freely to gratuUtc thyplentious 
bofomc.; 

There taft,touch all,pleas’d from thy Table rifes 
They oncly now come but to Feaft thine eics* 

Timo. Thcy’rwecomeali, let 'emhauekind admit- 
tance.Muficke make their welcome. 

Luc. You fee my Lord,how ample y’are belou’d* 
Aper. Hoyday, 

What a fweepe ofvanitiecomes this way. 

They daunce ? They are madwomen, 
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Timm of ^Athens. 


Like M adncffe is the glory of this life, 

As this porope fliewes to a little oyle and rootc. 

We make our fcIuesFooles, to difport our felues. 

And fpend our Flatteries, to drinke thofe men, 

Vpon whofe Age we voyde ic vp agen 
With poyfonous Spight and Enuy/ 

W ho lines, that’s not depi aued, or depraucs j 
Who dyes, that beares not one fpurne to their gratics 
Of their Friends guift: 

I fhould feare, thofe that dance before me now, 

Would one day ftarope vpon me : Tas bene done. 

Men fhut their doores againft a fetting Sunnc, 

The Lords rife from Tabic,with much adoring of Timon, and 
tofhew their tones, each Jingle out an .Amazon,and all 
Dance, men with women, aloftieftraineor two to the 
Hoboyes , and ccafe. 


Tim. You haue done our pleafures 
Much grace (faire Ladies) 

Set a faire falhion on our entertainment. 

Which was not halte fo beautifull, and kinde: 

You haue added worth vntoo’t, and lufter. 

And entertain'd me with mine ovvne dcuice. 
i am to thanke you for t. 

1 Lord. My Lord you take vs euen at the beft. 

Aper .Faith for the worft is filthy, and would not hold 
taking, I doubt me. 

Tim. Ladies,there is an idle banquet attends you, 
Pleafe you to difpofe your felues. 

All La. Moft thankfully,my Lord. Exeunt. 

Tim. Flauitts. 

Fla. My Lord. 

Tim. The little Casket bring me hither, 

Fla. Ycs.myLord. Morelewelsyet? 

There is no eroding him in's humor, 

Elfe I fhould tell him well, yfaith I fhould; 

When all’s fpenr,hec’ld be croft then,and he could: 

’Tis pitty Bounty had not eyes bchinde. 

That man might ne’rc be wretched for his minde. Exit. 

1 Lord. Where be our men ? 

Ser. Heere my Lord,in readinefle. 

2 Lord. OurHorfcs. i 

Tim. O my Friends: 

I haue one word to fay to you : Looke you, my good L. 
I muft intreat you honour me lb much, 

As to aduance this Iewell,3cccpt it,and weare it, 

Kinde my Lord. 

i Lord. I am fo farre already in your guifts. 

All. So are weal). 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. My Lord,there are ccrtaine Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to vifit you, 

Tim. They arc faircly welcome. 

Enter Flaunts. 

Fla. I befeech your Honor, vouchfafemea word, it 
does concerneyou neere. 

Tim. Necre ? why then another time lie hearc thee. 

I prychee let's be prouided to fhew them entertainment, 
Fla. 1 fearfe know how. 

- 1 Enter another Servant. 

Ser. May it pleafe your Honor,Lord Lucius i 
(Out of his free lone) hath prefented to you 
Foure MiSkc-white Horfes, trapt in Siluer. 

Tim. I (hall accept theta faircly: let the Prefcnts 
Be worthily entertain’d. 



Enter a third Servant, 

How now ? What newes? 


Exit 


man Lord Lucullus, totre«^2t25Si?S e i? el,,,e 
to hunt with him, and ha’s lent your HonJ m ° rr <Hv 
ofGrey-hounds. " Ur l W° b rjC| 

Tim. lie hunt with him. 

And let them be recciu’d, not without fain, p 
Fla. What will this come to? 

He commands vs to prouide,and eiuepreor„. t 
all out ofan empty Coffer; ° rtt S Ul ^ ts j a 

Nor will he know his Purfe,or yeeld me this 
To fliew him what a Bcgger his heart is * 

Being ofno power to make his wifhes good 

Hispromifesflyefo beyond his ftate 

That what he fpeaks is all in dcbt,hc ows f or etf 
He is fo kinde,that he now payes intereft for t- ^ WOfti: 
His Land’s put to their Bookes. Well wo.,Ur 
Gently put out ofOffice,before I wereCdoi ^ 
Happier is he that has no friend to feede, 

1 hen fuch that do c’ne Enemies exceedc*. 

I bleed inwardly for my Lord. 

T tm. Y oil do your felues much wrong 
You bate too much ofyourownc merits. * 

Heere my Lord,a trifle of our lotie. 

a Lord. With more then common thankes 

I will receyuc it. 

3 .Lord. O he’s the very foule of Bounty. 

Tim. And now I remember my Lord,vou eaue „ 
words the other day of a Bay Courier I rod on?Tis y S our 
becaufcyoulik’d it. ' rs 

i .A.Oh, 1 befeech you pardon mee,my Lord,in th at 
Tsm. You may take my word my Lord : I know no 
man can iuftly praife, but what he doe? affed. I weioj,. 
my Friends affedion with mine owne: He tell you t L 
He call to you. 1 

All Lor. O none Co welcome. 

Tim. I take all, and your fcuerall vifications 
So kinde to heart, ’tis not enough to giue: 

Me thinkes, I could dcale Kirigdoones to my Friends 
And ncrc be wearie. Alcibiadcs, 

Thou 3rt a Soldiour, therefore fildome rich, 

I I comes in Charitic to thee: for all thy liuing 
Ismong’ftthe dead rand all the Lands thou haft 
Lyeinapitchtficld. 

Ale. I, defil’d Lauc!,my Lord, 
i .Lord. We are fovertuoufty bound. 

Tim. And fo am I to you. 

2 .Lord. So infinitely endeer’d, 

Tim. All to you. Lights,more Lights. 

\ Lord. The beft ofHappines,Honor, and Fortunes 
Keepe with you Lord Timon. 

Tim. Ready for his Friends. Exeunt Leris 

Aper. What a coiles heere, feruing ofbeckes,and jut¬ 
ting out of bummes. I doubt whether their Legges be 
worth the furnmes that ate giuen for’em. 

Friendfhips full ofdregges. 

Me thinkes falfe hearts,fhould neuer haue found legges 
Thus honeft Fooles layout their wealth on Curdles, 
Tim. No tv ApermantsssQC thou wert not fullen) 

I would be good to thee. 

Aper. No, lie nothing; for iff Ihouldbe brib’d too, 
there would be none left to raile yponthee,and then thou 
wouldft finne the fafter* Thou giu’ft fo long Tim 0 ” (I 
feare me) thou wilr giue away thy felfe in paper fhortly. 
What needs thefe Feafts,pompcs, and Vaine-glories? 

Tim. 
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Exit 


y ou ^ C S" 1 to ra '^ e on Societieonce, I 
fwo*rne not to giue regard to you. Farewell,& come 
better MuGckt. 

* jfper. So : Thou wilt not hcaremee now, thouthalt 
0 tihen. Uelocke.thyheauen from thee:» • 

Oh that mens eares fhould be 
po Counfell deafe, but not to Flatterie. 

Enter a Senator. 

$g„. And late Hue thoufand: to Varro and to Ijidore 
ov ves nine thoufand, befides my former liimme. 

Which makes it flue and twenty. Still in motion 
Ofragingwafteflt cannot hold, it will nor. 
jfl want Gold, fteale but a beggers Dogge, 

^ n d giue it Ti«jc»,why thcDoggc coines Gold, 
jfI would fell my Horfe,and buy twenty moe 
Rcttfr then he; why giue my Hori'c to Timon. 

A<ke notbiac, giue it.him, it Foies me ftraight 
And a«2: No Porter at his gate, 
gut rather one thatfmiieSjand ftil-l inuites 
All that paffe by. It cannot hold, no reafon 
Can found his ftate in fafety. Cap'.us hoa, 

[stbis I fay. 

Eater Caphis. 

Ca. Heere fir,what is your pleafure. 

Sen. Get on your cloake,& haft you to Lord Timon, 
Importune him for my Moneyes, be not ceaft 
With flight deniall; nor then filene’d, when 
Commend me to your Mafter.and the Cap 
playes in the right hand, thus: but tell hint. 

My Vfes cry to me; I muft ferue my turne 
Out of mine owne, his dayes and times arepaft. 

And my reliances on his traded dates 
Haue fmit my credit. I louc,and honour him, 

But muft not breake my backe, to hcale his finger. 
Immediate are my needs, and my reieefe 
Muft not be toft and turn’d to me in words, 

Butfinde fupply immediate* Get you gone, 

Put on a moft importunate afpedt, 

A vifage of demand : for Ido feare 

When euery Feather ftickes in his owne wing, 

Lord 7 ‘imon will be left a naked gull,i 
Which fialhes now a Phoenix, get you gone. 

Ca. I go fir. 

Sen. I go fir ? 

Take the Eonds along with you. 

And haue the dates in. Come. 

Ca. I will Sir. 

Sen. Go. Exeunt 

Enter Stcward,with many billes in his hand. 

Stew. No care.no ftop,fo fenfelefle of expence, 

That he will neither know how to maintaine it. 

Nor ccafe his flow of Riot. Takes no accompc 
How things go from him, nor refume no care 
Ofwhat is to continue: neuer minde. 

Was to be fo vnwife, to be fo kinde. 

What fhall bedone,hc will not heare, till feele: 

I muft be round with him, now he comes from hunting. 
Fye,fic,fie,fie. 

Enter Caphis, Ijidore,andZJarro. 

Cap. Good cuen Varro : what, you come for money? 
Far. Is’t not your bufinefle too e 
Cap. It is.and yours too JJidore? 
lfid. Itisfo. 


Cap. Would we were all difeharg’d. 

Far. 1 feare it, 

Cap. Heere comes the Lord. 

Enter Timon,and his Trains. 

Tim. So foone as dinners done.wce'l forth againc 
My Alcibiades. With me,what is your will ? ■ 

Cap. My Lord,heere is a note of certaineducs. 

Tim. Dues? whence are you? 

Cap. OfAthensheerejmyLord. 

Tim. Go to my Steward. 

Cap. ■ Pleafe it your Lordfhip,he hath put nic oft 
To the luccefflon of new dayes this moneth: 

My Mafter is awak’d by great Occafion, 

To call vpon his owne, and humbly prayes you. 

That with your other Noble parts,you’lfuite. 

In giuing him his right. 

Tim. Mine honeft Friend, 

I pry thee but repaire to me next morning. 

Cap. Nay,good my Lord. 

Tim. Containe thy felfe.good Friend. 

Var. One Varroes feruant, my good Lord. 

IJid From Ijidore,he humbly prayes you? fpeedy pay¬ 
ment, 

Cap, Ifyon did know my Lord.my Matters wants. 

Var. ’Twas due on forfeyture my Lord.fixc weekes> 
andpaft. 

I ft. Your Steward puts me off my Lord,and 1 
Am fentexprdTeiy to your Lordfhip. 

Tim. Giue me breath: 

I do befeech you good my Lords keepe on, 
lie waicc vpon you inftantly. Come hither: pray you 
How goes the world, that I am thus encountred 
With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds, 

And the detention of long fince due debts 
Againft my Honor? 

Stew. Pleafe you Gentlemen, 

The time is vnagrecable to this bufinefle: 

Your importunscie ceafe, till after dinner. 

That I may make his Lordfhip vnderttandj 
Wherefore you arc not paid. 

Tim. Do fo my Fricnds,fee them well entertain’d. 

Stew. Pray draw neere. Exit. 

Enter Apemantus andFoole. 

Caph. Stay,ftay, here comes the Foolc with Apeman- 
tm, let’s ha fome fport with ’em. 

Var. Hang him.hcc’l abufe vs. 

IJid. A plague vpon him dogge. 

Var. How doft Foole? 

Ape. Doft Dialogue with thy fhadow? 

Var. I fpeake not to thee. 

Ape. No ’tis to thy felfc. Come away. 

IJi. There’s the Foole hangs on your backe already# 

Ape. Ndthouftand’ft Angle, th’arrnotonhiinyct. 

Cap. Where’s the Foolc now L 

Ape. He laft ask’d the queftion. Poore Rogues, and 
Vfurers men, Bauds betweene Gold and want. 

Al. What are we Apemavtw ? 

Ape. A Acs. 

All. Why? 

tApe, That you ask me what y$u are, & do not know 
your felues. Speake to cm Foole. 

Foote. How do you Gentlemen? 

All, Gramercies good Foolc: 

Hew does your Miftri* ? 

Fool*. 
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Ttmon 0/ <tA\them. 


Foote. She’* e'ne fetting on water to fcal’d fuch Chic* 
kens »s you are. Would wc could fee you at Corinth. 

Ape. Good, Gramercy. 

Enter Page. 

Foote. Lookeyou.hecre comes my Maflers Page. 

Page. Why how now Captaine? what do you in this 
wife Company. 

How dofl thou Apermanttul 

Ape. Would I had a Rod in my mouth, that I might 
aniwer thee profitably. 

Hoy. Pry thee Apemanttu rcadc me the fuperferipti- 
oo of thefe Leuer$,l know not which is which. 

Ape. Canft not read? 

Page. No. 

Ape. There will title Learning dye then that day thou 
art bang'd. This is to Lord Ttmon, this to Alctbiades. Go 
thou was’t borne a Baftard, and thou't dye a Bawd. 

Page. Thou was’t wbelpt a Dogge, and thou (halt 
famifh a Dogges death. 

Anfwernot,I am gone. Exit 

Ape. E’nefo thou out-runft Grace, 

Foole I will go with you to Lord Timons . 

Foote. Will you leaue me there? 

Ape. If Ttmon flay at home. 

You three ferue three Vfurers ? 

All. \ would they feru'd vs. 

Ape. So would I: 

As good a tricke as euer Hangman feru’d Thecfe. 

Poole. Are you three Vfurers men ? 

All. I Foole. 

Foote. J thinke no VTurer, but ha’s a Foole to his Ser- 
uant. My Miftris it one, and I am her Foole : when men 
come to borrow of your Maflers, they approach fadly, 
and go away merry : but they enter my Maflers houfc 
merrily.and go away fadly. The reafon of this ? 

Var. I could render one. 

Ap. Do it then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
mafter, and a Knaue, which notwithftanding thou (halt 
be no lefie efleemed. 

Varro. Whatis a Whoremafter Foole? 

Foole. A Foole in good eloathes, and fomething like 
thee. Tis a fpirit, fometime t’appeares l.ke a Lord,foro- 
time like a Lawyer, fometime like aPhilolopher, with 
two flones moe then's artificial] one. Heeisvetie often 
like a Knight; and generally,in all ffiapes that man goes 
vp and downc in, from fourefcorc to thirteen, this fpirit 
walkes In. 

Var. Thou arc not altogether a Foole. 

Foole. Nor thou altogether a Wife man. 

As much foolcrie as 1 haue.fo much wit thou lack'flJ 
po. That anfwcr might haue become Apemanttu, 

All. Afide,alide,hecre comes Lord Ttmon. 

Enter'ttmon and Steward. 

Ape. Come with me(Foo!e)come. 

Foole. 1 do not alwayes follow Louer, ieldcr Brother, 
aad Woman, fometime the Philofopher. 

Stew. Pray you walk en cere, 
lie fpeake with you anon. . Exeunt, 

Tim. You make me meruell wherefore ere this time 
Had you not fully laide my ftate before me. 

That I might fo haue rated my expence 
As I had leaue ofmear.es. 

Stew. You would not hear? me: 


I At many leyfurcs I propofe, 
Tim. Go too: 


< ° tre ^ n g^ e vantages you tooke 
When nr.y indifpofition put you backc * 

And that vnaptnefle made your miniflep 
Thus to cxcule your felfe. 

Stew, O my good Lord, 

At many times I brought in my accompts 
Laid them before you, you would throw them 
And fay you found them in mine honeftic, 

When for fome trifling prefent you haue bid m 
Returne fo much, I haue fliooke my head anH „ C 
Yea gainfl th Authoritie of manners, prav’d«> V£ ‘ t '' 
To hold your hand more dofe: I did indure ^ 

Not fildome, nor no fl ght checkes,when 1 w 
Prompted you in the ebbe of your eftate, 

And your great flow of debts; my lou’d Lord 
Thoughyouhearenow (too late) yet nowesaL. 
The greateft of your hauing, lackes a halfe ’ 

To pay your prefent debts. 

Tim. Let all my Land be fold. 

Stew. Tis all engag’d, fome forfeyted and rone 

And what remaines will hardly flop the mouth * 

Ot present dues ; the future comes apace; 

What (ball defend the interim,and at length 
How goes our reck’ning? b 

Tim. To Lacedemon did my Land extend. 

SttW " P my good Lor< *» thc world is but a word 
Vv ere it all yours, to giue it in a breath, * 

How quickely were it gone. 

Tim. You tell me true. 

_ ff**’- Ifyoi* fufpeft my Husbandry or Falfhood. 
Call me before th’exafteft Auditors, 

And fee me on tbs proofe. So the Gods blefle me 
Vt^hen all cur Offices haue beeneoppreft 
With riotous Feeders,when our Vaults haue wept 
With drunken fpilth of Wine; when cueVy roome 
Hath blaz’d with Lights, and braid with MinArelfie 
1 haue retyr’d me to a waftcfull eotke, 1 

And fet mine eyes at flow. 

Tim. Pry thee no more. 

iiew. Hcauens.hauc I faid the bounty of this lord; 
How many prodigal! bits haue Slaues and Pezants 
This mghtenglutted : wlio is not Ttmont, 

What heart,head, fword,force,mcanes,but isL, Timm: 
Great Timon , Noble, Wcthy ,RcyaIl Ttmon : 

Ah, when the meanes are gone, that buy this praile. 
The breath is gone whereofthispraifeistradc: 

Feaft won, faft loft; one cloud of Winter jfhowres, 
Thefe fly es are coucht. 

Tim. Come fermon me no further. 

No villanous bounty vet hath paft my heart; 

Vnwifely, net ignobly haue I giuen. 

Why deft thou weepc.cauft thou the confcienceiacke, 
To thinke I (ball lackc friends rfreure thy heart. 

If I would broach the veflels of my loue, 

And try the argument of hearts, by borrowings 
Men,and mens fortunes could 1 frankcly vfc 
A* I can bid thee Ipeakc. 

Ste. Afturance bltfle your thoughts. 

Tim. And in fomefort thefe wants of mine are crown’d, 
That I account them bit (frigs. For by theie 
Shall I trie Friends, if ou (hall pcrcciue 
Howyoumiftak? my Fortunes; 

I am wealthie in my Friends. 

Within there, liamue ,Scrnilit*»1 


■ fr l 


- ~ Enter three Struants. 

0 ^ My Lord, my Lord. 

j l0 . I will difpatch you feueraily. 

You to Lord Lucius, to Lord Luculltu you. I hunted 
, th his Honor to day; you to Sempronins-, commend me 
n'theirloues ; and I am proud fay, that my occafions 
u uc found cime to vie ’em toward a iupply of mony : let 

thercqtteft be fifty Talents. 
fletf. As you haue faid, my Lord. ^ 

Stew. Lord Lucius and LucuBue ? Huroh. 

Go you fir co the Senators; 

nftvhom, eueh to the States beft health ;I haue 
Defero’d this Hearing : bid cm fend o’th’inftant 
^thoufand Talents to me. 

Ste, 1 haue beene bold 
/for that I knew it the mod gcncrall way) 

!j- 0 t hem, to vfe your Signet,and your Name, 

Butthey do fhake their heads, and I am heere 
flo richer in returne. , 

pint. Is’t true? Can’t be ? 

Stew. They anfwcr in a ioynt and corporate voice» 
Thatnow they are at fall, wancTreacure cannot 
Do what they would, arcforric .*you are Honourable, 
gut yet they could haue tvifhc, they know not. 

Something hath beene amifle; a Noble Nature 
May catch a wrench; would all were wclljtispitty, 

And fo intending other fetiotis matters. 

After diftaflcfull lookes; and thefe hard Fra&ions 
VVith certaine h3lfe-caps } and cold mouing nods, 
phey froze roc into Silence. 

Jim. You Gods reward them: 

Prythce man lookc chccrely. Thefe old Fellowes 
Haue their ingratitude in them Hereditary: 

Their blood is cak’d, ’tis cold, it fildomeflowes, 

Tfs lackc ofkindcly warmth, they are not kindc; 
AndNaturc,as it growesagaine toward earth, 

Isfafhion’d for the iourney,dull and beauy. 

Go to ZJentiddiM (prythce be not fad. 

Thou art true,and honed; Ingenioufly I fpeake. 

No blame belongs to thee:) Fentiddins lately 
Buried his Father, by whofc death hec’s ftepp’d 
Into a great eftate: When he was poore, 

Imprifon’d, and in fcarfitie of Friends, 

Idcet’dhim with fiueTalencs -.Greet him from me. 

Bid him fuppofe, fome good ncceflity 
Touches his Friend, which craues to be remembred 
With thofe fiue Talents; that had, giue’t thefe Fellowes 
To whom ’tis inftant due. Neu’r fpeake,or thinke, 

That Timons fortunes ’mong his Friends can finke. 

Stew. I would I could not thinke it: 

That thought is Bounties Foe; 

Being free it felfe, it thinkes all others fo. Exeunt 

TUmir.ites waiting to jfeake with a Lord from his tJMafltr, 
enters a ferttant to him. 

Srr.Ihaue tcid my Lord ofyoi^heiscomtr.ing down 

to you. 

Flam. IthankeyouSk. 

Enter Lucuiltts. 

Str.' Hccre’smy Lord, 

Luc. One of lord Ttmons men ? AGuiftT warrant. 
Why this hits right: I dreampt ofa Siluer Bafon & Ewre 
tonight. FlaminiM^ honefl FUminius, youareverie re- 
ipe&iuely welcome fir. Fill me fome Wine. And how 
does that Honourable, Complete,Free-hearted Gcncle- 


Timon ofsJthens. ____ 

{ man of Athens, thy very bouutifull good Lord and May- 
ftcr? 

Flam. His health is well fir. 

Luc • I am right glad chat his health is well fit • and 


what haft thou there vnder thy Cloake^retty Flammml 

FUm. haith, nothing but an empty box Sir, which in 
my Lords behalfc, I come to intreat your Honor to (tip- 

ply : vvho. hauing great and inliant occafion ro vfcfiftie 
Talents, hath fentco your Lordfnipto turnifhhim : no¬ 
thing doubting your prefent afliftance therein^ 

Luc. La, la,Ja, la : Nothing doubting faycshec? Alas 
good Lord ,a Noble Gentleman tis,if he would not Keep 
fo good a houfe. Many a time and often I ha din’d with 
him, and told himon’r^and comeagaine to fupperto him 
ofpurpofc, to haue him fpend lefle, and yet he wold em¬ 
brace no counfelljtake no warning by my comming,euc- 
ry man has his fault,and honefty is his,I ha told him on c* 
but I could ncrc get him from’r. 

Enter Sermnt with Wine. 

Scr . Plcafeyour Lord/hip 5 hccre is the Wine. 

Lhc. FUmintus, I haue noted thee alwayes wife* 
Heere’s to thee* 

Flam. Your Lordfhip fpeakesyour pleafurc. 

Lnc. 1 haue obferued thee alwayes for a towardlie 
prompt fpirit, giue thee thy due., and one that knowes 
what belongs to reafon; and canft vfe the time vvel 3 if the 
time vie thee well. Good parts in thee ; get you gone fir- 
rah. Drawneerer \\ox\cf[Flaminins. Thy Lords aboun- 
tifull Gentleman, but thou art wife, and thou knowTt 
well enough (although thou com il tome) that this is no 
time to lend money, cfpecially vpon bare friendfhippc 
without fecurit’e. Here's three Solidares for thee, good 
Boy winke at me, and fay thou faw’ft mec not. Fare thee 
well. 

Flam. Is’t pofiible the world fhould fo much differ. 
And vve aliuc that lined ? Fly damned bafenefle 
To him that worftiips thee. 

Luc. Ka?Now I fee thou art a Foole, and fie for thy 
Mailer. Sxii L. 

F/4w.May thefe adde to the number^ may feald thee; 
Let moulcen Coine be thy damnation. 

Thou d:fcafe of a friend,and not himfclfe : 

Has friendfliip fuch a faint and miikie heart. 

It turnes in Jefle then two nightsf O you Gods! 

I fcele my Mafters paftion. This Slaue vneo his Honor, 
Has my Lords meaie in him: 

Why fhould it thriue, and tumc to Nutriment, 

When he is turn’d to poyfon ? 

O may Difcafes onely workc vpon’t: 

And when he’s fitke to deatlijet not that part of Nature 

Which my Lord payd for, be of any power 

To cxpell fickneffe, but prolong his hovver. Sxit. 

Enter LuciPts .with three grangers. 

Luc. Who the Lo rd Timon} He is my very good friend 
and an Honourable Gentleman. 

1 We know him for no lefie, thogh wc are but (Gran¬ 

gers to him. But I can tell yon one thing my Lord, and 
which 1 hcarc from common rumours ,now Lord Timons 
happiehowres are done and paft, and his eftate fhrinkes 
from him. * 

Latins. Fye no, doe not belecue it: hee cannot want 
for money. 

2 But belceu? yon this my Lord, that not long agoe* 
onecfhismen was with the Lord LuculUu^ to borrow fo 
many Talents, nay vrg’d excreamiy for’c, and fhewed 

what 
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Timon of ^Athens. 


what neccfficy belong'd too’t.and yet was deny’de* 

Lucs* How? 

2 I tell you, deny’de my Lord, 

Lari* What a Orange cafe was that ? Now before the 
Gods I am afiham’d on’e. Denied that honourable man ? 
There was verie little Honour fhew'd in’t. For my ownc 
part, I muft needes c^nfeflc, I hauereceyued fome fmall 
kindnefles from him, as Money^Platc, Iewels, and fuch 
like Trifles; nothing comparing to his: yet hadheemi- 
ftooke him,and fent to mc,I fliouid ne’re haue denied his 
Occafion fo many Talents, 

Enter SeruiliHS. 

Seruil. See, by good hapyonders my Lord, Ihane 
fvvec to fee his Honor. My Honor’d Lord. 

Lucil, Seruilm} Youarekindelymet fir. Farthcwell, 
commend me to thy Honourable vertuous Lord, my ve¬ 
ry cxquificc Friend. v 

Seruil. May it pleafe your Honour, my Lord hath 
fent-- 

Luci. Ha? what ha s he fent ? I am fo much cndccrcd 
to that Lord; hee’s euet fending: bow fhall I thank him 
think’ft thou? And what has he fent now ? 

Seruil. Has oneiy fent his prefent Occafion now my 
Lord: requefting your Lordfhip to fupply his infant vfe 
with fo many Talents. 

Lucil. I know his Lordfhip is but merry with me. 

He cannot want fifty fiue hundred Talents. 

Scr ml. Butin the me an time he wants leflemy Lord. 
If his occafion were not vertuous, 

I {hould notvrge ithalfc fo faithfully. 

Luc ♦ Doftthou fpeake ferioufly Seruilimi 
Seruil. Vponmy foule’tis true Sir. 

Iaku What a wicked Beaft was I to disfurnifh my 
felfagainlHlich agood timc,when I might ha fhewn my 
felfeHonourable? How vnluckily ithapncd,that I fhold 
Purchafe the day before for a little part,and vndo a great 
dcalc of Honour? SeYttilim « now before the Gods I am 
not able to do (''the more bead I fay) I was fending to vfe 
Lord Timcnrw] felfe, thefeGentlemen can witnefls^but 
I would not for the wealth of Athens I had donc’t now. 
Commend me bountifully to his good Lordfhip, and I 
hope his Honor will conceiue the faireft of mee, becaufc 
I haue no power to be lcindc. And tell him this from me, 

I count it one of my greater afflictions lay,thar 1 cannot 
pleafure fuch an Honourable Gentleman. Good Scruili- 
will you befriend nsec lofarrc, as to vfe mine owne 
words to him ? 

Sen Yes fir,I fhall- Exit SeruiU 

Lucil, lie Icoke you out a good turne Scruilius. 

True as you faid, Ttrqen is fhrunkc indeede. 

And he that’s once deny’de, will hardly fpeede. Exit, 
i Do you obferue this Hofiilim ? 
z I, to well. 

g Why this is the worlds fouls, 

And iuft ofthefamcpeece 

Is euery Flatterers fport: who can call him bis Friend 
That dips in the fame dish ? For in my knowing 
Timon has bin this Lords Father, 

And kept his credit with his puife: 

Supported his efate, nay Timons money 

Has paid his men their wages. He nc’re drinkes. 

But Timons Siluer treads vpon his Lip, 

And yet, oh fee the monftroufoefle ot man. 

When he lookes cut in an vngratefull fhape; 

ITe does deny him (in refpe& of his) I 


What charitable men affoord toBe^T 
3 Religion grones at it. c ® * 
i For mine owne part, I neuer tailed Ti^ ■ 

Nor came any ofhis bountiesouerme ltlm y!if c 
iomarke me for his Friend. Yetjproteft 
For his right Noble minde, illuftriou, v e „L 
And Honourable Carriage, ' ue * 

Had his neccflity made vfe of me, 

I would haue put my wealth into Donation 
And the beft halfc fhould haue return’d to ’ * 

So much 1 loue his heart: But I perceiue nin,> 

Men muft leatne now with piety to difpe nc 
For Policy fits aboue Conlcicnce. Cj 

6 nter A third[truant with Sempronius *„ / 
of 1 imons Friends . 1 n 

Swp. Mufi he needs trouble me in’t 
’Boueall others? rtJtn ‘ 

He might haue tried Lord Lusitts,o r Luculius 
And now F<entidgius is wealthy too, * 

W hom he redeem’d from prifon. All thefe 
Owes their eftates vntohim. 

Ser, My Lord, 

They haue all bin touch’d, and found Bsfe M m u 
For they haue all denied him. 

Scmp. How?Hauc they deny’dehim? 

Has Fentidgius and Luculius deny’dehim, 

And docs he fend to me ?Three ?Humh?* 

It llicwe* but little loue, or iudgement in him. 

Muft I be his laft Refuge ? His Friends (like Pliy Htians^ 

1 hriuc, giue him oucr : Muft I take th’Curevponnie? 
Has much difgrac d me in’c, I tne angry at him, 

That might haueknowne my place. 1 fee no fenfe ( Ql \ 
But his Occafions might haue wooed me firft: ’ 

For in my confcience, i was the firft man 
That ere recciued guift from him. 

And does he thinke fo backwardly of me novv, 

That He requite it laft? Mo : 

So it may proue «n Argument of Laughter 
To th’reft,and ’oiong’ft Lords be thought a Foole; 
I’cc rather then the worth ofthrice the fiimme. 

Had fent to me firft.,but for my mindes fake: 

I’de fuch a courage to do him good. But now returns, 
And with their faint reply, this anfwer ioync; 

Who bates mine Honot,fhall not know my Coyne. Exit 
Ser. Excellent: YourLordfhips a.goodIy Villain: the 
diueli knew not what he did, when hee made manPoli- 
ticke; he crofted himfclfe by’t: am! I cannot thinke, but 
in theend,thc Villanics ofman will fee himdeerc. How 
faireiy this Lord ftriucs to nppeare foule ? Takes Vettu« 
ous Copies to be wicked: like thofe,that vnderhottear¬ 
dent zeale, would fet whole Rcalmes on fire,of fuch a na¬ 
ture is his politike loue. 

This was my Lords beft hope, now all are fled 
Saue onely the Gods. Now his Friends are dead, 
Doore* that were nc’rc acquainted with their Wards 
Many abounteous yeere, muft beimploy’d 
Now to guard fure their Mafler: 

And this is all a Iiberall courfe allowes, 

Who cannot keepe his wealth, muft keep his houfc.fM 

Enter Farm's m/tn, meeting ethers. All Timons Creditor! to 
wait for his camming oat. Then enter Lacies 
and Horten jins. 

Var.man. Well met,goodmorrov» Tit as & Hortiop^j 



Timon of thens . 


^rfh^hke to you kmde Farro. 
l ‘L ^dwjwhat do we meet together? 
ifri’ l,and I think one bufineffe do*s command vs all. 

c or mine is money. 

^ T/t. So is theirs,and ours. 

1 Enter Thilottu. 

Led. And fa Philotus too. 

pbii.‘ G ° ocl da y at oncc ' 

Ltici. Welcome good Brother. 
mm do you thinke the houre ? 

pR Labouring foi Nine, 

Luci. So much? 

yhil. 1 s not my Lord leenc yet ? 

pR Iwondcr on’t.he was wont to ftnne at feauen. 
iHci. I>but the dayes are waxt fhorter with lum : 

VoU puftconhder, that a Prodigall courfe 

like the Sunnes, butnot l.kcbis recouerab e, i/eare . 

L deepeft Winter in Lord Timons purle, that is. O 
L reach deepe enough,and yet finde little. 

Phil. I am of your fcare,for that. 

fit. lie (hew you how t’obferue a ftrangc cuent: 

Your Lord fends now for M oney ? 

Jim. M oft true,he doe’s. 
ftt. And he wearcs Iewels now of Timons guilt, 
p ot which I waite for money. 
jjort. It is againft my heart. 

Luci. Marke how ((range it (howes, 
fmen in this, (hould pay more then he owes: 

e’ne as if your Lord (hould wearc rich Iewels* 

And fend (or money for ’em. 

fort. I’mc weary of this Charge, 

The Gods can witnefle: 

I know my Lord hath fpent cATimons wealth, 

And now Ingratitude, makes ltworfethcn Health. 

yarro, Yes.mine’s three thouland Crownes; 

What’s yours i 

Luci. Fiue thoufand mine. ,, r 

Farro. ’Tis much deepe,and it (houldtfccmby th lum 
Your Mailers confidence was aboue mine, 

Elfe furcly his had equall’d. 

Enter flamimtu. 

Tit. One of Lord Timons men. 

Luc. FUminitui Sir, a word : Prsy is my Lordreadie 
to come forth i 

Elam. No,indeed he is not. 

Tit, Wc attend his Lordfliip: prayfignmefo much. 
Flam. I need not tell him that, he knowes you arc too 
Enter Steward in a Cloake, muffled (diligent. 

Luci. Fla: is not that his Srcward muffled fo ? 

He goes away in a Clowd: Call him,call him. 

Tit. Doyouhearc,fir? 
i.F*rro. By your leaue,fir. 

Stew. What doycaske ofme, my Friend. 

Tit. Wc waite for certaine Money hccre, fir. 

Stew. IjifMoney were as certaine as your waiting, 
’Twere fure enough. 

Why thenpreferr’d you nocyotir fummes and Biiies 
When your falfe Mailers cate of my Lords meat ? 

Then they could fmile, and fawrnc vpon his debts. 

And take downc tb’Intreft into their glutt’nous Mawes. 
You do your felues but wrong,to ftirre me vp, 

Let me pafle quietly : 

Beleeue’t, my Lord and I haue made an end, 

I haue no more to reckon. He to fpend. 

Luci. I, but this anfwer will not ferue. 


Stew, if’t "twill not ferue,’tis not fo bafe as you, 

Foryou ferue Knaues. 

\.Farro. HoW? What docs his calneer d W orfhip 

mutter? , , , 

a .Farro. No matter what, 'hee’s poore, and that s re- 
uenge enough. Who can fpeake broader, thenheethat 
has no houfe to put his head in ? Such may rayle againft 
great buildings- 

Enter Seruilitts. 

Tit. Oh heere’s Sermlius : now wee fhall know fome 

anfwerc. „ , _ , 

Seri*. If I might befeech you Gentlemen, to repayre 
fome other houre, 1 fhould dcriue much fr^rn’t For tc k’t 
ofmy foule, my Lordleanes wondroufly to difcontei t: 

His comfortable temper has forfooke hin^he’s much out 
of health, and kcepes his Chamber. 

j Luci. Many do keepe their Chambcrs,are not ficke; 
And if it be fo farre beyond his health, 

Me thinkes he (hould the fooner pay his debts. 

And make a cleere way to the Gods. 

Seruil. Good Gods. 

Titus. We cannot take this for anfwer, fir. 

Flaminins within. Serutlttu heipc, my Lord, my Lord. 

Enter Timon in a rage. 

Tb».What, are my dores oppos’d againft my paffage? 
Haue I bin eucr free, and muft my houfe 
Berny retentiueEnemy? MyGaole? 

The place which I haue Feaftcd, does it now 
(Like all Mankinde) (hew me an Iron heart ? 

Luci. Put in now Tittu. 

Ttt. My Lord,heere is my Bill. 

Luci. Here’s mine, 
j .Far. And mine,my Lord. 

2 .Far. And ours,my Lord. 

Philo. Al! our Billes. 

Tim. Knocke me downe with ’em, clcaue mec to the 

Girdle. 

Luc. Alas,my Lord. 

Tim. Cut my heart in fummes. 

Tit. Minc,fifty Talents. 

Tim. Tcil out my bleed. 

Luc. Fiue thoufand Crownes, my Lord. 

Tim. Fiue thoufand drops payes that. 

What yours? and yours? 
i.Far, My Lord. 

2 -Far. My Lord. 

Tim. Teare me, take me,and the Gods fall vpon you. 

Exit Timon. 

Hort. Faith I perceiue our Maflcrs may throwe their 
caps at their money .thefe debts may well be call’d defpe- 
rate ones, for a madman owes ’em. Exeunt, 

Enter Timon. 

Timon. They haue e’enc put tny breach from mce the 
(laues. Creditors ?Diucls. 

Stew. MydeereLord. 

Tim. What ifit fhould be fo? 

Stew. My Lord. 

Tim. lie haue it fo. My Steward? 

Stew. HceremyLord. 

Tim. So fitly ? Go, bid all my Friends againcj 
Lucius t Lucullus, and Sempronius Fllorxa: All, 
lie once more fcall the Rafcals. 

Stew. O my Lord,you onely fpeake from your diftra- 
£led foule ; there’s not fo much left to, furnilh out amo= 
derate Table. 

Timon t f 
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Tim . Be it not in thy care: 

Go 1 charge thee, inuite them all, let in the tide 
Of Knaucs once more: my Cooke and lie prouidc.£xw»r 

Enter three Senators atone doore, Alctbiades meeting them, 
with Attendants. 

1 -Sen. My Lord, you haue my voyce, too’c, 

The faulcs Bloody: 

Tis neceffary he (hould dye: 

Nothing iraboldeiu finnefomuch,as Mercy, 

2 Moft true; the Law (hall bruife’em. 

Ale. Honor,heaith,and companion to the Senate, 

I NowCaptaine. 

Ale. I am an humble Sutor to your Vcrtucs j 
For pitty is the vertuc of the Law, 

And none but Tyrants vie it cruelly, 

Itpleafes time and Fortune to lye heauie 
Vpon a Friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath ftept into the Law: which is part depth 
To thofc thac (without heede ) do plundgc intoo’t. 

He is a Man (fetting his Fate afide)of comely Vertucs, 
Nor did he feyle the fa£t with Cowardice, 

(And Honour in hitn,which buyes out his fault) 

But with a Noble Futy, and faire fpirit, 

Seeing his Reputation touch’d to death, 

He did oppofe his Foe: 

And with Inch fober and vnnoted pafllon 
He did behoouehis anger ere ’ewas fpent, 

As if he had but proud an Argument. 

i Sen. You vndergo too flri&a Paradox, 

Striuing to make an vgly deed lookc faire: 

Your words haue tooke fuch paines, as if they labour’d 
To bring Man-flaughter into forme, and fet Quarrelling 
Vpon the head of Valour; which indeed*? 

Is Valour mif-begot, and came into the world. 

When Seels, and Factions were newly borne, 

Hee’s truly Valiant, that can wifely fuller 
The worft that man can breath, 

And make his Wrongs, his Out-fider, 

To wcare them like his Rayment, careleflely. 

And ne’re preferre his iniories to his heart. 

To bring it into danger. 

If Wrongs be cuilles, and inforce vs kill. 

What Folly *tis,to hazard life for Ill. 
zAlci. My Lord. 

i .Sen. You cannot make grofle finnes lookc clcarc. 

To rcuenge is no Valour, but tobeare. 

A lei. My Lords, then vnder fauour,pardon’me. 

If I fpeakclikeaCaptainc. 

Why do fond men expofe chemfelucs to B attell. 

And not enddre all threats ? SIccpe vpon’r. 

And let the Foes quietly ca: their Throats 
Without repugnancy ? If there be 
Such Valour in the beai ing, what make wee 
Abroad ? Why then, Women arc more valiant 
That Ray at home, it Bearing carry it: 

And live Afl'e, moreCaptsine then the Lyon? 

The fellow loaden with Irons,wifer then thcludge? 

If Wifedorr.e be in fuffering, Oh my Lords, 

As you are great, bepittifully Good, 

Who cannot conderonerafhncffcin cold blood ? 

To kill, I grant, is finnes extreameft Gnft, 

Bujt in defence, by Mercy, ’tis moft juft. 

To be in Anger, is impictie : 

But who is Man, that is nor Angric. 

Weigh but the Crime with this. 


TmonofcJtkenf. 



z.Sen, You breath in vaine, 

Alci. Invaine? 

His feruice done at Lacedemon.and Biz-nt;,. 

Were a fufficient briber for his life * ’ U ®» 
i What’s that? 

Ale. Why fay my Lords ha’s done Faire fern- 

And fiamein fight many cfyourenemies; U ‘ Ce > 

Ho w full of valour did he beare bimfelfe 
In the la ft Confiia,and made plenteous wound 
* He has made too much plenty with him. ’ 

He s a fworne Riotor, behas a finne 
That often drownes him,and takes his valour n.-r 
If tnere wereno Fees, that wereenough P "° n,r * 

To ouercomehim. In thatBeaftly furie 
He has bin knowne to commit outra°e$* 

And cherrifh Fa&ions. ’Tis inferr’dto vs 
Hisdayesarefoulc,and his drinkedangerous 
x He dyes. ° 

Alci,. Hard fate: he might haue dyed in warre 
My Lords, if not for any parts in hina, 4 

Though his right arms might purchafe his owne time 
And be in debt to none: yet more to moue you * 
Take my deferts to his, and ioyne’em both/ ’ 

And for I know, your rcuerend Ages loueSecurity 
He pawne my Viftorics, nil my Honour toyou 7 ’ 

Vpon his good returnes. } 

If by this Crime.he owes the Law his life. 

Why let the Warre receiue’t in valiant gpre. 

For Law is ftria, and Warre is nothing more. 

1 \Ve are for Law,he dyes, vrge it no more 
On height of our difpicafore: Friend, or Brother i 
He forfeits his owne blood, that fpilles another,* 

Ale, Muft it be fo It muft not bee: 

My Lords, I do bcfecch you know roee, 

2 How? 

Ale. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 What. 

Ale. 1 cannot thinke but your Age has forgotnw 
It could not elfe be, I (hould proue fo bace, 

I o fue and be deny de fuch common Grace. 

My wounds akc at you. 

i Do you dare our anger ? 

’Tis in few words, bur fpaciousin cffedV; 

Wcbaniih theeforeuer. 

Ale. Banilhme? 

Banifhyour dotage, banifti Yfurie, 

That makes the Senate vgly. 

i If after two dayes fhir.e, Athens containe thee, 
Attend our waightier Judgement. 

And not to fweii out Spirit, 

He (hall be executed prefrntly. Exeunt, 

Ale. NowtbeGoas kcepe you old enough, 
Thatyounisyliue 

Onely in bone, that none may looke on you. 

I’m worfe then mad: I haue kept backe theirFocs : 
While they haue told their Money, and let out 
Their Coine vpon large intcreft. I my fclfe, 

Rich onely in large hurts. All thofe,for this ? 

Is this the Balfome, thatthe vfuring Senat 
Powres into Captaincs wounds/ Banifiimcnt. 

It comes not ill: I hate not to be banilht, 

It is a caufe worthy my Splcene and Furie, 

That I may ftrike at Athens. He cheete vp 
My difeontented Trcopes, and lay for hearts; 

»Ti* Honour with mod Lands to be at ods, 

Souldicr* (hould brooke as little wrongs, as Gods, txit. 



Timmo) lAtbens. 
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Enter diners Friends at fetter all doom, 

. The good time of day to you,fir. 

lalfo wiih it to you : I thinke this Honorable Lord 

Jid 1 but«y vsthlsolhsr<j3y ’ , . . 

" . Vpon that were my thougnts tyring when wee en- 

utitrcd. I hope it is not fo low with him as he made it 
feme in the triall of his feuerall Friends. 

2 It (hould not be, by the perfwafion of his new Fca- 

ft ' n f I (hould thinke fo. He hath fent mee an earneft in- 
tine, which many my neercoccafions did vrg'c meeto 
ul u ' 0 ft- : but he hath coniur’d mce beyond them, and I 
Lit needs appeare. 

t ]n like manner was I in debt tomy imporcunat bu- 
fincftp, but he would not hcare my excufe. I 3 m forne, 
w |ienheTcnt to borrow ofmce, that my Prouifion was 

° U j i ficke of tht t greefc too,as I vnderftand how all 

thin 05 

2 °Euery man heares fo: wha: would hec liauc borro- 
fltdofyou? 

I A thoufand Peeces. 

3 A thoufand Peeces? 

1 What of you? 

2 He fent to me (ir-Hccre he comes. 

Enter Tinton and t.Attendants . 
fins. With all my heart Gentlemen both; and how 
fate you? 

1 Eueratthebcft.hearingwellofyour Lorofmp. 

2 The Swallow followes not Summer more willing, 
then we your Lord (hip. 

Tin. Nor more willingly leaues Winter, fuch Sum¬ 
mer Birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not re- 
compence this long ftay: Fealt your cares with the Mu- 
(ickeawhile: If they will farefo harihly o’th Trumpets 
found: vve (hall too’t prefently. 

1 I hope it remainesnot vnkindely with your Lord- 
fhip, that I return’d you an empty Meffengcr. 

Tim O fir, let it not trouble you. 
a My Noble Lord, 

Tim. Ah my good Friend.what cheere ? 

The Banket brought in. 

2 My mod Honorable Lord,I am e’ne fick ot fhame, 
that when your Lordfhip this other day fent to me, 1 was 
fo vnfortunate a Beggar. 

Tim. Thinke not on’t, fir. 
a Ifyouhad fent but two houres before. 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
Come bring in all together. 
i All couer’d Difhcs 
I Royall Cheare, I warrant you. 

3 Doubt not that,if money and the feafon can yeild it 
I How doyou? What’s the newes ? 

3 Atcibiades is banifh’d: heare you of it? 

Toth, yllcibutdes banifh’d? 

3 ’Tisfo.be fureofit. 

1 HowfHow# 

a I pray you vpon what? 

Tm. My worthy Friends, will you draw neere ? 

3 He tell you more anon.Here’s a Noble feaft toward 
a This is the old man fttll. 

3 Wilthold? Wilt hold? 

2 It do’s: but time will,and fo. 


3 Idoconceyuc. • 

Tim. Each man to his ftoole, with that fpurreas bee 
would to the lip ofhi»Miftris :yourdyet fliail bee in all 
places alike. Make not a Citic Feaft of it,to let the meat 
code, ere we can agree vpon the firft place. Sit,fit. 
TheGods require our Thankes. 

You great 'Benefactors, jprir.kle our Society wtth Tbanke- 
fulnejfe. Fory our owneguijts, makf jour feluesprais’d : But 
referue fill togiue, leaf your Duties be d:(J>t[ed Lend to each 
man enough , that one neede not lend to another. For were your 
godheads to borrow of men, men would for fake the Gods. Make 
the Meate be beloued , more then the Alan thatgiues it. Let 
no djfembljof Twenty, be without a (cere ofFi Haines. If there 
Jit twelue Women at the Table, let a doz.en of them bee as they 
are. The reft of your Fees, O Gods, the Senators of Athens , 
together with the common legge of P ecple, what ts amt/fe w 
them,you Gods, makefutcable for deftruttion. Fortbefe my 
prefent friends, as they are to mee nothing, fo in nothing blejfe 
them, and to nothing are they welcome. 

Vncouer Dogges, and lap. 

Some(peake. Whac do’s his Lordfliip meane ? 

Some other. 1 know nor. 

Timon. May you a better Feaft neuer behold 
You knot of Mouth-Friends: Smoke, & lukewarm water 
Is your pcrfe&ion. This is Timons la ft, 

Who ftucke and fpangled you with Flatteries, 

Wallies u off and fprinkles in your faces 
Your reeking villany, Liue loath’d, and long 
Mod finding, fmoot’n, deteffed Parafitcs, 
CurceousDeftroyerj, affable Wolues,nieeke Beares: 
You Fooles of Fortune, Trencher-friends,Times Flyes, 
Cap and knce-Slaues, vapours, and Minute lackes. 

Of Man and Beaft, the infinite Maladie 
Cruft you quite o’re. What do’ft thou go? 

Soft, take thy Phy ficke firft ;thoutoo,and thou: 

Stay l will lend thee money, borrow none. 

What? All in Motion? Henceforth be no Feaft, 

W hcreat a Villainc’s not a welcome Gueft. 

Burnc houfe, finke Athens, henceforth hated be 
OiTimon Man, and all Humanity. Exit 

Enter the Senatorsyvtth other Lords. 

1 How now, my Lords ? 

2 Know you rhe quality of Lord Timons fury f 

3 Pufh.did you fee my Cap ? 

4 IhaueloftmyGowne. 

i He’s but a mad Lord,& nought but humors fwaies 
him, Hegauemcalewellth’othcrday, andnowheehas 
beate it out of my hat. 

Did you fee my Icwcll ? 

a Did you fee my Cap. 

3 Heere’tis. 

4 HeerclyesmyGowue.’ 

s Let’s make no ftay. 

a Lord Timons m&d. 

3 I feel’t vpon my bones. 

4 One day he giues vs Diamonds,next day {tones. 

Exeunt the Senators. 

EnterTimon, 

Tim. Let me looke backe vpon thee. O thou Wall 
That girdles in thofe Wdues, diue iri the earth. 

And fence not Athens. Matrons, turne incontinent. 
Obedience fayle in Children: Slaues and Fooles 

h h Plucke 
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Timon of ^Athens. 


Plucke the graue wrinkled Senatefrom the Bench, 

And miniftcr in their ftecds, to generall Filches. 

Conuert o’th’Jnftant grccne Virginity, 

Doo’t in yoi’.r Parents eyes. Bankrupts,hold faft 
Rather then render backc; out with your Kniues, 

And cut your Trufters throates. Bound Sernaats, fteale. 
Large-handed Robbers your graue Mafters are. 

And pill by Law. Maide, to thy Mafters bed. 

Thy Miftns is o’th’Brothell. Some of fixteen, 

Plucke the lyn’d Crutch from thy old limping Sire, 

With it, beate out his Braincs, Picty,and Fcare, 
Religion to the Gods, Peace, Iuftice, Truth, 
Domeftickeawe, Night-reft, and Neighbour-hood, 
Inftrufhon, Manners, Myftcrics,and Trades, 

Degrees, ObferuanccSjCuftomes, and Lawes, 

Decline to your confounding concraries. 

And yet Confufion line: Plagues incident to men. 

Your potent and infc&ious Fcauors.hcape 
On Athens ripe for ftrokc. Thou cold Sciatica, 

Cripple our Senators, that their limbes may hale 
A» lamely as their Manners. Luft,and Libcrtie 
Creepein the Mindcs and Marrowcs of our youth, 

That ’gainft the ftreame of Vertue they may ftriue. 

And drowne themfclucs in Riot. Itches,Blaines, 
Soweallth’Athenianbofomes, and their crop 
Be generall Leprofie: Breath infetft breath. 

That their Society (as their Friendfhip) may 
Be meerely poyfon. Nothing lie bearc from thee 
But nakedneffe, thou deteftable T owne, 

Take thou that too, with multiplying Bannes : 

Timon will to the Woods, where he (hall finde 
Th’vnkindeft Beaft,more kinder then Mankinde. 

The Gods confound (hcaretneyou good Gods all) 

Th’Athenians both within and out that Wall: 

And gtaunt as Timon growes,his hate may grow 
To the whole race of Ivlankintie, high and low. 

Amen. Exit. 

Enter Steward with two or three Servants, 

I Heareyou M.Steward,wherc’s ourMafter? 

Arc wc vndone, caft oft', nothing remaining? 

Stew. Alack my Fellowes,what fhould I fay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the lighteousGods, 
lam as pocie as you. 

l Such a Houfe broke? 

So Noble a Mafter falne, all gone, and not 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the atmc, * 

And go along with him. 

a As we do turne our backes 
From our Companion, throwne into his graue. 

So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes 
Slinkc all away, leaue their falfe Vowes with him 
Like empty purfes pickc; and his poore felfe 
A dedicated Beggar to the Ayre, 

With his difcafe.ofall fliunn’d pouerty, 

Walkcs like contempt alone. More ©four Fellowes. 

Enter other Servants. 

Stew. All broken Implements of a min’d houfe. 

3 Yet do our hearts wearc Timons Liuery, 

That fee 1 by our Faces: we are Fellowes (fill, 

Seruing alike in forrow: Leak’d is our Barke, 

And we poore Mates,(land on the dyingDecke, 

Hearing the Surges threat: we muft allparc 
Into this Sea of Ayre. 

Stew. Good Fellowes all. 




The lateft ofn.y wealth He ftiare 

Where euer we lhall meete, for Tim»»s\'2 “* 

Let s yet be Fellowes. Let’s (hake our bead*. 4 ,. 
As ‘ewere a Knell vnto our Mafters Fortunes ,M5a % 
We hauc feene better day es. Let each take f 
Nay put out allyour hands : Not one word m ”* 5 
Thus part we rich in forrow.parting poore. 

Embrace and part (fHerall*. 

Oh the fierce wretchednefle that Glory brino^i 
Who would not wifh to be from wealth exe &S VS 
Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempt ^ 
Who would be lb mock’d with Glory or tn f 
But in a Dreame of Friendfhip, 

To hauc his pompe, and all what Rate comno,,^ 
But oncly painted like his varnifibt Friends • UndS> 
Poore honeft Lord, brought lowe by his v 
Vndone byGoodnelfe: Strangevnvfuall blood ^ 
When mans worft finne is. He do’s too , 

Who then dares to be halfefokindeagen? '* 00 ^ 

For Bounty that makes Gods, do ftill marre Men' 

M y deereft Lord, blcft to be mod accurft 
Rich oncly to be wretched; thy great Fo/tunes 
Arc made thy cheefe Afflictions. Alas (kinde Lor^ 
Hce’s flung in Rage from this ingratefulj Seatc 
Of monftrousFriends: 

Nor ha’s he with him to fupply his life, 

Ot that which can command it: 
lie follow and enquire him out. 

He euer ferue bis minde, with my beft will 
Whilft I hauc Gold, Ilebc his Steward ftill* 


Evi, 


Enter Timon in the wood** 


Tim. O blcficd breeding Sun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity : below thy Sifters Orbe 
Infect the ayre. Twin’d Brothers of onewombe, 
Whole procreation, refideme, and births 
Scarfe is diuidant; touch them with feucrall fortunes, 
The greater fcornes thelefler. Net Nature 
(To whom all fores lay fiege) can bearc great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature,. 

Raife me this Begger,and deny’t that Lord, 

The Senators {lvall bcare contempt Hereditary/ 

The Begger Natiue Honor. 

It is the Paftour Lards, the Brothers fides. 

The want that makes him leaue: who dares? who dares 
In puritie of Manhood ftand vpright 
And fay, this mans a Flatterer. I f one be, 

So are they all: for cuerie grize of Fortune 
Is fmooth’d by that below. The Learned pate 
Duckcs to theGoldcn Foolc. All’s obliquic: 

There ’snoching leuell in our curfed Natures 
But dire&villanie. Therefore be abhorr’d, 

AllFeafts, Societies,and Throngs ofmen. 

His lccnblablc, yea himfelfe Timon difdaines, 
Deftruftion phang mankinde ; Earth yceld mcRootcs, 
Who feekes for better of thee, fawce his pallate 
With thy moft operant Poyfon. What is hcere? 
Gold? Yellow, glittering,precious Gold ? 

No Gods, I am no idle Votarift, 

Roots you cleere Heauens* Thus much of this will mak 
Blacke, white; fowle, fairc; wrong, right; 

Bafe, Noble; Old, young; Coward,valiant. 

Ha you Gods 1 why this? what this, youGods ? why chi 
Will lugge your Priefts and Scruancs from your fides: 
Plucke flout mens pillowcs from below their heads. 

r nru: 
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Timon ofzJthem. 




Ini tat and breake Religion*, bleffe th accurft, 
V Vuetheboare Leprofie ador’d, place Thecues, 
Ml |„uethemTulc, knee, and approbation 

SiVi« orsontheBench:Th ‘ sisit , • 

J makes the wappen’d Widdow wed againe; 

J* w hom the Spittle-houfe, and vlcerous fores, 

S J e ’, d ca ft the gorge at. This Embalmes and Spices 
To’th’Aprdl day agime. Come damn’d Hartib 
l? „ common whore of Mankinde, that putter oddet 
[Lo the rout of Nations, 1 will make thee 

u.? a Drummc ? Th art quitke, 

S’yet lie bury thee: Thou’c go (ftrongTheefc) 
\VhtnG°wty keepers of thee cannot ftand: 
flay ftay thou out for earneft. 

n\er Aleibiades with Drummc and tife in warlike manner, 
axd Phrynia and 1 imandra. 

jile. What art thou there ? fpeake. 

•Jim. A Beaft as thou art. The Canker gnaw thy hart 
For Shewing me againe the eyes of M an, 

Aic. What is thy name? Is man fo hatefull to thee. 

That art thy felfe a Man? . 

firrt. 1 am UZlifantropet, end hace Mankinde. 

For thy part, I dowiib thou wertadogge. 

That 1 might loue thee fomethiRg. 

jilc. 1 know thee well: 

Batin thy Fortunes am vnlcarn’d, and flrange. 

Ttm.l know thee too, and more then that I know chce 
j not defirc to know. Follow thy Di umme. 

With mans blood paint the ground Gulcs.G ulcs: 
Religions Cannons, cioill Lawes arc cruell. 

Then what fhould warre be ? This fell whore of thine. 
Hath in her more deftruftion then thy Sword, 

For all her Cherubin looke. 
phrin. Thy lips rot oft. 

Tm. I will not kiffc thee, then the ret returnea 
To thine owoe lippes againe. 

Ale. How came the"Noble Timon to this change ? 
Tim. As the Moone do’s,by wanting light to giue: 

Bat then renew I could not like the Moone, 

There were no Sunnesto borrow of. 

Ale. Noble 7 ft» 0 »,what friendfliip may I do thee ? 
Ttm. None,but to rr.aintaine my opinion. 

Ale. What is it Timon? 

Tint. PromifemcFriendfnip,biitpeiformenone, 

Ifthou wilt not promife,the Gods plague thee, tor thou 
srtatnan : iftboudo’ft performe, confound thee, for 
thou art a man. 

Ah. I haue heard in fome fort ofchy Miferies. 

Tim. Thou faw’ft them when I had profperitie. 

Ale. I fee them now, then was a blcfled time. 

Tim. As thine is now,held with a brace of Harlots 
Timm. Is this th’Althenlan Minion,whom the world 
Voic’d fo regardfully ? 

Ttm. Art thou Timtmdr*} T:m< w. Yes. 

Tiw.Be a whore fiill,thcy loue thee not that vfe thee, 
giue them difeafes, leaning with thee their Luft. Make 
vfeof thy fait houres, fcafonthcflaues for Tubbes and 
Bathes, biing downe Rofc-chcckt youth to the Fubfaft, 
aud the Diet. 

Tman. Hang thee Monfter. 

Ale. Pardon him fweet Timandra f or his v?its 
Are drown’d and loft in his Calamities. 


1 haue but little Gold oflate, braue Timon, 

The want whereof, doth dayly make reuolc 
In my penurious Band. I haue heard and greeu’tl 
How curfed Athens, mindeleflc of thy worth, 

Forgetting thy great deeds, when Nrighbour ftates 
Bac for thy Sword and Fortune trod vpon them. 

Tim. I pry thee beate thy Drum.and get thee gone. 
Ale. I am thy Friend, and p:tty thee deere Timon. v 
Tim. How doeft thou puty him whoro-^ doft troble, 

I had rather be alone. 

tsllc. Why fare thee well s 

Hcere is fome Gold for thee. 

Tim. Keeps it, I cannot eate it- 

Ale. When I haue laid proud Athens on a heape. 

Tim. Warr’ft thou’gainft Athens. 

Aic. I Timon,* nd haue caufe. 

Tim. The Gods confound them all in thy Conqueft, 
And thee after,when thou haft Conquer d. 

Ale. Why me, Timon} 

Tim. That by killing of Villaines 
Thou was’c borne to conquer my Country. 

Put vp thy Gold. Go on,heercs Gold, go onj 
Be as a Plannetary plague,when loue 
Will o’re fome high-Vic*d City, hang his poyfon 
Io the fickc ayre : let not thy fword skip one: 

Pitty not honour’d Age for his white Beard, 

He is an Vfurcr. Strike me the counterfet Matron, 

It is her habite onely, chat is hour ft, 

Herfelfc’s a Bawd.* Let not the Virgins cbeeke 
Mike foft thy trenchant Sword : for thofe Milkcpappes 
That through the window Barne bore at mens eyes. 

Are not within the Leafe of pitty writ, 

But fee them down horrible Trairors.Spare not the Babe 
Whofc dimpled fmiies from Fooles exhautt their mercy; 
Thinke it a Baftard.whom the Oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounced, the throat fha!J cut. 

And mince it fans remoi ie. Sweare againftObie&s, 

Pm Annoiir on thine cares,and on thine eyes, 

Whofe proofe, nor ycl* of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes, 
Nor fight of Priefts in holy Veflmencs bleeding, 

Shall pierce a ice. There’s Gold to pay thy Souldiers, 
Make large confufion : and thy fury fpent. 

Confounded be thy felfe. Spcake not, be gone- 

Ale. Haft thou Gold yet, lie take the Gold thou gi¬ 
ue ft me, not all thy Counted. 

Ttm. Doft thou or doft thou not,Hcauens curfc vpon 

thcc. 

Both. Giue vs fome Gold good 7Vw»,ha ft ^ more? 
Tim. Enough to make a Whore forlwcare’ner Trade, 
And to make Whorev,a Bawd. Hold vp you Slut* 

Your Aprons mountant; you are not Othable, 

Although I know you’l fweare, terribly fweare 
Into ftrongfhudders, and to hcauenly Agues 
Th’immortall Gods that heare you.Spare your Oathes: 
lie cruft to your Conditions, be whores ftill. 

And he whofe pious breath feekes to conuert you. 

Be ftrong in Whore, allure him, burne him vp. 

Let vour clofc fire predominate his fmoke, 

And be no turne-coats: yet may your paine* fix months 
Be quite contrary. And Thatch 
Your poore thin Roofes with burthens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang’d) no matter: 

Wearc them, betray with them; Whore ftill. 

Paint till a hot fc may my re vpon your face s 
A pox of wrinkles. 

: Both. Wcl^more Gold,what then ? 

h h z Beleeue'c 
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Timon of Athens. 


Belceuc’c that wee’l do any thing for Gold, 

Tim. Conhimptions fawe 
In hollow bones of man, (hike their fharpe fhinnes, 
And marre mens (purring. Cracke the Lawyers voycc, 
That he may neuer more falfc Title pleade, 

Nor found his Quillets fhrilly: Hoarc the Flamen, 

Thar fcoltfft againft the quality of fieflx, 

And not bclecucs himfelfe. Downe with the Nofe, 
Downe with it flat, take the Bridge quite away 
Ofhim,that his particular to forefee (bald 

Smels from the generall weale. Make curld’pate Ruffians 
Andletthevnfcarr’d Brcggercs ofthe Warrc 
Deriue fome paine from you. Plague all. 

That your A&iuuy may defeatc and quell 
The lourfe of all Erection. There’s more Gold. 

Do you damne others^ and let this demne you, 

And ditches graue you all. 

2 loth. More counfcll with more Money, bounteous 
I Timon. 

J Tim. More whore, more Mifcheefcfiift, I hauegi- 
uco you earned;. 

Ale. Strike vp the Drum towardes Athens, farewell 
Timon : if I thriue well, lie vifit thee againe. 

7 tm. Ifl hope well, He neuer fee thcc more. 

Ale ♦ I neuer did thee harme. 

Tim. YeSjfhoufpok’ft well of me. 

Ale . Call’ll thou that harme ? 

Tim. Mendayly finde it. Get thee away, 

And take thy Beagles with thee. 

Ale. We but offend hirr^ftrike. Exeunt. 

Ttm , That Nature being ficke of mans vnkindnefle 
Should yet be hungry: Common Mother, thou 
Whofe wombe vnmeaftireable, and infinite brefl 
Tecmes and feeds all: whofe lelfcfame Mettle 
Whereof thy proud Childe (''arrogant m3n)ispufc, 
Engenders the blacke Toad, and Adder blew. 

The gilded Newt, and cyelefle venom’d Worrnc. 

With all th’abhorred Births below Crjfpc Hcauen, 
Whereon Hjperions quickning fire doth fhine: 

Yecld him, who all the humane Sonnes do hate, 

From foorth thy plenteous bofome, one poore roote : 
Enfeare thy Fertileand Concepcions wombe. 

Let it no more bring out ingratefull man. 

Goe great with Tygers, Dragons,Wo!ues> and Beares, 
Tecme with new Monftcrs, whom thy vpward face 
Hath to the Marbled Manfion all sboue 
Neuer prefented. O,a Root, deare thankes: 

Dry vpthy Marrowes, Vines,and Plough-torne Leas, 
Whereof ingratefull man with Licourifh draughts 
And Morfcls VR6lioii3,greafcs his pure minde. 

That from itallConfiderationflippes.—- 

Enter Apcnfcntm, 

More naan? Plague,plague. 

iApc. I was directed hither. Menrcporr, 

Thcu doft afteit my Manner^and doft vfe them. 

Tim* Tis then.bccaufcthoudoftnotkeepea dogge 
WhomI wotijd imitare. Confumption catch thee. 

Ape. This is in thee a Nature but infe&ed, 

A poore vnmahly Melancholly fprung 

From change of future. Why this Spade? this place? 

• This Siaue-Iike Habit, and thefe lookes of Care ? 

' Thy Fiatr/ rers yet weareSilke, drinkc Wine,lye fofc, 
Hugge their difcasM Perfumca,and hauc forgot 
That cucr Timm was. Shame not thefe Woods, 
j By putting on the cunning of a Carper, 
j Be thou a Flatterer now, and feeke to thriue 

i 


! 


( 
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ay that which ha s vndone thcc; hindo e thTT^ 
And let his very breath whom thou’le obferu 
Blow off thy Cap : praife his mod vicious {\l ■ 

And call it excellent: thou waft told thus • a ' nC ’ 
Thou gau’ft,hint cares (like Taplterr, thsr’rb^j 
foKnaues,and all approaches :’Tismofti a VVe ‘ Cl 
That thou turne Rafcall, had’ft thou weah ! • 
Rafcals fhould haue’e. Do not afl'umc 

Tim. Were I like thee, 1’de throw awlvI'S 
•dpe. Thou haft caft away thy felfc,beinb i k e 
A Madman fo long, now a Foole : what think’ft thy 
That the bleake ayre, thy boy ftetous Ch^k V. 

Will put thy ftiirt on warme ? Will theftmovft t 
T hat hauc ouc-liu’d the Eagle, page thy TtCcs > 
And skip when thou point'd out ? Will j 
Candic^ with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning tafl ° ro °' il 
To cure thy o’re-nights furfet ? Call the Cr P !L 

Whofe naked Natures liue in all the fpigh t UfCJ » 

Ofwrekefull Heauen, whofe bare vnlioufcd Tr,„i 
To the confli&ing Elements expos'd Uniif *• 

Anfwer meere Nature: bid them Batter th™ 

O thou fhaltfinde. C * 


Tint. A Foole of thee: depart, 

nife. I loue thee better now, then ere I did, 

Tim. 1 hate thee worfe. 

-dpt. Why? 

Ttm. Thou flatter’!! mifery. 

dpe. I flatter not, but fay thou art a Caytiffc 

Tim. Why do’ft thou feeke me out? 

Ape. Tovextliee. 

Tim. A 1 wayes a Villaines Office, or a Fooles 
Doft plcafe thy fdfein't? 

Ape. I. 

lim, What,aKnauecoo? 

ulpe. It thou did’ft put this fowre cold hahit on 

To caftjgate thy pride,’twere well: but rhou 
Doft ic enforcedly : Thou dll Counter be againe 
Wert thou not Beggar : willing mifery 
Out-lines: inccrcaine pompc, is crown’d before: 

The one is filling ftill, neuer cotnplcat: 

The other, ac high wifh sbeft ftate Contentlcfle, 

Hath a difi railed and meft wretched being, 

Worfe then the worft,Contcnc. 

Thou fhould’!! defire to dye,being mifcrable. 

Tim. Not by his breath,that is more miferable. 
Thou art aSlaue,tohom Fortunes tender arme 
With fauour neuer clafpt: but bred a Dogge. 

Had’ft thou like vs from our firft fwatn proceeded, 

The fweet degrees that this breefe world affords, * 

To fuch as may thepaffiuedruggesof it 
Freely command'!!: thou would’!! haueplung’d thy felf 
In generall Riot, melted downe thy youth 
In different beds of Luff, and neuer iearn’d 
Thelcie precepts of refpeci, but followed 
The Sugred game before thee. But my felfe. 

Who had the world as my Confe&ionarie, 

The mouthes, the tongues, the eyes,and hearts of men, 
Ac duty more then I could frame employment; 

That numberleffe vpon me ftucke, as leaues 
Do on the Oake, hauc with one Winters brufli 


Fell from their boughes, and left me open, bare, ' 
For euery ftorme that blowes. I to beare this. 

That neuer knew but better, is fome burthen 
Thy Nature, did commence in fufferance, Time 
Hath made thee hard in’t. W T hy !hould’ft§: hate Men? 
They neuer flatter’d thcc. What haft thou giuen r 
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,, # ,lc curfc; thy Father (that pooreragge) 

S be thy fubiea 5 who in fpight put ftufte 
•rVrome !hce-Begger, and compounded thee 
l ore Rogu^> hereditary. Hence, be gone. 

If thou had!! not bene borne the worft of men, 

L 0U had!! bene a Knaue and Flatterer. 

Jet. Att thou proud yet? 
f, 0l I, that 1 am not thee. 

Jpe. I, that I was no Prodigall. 
fim- I, that I am one now. 

Were all ( be wealth I hauc fhut vp in theft, 

•’Id ei« t ^’ ee ^ calie to bang it. Get thee gone: 
ihat the whole life of Athens were in this. 

Thus would I catc it. 

Ape. Heere, I will mend thy Fcaft. ? 

fim. Fit!! mend thy company, take away thy lehe. 
Ape. So I fhall mend mine ownc,by’ch’lacke ot thine 
Tint. ’Tis not well mended fo, it is but botcht; 

]fnot, I would ic were. 

Ape. What would’!! thou haue to Athens ? 

7"»w. Thee thither in a whirlewind ; if thou wilt. 

•pell them there I haue Gold ,Iooke,fo,l haue. 

Jpe. Heere is no vfc for Gold. 
fim. The beft, and true!! : 

For heere it fleepes, and do’s no hyred harme. 

Ape. Where lyeft a nights Timon ? 

Tim. Vnder that’s aboue me. 

Where feed'!! thou a-dayes tsipemttutHS i 
Ape. Where my ftomacke findes meate, or rather 
where 1 eace it. 

Tim. Would poyfon were obedient.8: knew my mind 
Ape . Where would’!! thou fend it ? 

Tim. To fa wee thy difhes. 

Ape. The middle of Humanity thou neuer kneweft, 
butcheextremitieofboth ends. When thou waft in thy 
Gilt,and thy Perfume, they mockt thee for too much 
Curiofitie: in'thy Ragges thou know’!! none,but 3rt de- 
fpii’d for the contrary. There’s a medles for thee,eate it. 
Tim. On what 1 hate,I teed not. 

Ape. Do’fl hate a Medler? 

Tim. I, though it lookc like thee. 

Apt, And th’hadf! hated Medkrs fooner, ^ flrould’ft 
haue ioued thy felfe better now. What man didd’ft thou 
diet know vnthrift, that was beloued after his meanest 
Tim. Who without thofc tncanes thou talk’!! of,did!! 
thoueucr know belou’d ? 

Ape. My felfe. 

Tim. I vnderftand thee: thou had’ft fome meSncs to 
keepe a Dogge. 

Jpem. What things in the world can!! thou necreft 
compare to thy Flatterers ? 

Tim. Women neereft, but men: men are the things 
themfclucs. What would’!! thou do with the world 
pmuvittu, if it lay in thy power ? 

Ape. Giueitthe Bcafts,toberid ofthe men. 

Tim, Would’!! thou haue thy felfe fall in the confu- 
lionofmen, and remainc a Beaft with the Beafts. 

Ape. I Ttmon. 

Tim. A bcaftly Ambition,which the Goddes graunt 
thee t’actaine to, Ifthou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee . ifthou wert the Lambe, theFoxe would 
eate thee: ifthou wert the Fox, the Lion would fufpeft 
thee, when peraduenture thou wert accus’d by the Afte: 
Ifthou vvert the Affe, thy dulncffc would torment thee ; 
andftillthouliu’dftbutasaBreakefafttothe Wolfe. If 
thou were the Wolfe, thy greedmefle would afflift thee. 


&.oft thou ftaould’ft hazard thy lift for thy dinner. Were j 
thou the Vnicorne, pride and wrath would confound i 
thee, and make thine owne felfe the conquefl ofihy fury.! 
Wert thou a Beare, thou would’!! be kill'd by the Horfe:! 
wert thou aHorie, thou would’!) be fcaz’d by the Leo- j 
pard: wert thou a Leopard, thou wert Germane to the 
Lion, and the fpottes cf thy Kindred, were Jurors on thy 
life. All thy fafety were rensotion, and thy defence ab- 
fence. What Beaft could’!! thou bee, that were not fub- 
ie&to aBeaft s and what a Beaft an thou already, that 
fee!) not thy Ioffe m transformation. 

Ape. ifthou could’.!! pleafe me 
With fpcaking to mc.thou mighrff 
Haue hit vpon it heere. 

The Commonwealth of Athens,is become 
A Forreft of Beafts, 

77 m. How ha’s the Affe broke the Wall, that thou art 
out ofthe Citie. 

Ape. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter: 

The plague of Company light vpon thee ; 

I will feare to catch it, and giue way. 

When 1 know not what elfe to do, 
lie fee thee againe. 

Ttm. When there is nothing lining but thee. 

Thou (halt be welcome. 

I had rather beaBeggcrsDogge, 

Then ApetKMttu. 

Ape. Thou art the Cap 
Of all the Fooles aliue. 

Tim. Wouid thou wert desne enough 
To fpit vpon. 

Ape. A plague on thee. 

Thou art too bad to curfe. 

Tim. All Villaines 
That do ftand by thee.arc pure. 

Ape. There is no Leproiie, 

Bat what thou fpcak’ft. 

Ttm. Ifl name thee, Ilefceate theej 
But I fhould infeift my hands. 

Ape. I would my tongue 
Could rot them off. 

Tim. Away thou iffue of a raangie dogge, 

Chollcr does kill me. 

That thou art aliue, I fwoend to fee thee. 

Ape. Would thou would’!! bur!!. 

Ttm. Away thou tedious Rogue, I am forry I (ball 
lofea ftoneby thee. 

Ape. Beaft, 

Tim. Slaue, 

Ape. Toad. 

Tim. Rogue,Rogue,Rogue, 

I am ficke of this falfe world,and will loue nought 
But euen themcere ncceflities vpon’t: 

Then T/mwprefently prepare thy graue: 

Lye where the light Fome of the Sea may beate 
Thy graue ftone dayly ,roake thine Epitaph} 

That death in me, ac others liucs may laugh. 

O thou fweete King-killer, and dcarc diuorce 
Twixt natural! Sunneand fire: thou bright defilct 
of Htmens pure!! bed, thou valiant Mars, 

Thou euer, yong.freffi, loucd,and delicate wooer, 

Whofe blufh doth thawe the confecrated Snow 
That lyes on Dians lap. 

Thou vifible God, 

That fouldrcft clofe Impoffibilities, 

And mak’ft them kiffe; that l'peak’ft with euerie Tongue'. 

hh 3 Tol 
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T c eactie purpofe: O thou touch of hearts, 

Thinkc thy {hue-man rebels, and by thy vcrtuc 
^>et them into confounding oddes, that Beafts 
May haue the world in Empire. 

Ape. Would’twcrefo. 

But not till I am dead, lie fay th’haft Gold: 

Thou wile be throng’d too (hortly. 

Tim. Throng’d too? 

Ape. I. 

Tim. Thybackelprythee. 

Ape. Liue, and louc thy mifery. 

Tint. Long liue fo,andfo dye. Iamquic. 

Ape. Mo things like men, 

Eate Timon, and abhorre then. Exit Apeman . 

Enter tkeTSandetti. 

1 Where (hould he haue this Gold ? It is fomc poorc 
Fragment, fomc {lender Ort of his remainder: themcere 
want ofGold, and the falling from of his Fricndes, dreue 
him into this Melancholly. 

I 2 It is nois’d 
He hath amafle of Treafure. 

3 Let vs make the aflay vpon him,if he care not foi’t, 
he will fupply vs eafily: if he ccuctoufly referue it, how 
(ball’s get it ? 

2 True: for he beares it not about him: 

’Tis hid. 

1 Is not this hee? 

All. Where? 

2 ’Tishis defeription. 

3 He? I know him. 

All . Saue thecTimon. 

Tim. NowThceues. 

All. Soldiers,not Theeucs. 

Tim. Both too,and womens Sonnes. 

All. We arc not Theeucs, but men 
That much do want. 

Ttm. Your greateft want is,you want much of meat: 
Why (bould you want ? Behold,the Earth hath Rootes: 
Within this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs: 

The Oakes beare Maft, the Briars Scarlet Heps, 

The bounteous Hul wife Nature, on each bulb, 

Layesher full Mefie before you. Want? why Want? 

i We cannot liue on Gra(Te,on Berries, Watcr, 
AsBeafts,and Birds, andFifhcs. 

Ti. Nor on the Beafts thcmfelues.thc Birds & Fifhes, 
You muft eate men. YetthankesI muftyoucon. 

That ycuareTheeues profeft: that you workc not 
In holier (hapes: For there isboundleflcTheft 
In limited ProfcfTions. Rafcall Tbceues 
Hcere’s Gold. Go, fucke the fubtle blood o’th'Grape, 
Till the high Feauor fecth your blood to froth. 

And fo fcape hanging. Truft not the Phylitian,’ 

His Ant dotes ere poyfon, atUlheflaycs 

.Moe then you Rob: Take wealth, and Hues together. 

Do Villaine do, fiace youproteft to doo’c. 

Like W orkemen. He example you with Thecuery t 
The Sunnes a Theefe, and with his great attra&ion 
Robbes the vafie Sea. The Moones an arrant Theefe, 
And her pale fire, (he fnatches from theSunne. 

The Seas a Theefe,whofe liquid Surge, refolues 
The Moone into Salt teares. The Earth’s a Theefe, 

That feeds and breeds by a compofture ftolne 
From gen’rall excrement: each thing’s a Theefe. 

The Lawcs, your curbe and whip, in their rough power 


Ha’s vncheck’d Theft. Lotte not your felu^—3 
Rob one another, there’s more Gold, cut thro*^* 
All that you meete are Theeues : to Athens p ^ - 

Breake open (boppes, nothing can you fteale 
But Theeucs do loofe it: fteale leffe, for this I • 

And Gold confound you howfoere: Amen ° !Ue y°#, 
3 Has almoft charm’d me from my Profeffi 
fwadingmetoit. 0n >by pe r . 

1 ’Tis in the malice ofmankindc, that he th 

vs not to hauevsthriueinourmyftery. Us a duif Cs 

2 IlebelceuehimasanEnemy, 

And giueouc-r my Trade. 

i Let vs fir ft fee peace in Athens, there is no • 
mifcrable, but a man may be true. £r _!l mc fo 

Totents, 

Enter the Steward toTimon. 

Stew, Oh you Gods! 

Isyon’d defpis’d and ruinous man my Lord ? 

Full of decay and fayling ? Oh Monument 
And wonder of good deeds, euilly beftow’d f 
What an alteration of Honor has dcfp’rate want m j 
W hat vildcr thing vpon the earth, then Friends * ' ? 
Who can bring Nobleft roindcs, to bafeft ends* 

How rarely does it meete with this times gqjfc * 

When man was wifht toloue his Enemies: * 

Grant I may euer loue, and rather woo 
Thofe that would mifeheefe me, then thofe thatdoo 
Has caught me in his eye, I will prefent my honeft pit 
vnto him; and as my Lord, ftill ferue him with mv lift 
MydeereftMafter. ym< ’ 

Tim. Away : what art thou ? 

Stew. Haue you forgot me. Sir? 

Tim. W hy doft aske that? I haue forgot all men, 
Then, if thou grum'ft, th’art a man. 

I haue forgot thee. 

Stew. An honeft poorc feruant of yours. 

Ttm. Then I know thee not: 

I neucr had honeft man about me, I all 
I kept were Knaues, to ferue in meate to Viliainej, 
Stew. TheGods are witnefle, 

Nt u’r did poore Steward weare a truer greefe 
For hit vndone Lord, then mine eyes for you. 

Ttm. What,doft thou weepe ? 

Come neerer,thcn l loue thee 
Bccaufethou art a woman, and difclaim’ft 
Flinty mankinac: whofe eyes do ueuer giue, 

But thorow Luft and Laughter : pittie’s (leeping: 
Strange times f weepe with laughing,not with weeping, 
Stew. I begge of you to know me, good my Lord, 
T’accepc my greefe,and whil’ft this poorc wealth lads. 
To emertaincme as your Steward ftill. 

Tim. Had I a Steward 
So true, fo iuft, and now fo comfoitable? 

It almoft turnes my dangerous Nature wildc. 

Let me behold thy face: Surely, this man 
W as borne of woman. 

Forgiucroy generall, and exceptlefle rafhncflc 
You perpctuall fober Gods. I doproclaime 
One honeft man: Miftake me not, but one: 

No more I pray, and hee’s a Steward. 

How faine would 1 haue hated all mankinde, 

And thou redeem’d thy felfe. But all faue thee,- 
I fell with Curfes. 

Me thinkes thou art more honeft now, then wife: 

For, by opprefting and betraying mce, 
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Timon of them. 


haue boner got another Scruice: 
cni-manv fo arriue atfecond Matters, 

V 00 n their firft Lords necke. But tell me true, 

/p rltnuft euer doubt,though ne’rc fofure), 

^ not thy kindneffe fubtle, couetous, 

H 0 . a V luring kindneffe,and as rich men dealc Gmfts, 
J D ne Aing in returne twenty for one ? 

Stttt- bio my moft worthy Mafter,in whole breft 
Doubt, *andfulpca (alas) are plac’d too late: 

J® (hould haue fear’d lalle times, when you did Fcaft. 
c foeft (HU comes, where an eftate is lead. 

: U ha P t which I (bew, Heauen knovyes, is meerely Loue, 
Datie, and Z.eale, to your vnmitchcd minde; 

of your Food and Liuing,and beleeuc it, 

My moft Honour’d Lord, 
c 0 r any benefit that points tomee. 

Either in hope, or prefent, l’dc exchange 

p or this one wiib, that you had power and wealth 

To requite me, by making rich your felfe. 

Tim. Lookethee,’tisfo: thoufingly honeft man, 

ftcre take: the Gods out of my miferie 

Ha’s Cent thee Tieafure. Go, liue rich and happy. 

gut thus condition’d: Thou (halt build from men: 

Hate all, curfeall, fliew Charity to none. 

But let the famifht flefh Aide from the Bone, 

Ere thou rclceue the Bcgger. Giuetodogges 
What thou denyeft to men. Let Prifonslwallow’em, 

Debts wither ’em to nothing, be men like blafted woods 
And may Difeafcs lickc vp their falfe bloods. 

And fo farewell,and thriue. 

Stew. O let me flay,and comfort you, my Mafter. 
Tim. If thou hat’ft Curfes 
Stay not: flye,whil’ft thou art bleft and free: 

Me re fee thou man, and let me ne’rc fee thee. Exit 

Enter Poet , and Painter. 

Pain. As I tooke note ofthe place, it cannot be farre 
where he abides. 

Poet. What’s to be thought ot him ?( 

Does the Rumor hold for true. 

That hee’s fo full of Gold ? 

Painter. Certaine. 

Altitudes reports it: Pbriuica and Timandyla 
Had Gold of him. He likewife enrich’d 
Poore ftraglingSouldiers, with great quantity. 

’Tis faide, he gauc vnto his Steward 
A mighty fumme. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his, 

Ha’s beene but a Try for his Friends ? 

Painter. Nothing clfe: 

You (hall fee him a Palme in Athens againe, 

And flourifh with the higheft: 

Therefore,’tis not amide, we tender our loues 
To him, in this {oppos’d diftreffe of his : 

It will fliew honeftly in vs, 

And is very likely, to loade our purpofec * 

With what they trauaile for, 

Ifitbeaiuft and true report, that goes 
Ofhishauing. 

Peet. What haue younow 
To prefent vnto him? 

Painter. Nothing at this time 
But my Vifitation: onelyl will promife him 
An excellent Pcece. 

Poet. I miift ferue him Co too; 

Tell him ofan intentthat’s comming toward him. 


Painter. Good asthebeft. 

Promifing, is the verie Ayre o’th’Timc; 

It opens the eyes of Expc&ation. 

Performance, is euer the duller for his a<fte. 

And Hut in the plainer and Ampler kinde ofpeople. 

The deede ofSaying is quite out of vfe. 

To Promife, is moft Courtly and faftiionable ; 
Performance, is a kinde of Will or T eftament 
Which argues a great fickncflc in his judgement 
That makes it. 

Enter Ttmrnf/om hit Caue. 

Timon. Excellent Workeman, 

Thou canft not paint a manfo badde 
As is thy felfe. 

Po.t. I am thinking 

What I (ball fay I haue prouided for him ; 

It rouft be a perfonating of himfclfe: 

A Satyre againft the foftnefle of Profperity, 

With a Diicouerie of the infinite Flatteries 
That follow youth and opulencie, 

Timon. Muftthounecdes 
Stand for a Villaine in thine owne Worke ? 

Wilt thou whip thine owne faults in other men? 

Do fo, I haue Gold for thee. 

Poet. Nay let’s feeke him. 

Then do we finne againft our owne eftate. 

When we may profit meete, and come too late. 

Painter. True: t 

When the day leruesbefore blacke-corner’d night; 

Finde what thou want’ft,by free and offer’d light. 

Come. 

Tim. lie meete you at the turne: 

What a Gods Gold, that he is worlbipt 
In a bafer Temple, then where Swine feede? | 

’Tis thou that rigg ft the Barke,and plow’d the Fome, 
Sctleft admired reucrcnce in aSlaue, 

To thee be worlbipt, and thy Saints for aye: 

Be crown’d with Plagues, that thee alone ebay. 

Fit I meet them. 

Poet. Haile worthy Timon. 
pain. Our late Noble Mafter. 

Timon. Haue I once liu’d 
To fee two honeft men ? 

Poet. Sir: 

Hauing often of your open Bounty tafted. 

Hearing you were retyr’d, your Friends faine off, 

Whofe thankelcffe Natures (O abhorred Spirits) 

Not all the Whippes of Heauen,are large enough; 

What, to-you, 

Whofe Starre-likeNoblenefle gauc life and influence 
To their whole being ? I am rapt, and cannot couec 
Theimonftrous bulke of this Ingratitude 
With any fiz.e of words. 

Timon. Let it go, 

Naked men may lee’t the better: 

You that are f>oncft,by being what you are, 

Make them beftfeene,andkuowne. 

Pain. He,and my felfe 

Haue trauail’d in the great (bowre of your guifts. 

And fweetly felt it. 

Timon. I, you are honeft man. 

Painter. Wc arc hither come 
To offer you our feruice. 

Timon; Mofthonefttnen: 

Why 
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Timon ofcJthem . 


Why how /hall I requite you? 

Ca n you cate Roots, and drinkc cold water, no? 

'Both. What we can do, 

Wce’l do to do you feruice. 

Tim. Y’arehontftracn, 

Y'haue heard that I hauc Gold, 

I am lure youhaue, fpeake truth,y’are honeft men. 

Pain. So it is faid my Noble Lord, but therefore 
Came not my Friend,nor I. 

Timon. Good honeft men: Thou draw’ft a counterfet 
Bell in all Athens, th’art indeed the bed. 

Thou counterfec’ft mod liuely. 

Tain. So,fo,roy Lord. 

Tint. E’ne fo fir as I fay. And for thy fi&ion. 

Why thy Verfe fwcls with Ruffe fo fine and fmootb, 
Thatthou art cuen Naturall in thine Art. 

But for all this (my honeft Natur'd friends) 

I muft needs fay you haue a little fault, 

Marry ’cis not monftrous in you, neither with I 
You take much paines to mend. 

Toth. Befcech your Honour 
To make it knowne to vs. 

Tim. You’l take it ill. 

Toth. Moft thankefully,my Lord. 

Timon. Will you indeed ? 

Both. Doubt it not worthy Lord. 

Tim, There’s neuer a one of you but trulls a Knaue, 
That mightily dcceiues you. 

Toth. Do we,my Lord ? 

Tim. I,and you hearc him cogge, 

See him diflemble, 

Know his grofle patchery, loue him, feedehim, 

Kecpcin yourbofome, yet remaine allur'd 
That he’s a made-vp-Villaine. 

Pain. I know none fuch,my Lord. 

Pott. Nor I. 

Timon. Looke you, 

I loue you well,]!e giueyou Gold 

Rid me thefe Villaines from your companies ; 

Hang them, or ftab them, drowne them in a draught, 
Confound them by fome courfe,and come to me, 
lie giue you Gold enough. 

<#, Toth. Name them my Lord, let’s know them, 

Tim. You that way, and you this: 

But two in Company: 

Bachman ap3ic } a!lfingle,an<! alone, 

Yet an arch Villainekeepes him company: 

If where thou art, two V illaines fhall not be, 

Come not neere him. If thou would’ft not recide 
But where one Villaine is, then him abandon. 

Hence, packe, there’s Gold.you came for Gold ye flaues: 
You hauc workc for me; there’s payment,ihence. 

You are an Alcumift, make Gold of that: 

- Out Rafcall dogges. Exeunt 


Enter Steivard^ndtwo Senatort. 


Stew. Tt is vaine that you would fpeake with Timon: 
For he is let fo onely to himfelfe. 

That nothing but himfelfe,which looket like man, 

Is friendly with him. 

I .Sen. Bring vs to his Caue. 

It is our part and proinifc to ih’Athenian? 

To fpeake with Timon. 

2 .Sen. At all cimes alike 

Men are not ftill the fame: Yyras Time and Grecfcs 


That fram’d him thus. Time with hVf^TT'T- 
Offering the Fortunes of his former daye, " ^ 
The former man may make him: bring v ,* to l. 
Andchancditasitmay. 6 ° h|!5 * 

Stew. HeereishisCaue: 

Peace and content be hecre. Lord Timon T 
Looke out, and fpeake to Friends: Th’AtL ^ n> * 
By two of their moft reuerend Senate greet rU*"' 
Speakc to them Nohle Timon, * ” ee? 


Enter Timon out of hie Caut 


Tim. Thou Sunne that comforts burns. 

Speake and be bang’d: * 

For each true word, a blifter, and each falf e 
Be as a Cantherizing to the root o’th’roneue 
Confumingitwithfpeaking, ° * 

I Worthy Timon. 

Tim. Of none but fuch as you. 

And you of T/wea. 

* Thc T S< : nat , 0rs ® f Athen, »g rc « thee Timor, 
Tern. Ithankethem, 

And would fend them backe the plagut’j 
Could I but catch it for them. 

1 O forget 

What we are forry for our felues in thee: 

The Senators,with one confent of loue, 

Intreats thee backe to Athens, who haue thought 
On fpeciall Dignities, which vacant lye 
For thy bell vie and wearing. 

2 Thcyconfeffe 

Toward thee, forgetfulneffe too generall groffc; 
Which now the publike 3ody,which doth fildome 
Play the re-cancer, feeling in it fclfc 
A lacke of Ttmont ayde, hath fince withall 
Of it owne fall, i (draining ayde to Timon , 

And fend forth vs, to make their fortowed render, 
Togcthcr,vyith a recompence more fruitful! 

1 hen their offence can weigh dovvne by the Dramroe, 
I cuen Rich heapes and fumrnes of Loue and Wealth 
As fhall to thee blot out, what wrongs weretheirj 
And write in thee the figures of their loue, 

Eucr to read them thine. 

Tint. You witchtnein it; 

Surprize me to the very brinke of teares; 

Lend me a Fooles heart, and a womans eyes, 

And He be weepe thefe comforts,worthy Senators, 

I Therefore fo pleafe thee to returne with vs, 
And of our Athens, thine and ours tocake 
The Captainftiip, thou frialc be met with thankes, 
Allowed with ablolure power,and thy good name 
Liue with Authorise: lo foone we (hall drtue backe 
O f ailetbtades th'approachei wild, 

Who like a Bore too fauage,doth root vp 
Ht» Countries peace. 

And drakes his thrratning Sword 
Againft the walle; of ait kens, 
i Therefore Ttmon. 

Tim. Well fir, | will: therefore I will fit thus : 

If Alctbiades kill my Countrymen, 

Let Alcibiadtt know t his of Timon , 

That Ttmon cares not. But ifhe lacke faire Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by’th’Bcards, 
Gluing our holy Virgins to the ftame 
Of contumelious, beaftly, mad-brain’d warre t 
Then Ice him know,and tell him Timon ipeakes it 


h 


Timon of<tAthens. 


I 

r LiTK. 

\ 


Mdttvofour aged, and our youth, 

' cannot choole but tell him that I care not, 

* j j e ^ him take at worft : For their Kmues care not, 
While you haue throats to anfw.tr. For my fclfc, 

•there’s not a whittle, in tVvr.ruly Campe, 

I . i do prize it at my k»ue,be ore 
•fjereoerends Throat in Athens. So 1 lcaue you 
■po the protcdlion of the profpetous Gods, 

. 5 pheeues to Keepers. 

Stew* Stay notch's in vaine. ^ 

jtm- Why I was vvrintig of my Epitaph, 
h will be fcciic to morrow. My long ivekneffe 
0 f Health,1md Lining, now begun to mend, 

^nd nothing brings me all things^ Gci liue ftill. 

Be Alcibiadesyoa r plague ;.y oi. his, 

^ndlaftfolohg enough. 

1 We fpeake in vakie. 

fim. But yec I loue n.y Country 5 and am not 
One that reioyces in the coru uon wlacke, 

/^common bruitedoth p.uu it. 

That's well fpoke. 

m* Commend me to my lottingCountreymeo. 
Thefe words become your iippes as they pafi’e tho* 

row them. 

2 And cater in our cares, great Triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim . Commend me to them, 

And tell them, that to cafe them of their greefes, 

Theirfcarcs ofHoftilc ftrokes, their Acheb Ioffes, 

Their pangs of Loue,with other incident throwes 
That Natures fragile Veffell doth fuftaine 
]nlifcs .vncertaine voyage, I will fome kindnes dotHebi, 
lie teach them to preuent wilde Aicibtides wrath. 

I I like this well, he will returne againe. 

Tim. I haue a Tree which growes hecre in my Clofe, 
That mine owne vfe inuites me to cut downc* 

And (hortly muft I fell it. Tell my Friends, 

Tell Athens, in the fcqucnce of degree, . 

From high to low throughout, that who fo pleafe 
To flop Affliction, let him cake hi» hafte ; 

Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the Axe, 

And ‘hang himfelfe. I pray you do my greeting. 

Stew. Trouble him no further, thus you llili fliall 
Finde him. 

Ttm* Come not to me againe, but fay to Athens, 
Timon hath made his euetlafting Manfion 
Vpon the Beached V erge of the fah Flood, 

Who once a day with his embofied Frotlu 
The turbulent Surge (hall coucr; thither come. 

And let my grauc-ftone be your Oracle: 

Lippcs, let foure words go by,and Language end : 

What is amifTe, Plague and Infection mend. 

Graues onely be mens workes, and Death their gaine; 
Sunne, hide thy Beanies, Timon hath done his Raigne. 

Exit Timon , 

I His difeontentsare vnremcueably cbupled toiNa- 
ture. 

; 2 Our hope in him is dead: let vs returne. 

And ftraine what other meanes is left vnto vs 
|In our deer eperill. 

i 1 1 requires fwift foot. Exeunt* 


Enter two other Senators jvith a Afejfengcr* 


i Thou haft painfully difeouer’d rare his Files 
As full as thy report? 


CMtf* I haue fpobe the leaft. 

Befides his expedition promifes prefent approach. 

We ftand much hazard,if they bring not Ttmm. 


Mef. I met a Currier, one mine ancient Friend, 
Whom though in generall part we were oppos’d, 

Yet our old loue made a particular force. 

And nude vs fpeake like Friends. This man was riding 
From Alcibtades co77we»rCaue> 

With Letters or intreaty, which imported 
His Feilowthip i’tlTcaufc againft your City, 

In part tor his fake mou’d\ 


Enter the other Senators. - 
i Heere come our Brothers. 

3 No talke of Timon> nothing of him expeift. 

The EnemiesDrutnmc is heard f and fcarefull fcoarlng 
Doth choake the ayre wirh duft: In, and prepare. 

Ours is the fall I feare, our Foes the Snare. Exeunt. 


Enter a Sonldier in the Words faking Timon 9 
Sol. By all defeription this fhould be the place. 
Whole heere? Spe3kc hoa. No anl wer ? What is this? 
Tymon is dead, who hath out-ftrctchc his fpan, 
SomeBeaft readc this;There do’s not liue a Man, 
Dead fare, and this his Graue.what’s on this Tomb, 

1 cannot read : the Charra&er He take with wax. 

Our Capcainc hath in cucry Figure skill; 

An ag\d Interpreter, though yong in dayes : 

Before proud Athens bee’s let downe by this, 
Whofefall chemarkeof his Ambition is. 


Exit. 


Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiades with hU Powers 

before Athens . 


Ale, Sound to this Coward,and lafciuiousTowne, 

Our terrible approach. 

Sounds a Parly* 

The Senators appeare vpon the veals. 

Till now you hauc gone on, and fill’d the time 
With all Licentious meafure, making your willes 
The fcope of Iufticc. Till now,my felfe and fuch 
As flept within the fhadow of your power 
Haue wander’d with our trauerft Armes,and breath’d] 
Our fafferance vainly ; Now the time is flufli, 

When crouching Marrow in the bearer ftr< ng 
Cries (of it felfc)no more: Now breathleflc wrong, 
SI13II fit and pant in your great Chaires of cafe, 

And purfic Infolence fhall breakc his vvinde 
With feare and horrid flight. 

1 .Sen, Noble,andyoung; 

When thy firft greefes were but a mcere conceit, 1 
Ere thou had’ft power, or wc had caufc of feare. 

We fent to thee, to giue thy rages Balme, 

To wipe out our Ingratitude, with Lo ucs 
Aboue their quantitie. 

% Sodidwewcoc 

Transformed Timon , to our Citties loue 
By humbFe Meflage, and by promift meanes: 

We were not all vnkinde, nor all deferue 
The common ftroke of warre. 

Thefe walles of ours. 


Were not crefted by rheir hands# from whom 
You haue receyu’d your greefe: Nor are they fuch. 

That thefe great Towrcs/Trophecs^ Schools (hold fall 
Forpriuate faults in them. 

2 Nor are they lining 

Who 
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Timon of ^Athens, 


Who were the mociues that you fit ft went out, 
(Shame that they wanted, cunning in cxceffe) 

Hath broke their hearts, March, Noble Lord, 

Into our City with thy Banners (pred. 

By decimation and a tythed death 5 
If thy Rcuenges hunger for that Food 
Which Nature loathes, take thou the deftin’d tenth. 
And by the hazard of the fpotted dye. 

Let dye the lpotted. 

1 All hauc not offended: 

For thofe that were, it is not Iqiisre to take 
On thofethat are, Rcuenge: Crimes, like Land* 

Are not inherited, then deere Countryman, 

Bring in thy tankes, but leaue without thy rage, 
Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and thofe Kin 
Which in the blufter of thy wrath muft fall . 
With thofe that hauc offended, like aShepheard, 
Approach the Fold, and cull th’infedled forth. 

But kill not altogether, 

2 What thou wilt. 

Thou rather (halt inforce it with thy fmile. 

Then hew too’t, with thy Sword. 

1 Set but thy foot 

Againft our rampyr’d gates, and they fhal! ope; 

So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before. 

To fay thou’t enter Friendly. 

a Throw thy Gloue, 

Or any Token of thine Honour elfe. 

That thou wilt vfe the warres as thy redrefle. 

And not asourConfufion s All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour inpur Towne, till wee 
Haue feal’d thy full defire. 

Ale. Then there’s my Gloue, 

Defend and open youryncharged Ports, 


Thofe Enemies of Timent, and mine ownc 
Whom you your fclucs fhall fetout for rf Proof , 

Fall and no more; and to attone your fcare s '* 
With my more Noble meaning, not a man 
Shall pafic his quarter, or offend the ftreame 
Of Regular Iuftice in your Citties bounds, 

But fhall be remedied to your publique L a ^, . 

Ac heauieft anfwer. 

Toth. ’Tis nioft Nobly fpoken. 

Ale. Dcfccnd,and kcepe your words. 

Enter a Meffenger, 

Me/. My Noble General], Trnon is dead 
Entomb’d vpon the yery hemme o’th’Sea * 

And on his Graueftone, this Infculpture whj c K 
With wax I brought away : whofe foft In, prc( r 

Interprets for my poore ignorance. * ° n 

Alctbied.es rcades the Epitaph. 

Heere lies a wretched (oarfe, of wretched Sotsle bereft 
Seekjsot my name: A Plague ctmfumeyou picked cl.lt , , 
Heereljel Timonpho diue,alllining men did bate 
Pafe by,and ettr/e thy fill, but paffe and flay not here tL 
Thefc well exprefle in thee thy latter fpirits: 

Though thou abhorrd’ft in vs our humanegriefes 

Scomd’ft our Braines flow, and thofe our dronle,. ,„i-1 

From niggard Nature fall; yet Rich Conceit 
Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weepe f or 9ve 
On thy low Graue, on faults forgiuen. Dead * 

Is Noble Ttmon, of whofe Memorie 
Hecreaftermore. Bring roe into your Citie, 

And I will vfe the Oliue, with my Sword • 

Make war breed peace 5 make peace flint war.raaWh 
Prcfcribc to other, as each others Leach, 

Let our Druromes ftrike. g 


THE 

C TOR 

N A M E S. 


FINIS. 


Flaminius, one of Tymons Seruants. 
Seruilius, another. 

Caphis. 

Varro. 

1 Philo . ^euerall Seruants to VPurer 

Titus. 

Lucius. 

Hortenjis 

Ventigius. one of Tymonsfalfe Friends. 
Qupid. 

Scmpronius. 

With diuers other Seruants, 

And Attendants. 


MON of Athens. 

Luciusj And 

Luc nil us, tiDo Flattering Lords. 
'Jppemantus,a Qhurlifh Thilofopher. 
Scmpronius another flattering Lord. 
Jlcihiades, an Athenian Captaine. 

Poet. 

fainter. 

'jeweller. 

Merchant. 

(jrtaine Senatours. 

(jrtPtne Maskers. 

Certaine Theeues. 
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THE TRAGEDIE OF 

1VLIVS C^SAR. 

ayiihs ‘Primus. Scam a 'Trim a. 


Enter Flatiiut, Mttrellm, and certaine Commoners 
otter the Stage. 


Flavius. 


H Encc: home you idle Creatures,get you home: 
Is this a Holiday ? What, know you not 
(Being Mechanicall) you ought not walkc 
Vpon a labouring day,without the figne 
OfyourProfeffiop?Spc3ke,vrhat Trade art thou ? 

"tar. Why Sir,a Carpenter. 
jlfur. Where is thy Leather Apron,and thy lvulc. 
What doft thou with thy beft Apparrcli on ? 

You fir, what Trade are you ? 

CqH. Truely Sir, inrefpeilofafinc Workman, I arn 
but as you would fay ,a Cobler. 

Mur. But what Trade art thou ? Anfwcr me dircdUy. 
Cob. A Trade Sir, that I hope I may vie, with a iafe 
Conrdencc, which is indeed Sir,a Mender cf bad foulcs. 

Fla. What Trade thou knauc? Thou naughty knaue, 
what Trade? 

Cobl. N ay 1 befeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be out Sir, 1 can mend yoiu 
Mar. What mean ft thou by that? Mend mee, thou 
favvey Fellow ? 

Cob. Why fir. Cobble you. 

F la. Thou art a Cobler,art thou ? 

Cob. Truly fir, all that I line by, is with the Aule : I 
meddle with noTradcfmans matters, nor womens mat¬ 


ters; but withal 1 am indeed Sir,a Surgeon to old Ihooes: 
when they arc in great danger, I rccouer them. As pro¬ 
per men as cuer trod vpon Neats Leather, hauc gone vp¬ 
on my handy- worke. 

Fla. But wherefore arc not in thy Shop to day? 

Why do'ft thou lcade thefe men about the ftreets? 

Cob. Truly fir, cow care out their fliooes, to get my 
felfe into more works. But indeede fir, we make Holy- 
day to fee Cicftrj and to reioycc \n his Triumph. 

TAur. Wherefore reioycc? 

What Conqucft brings he home ? 

What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 

To grace in Captiue bonds his Chariot Wheelcs ? 
YouBlqckef,you ftones,you warie then fenflefle things: 
0 you hard hearts, you criiell men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey many a time and oft ? 

Haucyou climb’d vp to Walles and Battlements, 
ToTowresand WindoWesPYea, to Chimney tops, ^ 
Your Infants in your Armes, anditherc hauc late 
The liue-long day,with patient expectation, 


To fee great Fcmpsjrpzffc the ftreets ofRome s 
And when you faw his Chariot but appeare, 

Haue you not made an Vniucrlall ihouc, 

That Tyber trembled vnderneath her bankes 
To heare thereplicationofyour lounds, 

Made in her Concaue Shores ? 

And do you now put or your beft attyre ? 

And do you now cull out a Holyday ? 

And doyou now (trew Flowers in his way. 

That comes in Triumph ouer Pompey es blood ? 

Be gone, 

Runne to your houfes , fall vpon your knees. 

Pray to tbc Gods to intermit the plague 
That needs muft light on this Ingratitude. 

Fla . Go,go. good Countrymen, and for this fault 
Affemblc all the poore men of your fort; 

Draw them to T) ber bankes,and w cepe your teares 
Into the Channel!, til! the lo weft ftreamc 
Do kiffc the mofl exalted Shores of all. 

Exeunt all the Commoners. 

See where their bafeft mettle be not mou’J, i 
'They vanifh congue-tyed in their guiltinefle : 

Go you downe that way towards theCapkoll, 

This way will I rDifrobe the Images, 
jf you dd finde them deckt with Ceremonies^ 

CMur. May we do fo ? 

You know it is the Fcaft of Lupercall. 

Fla. Jt ino matter, let no Images 
Be hung with Ca firs T*ophees : lie about. 

And driue away the Vulgar from the ftreccs ; 

So do you too, where you perceiue themthicke. 

Thefe growing Feathers, pluckt from Cafars .wing, 

Will nnke him flyc an ordinary pitch, 

Whoelfe would foarc abouc the view of men. 

And keepe vs all in feruile fearcfulneile. Exeunt 

Enter Cafar,Antony for the Courfe,falphurnia } Portia , Dc- 
citu^CtcerofBrutPtSyCaJfittsfasku^a Soothfayerraf¬ 
ter them Murellus and Flavius . 

C<ef Calphurnia. 

Cask., Peace ho, C^/ir fpcakes. - 

CaJ. Calpburni*.- 

Caty. HecrcmyLordo 

C<zf Stand you directly in Antonio's way^ 

When he doth run his courfe Antonio. 

Ant . Cafar $ my Lord. 

Caf. Forget not in your fpeed Antonio> 

Tq touch felphurnia : for out Elders fay, 

k k The/ 

V ~ ~~ 
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TheTragedieof fulius fa far. 


The barren couched in this holy chacc, 

Shake off their fterrile curfe. 

Ant. I fhall remember, 

When Cafar fayes,Do this; it is perform’d. 

Caf Set on.and leaue no Ceremony out. 

Sootftm C afar, 

Caf. Ha? Who ca'les ? 

Casl ». Bid entry noyfe be ftill: peace yet againe, 

Caf. Who it it in the preffe, that calles on me ? 

Ihcare a Tonguefhriller then all the Mufickc 
Cry, Cafar : Spcake, ('afar is turn’d to heare. 

Sooth, Beware rhe Ides of March. 

. Caf. What man is that? 

jBr.A Sooth- layer bids you beware the Ides of March 
Caf. Set him before me, let me fee his face. 
C^.Fellow, come from the throng,look vpon Cafar. 
Caf. What fayft thou to me now? Speak once againc ; 
Sooth. Beware theldcs of March. 

Caf He is a Dreamer, let vs leaue him: Paflc. 

Sennet. Exeunt. Manet Brut. dr Caff, 
CaJJl. Will you go fee the order ofthecourlc? 

'Brut. Not I. 

Caff. I pray you do. 

Brut. I am not Gamefom: I do lacke fome part 
Of that quicke Spirit that is in Antony : 

Let me not hinder Caffus your defires; 

He leaue you. 

(faff. Brutus, I do obferue you now of late: 

I haue not from your eyes,that gentleneffe 
And (hew of Loue,as I was wont to haue :| 

You beate too ftubborne,and too ftrange a hand 
Oucr your Friend, that loues you. 

Bru. Caffus, 

Be not deceiu’d : Ifl haue veyl’d my looke, 

I turne the trouble of my Countenance 
Mccrcly vpon my fclfe. Vexed I am 
Of late, with paffions of fome difference. 

Conceptions onely proper to my felfe, 

Which giuc fome foyle (perhaps) to my Bebauiours : 
But let not therefore my good Friends be greeu’d 
(Among which number Caff us be you one) 

Nor conftrucany further my negleCi, 

Then that poore Brutus with himfelfe at warre. 

Forgets the iliewes of Louc to other men. 

Caff. Then Brutus , I haue much miffook your paffion, 
By meanes whereof, this Bred of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great valuc.worthy Cogitations. 

Tell me good Brutus, Can you fee your face? 

Brutus. No Caff usi 

For chc eye fees not it felfe but by refleflion. 

By fome other things, 

Caffus. ’Tisiuft, 

Aiid it is very much lamented Brutus, 

That you haue no fuch Mirrtjrs, as will turne 
Your hidden worthinefle into your eye, 

That you might fee your (liadow: 

I haue heard, 

Where many of the beff refpecl in Rome, 

(Except immortall Cafar ) fpeaking of Brutus, 

And groaning vnderneath this Agesyoakc, 

Haue wifir’d, that Noble Brutus had his eyes'. 

Bru, Into what dangers, would you 
Leadc me Caffus ? 

That you would haue roe feeke into my felfe. 

For that which is not in me ? 

Caf. Therefore good Brutus, be prepar’d to heare: 


i And fince you know, you cannot fecyourTelf ^—~~ 
So well as by Reflexion; I your Glaffe C 

Will modeftly difeouer to your felfe 
That of your felfe, which you yet know not of. 

And be not icalous on me.gentle Brutus ; 

Were I a common Laughter, or did vfe 
To dale with ordinary Oathes my loue 
T o euery new Proteltcr: if you know. 

That I do fawne on men, and hugge them hard 
And after fcandall them :Orifyou kndw * 

That I profelfe my felfe in Banquetting 
To all the Rout, then hold me dangcrouf. 

Tlottrifh y and Shout, 

Bru. What meanes this Showting? 

I do feare, the People choofe Cafar 
For their King. 

Caff. I, do you feare it? 

Then muff I thinke you would not haue it fo) 

Bru. 1 would not Caffus, yet I lone him well- 
But wherefore do you hold roe hecre fo long? 

What isit, that you would ipapart to me? ° 

If it be ought toward the generall good. 

Sec Honor in one eye, and Death i’ch other 

And I will looke on both indifferently 

ForlettheGodsfofpccomce,asI loue 

The name of Honor, more then I feare death. 

Caff. IknowthatvcrtuetobeinyouBr#/#!, 

As well as I do know your outward fauour. 

Well, Honor is the fubie# of my Story : 

I cannot tell, what you and other men 

Thinke ofthi* life : But for my (ingle felfe, 

1 had as liefe not be, as line to bei 

In aw: ofi'uch a Thing, as 1 my felfe. 

was borne free as Cafar, fo were you, 

I W e both haue fed as well, and we C3n both 

I Endure the Winters cooj, as well as hee. 

For once, vpon a Rawe and Guftir day. 

The troubled Tybcr, t hafing with her Shores, 

Cafar faide tome, Dar’ft thou (fajfusnovs 

Leape in with me into this angry Flood, 

And fwim to yonder Point ? Vpon the word, 

Accoutred as I was, I plunged in. 

And bad him follow: fo indeed he did. 

The Torrent roar’d, and wedid buffet it 

With lufty Sinewes, throwing it afide, 

And (lemming it with hearts of Contronerfie. 

But ere we could arriue the Point propos’d, 

Cafar cride, Helpc me Caff us,ox I finke. 

I (as tAEneaS} our great Anccflor, 

Did from the Flames of Troy, vpon his (boulder 

The old tAnehyfes beare) (o,.from the waues ofTybcr 

Did I the tyred (afar : And this Man, 

Is now become a God, and Caffus is 

A wretched Creature, and muff bend his body, 

If Cafar careltfly but nod on him. 

He had a Feauer when he was inSpaitie, 

And when the Fit was on him,I did marke 

How he did (bake: Tis true, this God did (bake, 

His Coward lippes did from their colour five, 

And that fame Eye,whofe bend doth awe the World, 

Did loofc hi* Luftre: I did heare him grone: 

I, and that Tongue of his, that bad the Romans 

Marke him, and write his Speeches iirthcirBookes, 

Alas, it cried, Giuc me fome drinkc Titinius,\ 

* 
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ins fafar. 


V^fickcGirle : YeGods,it doth amaze me, 

7* offuch a feeble temper fliould 
c he ftart of the Maiefticke world, 

7-3 beare the Palme alone. 

A ° d Shout. Fhrth. 

Bru. Another generall fhotit ? 

I do bcleeue, that thefc applaufcs arc 

For fome new Honors, that arc heap’d on Cafar. 

* Calf. Why man, he doth beftride the narrow woild 

Like a Co!offus,and wc petty men 

\Valke vnder his huge legges,and peepe about 

Tofinde our felues difhonourablc Graues. 

y c n at fometime, arc Mailers of their Fates. 

The fault (deere Brutus)\s not in our Starres, 
jJ g, Jt in our Selues, that we are vndcrlings. 

Jjrittus and Cafar: What (hould be in that Cafar ? 
Whylbould that name be founded more then yours ? 
Write them together: Yours,is as faire a Name .• 

$ 0 und them, it doth become the mouth afwcll: 

Weigh them, it is as hcauy: Coniure with ’em, 
fyutus will dart a Spirit as loone as Cafar, 

Mow in the names of all the Gods at once, 

Vpon what meate doth this our Cafar feedc, 

That he is grownc fo great ? Age,thou art (ham’d. 
Rogie,thcu haft loft the breed ofNoble Bloods. 

When went there by an Age, fince the great Flood, 

But itwas fam’d with more then with one man? 

When could they ('ay(tillnow)tliat talk’d of Rome, 
That her wide Walkes incompall but one man ? 

Now is’it Rome indeed, and Roome enough 
When there is in it but one onely man. 

Ojyouand I, haue heard our Fathers fay, 

There was a Brutus once, that would haue brook’d 
Th’ecernall Diuell to keepehis State in Rome, 

Aseafily as a King.- 

Bru. That you do loue me, I am nothing iealous: 
What you would worke me too,I haue fome ayme; 
How I haue thought of this,and ofthefe times 
I (ball recount heereafeer. For this prefenr, 

I would not fo (with loue I might intreat you) 

Be any further moou’d: What you haue faid, » 

I will confiderwhat you haue to fay 
I will with patience heare, and finde a time 
Both meete to heare,and anfvvcr fuch high things. 

Till then, my Noble Friend, chew vpon this : 

Brutus had rather be a Villager, 

Then to repute himfelfe a Sonne of Rome 
Vnder thete har'd Conditions,as this time 
Isliketolay vpon vs. 

Caff. I am glad that my weake words 
Haucfftuckebut thus much flievvoffire from Brutus. 

Enter Cafar and his Traine. 

Brn, The Games are done-,'- 
And Cafar is returning. 

Caff. As they paffe by) 

Pluckc Casket by the Slecue, 

And lie will (after his fowre fafhion) tell yoti 
What hath proceeded worthyiiotc to day. 

Bru. 1 will do fo: but looke you Caffus, 

The angry fpot dothglow oh Caftrs brow. 

And all 1 the reft, lookt like a chidden Trainc; 
Calphurnfa'i Cheeke is pale, and Cicero 
Lookes with ftrch Ferret,amTfiffh fiery eyer'-j * • 

As wc haue feenc him in theCapitoll 


III 


Being croft in Conference, by fome Senators. 

Caff. Caska will tell vs what the matter is. 

Caf. Antonio. 

Ant. Cafar. 

Caf. Let me haue men about me, that are far, 
Sleekc-headed men, and fuch as fleepe a-nights: 

Yond Caffus has a lcane and hungry looke. 

He thinkes too much : fuch men are dangerous. 

Ant. Feare him not Cafar, he's not dangerous. 

He is a Noble Roman,and well giuen. 

Caf. Would he were fatter; But I feare him not: 
Yet if my name were ly able to feare, 

I do not know the man I ftiould auoyd 
So foone as that fparc Caffus. He readcs much. 

He is a great Obleruer, and hclookes 

Quite through the Deeds ofrocn. HclouesnoPlsyeSj, 

As thou doft Antony: he heares no Mufickc; 

Seldome he (miles, and (miles in fuch a fort 
As if he mock’d himfelfe, and (corn’d his fpirit 
That could be rnou’d to fmilc at any thing. 

Such men as he, be neuer at hearts cafe. 

Whiles they behold a greater then themfelues. 

And therefore arc they very dangerous. 

I rather tell thee what is to b^c fear’d. 

Then what I feare : for alwayes I am Cafar, 

Come on my right hand, for this care is deafe, 

And tel! me truely, what thou think’ft of him. 


Senni 


'it. 


Exeunt Cafar and his Traine. 

Cm\. You pul’d me by the eloake, would youTpeike 
withme? 

Bru. I Caska.tell vs what hath chanc’d to day 
That Caftr lookes fo fad. 

C**ks Why you were with him, were you not ? 

Bru. I fiiould not then aske^f^.* what had chanc’d. 

Cdtl^ Why there was a Crowne offer’d him; & being 
offer’d him, he put it by with the backc of his hand thus, 
and then the people fell a (homing. 

Bru , What was the fecond noyfe for ? 

Casl^ Why for that too. 

Caff . They fhouted thrice: what was thclaft cry for? 

Caskj Why for that too. 

Bru. Was the Crowne offer'd him thririr? 

Casf. I marry was’t, and hcc put it by thrice, eueric 
time gentler tben othi;r; and at euery putting by, niine 
honeft Neighbors fiiowfed. 

Caff; Who offer’d him the Crowne ? . 

Casks Why Antony. ' \ 

Bru. Tell vs the manner ofit,gentIe 

Caska. I can as well bee bang’d as tell the manner of 
it: Itwas sneereFoolerie, I did not iriarkeit. I faWe 
(JlCarke Antony offer him a Crowne, yec’twas not a 
Crowne ncyther.’twas one of thefe Coronets : and as I 
told you, hee put it by once: but for all that, to my thin¬ 
king, he would fame haue had it. Then bee offered it t6 
him againe: then hec put i'tby againe : bur to lUy think¬ 
ing, he was very loath to lay his fingers off iti Aiid then 
he offered it the thi/d time; hee put it the third time by, 
and ftill as hee refus’d it, the rabblement how ted, and 
clapp’d their chopt hands, and threw vppe their fwcatie 
N;ght-cappcs, and vttered fuch a deaie of (linking 
breath, bccaufe Cafar refus’d the Crowrre, that it had 
( almoft) choaked Caftrr*- for hee fwoonded, and fell 
downeatit: And for inmeowrrcpart, I dtirft not laugh, 
for feare of opening my Lippes, and reccyuing the bad 
Ayre. 

kk a Caffi.l 
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TheTragedie ofJulius fa far. 


Cajfi. But {oft 1 pray you : what,did Cafar fwound ? 

Cask. Hefelldowne in the Market-place,and foam’d 
at mouth,and was fpeechieffe. 

Brut. ’Tis very like he hath the Falling fickneffc, 

Cajfi. No,C<c/*rhatliitnot: but you,and I, 

And honeft Caska ,vvc h3ue the Failing fickneffc. 

Caskz 1 know not what you meane by that, but I am 
fure Cafar fell downe. If the tag-ragge people did noc 
clap him, and hiffe him, according as he pleas’d, and dif- 
pleas’d them,as they vfeto doe the Payers in the Thea¬ 
tre, I am no true man. 

* Brut. What faid he,when he came vnto himfelfe ? 

Cask, Marry .before he fell downe, when he perceiu’d 
the common Heard was glad he refus’d the Crowne,he 
pluckt me ope his Doublet, and offer’d them his Throat 
to cut: and I had beene a man of any Occupation, if I 
would not haue taken him at a word, I would I might 
goe to Hell among the Rogues, and fo hee fell. When 
he came to himfelfe againe, hee faid. If hee had done,or 
faid any thing amifle,he defir’d their Worfhips to thinke 
it was his infirmitie. Three or fourc Wenches where I 
flood, cryedjAlaffegood Soule, and forgaue him with 
all their hearts: But there’s no heed to be taken of them; 
if Cafitr had flab’d their Mothcrs,tney would haue done 
no leffe. 

"Brut. And after that,he came thus fad away. 

Cask; I* ' 

Cajfi. Did Cicero fay any thing ? 

Cask.- I,he fpoke Greeke. 

Cajfi. TowhateffedT ? 

Cask, Nay, and I tell you that, lie ne’re looke you 
i’th’face againe. But thofe thatvnderftood him, fmil’d 
at one another, and fhooke their heads: but for mine 
owne part, it wa3 Greeke to me. I could tell you more 
newes too: Murrellus and Flauius, for pulling Scarffes 
off Cafars Images, are put to filence. Fare you well. 
There was more Foolerie yet , if 1 could remem¬ 
ber it. 

Cajfi. Will you fupp,e with meto Night,CVm(4? 

Cask • No,I am promis’d forth. 

Cajfi. Will you Dine with me to morrow ? 

Caskz I be aliue, and your minde hold, and your 
Dinner worth the eating. 

Cajfi. Good,I will expe£t you. 

Casks Doe fo: farewell both. Exit. 

Brut. What a blunt fellow is this gro wne to be i 
He was quick Mcttle,when he went to Schools. 

Cajfi. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold,or Noble Enterprize, 

How-euer he puts on this tardie forme: 

This Rudeneffc is a Sawce to his good Wit, 

Which giues men ftomacke to difgeft his words 
With better Appetite. 

Brut. And lo it is: 

For this time I will leaue you: 

To morrow,if youpleafe to fpeake with me, 

I will come home to you: or if you will. 

Come home to me,and I will wait for you. 

Cajfi, I will doe io: till then,thinke of the World. 

Exit Brutus. 

I Well Brutus, thou art Nobte: yet I fee, 

! Thy Honorable Mettle may be wrought 
j From that it is dilpos’d : therefore it is meet. 

That Noble mindcs keepe euer with their likes: 

For who to firme,that cannot be feduc’d ? 

Cafar doth beare me hard,but he loues Brutus. 



If I were Brutus now, and he were Cajfi w , 

He fhould not humor me. I will this Night 
In feuerall Hands,in at his Windowes throw 
As if they came from feuerall Citizens, * 
Writings,all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his Name : wherein obfeu i 
Cafars Ambition fhall be glanced at, xt ? 

And afeer this,lec Cafar feat him fure. 

For wee will fhake him, or worfc dayes endure 

Exit. 

7 bunder, and Lightning, Enter Caska 
and Cicero. ' 

Cic. Good euen,CVfcr^<*.* broughtyouQ/i,!, 

Why are you breathleffc,and why flare youf 0 > 

Cask. Are not you mou’d,when all the fway of P 
Shakes, like a thing vnfirme? O Cicero, 7 tart ‘ 1 
I haue fcenc Tempcftsjwhcn the fcolding Winds 
Haue riu’d the knottie Oakes,and I haue feenc 
Th’ambitious Ocean fwel!,and rage,andfoame 
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds: * 

But ncuer till to Night,neuer till now. 

Did! goe through a Tempeft-dropping-fi r{4 
Eyther there is a Ciuill flrife in Heauen, 

Or elfe the World,too faweie with the Gods, 

Incenfes them to fend deftrw&ion. 

Cic. Why, faw you any thing more wonderful! J 
Cask: A common flaue, you know him well by light 

Held vp his left Hand,which did flame and borne 6 1 

Like twentic Torches ioyn’d; and yet his Hand, 

Not fenfible of fire,remain’d vnfcorch’d. 

Befides,I ha’not fince put vp my Sword, 

Againft the Capitol) 1 met a Lyon, 

Who glaz’d vpon me, and went furlyby, 

Without annoying me. And there were drawne 
Vpon a heape,a hundred gaftiy Women, 

T ransformed with their fcarc, who fwore,they faw 
Mcn,all infirc.walkevpand downe the ftreetes. 

And yefterday.the Bird of Night did fit, 

Euco at Noone- day.vpon the Market place, 
Howting.and ftireeking. When thefe Prodigies 
Doe fo comoyntly meet, let not men fay, 

Thefe are their Reafons.they are Natural!: 

For 1 beleeue,they are portentous things 
Vnto the Clymare,that they point vpon. 

Cic. Indecd.it is a ftrange difpofed time: 

But men may conftrue things after their falhion, 
Cleane from the purpofe of the things themfelues. 
Comes Cafar to the Capitoll to morrow ? 

Cask,. He doth : for he did bid Antonio 
Send word to you,he would be there tomorrow. 

Cic; Good-night then, Cask#: 

This difturbed Skie is not to walke in. 

Cask. Farewell Cicero. Exit Cicero. 

Enter Cajfius. 

Cajfi. Who’s there ? 

Cask. A Romane. 

Cajfi. Caska. by your Voyce. 

Cask; Your Eare is good. 

Cajfius,vrhnt Night is this? 

Cajfi. A very pleafing Night to honeft men. 

Cask,. Who euer knew the Heauens menace fo ? ^ 

Cajfi. Thofe that haue knowoe the Earth io fell 
fauhs, Fof 



The Tra gedy of fulius fa far* 


--^I^IrtThauewsdk^ about the ftreets, 
c°hmitdng me vnto the perillous Night; 

S thus vnbrac ed,CV»^« y ou r «» 

A° a bar’d my Bofometo the Thunder-ftone : 

^awhen the croffc blew Lightning feem’d to open 

The Bteft °f Heauen, 1 did prefent my fdfc 

I uen in the ayme, and very flafti of if. («ens • 

** C&k: Buc wherefore did you fo much tempt the Hca- 

T is t he part of men,ro feare and tremble, 

vVhcn th c m0 ^ mightieGods.by tokens fend 

each dreadfull Heraulds,to aftonifh vs. 

' Caft- You are dull ,Caska : 

, n£ j chofe fparkes of Life,that fliould be in a Roman, 

y 0 u doe want, or elfe you vfc not. 

you looke pale,and gaze,and put on fedre, 

^nil caft your fclfe in wonder, 

Y 0 fee the ftrange impatience of the Heauens : 
gut if you Would confider the true caufe, 

0 y all thefe Fires,why ail thcle glidingGhofts, 

0y Birds and Beafts.from qualitic and kinde, 

^yhy Old metijFoolcs,and Children calculate^ 

VVhy all thefe things change from their Ordinance, 

TheirNatures,and pre-formed Faculties, 
ToiBonftrousqualitie; why you fhall finde, 

That Heauen hath infus’d them with thelc Spirits, 

To make them Inftrumcnts of fcare,and warning, 

Vnto fomc monftrous State. 

Now could I (Caska) name to thee a man, 

Moft like this dreadfull Night, 

That ThundcrSjLightens, opens GraucS,ana roares, 

As doth the Lyon in the Capitoll: 

A man no mightier then thy felfc,ormie, 

Inperfonali a&ion; yet prodigious growne. 

And fearefull,as thefe ftrangc eruptions arc. 

Cask. ’Tis Cafar that you raeanc: 

Is it not, Cajfius ? 

Cajfi. Let it be who it is: for Romans now 
Taue Thcwes,and Limbes,like to theirAnccftors; 

3 ut woe the while,our Fathers mindcs are dead. 

And we are gouern’d with our Mothers ipirits, 
Ouryoake,and liifferancc,fhcw vs Woraanifli. 

Cask; Indeed,they fr.y,the Senators to morrow 
Mcaneto eftablifti Cafar ns a King : 

And he fiiall wcarc his Crownc by Sea,and Land, 
Incuery place,faue here in Italy. 

Cajfi. I know where I will weare this Dagger then; 
Cajfius from Bondage will deliuer Cajfitts; 

Therein,yec Gods, you maketheweakemoft ftrong; 
Therein,yce Gods,you Tyrants doe defeat. 

Nor StonieTowcr,nor Walls of beaten Brafle, 

Nor ayrc-leffe Dungeon,nor ftrong Linkes oflronj 
Can be retentiue to the ftrength of fpirit: 

But Life being vvearic of thefe worldlyBarrcs, 

Neuer lacks power to difmific it feife. 

If I know this,knovv all the World befidcs, 

That part of Tyrannic that I doe beare, 

I can fhake off at pleafurc. 7 bunder ftiH. 

Cask. So can Is 

So cuery Bond-man in his owne hand bcares 
The power to canccll his Captiuitie. 

Cajfi. And why fhouid Cafar be a Tyrant then ? 
Poore man,I know he would not be a Wolfe, 

But that he fees the Romans are but Sheepe: 

He were no Lyon,were not Romans Hindes. 

Thofe that with hafte will make a raightie fire, 

Begin it with wcakc Strawes, What trafh is Rome ? 


What Rubbifh,and what Offall? when it ferues 
For the bafe mattcr.to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Cafar. But oh Gricfe, 

Where haft thou led me ? I (perhaps; fpeake this 
Before a willing Bond-man: then I know 
My anfwerc mtift be made. But I am arm d. 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Cask- You fpeake to Caska ,and to fuch a man, 
That is no fleanng Tell-tale. Hold, my Hand; 

Be factious for redreffe of all thefe Gncfes, 

And I will fet this foot of mine as fane. 

As who goes fartheft. 

Cajfi. "There’s a Bargaine made. 

Now know you,Caska,I haue mou’d already 
Some certainc of the Nobleft minded Romans 
To vnder-goe.with me, an Enterprize, 

Of Honorable dangerous conlequence; 

And 1 doe know by this, they flay for me 
In Pomfcyes Porch : for now this fcarefull Night, 
There is no ftlrre,or walking in the ftreetesj 
And the Complexion of the Element 
Is Fauors,like the Worke we haue in hand, 

Moft bloodie,fierie,and moft terrible. 

Enter Cinnci. 


CJbkA* Standdofr awhile, for hecre comes one in 
haftc. 

Ca(ft~ Tis Cima ,I doe know him by his Gate, 

He is a friend. C;«^.where hafte you fo > 

ClnrtdU To finde out you : Who’s that, Metiiifi. 
Cjmber > 

No^ir. is one incorporate 

To our Attempts, Am I not fhy'd fotyCima} 

CirMtt. Iamgladon’t. 

What a fearefull Night is this ? 

There’s two or three of vs haue feetie ftrange fight?, 

Cajfis Anal not Ray’d for > tell me. 

Ctma. Yes, you are. O Cajfttu 9 
If you could buc winne the Noble Brutm 
To our party—- 

Cajfi. Be you content. Good Cinm ^take this Paper, 
And looke you lay it in the Pretors Chayre, 

Where Brutus may but finde it: and throw this 
In at his Window* fet this vp with Waxe 
Vpon old Brrmu Statue: all this done, 

Repaire to Pomveyes Porch,where you {hall finde vs* 

Is ‘Deciw Brutm and TYtboniiu there ? 

Cinna, AJl,bur Afetethu Cjwbtr y znA bee’s gone 
To fecke you at your houfe. Well,! will hie. 

And fo beftow thefe Papers as you bad me. 

Cajfi. Thar done,repayrc to Pomp eyes Theater* 

Exit Cinna. 

Come Caska t you and I will yet,ere day. 

Sec Bruties at his houfe: three parts of him 
Is ours alreadic, end the man entire 
Vpon the next encounter,yeelds him ours. 

Cask^ 0 ,he fitsbigh in all the Peoples hearts: 

And that which would appearc Offence in vs. 

His Countenance, like richeft Aichymie, 

Will change to Vcrtue,and to WorthinefTe. 

Cajfi. Him*and his worth,and our great need of him, 
You haue right well conceited: let vs goe, 

For it is after Mid-night, and ere day. 

We will awake him, and be fare of him 3 

tpcemu i 
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The Trage die of fnlius ("afar. 


ABus Secmdus. 


Enter Brut us in his Orchard. 

Brut. What Lucius, hoe ? ,, 

I cannot,by the prcgreffe of the Starres, - r> r , 

Giuc guefle how ncerc to Avp ^Lucius fay ? 

I would it were my fault to fleepe fo foundly.. 

When when ? awake,I lay: what Lucius '} 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Call’d you, my Lord ? 

* Brut. Get me a Tapor in my S tudy,Z#c/«* .• 

When it is lighted,coroe and call me here, 

Luc. I will,my Lord. Exit-. , 

Brut. It muft be by his death : and for my part, 
Iknownoperfouallcaufe,tofpurneatliim, 

But for the general]. He would be crown’d: 

How that might change his nature,there’s the queftion? 
It is the bright day,that brings forth the Adder, 

And that craues warie walking: Crowne him that. 

And then I graunt we put a Sting in him. 

That at his will he may doe danger with. 

Th’abule of Greatnefl'e,is,when itd'is-ioynes 
Remorfe from Power: And to fpeake truth ®f Cafar, 

I haue not knownc,when his Affcitions lway’d 
More then his Reafon. But’tis a common proofe. 

That Lowlyneffe is young Ambitions Ladder, 

Whereto the Climber vpward turnes his Face: 

But when he once attaines the vpmoft Round, 

He then vnto the Ladder turnes his Backe, 

Lookes in the Clouds,fcorning the bale degrees 
By which he did afeend: fo Cafar may; 

Thenlcaft he may,preuc»t. And fince the Quarrell 
Will bcare no colour,for the thing he is, 

Faftiion it thus; that what he is,augmented. 

Would runne to thefe,and thefe extremities: 

And therefore thinkc him as a Serpents egge. 

Which hatch’d,would as his kinde grow mifchieuousj 
And kill himinthe fhcll. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. The Taper burnech in yourClofet,Sir: 
Searching the Window for a Flint,I found 
This Papcr,thus feal’d vp,aod I am fore 
It did not lyc there when I went to Bed. 

Cities him the Letter. 

Brut. Get you to Bed againe.it is not day: 

Is not to morrow (Boy) tire firft of March ? 

Luc. I know not,Sir. 

Brut. Looke in the Calendered bring me word. 
Lac. I will. Sir. Exit. 

Brut. The exhalations,whizzing in the ayre, 

Giuc fo much light,that I may readc by them. 

Opens the Lettered rcades, 

Brutus thouflcep’j }; awake, and fee thy felfe : 

Shall RGms,&c f fpeake,flrtkc,redreffc. 

Brutus,thou fie if ft: awake. 

Such inftigations haue beenc often dropt. 

Where I haue tooke them vp: 

Shall Rorue,&c. Thus muft I piece it out: 

Shall Rome ftand vndcr one mans awe ? What Rome ? 

My Anceftors did from the ftreetes of Rome 
The Tarqurn driue,whcn he was call’daKing. 

Speak?,ftrike, redrejfe. Am I entreated 

-r r - - .- - ,, | pi 


To fpeake,and ftrike ? O Rome, I maUlutr 
If the redrefle will follow,thou reeeiueft ^ ro ®ife, 
Thy full Petition at the hand of Brutus. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir,March is wafted fifteene dayes. 

Brut. Tisgood. Goto theGat^foJebod^i 

Since Cafftus firft did whet me againft C*r w ^ Kn °df$ ; 
I haue not flept. * 

Betweene the acting of a drcadfull thin© 

And the firft motion,all the Interim is 
L\Vc xPhantafma^ovz hideous Dreame : 

The Genius,iad the mortail Inftruments 
Are then in councell; and the ftace of a man 
Like to a little Kingdome,fuffers then 
The nature of an Infurre&ion. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir,’tis your Brother Caffm at the Doore 
Who doth defire to fee you. 5 

Brut. Is he alone? 

Luc. No,Sir,there are moe with him; 

Brut. Doe you know them? 

Luc. No,Sir,their Hats are pluckt about theirEare 
And halfe their Faces buried in their Cloakcs S; 
That by no meanes I may difeouer them, 

By any inarke of fauour. 

Brut. Let’em enter: 

They arc the Fa&ion. O Confpiracie, 

Sham'ft thou to fbew thy dang’rous BrowbyNiehc 
When cuills arc moft free? O then,by day * 
Where wilt thou findc a Cauerne darke enough, 

To maske thy monftrous Vifage?Seek none Confpiracie 
Hide it in Smiles,and Affabilitic: 

For if thou path thynatiue fcmblanceon. 

Not Erebus it felfe were dimme enough. 

To hide thee from preuemion. 

Enter the Confpirators,Cafftus,Caska,Lecm, 

Cinna,Mete'ltii,and Trebonius. 

fdjf. I thinkeweare too bold vpon your Reft; 
Good morrow Brutus, doe vie trouble you ? 

Brut. Ihauebeenevp this howre,awakc all Night; 
Know I thefe men,that come along with you? 

Caff. Ye*,euerymanofthem; andnomanhetc 
But honors you : and cuery one doth wifli, 

You had but that opinion of your felfe. 

Which euery Noble Roman Scares of you.' 

This is Trebonius. 

Brut. He is welcome hither. 

Caff. This, Pectus Brutus . 

Brut. He is welcome too. 

Caf. This, Cxska ; this, (ftnna j and this, CWetelltu 
Cymber-. 

Brut. They are all welcome. 

What watchfijll Cares doe interpofethemielue* 
Betwixt your Eves,and Night? 

Caff. Shall I entreat a word? They whiter. 

Decius. Here lyes the Eaft: doth not the Day breake 
heere ? 

Cask, No. 

Cin. O pardon,Sir,it doth; and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Cloud*,are Meffcngers of Day. 

Cask. You fliall confefle,that you are bothdeceiu’d: 
Heere,as I point my Sword,the Sunne arifes> 

Which is a great way growing on the South, 

Weigh* 


TbeTrajt _ 

<^m7thcyouthfull Scafon of theyeare. 

^ el f f c ,vcHnonechs hence, vp higher toward the North 
prefers his fire ’ and th<!hlgh Eaft 

Ids a P s the Capitoll.diteaiy heere. 

^ rn f # Giue me your hands all ouer,one by one. 
r r And let vs fweare our Refolution. 
rg rUtt No, not an Oath: if not the Face cf men, 

T ., fofferance of our Soules, thetimes Abufe; 
if heft be Motiucs weakc, breake oft betimes, 

. j cucry man hence, to his idle bed: 
t lct bigh-fighted-Tyranny range on, 
rill each man drop by Lottery-. Buc if thefe 
;I, r 3 m furc they do) bcare fire enough 
rekindle Cowards, and cofteelewith valour 
The melting Spirits of women. Then Countrymen, 

\Vhac neede we any fpurre, but our owne cauie, 

To pricke vs to redrelTe ? What other Bond, 

T hcii fecret Romans, that haue fpoke the word* 

^iid will not palter ? And what other Oath, 

Then Honefty to Honefty ingag’d, 

nat this (I13II be, or we will fall tor it. 

Swcare Priefts and Cowards, and men Cautelous 
Old fefeble Carrions, and fucivfuffcring Soules 
That welcome wrongs: Vnto bad cauies, fweare 
Such Creatures as men doubt; but do not ftaine 

Xhe euen vertue ofourEr.terprize, • 

Nor th’infuppreffiue Mettle of our Spirits, 

To thinke, thac or out Caufe,or our Perfoi martce 
Did neede an Oath. When euery drop of blood 
Jhac euery Roman beares, and Nobly bearcs 
Is guilty of a feuerall Bafterdic, 

Ifhe do breake the lmalleft Particle 

Of any promife that hath part from him. 

fif But what of Ctcero 1 Shall we found him ? 

I thinke he will ftand very ftrong with vs. 

Casks Letvsnotleauehimout, 

Cyn. No,by no meanes. 

Metel. O let vs haue him, tot his Siluer haires 
Will purchafe vs a good opinion: 

And buy mens voyces, to commend our deeds; 
t (ball be fayd,his iudgement rul’d our hands. 

Our youths. and vvildeneffc,fhall no whit appeare, 

Jut all be buried in his Grauity. ■ 

'Em. O name him not; let vs not breake with him, 

: or he will neuer follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

.Caf Then leauc him out. 

Casks Indeed, he is not fit. 

Decius. Shall no roan elfe be touche,but onely Cafar ? 
Caf. Decius well vrg’d : I thinkc it is not meet, 

Marks Antony fo well belou’d of Cafarp 
Should out-liue Cafar, we fhall findc of him 
A (brew’d Contriuer. And you know, his meanes 
Ifhe improue them, may well ftretch fo fane 
As to annoy vs all: which to preuent. 

Let Antony and Csfar fall together. 

Bru. Our courfe will feeme too bloody, Cains Cafsius , 
To cut the Head off, and then hacke the Limbcs: 

Like Wrath in death, and Enuy afterwards: 

For Antony , is but a Limbe of Caftr. 

Let’s be Sacrifices, but not Butchers Cains : 

Wc all ftand vp againft the fpirit of Cafar, > 

And in the Spirit of men, there is no blood: 

0 that we then could come by (fafars Spirit, 

And not difmember Cafar J But (alas) 

Csfar muft bleed for it. And gentle Friend*, 


tins 




Let s kill him Boldly, but not Wrathfully: 

Let’s caruc him, as a Difti fit for theGods , 

Not he w him as a Caikaffc fit for Hounds: 

And let our Hearts, as fubtleMafters do, 

Stine vp their Scruancs to an afte of Rage, 

And after feeme to chide ’em. This fhall make 
Our purpofe Ntce(Tary,and not Enuious. 

Which fo appearing to the common eyes. 

We fhall be call’d Purgers, not Murderers. 

And for Mark? Antony. thinke not of him: 

For he can do no more then Cafars Arme, 

When Cafars head is offr 
Caf. Yetifearehim,! 

For in che ingrafted loue he beares to Ca^ar. 

Bru. Alas,good Cafsius, do not thinke of him : 

Ifhe loue Cafar, all that he can do _ 

Is to himfclfe; take thought.and dye for Cafar, 

And that were much he flhould :.for he is giuen 
To fports,to wildeneffe,and much company. 

Treb. There is no feare in him; let him not dye. 

For he will liue, and laugh at this heereafter- 

Clock? Jtrikps. 

Bru. Peace, count the Clocke. 

Caf. The Clocke hath ftrickenthree. 

Treb. ’Tis time to part. 

Caff Butitisdoubtfullyet, 

\Vhether Cafar will come forth to day,or no: 

For he is Superfticious growne oflatc. 

Quite from the maine Opinion he held once. 

Of Fantafic, of Drcames, and Ceremonies: 

It may be, thefe apparant Prodigies, . t 

The vnaccuftom’d Terror of this night. 

And the perfwafion of his Augurets, 

May hold him from the Capitoll to day. 

T>eciu*. Neuer feare that: Ifhe be fo refolu’d, 

< I can ore-fway him: For heioucs to heare. 

That Vnicornes may be betray’d with Trces, 

And Beares with Glaffcs, Elephants with Holes? 

Lyons with Toylcs, and men with Flatterers. 

But, when I tcli him, he hates Flatterers, 

He fayes,he does; being then moft flatcered. 

Let me worke: 

For I can giue his humour the true bent; 

And I will bring him to the Capitoll. 

Caf. Nay,we will all of vs, be there to fetch himi 
Em. By the eight houre,is that the vttermoft? 

Cin. Be that the vttermoft, and fade not then. 

Met. faius Ligarius doth bcare Cafar hard. 

Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey ; 

I wonder none of you haue thought of him. 

Bru. Now good CWetellus go along by him: 

He loues me well, and I haue giuen him Reafons, 

Send him but hither, and lie fafbionhim. 

faf. The morning comes vpon’s: 

Wee’l le3ue you Brutus, 

And Friends difperfe your fclues; but all remember 
What you haue faid, and fhew your felucs true Romans. 

Bru. Good Gentlemen, looke freCh and merrily. 

Let not our lookes put on our purpofes. 

But bcare it as our Roman A&ors do. 

With vntyr’d Spuits 3 and formall Conftancie, 

And fo good morrow to you euery one. 

Manet Brutus- 

Boy: Lucius : Faftaflcepe ? It is no matter, 

Enioy the hony-heauy-Dew of Slumber: 

Thou haft no Figures, nor no Fantafies, <, . 

& Which/ 
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Winch bufiecare drawcs, in the braines oRmn $ 

Therefore thou flcep’ft fo found. 

Enter Portia. 

Tor . BmtU) my Lord* 

BrK.Portti: What meanc youPwhcrfore rife you now? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weakc condition, to the raw cold morning. 

Tor . Nor for yours neither. Y’hauc vngemiy Brutus 
Stole from my bed: and yefternight at Supper 
You fodainly arofe,and walk'd about, 

Mufing, and fighing, with your armes a-croffc: 

And when I ask’d you what the matter was,' 

You flar’d vpon me, with vngentle lookes. 

I vrg'd you further, then you Scratch'd your head. 

And too impatiently ftampt with your footc: 

Yet I infifted, yet you anfvra’d not, 

But with an angry wafeer ofyour hand 
Gaue figne for me to leauc you: So I did. 

Fearing to ftrengchen that impatience 
Which feem’d coomuch inkindled; and withal!, 

( Hoping it was but an effeft of Humor, 

Which fometime hath his houre with cucry man. 

It will not let you eate, nor talke, nor flecpc; 

And could it workc fo much vpon your fhape. 

As it hath much preuayl’d on your Condition, 

I fhould not know you Brntus. Deare my Lord, 

Make me acquainted with your caufe of grccfc. 

Tyh. I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Toy * Tr»ttu is wile, and were he not in health. 

He would embrace the meatves to come by it. 

Bru 9 Why fo I do : good Portia go to bed. 

Tor. Is ficke? And is it Phyficall 

To walke vnbraced, andiucke vp the humours 
Of the chnke Morning ? What, is Hr mu ficke? 

And will he ftealc out of his wholfome bed 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night ? 

And tempt the Rhswmy,and vnpurged Ayre, 

To addc vnto hit fickncfle ? No my Brutus, 

You haucibmc fickc Offence within your minde. 

Which by the Right and Vcrtue of my place 
I ought to know of: And vpon my knees, 

I charme you, by my once commended Beauty, 

By all your vowes of Loue, and that great Vow 
Which did incorporate and make vs one. 

That you vnfold to me, your fclfe; your halfe 
Why you are hcauy: and what men to night 
Haue had refort to you: for hecre haue beene 
Some fixe or feuen, who did hide their faced 
Euen from darknefie, 

Bru. Kneele nocgentle/W/4. 

Tor. I ftiould not neede, ifyou were gentle Brutw. 
Within tho Bond of Marriage, tell me Brunt*, 

Is it excepted, I fliould know no Secrets 
J That appercaine to you ? Am I your Sclfe, 

But as it were in fort, or limitation ? 

To keepc with you at Meales, comfort your Bed, 

And talke to you fometimes? Dwell I but in the Suburbs 
Of your good plealbre ? 1 f it.be no more, 

Portia is Brutus Harlot, not his Wife. 

Tint. You are my true and honourable Wife, 

As dccre to me, as are the ruddy droppes 
That vifit my fad heart* 

For. If this were true, then fliouldl know thisjfecrcc. 

; I grauntlam a Woman; butwicball, 

A Woman that Lord Trutu* tookc to Wife: 

I graunt I am a Woman; but withall. 


TheTragedieof fu lius Qcefar. 
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A Woman well reputed :£W7Daiij£jJp 
Thinke you, 1 am no ftronger then my Sex ’ 

Being fo Father’d, and fo Husbanded ? 

Tell me your Coumcls, I will not difclofe \ 

I haue made ftrong proofe of my Conft anci 
Giuing my felfe a voluntary wound 
Heere,in the Thigh: Can I bcare that with 
And not my Husbands Secrets ? P a hence ; 

Bru. O ye Gods] 

Render me worthy of this Noble Wife 
Harke,harkr,one knockes : Toma, no in a wVi 
And by and by thy bofomc (ball partake ^ 

The fecrets of my Heart. 

All my engagements, I will conftruc to thee 
AH the Charra&ery of my fad browes: * 

Leaue me with haft. " r 

* xit Portia. 

Enter Lucitu and Ligarius. 

Lucius, who’s that knockes. 

Luc. Heerc is a fickc man that would f pc ,i. w ., 

Bru , Cdim Ligariw, that Metellus fpakc of Uh ^' 0l1 ' 
Boy,fiandafidc. CaiusLigarius, how? 

Cat. Vouchfafe good morrow from a feehl. 

Bru. O what a time haue you chofe out br?up r gBC ' 
To wearc a Kerchiefe ? Would you were not fide 
Cat. I am not ficke, if Brutus haue in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor. 

Bru. Such an exploit haue I in hand Limius 
Had you a healthfiill care to hcare of it. * * 

Cat. By all the Gods that Romans bow before 

I hecrc difeard my fickneflc. Soule of Rome ' ’ 
Brauc Sonne, dcrlu’d from Honourable Loincj 
Thou like an Exorcift, haft coniur’d vp ’ 

My mortified Spirit. Now bid me runne, 

And 1 will ftriuc with things impoflible,i 
Yea get the better of them. What's to do ? 

Bru. A peece ofworke. 

That will make ficke men whole. 

Cat. But are not fomewhole.that we mufi make fide? 
Bru. Thatmuft wealfo. What it is my Cams, 

I lliall vnfold to thce,as we are going. 

To whom it mufi be done. 

Cat. Set on your foote. 

And with ahesrtnew-fir’d, I follow you, 

To do I know not what: but it fufficeth 
That Brutus leads me on. Thunder, 

Bru. Follow me then. Emu 

Thunder (jr Lightning. 

Enter lultus Cafar in hieNtgbt-gome'. 

Cafar. NorHeauen, not Earth, 

Haue beetle at peace to night: 

Thrice hath Calphurnia, in her fleepc cryed out, 
He!pe,ho: They niutthcr Cafar. Who’swithin? 

Enter aSeruant. 

Ser. Mv Lord. 

Caf Go bid the Priefts doprefent Sacrifice, 

And bring me their opinions of Succefl’e. 

Ser. I will my Lord. Exit 

Enter Calphurnia. 

Cal. What mean you Cafar ? Think you to walk forth? 
You (ball not ftirreout ofyourhoufe today- 

Caf. Ca/ar (hall forth; the things that threaten'd me, 
Ne’re look’d but on my backe: When they fhall fee 
The face offafar, they arc vaniftied. 

Calf. 
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- 1 ncuct ftood on Cerem ° nie *» 

Y et novv they fright me: There is one within, 

' e ‘... .u, chines that we haue heard and leene, 
tK'ounts ffloft horrid fights feenebythe Watch, 
ii ionmtffc hath whelped in the ftreets, 

Graues haue yawn’d, and yeelded vp their dead; 
r rc fiery Warriours fighc vpon the Clouds 
f Rankes and Squadrons, and right forme of Warre 
Which dtizel’d blood vpon the Capicoll : 

Thenoifc of Battcll hurtled in the Ay re: 
ioriTes do neigh, and dying men did grone, 

» n dGhofts did ftirieke and fqueale about the ftreets. 
qC afar, tbeie things are beyond all vfe, 
Andldofearethem. 

Caf What can be auoyded 
Whole end is purpos’d by the mighty Gods ? 

SnCafar fhall go forth: for thefe Predictions 
Areto the world in generall, as to Cafar. 

Calf. When Beggers dye, there are no Comets feen, 
fheHeauens themlcluesblaze forth the death of Princes 
Caf. Cowards dye many times before their deaths, 
The valiant neuer tafte ofdeath but once : 

Ofall the Wonders that I yet haue heard, 

Itfecmes to me moft firange that men ftiould fcare, 

Seeing that death, a ncccffary end 
Will come,when it will come. 

Enter <t Servant * 

What fay the Augurers? . 

Ser. They would not haue you to ftirre forth today. 
Plucking the intrailes ofan Offering forth, 

They could not finde a heart within the beaft. 

Caf The Gods do this in fhame of Cowardice: 
C^rfhould be a Beaft without a heart 
Ifhc fhould ftay at home to day for feare: 

No Cafar (hall not; D anger knowes full well 
That Cafar is more dangerous then he. 

Weheare two Lyons litter’d in one day. 

And I the elder and more terrible. 

And Cafar (ball go foorth. 

Calf, Alas my Lord, 

Your wifedome is confum’d in confidence: 

Do not go forth to day: Call it my fcare. 

That keepes you in the houfe, and not your owne, 

Wee’l fend cMark^Antony to the Senate houfe. 

And he fhall fay, you are not \ydl to day; 

Let me vpon my knee,prcuailc in this. 

Caf. Markuintony (ball fay I am not well, 

And for thy humor, I will ftay at home. 

Enter Decita. 

Heere’s Decius Brutus >he fhall tell them fo. 

Led. Cafar, all haile: Good morrow worthy fiefor, 
I come to fetch you to the Senate houfe. 

Caf And you are-come in very happy time, 

Tobeare mygreetingto the Senators, 

And tell them that I will not come to day: 

Cannot,is falfe: and that I dare not,falfet: 

I will not come to day, tell them fo Define. 

Calf. Say he is ficke. 

Caf Shall C A f ar f cn d a Lye ? 

Haue I in Conqueft ftretcht mine Arme fo farre, 

Tobe afear’d to tell Gray-beards the truth: 

Deem ,go tell them, (fafar will not come. 

Led. Moft mighty Cafar ,let me know fome caufe, 
Left J be laught at when I tell them fo. 

Caf. The caufe is in my Will, I will not come, 

That is enough to fatisfie the Senate. 


But for your priuate fatisfa£lion, 

Becaufe I loue you, I will let you know. 

Calphurnia heere my wife.ftayes me at home: 

She dreampt to night,fhe faw my Statue, 

Which like a fiountaine.with an hundred fpoucs 
Did run pure blood: and many lufty Romans 
Came fmiling,& did bathe their hands in it: 

And thefe does fhe apply,for warnings and portents, 

And euils imminent; and on her knee 
Hath begg’d, that I will ftay at home to day. 

Led. "This Dreame is all amide interpreted. 

It was a vifion, faire and fortunate: 

Your Statue fpouting blood in many pipes, 

In which fomany finding Romans bath’d. 

Signifies,that from you great Rome (ball fucke 
Rcuiuing blood, and that great men (ball prefle 
For Tinctures,Staines,Reliques,and Cognifancc. , 

This by Ca/phurnia’s Dreame is fignified. 

Caf. And this way haue you well expounded it. 

Led. I haue, when you haue heard what I can fay : 
And know it now, the Senate haue concluded 
To giue this day,a Crowne co mighty Cafar. 

Ifyou (ball fend them word you will not come. 

Their mindes may change, Bcfidcs,it were a mocke 
Apt to.be render’d, for fome one to fay, 

Breakc vp the Senate, till another time: 

When Cafars wife (ball meete with betterDreamcs. 
if Cafar hide himfelfe, (hall they not whifper 
Loc Cafar is affraid ? 

Pardon me Cafar - y for my deerc deere loue 
To your proceeding, bids me tell you this :i 
And reafon to my loue is liable. 

Caf How foolifli do your fears feeme now Calphurnia} 
I am afhamed I did yeeld to them. 

Giue me my Robe, for I will go. 


Enter Brutus , Ligar 'ttu , Metellus,Casha, Trebo ■» 
ntus, Cynna^nd Publius, 

And looke where Publtus is come to fetch me. 

Pub. Good morrow Cafar. 

Caf. Welcome Publius. 

What 2?r»rw,areyou flirt'd fo earely too ? 

Good morrow C<uka •' Cains Ligarius, 

Cafarwas ne’refo much your enemy. 

As that fame Ague which hath made you leane. 

What is’t a Clock e? 

Bru. Cafar ft is ftruckcn eight. 

Caf. I thanke you for your paines and ctirtefie. 

Enter jintony. 

See, Antony that Rcuels long a-nighta 
Is notwithftandir.g vp. Good morrow Antony. 

Ant. So to moft Noble Cafar. 

Caf. Bid them prepare within: 

I am too blame to be thus waited for. • 

Now Cynna, now Metellus : what Trebonius, 

1 haue an houres talke in ftore for you: 

Remember that you call on me to day: 

Be neere me, that I may remember you. 

Treb. Cafar 1 will: and fo neere will I be. 

That your beft Friends (ball wifti.l had beene further. 

Caf Good Friends go in,and tafte fome wine with me 
And we (likeFriends) will ftraightway go together. 

Bru. That cuety like is nor the fame,O Cafar , 

The heart of Brutus earnes to thinke vpon. Exeunt 

Enter Arteruidorus. 

Cafar , beveare of Brutus, take heede of Cafsiut', come not 
__ tw rej 
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were Cash* Jeatte an eye to Cynna, tmftnotTrcbonius, marly 

well (JMetellus Cymber, ‘Deems Brutus tones thee not: Thou 
haft wrong’d Cam Ligarius. Jhere a bat one mtr.de in all 
thefe men,and it is bent againft Cafar : If thou beeft not Im- 
mortall, looke about you: Security ernes way to Conjpiracie. 
The mighty Cods defend thee. 

Thy Louer, Artemidoms. 
Hcere will I Hand, till Caftr pafle along. 

And as a Sucor will I giuc him this : 

My heart laments, that Vertue cannot Hue 
Out of the teeth of Emulation. 

If thou rcade this.O Cafar, thou mayeft Hue; 

Ifnot, the Faces with Traitors do contriue. Exit. 

Enter Portia and Lucius. 

For. I prythcc Boy,run to the Senate-houfc, 

Stay not to anfwcr me, but get thee gone. 

Why doeft thou flay ? ” 

Luc. To know my errand Madam. 

For. I would hauc had thee there and heereagen 
j Ere I can tell thee what thou fhould’ft do there : 
j O Conftancie, be ftrong vpon my fide. 

Set a huge Mountaine ’cwecoe my Heart and Tongue : 

I haue a mans rninde, but a womans might: 

How.hard it is for women to kcepc counfefl. 

Art thou heerc yet ? 

Luc. Madam,what fliould Ido? 

Run to the Capitol!,and nothing clfe ? 

And fo returne to you,and nothing elfe ? 

For. Yes,bring me word Boy, ifthy Lord look well, 
j For he went fickly forth: and take good note 
What Cafar doth,what Sutors preffe to him. 

Hearke Boy,what noyfe is that ? 

Luc. Iheare none Madam. 

For. Prytheeliften well: 

I heard a bufsling Rumor like a Fray, 

And the winde brings it from the Capitoll. 

Luc. Sooth MadamJ heare nothing. 

Enter the Sooth fay er. 

For. Come hither Fellow,which way halt thou bin ? 
Sooth • At mine owne houfe,good Lady. 

For. Whatis’caclockc? 

Sooth. About the ninth bcure Lady. 

For. Is Cafar yet gone to the Capitoll? 

Sooth. Madam not yet s I go to take my ftand. 

To fee him pafle on to the Capitoll. 

For. Thou haft l'ome fuite to Cafar, haft thou not? 
Sooth. That I haue Lady, if it will pkzle Cafar 
To be fo good ta.Cafar,zs to hearc me : • 

Ifhall be fetch him to befriend himfelfe. 

For. Why kr.ovv'ft thou any harme’s intended to-: 
wards hitnAc.-, . 

Sooth. None that I kno.w will be. 

Much that I feare may chance: 

Good morrow to you : hecre the ftrect is narrow; 

The throng shatfollowes Caftr at the heeles, 

Of Senators,ofPraltors, common Sutors, 

Will crowd a feeble man (almoft) to death: 

He get roe ro a place more voyd, and there 
Spcakc to o ( reat Caftr as he comes along. Exit 

7Vj\ TfwrfPgWm: 
ffytivb /H’oNV'w cake a tliing 
(Th^earc of\vom3n is# G Brmm J 
; T h c Hfp*c d c th ct m thi n e e n r crp ri t e r 
the.Boy heard me : B-rmus hath a fuite 
That Cafar will not grant, O^I grow faint: 

Run Lucius } and commend me to my Lord, 
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Say 1 am merry; Cothc to me againe, 

And bring me word what he dolh fay to thee 

Alius Tertius . 



Tlourifb. 

Enter Cafar,Brutus.,, Coffins, Casfa, Decius, 

bonius,Cynna,Antony ,Lepidus MrtimedorusP^ ^ 
husband the Soothfayer. >** 0 . 


Tre. 


Caf. The Ides of March are come. 

Sooth. I fafer, but not gone. 

-<4rt. Haile Cafar: Read this Scedule 
Decs. Trcbonuu doth defire you to ore-r^ 

(At your beft leyfure) this his humble fuite 

Art. O Cafar , reade mine firft: for mine’s a f„ it . 
That-touches Cafar neercr. Read it great Cad 
Caf. What touches vs our fclfe,fliall be lafl fau'd 
Delay not C^/^r, read it inftantlv. 
c af. What,is the fellow mad ? 7 

Pub. Sirra,giuc place. 

Caf,. What,vrgc you your Petitions in the ftreer) 
Come to the Capitoll. Cltreet? 

Popil. I wilbyour enterprise to day may thfiue, 
Cajft. What enterprize Popdlt^} 

Popil. Fare you well. 

Tru. What faid Poptllnu Lena ? 

Cajft, He wifht to day our enterprize might thriue* 

Ifeareourpurpofeisdifcouercd. 

Tru Looke how he makes to Cafar: markehim. 
LaJJi. fasky bcfodaine,for we fearepreuention 
Brutus what fliall be done? If this be knownc, * 

Catfites or C'xfar neuct (haft turne bacltc 
For I will flay my fdfe. * 

Bru. Cafftm be conftant: 

Popilhus Lena fpeakes not of our pjirpo/es, 

I-or looke he fmiles, and Cafar doth not change. 

Cajft. Treboniui knowes his time: for look you Brutus 
He drawes Markdntony out of the way. 

Deci. Where is Met ellm Ctm her,let him go. 

And prefently preferre his fuite to Caftr. ° 

Bru. He is addreft: prdTe neere,and fecond him. 
Cm. Casl^a,you arc the firft that reares your hand. 
Caf. Ar.c we all ready? What is now amiffe. 

That Caftr and his Senate muft redreffe ? 

Metel. Moft high,moft mighty,and moftpuifant Ctfar 
Trletelltu Cymber throwss before thy Seate 
An humble heart. 

Caf. ImuftpreuenttheeCywj&r: ' 

Thefe couchings,and thefe lowly courtefies 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 

And turne pre-Ordinsnce,and firft Decrcei 
IntothelaneofChildren. Be net fond. 

To fhinke that Cajar beares fuch Rebel! blood 
1 hat will be thaw’d from the true quality 
With that which melteth Foolcs, I meanefweet word:, 
Low-crookcd-curtfies,and bafe Spanicll fawning: 

Thy Brother by decree is banilhed : 

If thou doeft bend, and pray,and fawne for him,' 

.1 fpurne thee like a Curre out of my way: 

Know, Cafrr doth not wrong, nor without caufe 
Willhebefatisfied. 

Metel.ls there no voyce more worthy then my owns, 

To 
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T^hundmofeMeetly in great Capers eatc, 

1 the repealing of my banifti'd Brother? 

frit. I kiffc thy hand, but not in flattery Caftr : 
(Wiring thee, that Publius Cymber may 

« \e an immediate treedome of repcale. 

What Brutus? 

fajp. Pardon Caftr: Caftr pardon ; 

» s lowe as to thy foote doth fifties fall, 

Tobeocte infranchifement for Vublius Cymber. 

Caf I could be well mou’d, if 1 were as you, 
in could pray to mooue, Prayers would moouc me: 

But I ani conftant as the Northerne Starre, 

Qf whofc true fixe, and refting quality, 
phere is no fellow in the Firmament. 

The Skies are painted with vnnumbred fparkes. 

They are all Fire, and cuery one doth fliine : 

But, there’s but one in all doth hold his place. 

5 0) j'n the World; ’Tis furniflvd well with Men, 

^nd Men are Flefti and Blood,and apprehcnfiucj 
Yet in the number, I do know but Otic 
That vnaflayleable holds on his Ranke, 

Vnlhak’d of Motion: and that I am he. 

Let me a little fhew it, euen in this: 

That I was conftant Cymber flhould be banifti’d, 

And conftant do remaine to keepe him fo. 

Cirna. O f'afar. 

Caf. Hence: Wilt thou life vp Olympus ? 

Decius. Great Cafar. 

Caf. Doth not '2 irutm bootlefle kneele ? 

Cask Speakc hands for me. 

They ftab Cafar. 

Caf. Et Tu Tsrsit'e l — —Then fall Cafar. Dyes 

Cin. Liberty,Freedome; Tyranny is dead, 

Run hence, proclaime, cry it about the Streets. 

CM. Some to the common Pulpits,and cry out 
Liberty, Freedome,andEnfranchifemenc. 

Bru. People and Senators, be not affrighted: 

Fly not, ftand ftill: Ambitions debt is paid. 

Cask ■ Go to the Pulpit Brutus. 

Dec. And Cajfttu too. 

Iris. Where’s Publius ? 

Cits. ^Heere, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand faft togcther,Icaft fome Friend of Cafart 
Should chance-—■ 

Bru. Talkeuot offtanding. Publius good cheere. 
There is no hormc intended to your perfon. 

Nor to no Roman elfe: fo tell them Publius. 

Cajft. And leaue vs Tub/ius, leaft that the people 
Rufliing on vs, fliould do your Age fome rmfchiefc. 

"Bru. Do fo, and let no man abide this deede. 

But we the Doers. 

Enter Trebonius. 

Cajft. Where is Antony } 

Treb. Fled to hJjs Houfe amaz’d: 

Men, Wiues.and Children,ftare,cry out,and run. 

As it vvereDoomelday. 

Bru. Fates,wewiilknow yourpleafures: 

That we fliall dye vy.oknowv’tis but the time 
And drawing dayflsrout, that men ftand vpon. 

Cask Why he that cuts off twenty ycares of life, 

Cuts off fo many yeares cf fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is Death a Benefit: 

So are we Cafars Friends, that haue abridg'd 

His time of fearing death. Stoope Romans,ftcope, 

And let vs bathe our bapds in Cafars blood 
Vp to the Elbowes, and befmeare our Swords: 


Then walke we forth, euen to the Market place. 

And wauing our red Weapons o’re our heads. 

Let’s all cry Peace, Freedome,and Liberty. 

Cajft. Stoop then,and wafh. How many Ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be ailed ouer, 

InState vnborne, and Accents yct vnknowne? 

Tru. How many times fliall Caftr bleed in fport. 

That now on Pompeyes Bafis lye along. 

No worthier then the duft ? 

Cajft. So oft as that fliall be. 

So often fliall the knot of vs be call’d, 

The Men that gaue their Country liberty. 

T>ec. Whac,fliall wc forth ? 

Cajft. I.euery man away. 

Brutus fliall Icade, and wc will grace his lieeles 
With the moft boldcft,and beft hearts of Rome. 

Enter aSernant. 

Bru. Soft,who comesheerePA friend of Antonies. 

Ser. Thus Brutus did my Mafter bid meknecle; 

Thus did Mark eMntonj bid me fall downe, 

And being proftrate,thus he bad me fay : 

Brutus is Noble, Wife, Valiant.and Honeft ; 

Cafar was Mighty, BoJd,Royall,and Louing: 

Say, I louc Brutus, and I honour him; 

Say, I fear'd Cafar, honour’d him,and lou’d him.' 

If Brutus will vouch fate, that Antony 
May fafely come to him, and be refolu’d 
How Cafar hath deferu’d to lytin death, 

Mark Antony, fliall not loue Caftr dead 
So well as Brutus lioing; but will follow 
The Fortunes and AfFayres of Noble Brutus , i 
Thorough the hazards of this vntrod State, 

Wuh all true Faith. So fayes my Mafter Mntony. 

Bru. Thy Mafter is a Wife and VaiiantRomwie, 

I ncuer thought him worle : 

Tell him, fo plcafehim come vnto this place 
He ft’ill be latisfied; and by my Honor 
Depart vntouch’d. 

Ser, He fetch him prefently. Exit Struant. 

Bru. 1 know that we fliall haue him well to Friend, 
C a ffi- I w jfli we may : But yet haue I a rninde 
That feares him much : and my milgiuing ftill 
Falles fhrcwdly to thepurpofe. 

Enter Antony, 

Bru. But hecrc comes Antony : 

Welcome MarkAntony. 

Ant. O mighty Cajd r ! Doft thou lye fo lowc ? 

Are all thy Conquefts^lories.TriumphcSjSpoiles, 
Shrunke to this little Meafure ? Fare thee well. 

I know not Gentlemen what you intend, 

Who elfe muft be let blood > who elfe is ranke: 

] f 1 my felfc, there is nt. houre fo fit 
As Cafars deaths houre; nor no Inftrumcnt 
Of haife that worth, as thofc your Swords; made rich 
With the moft Noble blood of all this World. 

I dobefcechycc, ifyoubearemehard. 

Now, whil’ft your purpled hands do reeke and fmoake, 
Fulfill your pleafure. Liue a thoufand yeercs, 

I fliall not finde my felfe fo apt to dye. 

No place will pleafe me fo, no meane of death, 

As hcere by Cafar, and by you cut off. 

The Choice and Mafter Spirits of this Age. 

Bru. O Antony ! Beggc not your death ofys: 

Though now we muft appeare bloody and cruell, 

As by our hands, and this our prefent Aifte 
You lee we do : Yet fee you but our hands, 

- And/ 
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And this a the bleeding bufinefle they hauc dor c: 


Our hearts you fee not, they are pitcifull: 

And piety to the generall wrong of Rome, 

As fire driues ou; fire, io pitty> pitty 
Hath done this deed on Cafar. For your part, 

To you, our Swords haue leaden points Markc Antony 
Our Armesin ftrength of m 3 licc, and our Hearts 
Of Brothers temper, do rcceiueyou in, 

With all kindcloue, good thoughts, and reuerencc. 

Cafli. Your voyce fhall be as ftrong as any mans. 

In the difpofing of new Dignities. 

But. Onely. be patient, till we haue appeas'd 
The Multitude, befide thcmlelues with feare, 

And then, we will dcliuer you the caufe. 

Why I, that did louc Cafar when I flrookc him, 

Haue thus proceeded. 

Ant. I doubt not of your Wifcdome: 

Let each man render me bis bloody hand. 

Flrft CMarci!4 Brutus will I fhake with you; 

Next Caipu CaJfiPts do I take your hand; 

Now Decius Brutus yours; now yours McteHns ; 
Yours Ctnna; and my valiant CW^yoursj 
Though laft, not leaft in loue, yours good Trebonitu, 
Gentlemen all: Alas,what fhall I fay, 

My credit now ftands on fuch fiippery ground, 

That one of two bad W3yes you mud conceit me. 
Either 3 Coward, or a Flacterer. 

That I did loue thee Cafar, O ’cis true: 
if then thy Spirit lookc vpon vs now. 

Shall it not grecue thee deerer then thy death. 

To fee thy Antony making his peace, 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy Foes ? 

Moft Noble, in the prefence of chy Coarfe, 

Had I as many eycs,a$ thou hall wounds. 

Weeping as fall as they ftveame forth thy blood. 

It would become me better, then to dofc 
In tearmes of Friend/hip with thine enemies. 

Pardon me Inliiu, hecre vvas’c thou bay’d brauc Hart, 
Heere did’ft thou fall,and hecre chy Hunters (land 
Sign'd in thy Spoylc^nd Crimfon’d in thy Lechcc. 

O World! thou waft the Forrcft to this Hart, 

And this indeed ,0 World, the Harr of thee. 

How like a Deere,ftrokc.i by many Princes, 

Doft thou heere lye ? 

Caffl* 'Mark^dntony. 

Ant. Pardon me Cuius Cajjitis : 

The Enemies of Cafar y fhall fay this : 

Then, in a Friend, it is cold Modeftic. 

CaJJi. I blame you not for praifing Cafar fo. 

But what compact meanc you to haue with vs ? 

Will you be prick’d in number of our Friends, 

Or fhall we on,and not depend on you? 

Ant. Therefore I tooke your hands,but was indeed 
SwsyM from the point, by looking downe on Cafar . 
Friends am I with you all, and loue you all, 

Vpon this hope, that you fhall giue me Reafons, 

Why,and vyherei Cafar was dangerous. 

Brtt. Or clfe were this a lauage Spc&aclc : 
OurReafons are fo full of good regard, 4 
That were you Antony , the Sonne pf Cafar , 

You fhould be iacisficA 
Ant. That’s all I feeke. 

And am moreouer futor, that I may 
, Produce his body ro the Market-place,- 
j And in the Pulpit as becomes a Friend, 

Speakc in the Order of his FuncralU 





Bru. You fhall Afarke -Antony. 

CaJJi. "Brutus,z word with you': 

You knownotwhatyoudo; Donoc C onf cnt 
That Antony fpeakem hisFuncrail- cnt 


Bru. By your pardon: 

I will my felfc into the Pulpit firft 
And {hew the rcafon of our Cafars death. 

What Antony fhall fpcake, I wiilproteft ' 

He fpeakes by leauc,and by permifsion ; 

And that wc are contented Cafar (hall 
Haue all true Rites,and lawfull Ceremonies 
It fhall aduantage more, then do vs wrono * 

Cajfi. I know not what may fall i UjJ’ 

Brtt. UliarhjtAntony, heere take you CaCar k 
You fhall not in yourFuncrall fpeech blame v* y: 
But fpeakc all good you can deuife o (Cafar * 

And fay you doo’c by our permifsion .• * 

Elie fhall you not haue any hand at all 
A bout his Funerall. And you fliall Ipcake 
In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going, 

After my fpeech is ended. 

Ant. Beitfo: 

I dodefirc no more. 


Bxtm, 


Brtt. Prepare the body then,and follow vs. 
Manet Antony w 
O pardon me, thou bleeding pcccc ofEarth: 

Tliar I am meeke and gentle with thefe Butcher* 
Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleft man 
That eucr liued in the Tide of I inics. 

Woe to the hand that flied this coflly Blood. 

Ouer thy wounds,now do I Propheiie, 
(Whichlikc dumbemouthesdoopetheir Rubyl; ps 
To begge die voyce and vttetance ofmy Tongue) ’ 
A Curfc fhall light vpon thelimbes of men ; 
Domeflicke Fury, and fierce Ciuiiljflrifc, 

Shall cumber all theparts ofltaly: 

Blood and definitionfiiail be fo in vie, 

And dreadfull Obiets fo familiar, 

That M others fliall but lmilc,when they behold 
Their Infants quartered with the hands ofWarre: 
All piety choak’d with cufiome of fell deeds, 

And Cafars Spirit ranging forRcucnge, 

With Ate by his fide, come hot from Hell, 

Shall in thefe Confines,with a Monarkcs voyce, 

Cry hauocke, and let flip the Dogges of Wane/- 
That this foule deede, fliall fmell aboue the earth 
With Carrion men,groaning for Buriall. 

Enter Ottavios Scrum. 

You ferue Otfauists Cafar, do you not? 

Ser. I do Afarke Antony. 

Ant. {‘afar did write for him to come to Rome. 
Ser. He did recciue his Letters,and is commiog, 
Aud bid me fay to you by word of m.uth--- 

O Cd 1 far ! 


Ant. Thy heart is bjgge: get thee a-part and weepe: 
Palsioti I fee is catching from mine eyes. 

Seeing thofe Beads offorrow ftand hvfivine. 

Began to water. Is thy Mafter comming ? 

Ser . He lies to night within feuen Leagues of Rome. 
Ant. Poftbackcwith fpeede. 

And tell him what hath chanc’d: 

Heere is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 

No Rome of fafety for Ottattitu yet. 

Hie hence,and tell him fo. Yet ftay a-while, 

Thou 


-^^haltnotbacke, till I haue borne this courfc 
fro the Market place: There fliall I try 
mv Oration,how the People take 
&ell iflue of thefe bloody men, 
bL r ding to the which, thou fhalt difeourfe 
@ong Oclamut, of the ftate ofthings. 

^jine your hand. Exeunt 
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Enter Brutus and goes into the Pulpit ^and Cajfi- 
tu ) with the Plebeians. 


pie. We willbefatisfied : letvs befatisfied, 

'Br’ts. Then follow me, and giue me Audience friends. 
^£0 go you into the other ftreete, 

1/d part the Numbers: 

rjiofe that will hearc me fpeake, let ’em ftay heere * 
phofe that will follow Cajfius ,go with him, 

^ n dpublike Reafons fliall be rendred 
Of Cefars death. 

yPle. I will heare Brutus fpeake. 

2. I will heare C'ajfites, and compare their Reafons, 
yyhen feuerally we heare them rendred. 

3. The Noble Brutus is afeended: Silence. 

Bru, Bepatient till the laft. 

Romans, Countrey-men, and Louers, heare mee for my 
caufe, and be filent, that you may heare. Belecuemefor 
mine Honor, and hauc refpccS: to mine Honor, that you 
m ay belceue. Cenfure me in your Wifedom, and awake 
yourSenfes, that you may the better Iudge. If there bee 
anyin this Afiembly, any deere Friend of Cafars, to him 
I fay, that Brutus loue to Cafar, was no lefie then his. If 
then, that Friend demand, why "Brutus role againft C<c- 
^jthisismy anfwer:NotthatI lou’d Cafar leffe, but 
that I lou’d Rome more. Had you rather Cafar were li¬ 
ning, and dye all Slaues ; then that Cafitr were dead, to 
liue°a!l Free-mcn ? As Cafitr lou’d mec, I weepe for him; 
as he was Fortunate,I reioycc at it; as he was Valiant, I 
honour him: But, as he was Atnbitious,I flew him.There 
itTeares,for his Loue :ioy, for his Fortune: Honor, for 
his Valour: and Death, for his Ambition. Who is heere 
fo bafe, that would be a Bondman ? If ailiy,fpeak,for him 
haue I offended. Who is heere fo rude, that would not 
bcaRoman? Ifany,fpcak, for him haue I offended. Who 
is heere fo vile, that will not loue his Countrcy? If 3ny, 
fpeake, for him hauc I offended. I pauf? for a Reply. 

tAll. None Btutus, none. 

Brutus. Then none haue I offended. I haue done no 
more to Cafar, then you fliall do to "Brutus. The Quefti- 
onofhisdeath,isinroll’dinthe Capitoll: his Glory not 
extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor his offences en¬ 
forc’d, for which he fuffered death. 


Enter tAfarfAntony, with Cafars body. 


Heere comes his Body, mourn’d by Afarke Antony , who 
though he had no hand in his death, fhall receiuc the be¬ 
nefit of his dying, a place in the Comonwealtb, as which 
ofyou fhall not. With this I depart, that as I flewe my 
bed Loucr for the good of Rome, I haue the fame Dag¬ 
ger for my feIfe,whcB it fliall plcafe my Country to need 
my death. 

dll. Line Sr»r*« > liue,Hue. 

1. Bring him with Triumph home vnto his hottfe. 

2. Giue him a Statue with his Anceftors. 

3 . Let him be Cajar. 

4- Cafars better parts. 


Shall be Crown’d in Brut ms. 

j. Wce’l bring him to his Houfe, 

With Showts and Clamors. 

Bru. My Country-men. 

2, Peace,filence, Brutus fpeakes. 

1. Peace ho. 

"Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alonCj 
And (for my f’ake)fiay heere with Antony „• 

Do grace to Cafars Corpes,and grace his Speech 
Tending to Cafars G!ones,which Afarke Antony 
(By our permiflion) is allow’d to make. 

I do intreat you^not a man depart, 

Saue I alone, till Antony haue {poke. Exit 

I Stay ho,and let vs heare Afarf Antony. 

3 Lct him go vp into the publike Chaire, 

Wee’l heare him •• Noble Antony go vp. 

Ant. For "Brutus fake, I am beholding to you, 

4 What does he fay of Bratus? 

7, He fayes.for Brutus fake 

He findes himlclfe beholding ro vs all. 

4 ’T were befl: he fpeake no harme of Brutus heere ? 

1 This Cafar was a Tyrant. 

5 Nay that’s certaine : 

We are bleft that Rome is rid of him. 

2 Peace, let vs heare what Antony can fay. 

Ant. You gentle Romans. 

All. Peace hoe, let vs heare him. 
v/«.Friends,Romans,Countrymen,leitd me your ears: 

I come to bury (fafar,not to praife him; 

The euill that men do, hues after them, - 
The good is oft enterred with their bones. 

So let it be with Cafar. The Noble "Brutus 3 
Hath told you Cafar was Ambitious 
If it were fo, it was a greeuous Fault, 

And grecuoufiy hath Cafar anfwer’d it. 

Heere, vndcr leauc of Brutus ,and the reft 
(For Brutus is an Honourable man, 

So are they all; all Honourable mtn^ 

Come I to fpeake in Cafars Funeral!. 

He was my Friend, faithfull,and iuft to me; 

But Brutus fiiyes,he was Ambitious, 

And "Brutus is an Honourable man. 

He hath brought many Captiues home to Rome, 

Whofe Ranfomes, did the generall Coffers fill: 

Did this in Cafar feeme Ambitious ? 

When that the poore haue cry’de, Cafar hath wept« 
Ambition fhould be made of fterner ftuffe. 

Yet "Brutus fayes, he was Ambitious: 

And "Brutus is an Honourable man.. 

You all did fee,that on the Lupercall , 

I thrice prefented him a Kingly Crowne, 

Which he did thrice refufe. Was this Ambition ? 

Yet "Brutus fayes, he was Ambitious i 
And fure he is an Honourable man. 

I lpeakc not to difprooue what "Brutus (poke. 

But heere J am, to fpeake what I do know; 

You all did loue him once, not without caufe. 

What caufe with-holds you then,to mourne for him? 

O Iudgement | thou are fled to brutifh Bcafts, 

And Men haue loft their Reafon. Bearewithme, 

My heart is in the Coffin there with Cafar, 

And 1 muft pawfe.till it come backe to me. 

1 Me thinkes there is much rcafon in his fayings. 

2 If thou confider rightly of the matter, 

Cafar ha’s had great wrong. (his place. 

3 Ha’s hcc Matters ? 1 feare there will a worfe come in 

1 1 _ 4 Markc j 
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The Tragedie of Julius (fafar. 


4. Mark’d yc his words? he would not takcf Crown, 
Therefore ’tis certaine,he was not Ambitious.! 

I. If it be found lb, fome will dcerc abide it. 

3. Poore foulc,his eyes are red as fire with weeping. 

3. There’s not a Nobler man in Rome then Antony. 

4. Now markc him, he begins againe to fpcake. 

Ant. But yefterday, the word ofmight 1 

Haue Rood againft the World: Now lies he there. 

And none fo poore to do him reuerence. 

OMaifters! If I were difpos’d toftirre 
Your hearts and mindes to Mutiny and Rage, 

I fhould do Brutus wrong, and Ctiffins wrong: 

Who (you all know) are Honourable men. 

I will not do them wrong : I rather choofe 
To wrong the dead, to wrong my l'elfe and you. 

Then I will wrong fuch Honourable men 
Bu: heerc’s a Parchment, with the Seale of Cafar, 

I found it in his Clbflec, ’tis his Will: 

Let but the Commons hcare this Tcftament: 

(Which pardon me) I donotmeaneto reade. 

And they would go and kifle dead Cafars wounds, 

And dip their Napkins in his Sacred Blood; 

Yea, begge a haire of him for Memory, 

And dying, mention it within their Willes, 

Bequeathing it as a rich Lcgacic 
Vnto their iflue. 

4 Wee’l heare the Will,reade it Mark? Antony. 

All. The Will,the Will; wcjwill heare Cafars Will. 
Ant. Haue patience gentleFriends,! muft not read it. 
It is not meete you know how Cafar lou’d you: 

You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but men : 

And being men, hearing the Will of Cafar, 

It will inflame you, it will make you mad; 

Tis good you know not that you are his Heircs, 

For if you flaould ,0 what would come of it ? 

4 Read the Will.wee’l heare it Antony : 

You (hall reade vs the Will, Cafars Will. 

Ant, Will you be Patient? Will you flay a-while ? 
lhaue o’re-lhot my felfc to tell you ofir, 

I feare I wrong the Honourable men, 

Whofe Daggers haue ftabb’d Cafar i I do feare it. 

4 They were Traitors: Honourable men ? 

All. The WilljthcTettamcnt. 

2 They were Villaines,MurderersitheWill, read the 
Will. 

Ant. You will compcll me then to read the Will: 
Then make a Ring about the Corpes of Cafar, 

And let me fhew you him that made the Will: 

Shall I defeend? And will you giue me leaue l 
AH. Comedowne. 

3 Defeend. 

3 You fhall haue leaue. 

4 A Ring, (land round. 

1 Stand from the Hearfe, (land from the Body. 

2 Roome for Antony,mod Noble Antony. 

Ant . Nay prefle not fo vpon me, {land farre off. 

All. Stand backe: roome,beare backe. 

Ant. lfyou haue teares,prepare toflied them now. 
You all do know this Mantle, I remember 
The firft time cuer Cafar put it on, 

’T was on a Summers EueniRg in his Tent, 

That day he ouercame the Ntruiy. 

Lookcfin this place ran Cajjius Dagger through: 

See what a rent the enuious Cook* made: 

Through this,the wel-beloued ’Brutus ftabb’d, 

And as he pluck'd his curfed Steele away: 


As rufhing out ofdoores, to be rcfolu’j ’ 

If Brutus fo vnkindely knock’d,or no ; 

For Brutus ,as you know,was Cafars An<, e j 
Iudge,0 you Gods.how deerely Cafar lou’i him 
This was the moft vnkindeft cut ofalf m ‘ J| 

For when the Noble Cafar faw him flab 
Ingratitude, more ftrong then Traitors armes' 

Quite vanquifh’d him: then burft his MiehrVk. 

And in his Mantle, muffling vp his face * ' 5art i 

Euen at the Bafe of Pompeyes Statue * 

(Which all the while ran bloodJgreat CaCarf n 
O what a fall was there,my Countrymen ? " 

Then I,and you,and all ofvs fell downe, 

VVhil’fl bloody T rcafon flourifh’d ouer vs. 

O now you weepe, and I perceme you feeie 

The dint of pitty : Thefc are gracious dropp es 

Kinde Soulcs,whac weepe you,when you but hlk .. 
Our Cafars Vefture wounded ? Lookcyou h et re 
Heere is Himfelfe.marr’d as you fee with Traitors 
j. O pitteous fpeffaclc J 

2. O Noble Cafar ! 

3. Owofulldayl 

4 O Traitors,Villaines I 


1. O moft bloody fight* 

2. Wewillbereueng’d: Reuenge 
About, feeke,burne, fire, kil!,flay. 

Let not a Traitor liuc. 

Ant. Stay Country-men. 

I. Peace there,heare the Noble Antony. 

** VVee’l heare him,wee’l follow him, wee’ldy with 

Ant. Good Friends,fweet Friends,let menot^!? 
To fuch a fodaine Flood of Mutiny: 

They that haue done this Deede,are honourable, 

What priuatc greefes they haue, alas I know not, 
That madethem do it: They arc Wile,and Honourable 
And will no doubt with Reafons anfweryou. 

I come not (Friends) to fteale away your hearts, 

I am no Orator, as Brutus is; \ 

But (as you know me all) a plaine blunt man 
That loue my Friend, and that they know full well 

That gaue me publike lcaue to Ipcakcofhim: * 

For I haue neythec writ nor words,nor worth, 

A <ftion,nor V tterancc, nor the power of Speech, 

To ftirre mens Blood. I onely Ijpeake right on: 

I tellyou that,which you your fclues doknow, 

Shew you fwcet Cafars wounds,poorpoor dum mouths 
And bid them fpcake for me: But wereI 2 ?m«, 

Aud Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle vp your Spirits,and put a Tongue 
In cuery Wound of Cafar, that ftiould meue 
The ftonesofRome, to rife and Mutiny. 
tAll. Wee’l Mutiny, 
r W ee’l burne the houfe of Brutus, 

3 Away then, come,feeke the Confpirator*. 

Ant. Yet heare me Country men,yet heare me fpeake 
All, Peace hoe,heare Antony ,m oft Noble Anwj. 
Ant. Why Friends,you go to do you know not«bat : 
Wherein hath Cafar thus deferu’d your loues? 

Alas you know not, I muft tell you then t 
You haue forgot the.Will I told you of, 

Ail. Moft true,the Will,let's ftay and heare the Wik 
Ant. Heere is the Will.and vnder Cafars Seale: 

To euery Roman Citizen he giues, 

Toeuery feuerall man/euemy fiue Drachmae}. 
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z p/e, Moft Noble Cafar, weel reuenge his death. 

2 pie. O Royall Cafar. 

Uut. Hcare me with patience. 
jlll. Peace hoe 

Jytt. Moreouer,he hath left you all his Walkcs, 

Ot$priuatc Arbors, and new-planted Orchards,, 

On this fide Tyber, he hath left them you, 

And to your heyres for cuer: common pleafures 
f0 vvalke abroad,and recreate your felues* 
rjecre was a Cafar : when comes fuch another? 

l,p[e. Neuer,ncuer: come,away,away: 

\Vecl t>urnc his body in the holy place. 

And with the Brands fire the Traitors houfes. 
fake vp the body* 
i,Ple. Go fetch fire. 
j t ple. Pluckcdowne Benches. 

q, ple> Pluckcdowne Formes, Windowes T any thing. 

Exit Plebeians, 

Jut, Now let ic werke: Mifcheefe thou art a-foot, 
'Take thou what courfc thou wile. 

How now Fellow i 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Sir yOliauitu is already come to Rome. 

Jnt. Where is hec? 

Ser. He 3od brf rises are 3t Cafars houfe. 

Jnt. And thither will 1 ftraight,to vifithim: 

He comes vpon a wifh. Fortune is merry, 

And in this mood will giue vs any thing. 

Ser . I heard him fay ,Brums m&Caffius 
Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. 

Jnt. Belike they had fome notice of the people 
How I had moued them. Bring me to OttaHim. Exeunt 

Enter finna the Poet,and after htm the Pltbeiavs, 

Cinna . I dreamt to nighr* that I did feaft with Cafar y 
And things vnluckily charge my Fantafie: 
lhaue no will to wander foorc h of doores. 

Yet fomething leads me foorth. 

1. Wnat is your name? 

2 . Whether are you going ? 

3 . Where do you dwell f 

4 . Are you a married man,or a Batchcllor ? 

1, Anfwcr euery man dire&ly. 

i* I,and breefejy* 

4. I,and wifely. 

3. I,and truly,you werebeft. 

CVtfc What is my name? Whether am I going?Where 
do I dwell? Am I a married man^or a Batchellour ? Then 
toanfwcr euery man, dirctSUy and breefely, wifely and 
truly: wifely I fay, lama Bacchcllor. 

2 That's as much as to lay, they are fooles that mar- 
ric: you’I beare me a bang for that I feare : procecde di. 
refily. 

Cinna, Diredlly I am going to Cafars Funcrall. 

r. As a Friend, or an Enemy? 

Cinna . As a friend. 

1. That matter is anfwered direftly. 

4 . For your dwelling: breefely. 

Cinna. Breefclyjdfwell by the Capitoll. 

3- Your name fir,truly. 

Cinna. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

1. Teare him to peeces, bee’s a Confpirator* 

Cinna. lam Cinna the Poec.I am Cinna the Poet. 

4« Tearchim for his bad verfes, tearehimforhisbad 
Yerfcs* 


Cin, I am not Cinna the Confpirator. 

4. It is no matter* his name s Cinna, pluckebuthis 
name out ofhishcart,and turnchim going. 

5* Tearc him,tear him; Come Brands hoe,Firebrar?ds: 
to^rutusyto CaJ/iuSybuvnzM, Somero CDtcitu Houfe, 
and fome to Cask*'*; feme to Liganti* : Away,go* 

Exeunt all the Plebeians. 


Alius Quart us. 


\ 


Enter Antony fill auius, and bep lifts* 

Ant, Thefe many then fhall cJie,their names are prickt 
OSla. Your Brother too muft dye:conlcnt you bepiduii 
bep. I do content. 

Qlla. Prickc him downe Antony. 

bep. Vpon condition Publius fhall not Hue, 

Who is your Sifters fonne, Markc Antony. 

Ant. He fhall not liue; Iooke,wich a (pot I dam him. 
But brpichu, go you to Cafars houic : 

Fetch the Will hither,and wclhall determine 
How :o cut off fome charge in Legacies,, 
bep. What? fhall I findeyou heere f 
Oila. Or hcerc.or at the Capitoll. Exit Lcpideu 
Ant. Tiiis is aflr^hi.Ynmcritableman. 

Meet to be fent on Ervands: is it fit 
The three-fold Woild diuided, he fhould ftand 
One of the three to {hare ic f 
OSla. So you thought him. 

And tookc his voyce who fhould fcc prick t to dye 
In our blacke Sentence and Profcripcion. 

Ant . Oclaulujy I haue leenc more dayes then you. 
And though we lay thefe Honours on x his man, 

To eafe our fclues ofdiuers fland’rocis loads^ 

He fhall bur beare themes the Afie bcares Gold, 

To groane and fwee vnder the Bufincffe, 

Either led or driuen 3 as we point the way: 

And hauing brought our Treafure^vhcre we will, 

Then take we downe his Load, and turnc hira off 
(Like co the empty A(Te)to tJhake his cares, 

And graze in Commons. 

Oita. You may do your will: 

But hce*s a tried, and valiant Souldier. 

Ant , So is my HotkOllauiw, and for that 
I do appoint him ftore of Prouender* 

It is a Creature that I teach to fight. 

To windc, to ftop, co run diredlly on • 

His corporall Motion, gouern’d by my Spirit, 1 
And in lome tafte, is bepidm but fo : 

He muft be taught, and train’d,and bid go forth ? 

A barren fpiriced Fellow; one that feeds 
On Obie<ft$, Arts.and Imitations. 

Which out of v(e,and ftal’de by ocher men 
Begin his faihion. Do not ralke of him, 

But as a property: and now Ottaviue> 

Liften great things. Brntu* and Cajfms 
Are leuying Powers; We muft ftraighc make bead: 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin’d. 

Our beft Friends made, our meanes ftretcht, 

And lec vsprefently go lit inCounccH, 

How couert matters may be beft difclos’d. 

And open Perils fureft anfwered. 

Oita, Let vs do fo ? for wc are at the ftake, 

____ And; 
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The Tragedie of Julius Qtefar. 


And bayed about with many Enemi es. 

And fome that fmile haue in their hearts I feare 
Millions of Mil'checfes. 


Exeunt 


Drum. Enter'Bruttte, Lucilhtts, and the Arm), Titinim 
and Pindarttt meet e them- 
'Em. Stand ho. 

Lucil. Giue the word ho, and Stand. 

Bru. What now Lttcillius , is Cajfm neere f 
Lucil. He is at hand, and Pindarus is come 
To do you falutation from his M after. 

Em. He greets me well. Your Mafter Pindarm 
In his owne change, or by ill Officers, 

Hath giuen me fome worthy caufe to wifia 
Things done, vndonc :But if he be at hand 
I (hall be facisfied. 

Pin. I do not doubt 
But that my Noble Mafter will appeare 
Such as he is, full of regard, and Honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. A word Lucillius 
How hereceiu’d you: let me be refolu’d. 

Lucil. With courtefic,and with refpedt enough. 

But not with fuch familiar inftanccs. 

Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference 
As he hath vs’d of old. 

Bru. Thouhaftdcfcrib’d 
A hot Friend, cooling: Euer note Lucillius, 

When Louc begins to ficken and decay 
It vfeth an enforced Ceremony. 

There are no trickcs, in plaine and fimple Faith: 

But hollow men, like Horfcs hot at hand. 

Make gallant Chew,and promife of their Mettle : 

Low March within. 

But when they fhould endure the bloody Spurre, 

They fall their Crcfts, and like deceitfull lades 
Sinke in the Triall. Comes his Army on ? 

Lucil. They mcane this night in Sardis to be quarter'd: 
The greater part, thcHorfc in gcnerall 
Are come with Cajfitu. 

Enter Cafiius and his Powers- 
Eru. Hearke.hc is arriu’d : 

March gently on to meete him. 

Cajft. Stand ho. 

Bru. Stand ho, fpeake the word along; 

Stand. 

Stand. 

Stand. 

Cajfi. Moft Noble Brother,you haue done me wrong. 
Bru. Iudge me you Gods; wrong I mine Enemies? 
And if not to, how fhould I wrong a Brother. 

Cajfi.Brutus , this fober forme ofyours,hides wrongs. 

And when you do them.. , . *- 

Brut. Cajfm, be content, 

Speake your greefes foftly, I do knowyou well. 

Before the eyes of both our Armies hecre 
(Which fhould percciue nothing but Loue from vs) 

Let vs not wrangle. Bid them moue away: 

Then in my Tent Cajfus enlarge your Greefes, 

And I will giue you Audience. 

Calf. Pindarus, 

Bid our Commanders leade their Charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Eru. Lucillius, do you the like, and let no man’ 

Come to our Tent, till we haue done our Conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our doore. Exeunt 

Manet Bruttu and Cajfm. 


Cajf. That you haue wrong’d me,dotW^Tr^, 

You haue condemn’d, and noted Lucius PellJ' 1W ^ 
For taking Bribes hecre of the Sardians ; 

Wherein my Letters,praying on his fide 
Becaufe I knew the man was flighted off. ‘ 

Ern. You wrong’d your fclfe to write in f u h 
Cajfi. In fuch a time as this, it is nor meet ' 

That cuery nice offence fhould beare his Comm 
Bru. Let me tell you Cajfius , you your fclfe 1 " 11 ' 
Are much condemn’d to haue an itching Palme* 
Tofell,and Mart your Offices for Gold 
To Vndeferuers. 

Caff. I, an itching Palme? 

You know that you arc Erutus that fpeakes this 
Or by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe yoQtIaft > 

Eru. The name of Cajfus Honors this corruotio 
And Chafticement doth therefore hide his head * 
Caff. Chafticement? 

Em. Remember March, the Ides of Match renieh 
Did not great Iulius bleede for Iuftice fake? * ?t 

What Viliaine touch’d his body, that did ftab 
And not for Iuftice ? What? Shall one of Vs, * 

That ffruckcthe Formoft man of all this World 
But for fupporting Robbers: (hall we now, * 
Contaminate our fingers, with bafe Bribes ? 

And fell the mighty {pace of our large Honors 
For fo much traffics may be grafped thus? 

I had rather be a Dogge,and bay the Moone, 

Then fuch a Roman. 

Caff. Brutus , baite not me, 
lie not indurc it: you forget your fclfe 
Tohedgemein. I am3Souldier,I, 

Older in practice. Abler then your felfe 
To make Conditions. 

Eru. Go too: you are not Cajfus. 

Caff. Iaro. 

Eru. I fay, you are nor. 

Caff. Vrge me no more, I fhall forget my fclfe; 
Haue mindc vpon your health: Tempt me no farther, 
Bru. Away flight man. f 
Caff. Is’tpoffible? 

Eru, Heare me, for I wilHpeake. 

Muft I giue way.and roomefo four rafh Choller? 
Shall I be frighted, when a Madman flares? 

Caff. OyeGod' ’cGods, Muft I endure all this? 
Bru. All this? 11 . e : Fret till your proud hatt break 

Go fhew your Slam, now Chollericke you are, 

And make your Bondmen tremble, Muft I bouge ? 
Muft I obferuc you ? Muft I ftand and crouch 
Vnder your Teftie Humour ?By the Gods, 

You (ball digeft the Venom of your Spleene 
Though it do Split you. For,from this day forth. 

He vfe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter 
When you are Wafpifh. 

Caff. Is it come to this? 

Eru. You fay, you arc a bet ter Souldier: 

Let it appeare fo; make your vaunting true. 

And it fhall pleafe me well. **• ¥.*5. ae owne part, 

I fhall be glad to learne ofN ,Jw|n. 

Caff. You wrong me eucry w -‘f}. 

You wrong me Brutus : 

I faide, an Elder Souldier, not a Better. 

Did I fay Better ? 

Bru. Ifvoudid, I care not. v , 

Cajf. When Caftr liu’d.he durft not thus haue rn» 
Erut. Peace,peace,you durft not fo haue tempted ^ 
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"ajjt. I durft notft 

i )yff. NO. . , 

rS. What? durft not tempt him? 

Foryour life you durft not. 

r •ft- Do not prefume too much vpon my Lone, 
vdo that I fhall be lorry for. 

^^ru You haue done that you fhould be fotry for. 

, , e ii no terror Cajfus in your threats c 
p' . i a ni Arm’d fo Wrong in Honefty, 

That they pafle by me,as the idle winde, 

Vhich I refpea not. 1 did fend to you 
E, certaine fummes of Gold, which you deny’d me, 
j can raife no money by vile mear.es: 
toHeauen, I had rather Coine my Heart, 
ind'drop my blood for Drachmae?, then to wring 
from the hard hands of Pcazanrs,their vile trafh 
an y indiredfion. I did fend 
T oyou for Gold to pay my Legions, 

Which you deny’d me : was that done like Cajfus t 
Should I haue anfwer’d Caius Cajfus fo ? 

When Marcus Brutus growes fo Couetous, 
jolockc fuch Rafcafl Counters from hisFriends, 

Be ready Gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 

Dafh him to peeces. 

(aft. I deny’d you not. 

Bru. You did. 

Cafi. I did not. HewasbutaFoolc 
That brought my anfwcr back .Erutus hach riu’d my hart: 
A Friend fhould bearc his Friends infirmities; 

But Brutus makes mine greater then they are. 

Bru. I do not, till you pradkicc them on me. 

Cajf. You loue me not. 

Bru. I do not like your faults. 

fajf. A friendly eye could neuer fee fuch faulcs. 

Bra. A Flatterers would not, though they do appeare 

As huge as high Olympus. 

faff. Come Antony, and yong Ottauius comc,i 
Rcuer.geyour felues alone on Cajfus, 
fot Cajfius isa-weary of the World : 

Hated by one he loueS, brau’d by his Brother, 

Check’d like a bondman, all his faults obferu’d. 

Set in a Note-booke, le3rn’d,and con’d by roate 
To caft into my Teeth. G I could weepe 
My Spirit from mine eyes. There is my Dagger, 
Andheeremy naked Brcaft: Within,a Heart 
Deerer then Pluto % Mine, Richer then Gold: 

If that thou bee’ft a Roman, take it foorth. 

1 that deny’d thee Gold, will giue my Heart: 

Strike as thou did’ft at Cxfar: For I know. 

When thou did’ft hate him worft, f loucd’ft him better 
Then eu?r thou loued’ft Cajfus. 

Bru. Sheath your Dagger: 

Be angry when you will, it fhall hauefcope: 

Do what you will, Difhonor, fhall be Humour. 

0 Cajfus, youareyoaked with a Lambe 
That carries Anger, as the Flint beares fire. 

Who much inforced,fhcwes a haftie Sparke, 

And ftraitc is cold agen. 

Caff. Hath Cajfus liu’d 
Tobe but Mirth and Laughter to his Erutus, 

When greefe and blood ill temper’d, vexeth him ? 

Bru. When I fpoke that, I was ill remper’d too.? 
Cajf. Do you confeffc fo much? Giue meyout hand. 
Bru. And my heart too. 

Cajf. O Erutus ! 

Bru. What’s the matter? 


Cajfi. Haue not you loue enough to bcarc with me. 
When that rafh humour which my Mother gaue me 
Makes me forgetful!. 

Bru, Yes Cafstus,and from henceforth 
When you are ouer-earneft with your Brutus , 

Hee’l thinke your Mother chides,and feaue you fo. 

Enter a Poet. 

Peet. Let me go in to fee the Generals, 

There is fome grudge betweenc cm, tis not mccte 
They be alone. 

Lucil. You {hall not come to them. 

Peet. Nothing but death fhall flay me. 

Caf. How now? What’s the matter? 

Poet. For fliame you Generals; what do you mcane? 
Loue,and be Friends,as two fuch men fhonld bee. 

For I haue leene mote yeeres l’me fure then yee. 

Caf. Ha,ha,how vildely doth this Cynicke rime ? 

Eru Get you hence firra: Sawcy Fellow,hence. 

Caf. Beare with him Brutus,Yts hi$ faftiihn. 

Brut, lie know his humor,when he knowes his time: 
What fhould the Wanes do with thefc liggingFoolcs f 
Companion,hcnce. 

Caf. A way,away be gone. Exit Poet 

Bru. Lucillius and Tttinius bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies to night. 

Caf. And ccrac your felues,& bring Mejfala with you 
Immediately to vs. 

Eru. Lucius ybo Vile of Wine. 

Caf. I did not thinke you could haue bin fo angry. 
Eru. O Cajfius, I am ficke of many greefes. 

Caf. Of your Philofophy you make no vfe, 

If you giue place to accidental! euils. 

Bru. No man beares forrow better. Portia is dead. 
Caf, Hu"} Portsa} 

Eru. She is dead. 

Caf. How fcap’d I killing,when I croft you fo ? 

O infupportable, and touching Ioffe} 

V P on what fickneffe ? 

Eru. Impatient of my abfence. 

And greefe, that yong OHauius with Tslar^ Antony 
Haue made themlelues fo lirong: For with her death 
That tydings came. With this {he fell diftraft. 

And (her Attendants abfent) fwallow’dfire. 

Caf Anddy’dfo? 

Eru. Euen fo/ 

Caf. OyeimmortallGods! 

Enter Eoj with tt^ine,and Tapers. 

Bru. Speak no more ofher:Giuemca bowl ofwine, 
In this I bury all vnkindneffe Cafsius, Drinkfl 

Caf. My heart is thirfty for that Noblepledge. 

Fill Lucins,i\l\ the Wineore-fwell the Cup: 

I cannot drinke too much of Erutus loue. 


Enter Titinius and MeJfala. 

Erutus. Come in Titinius: 

Welcome good tJWejfalai 

Now fit we dofe about this Taper heerc. 

And call in queftion our neceffitics. 

Cajf. Tortia, art thou gone ? 

Bru. No more I pray you. 

Mejfala , I haue heete receiued Letters,’ 

That yong Ottautus, and Marke Antony 
Come downe vpon vs with a mighty power* 
Bending their Expedition toward Philippi . 
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The Tragedie of Julius (jcefar. 


Early to morrow will we rife, and hence! 



Trlejf. My felfe haue Letters of the fclfe-fame Tenure. 
Bru. With what Addition. 

Meff. Thatbyprofcription.andbillesofQutlarie, 
Ottauitu, Antony, and Lepidus, 

Haue put to death,an hundred Senators. 

Bru , Thetein our Letters do not well agree: 

Mine fpeake of feuenty Senators, that dy’dc 
By their piofcripcions, Cicero being one. 

Cajfi. Cicero one ? 

Meffa.Cicero is dead,and by that order ofprofcription 
Had you your Letters from your wife, my Lord? 

Bru. No 7 Meff ala. 

TMeffa. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 

Bru. Nothing Mefjaia. 

Meffa. That me thinkesis Grange. 

Bru, Whyaskcyou? 

Heare you. ought ofher, in yours ? 

Mejfa. No my Lord. 

2r«. ..Now as you are a Roman tell me true. 

| UMeffa. Then like a Roman, beare the truth I tell, 
Forffcertame (he is dead,and by Grange manner. 

2 l v u. Why farewell Portia: We mu ft die JWeJfala ; 

[ With meditating that fhe mull dye once, 

Thaue the patience to endure it now. 

CMe(fa. Euen fo great men,great Ioffes (hold indure. 
Caffi. I haue as much of this in Art as you. 

But yet tny'Nature could not beare it fo, 

Bru. Well, to our worke aliue. What do you thinkc 
Of marching to Philippi prefencly. 

Cajfi. I do not thtnke it good. 

Bru. Yourreafon? 

Caffi. This it is: 

Tis better that the Encmie feeke vs, 

Sofhall he watte his meanes, weary his Souldiers, 

Doing himfelfe offence, whii’ft wclying Gill, 

Are full of reR, defence,and nimblencfTc. 

Brts.Good rcafons muft of force giue place to better : 
The people ’twixt Philippi, and .this ground 
Do (land but in a forc’d aflfciStion: 

For they haue grug’d vs Contribution^ 

The Enemy, marching along by them. 

By them (hall make a fuller number vp, 

Come on refrefht, new added, and encourag’d : 

From which aduantage fhall we cut him oft 
.If at Philippi we do face him there, 

Thcfe people at ourbacke. 

Caffi. Heare me good Brother. 

Bru. Vnder your pardon. You mutt note befide, 
That we haue t ride the vtmoft of our Friends: 

Oiu Legions are brim full, our caufc is ripe, 

The Enemy encreafeth euery day, , v 

We a: the height,arcreadic ro decline. 

There is a Tide in the affayres of men. 

Which taken at the Fiood/leadcs on to Fortune : 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life. 

Is bound in Shal!owes,and in Miferies. 

On fuch a full Sea are wc now a-float. 

And wc mutt take the current when it ferues. 

Or loofc our Ventures. 

Caffi. Then with your will go on: wee’l along 
Our Iclues, and meet them at Philippi. 

Bru. The deepe of night is crept vpon our talke. 

And Nature mutt obey Neceflitie, 

Which wc will niggard with a little reft: 

There is no more to fay. 

Caffi. No more, good night, 


Enter Lucius. 

Bru. Lucius my Gowne: farewell good M f( r, 
Good night Titiniits : Noble,Noble Cajfim * 

Good night,andgood repofe. 

Caffi. O my deere Brother : 

This was an ill beginning ofthe night: 

Neucr come fuch diuifion’cwcene our foule* • 

Let it not Brutus. 

Enter Lucius with the Gowne . 

Brn. Euery thing is well. 

Caffi. Good night my Lord. 

Bru. Goodnight good Brother. 

Tit. Trleffa. Goodnight Lord Prutiu. 

Bru. Farwcll euery one. „ 

Giue me the Gowne. Where is thy Inftrum cnt ? *** 
Luc. Heere in the Tent. 

Bru. What, thou fpeak’ft drowfily? 

Poore knaue I blame thee not, thou arc orc-watch’d 
Call Claudio, and fome other of my men, 
lie haue them fleepe on Culhionsin my Tent. 

Luc. Varrus, and Claudio. 

Enter V,anus and Claudio, 

Var. Cals my Lord ? 

Bru. I pray you firs, lye in my Tent and fleepe * 

It may be I (hall raife you by and by 
On bufinefle to my Brother Cajfius. 

Var. SopIeafeyou,wewillftand, 

And watch your pleafure, 

Bru. I will^not haue it fo: Lye downe good firs 
It may jje I (hall otherwife bethinbe me. 

Looke Lucius , heerc’s the booke 1 fought for fo; 

I put it in the pocket of my Gowne. 

Luc . I was fure your Lordfhipdid not giue it me. 
Bru. Beare with me good Boy ,1 am much forgetful), 
Canft thou hold vp thy heauie eyes a-whiie. 

And touch thy Inttrument a ttrainc or two. 

Luc. I my Lord, an’tpleafc you. 

Bru, ItdoesmyBoy: 

I trouble chee too much, but thou art willing, 

Luc. It is my duty Sir. 

Brut. I fhculdnotvrgethy duty paft thy might, 

I know y ong bloods looke for a time of reft. 

Luc. I hauefleptmy Lord already. 

Bru . It was well done,and thou (halt fleepe again?: 
I will not hold thee long, ]fl do hue, 

I will be good to thee. 

Muficke, and a Song. 

This is a fleepy Tune; O M urd’rous Humbler * 

Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace vpon my Boy, 

That playes thee Muficke PGentleknaue good night; 

I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee: 

If thou do’ft nod, thoubreak’ft thy Inftrumcnc, 

He take it from thee, an d (good Boy)good night. 

Let me fee, let me fee; is not the Lcafe turn’d downe 
Where I left reading ? Heere it is I thinke. 

Enter the Ghoft of Cafar. 

How ill this Taper burnes. Ha 1 Who comes heere? 

1 thinke it is the weakenefle of mine eyes 
That ftiapes this monftrous Apparition. 

It comes vpon me : Art thou 2 ny thing ? 

Art thou fpme God, fome Angcll, or fome Diuell, 
Thatmak’ftmy blood cold, and ray h3ire to Gate? 
Speake to me, what thou art. 

Ghofl. Thy euill Spirit Brutus ? 

Bru, Why cora’ftthou? 
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~{fhofl. To tell thee thou (halt fee me at Philippi. 

Brut. Well : then I (hall fee thee againe ? 

Ghoft. I,at Philippi. 

Brut. Why I will fc.e thee at Philippi then: 

I haue taken heart, thou vanlliieft. 
ill Spit ft f would hold more talke with thee, 
go y, Lucius, Varrttt, Claudio, Sirs : Awake: 

Claudio. 

Luc. The firings my Lord,are falfe. 

Bru. He t’ninkes be ftill is at his Inftrument. 

Lucius, awake. 

Luc. My Lord- 

Bru. Did’ft thou dreamt Lucus, that thou fo cryedft 
out? 

Luc. My Lord, I dfcnoc know that I did cry. 

Bru . Yes that thou did’ft: Did’ft thou lcc any thing ? 
Luc. Nothingmy Lord. 

Bru. Slcepe againe Lucius: Sirra Claudio , Fellow, 
Thou: Awake. 

Var. My Lord. 

Clau. My Lord. 

Bru. Why did you fo 0 v out firs,in your fleepe ? 
Both. Did we my Lord ? 

Bru. I : faw you any thing? 

Var. No my Lord, I faw nothing. 
fUu. Nor I my Lord. 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my Brother Caffius : 
Bid him fee on his Powres betimes before,. 

And we will follow. 

Both- It flaall be done my Lord. Exeunt 


Mus Quintus. 


Enter Oftauius , Antony,and their Army. 

Ofttu Now Antony 1 our hopes are anfwered , 

You faid the Enemy would not come downe. 

But kcepe the Hilies and vpper Regions: 

Itproues not fo : their bactailcs are at hand. 

They meane to warne vs at Philippi heere: 

Anfwering before wedo demand of them. 

Ant. Tut I am in their bofomes,and I know 
Wherefore they do it; They could be content 
To vifit other places,and come downe 
With fearefull braucry: thinking by this face 
To fatten in our thoughts that they haue Courage; 

But'tis not fo. 

Enter a Mejfienger. • 

Mef. Prepare you Generals, 

The Enemy comes on in gallant {hew : 

Their bloody figne of Battell is hung out. 

And fomething to be done immediately. 

*Ant t Oftanius, leade your Battaile foftly on 
Vpon the left hand of the euen Field, 

Olid, Vpon the right hand I,keepe thou the left. 

Ant . Why do you crofle me in this exigent. 

Oft *. I do not croflc you : but 1 will do fo. March, 

Drum. Enter Brutus, Cajfius,& their Army . 

Bru. They ftand,and would haue parley. 

Stand faft Titinirss , we mutt out and talke. 
Mark Antony , (hall we giue figne of Battaile ? 
Ant. No Ct£far : we will anlwer on their Charge. 


Makcforth, theGcncrals wouldhmr fome words. 

Oft . Scirrc not vntill the Signal). 

Bru. Words beforeblowes: is it fo Countrymen ? 
Ofta . Not that wc loue words better,as you do. 

Bru. Good words arc better then bad llrokes Oftauiu *. 
An.ln your bad ftrokes you giue good words 

Witnefle the hole you made in Cafars heart, 

Crying long liuc. Hail cCafar, 

Caffi. Antony , 

The potturc of your blowes arc yet vnknowne; 

But for your words, they rob the Ijibla Bees, 

And leaue them Hony-lelTe, 

Ant. Not ftinglefle too/ 

Hru. O yes, and foundlefTc too : 

For yon haue ttolne their buzzing Antony , 

And very wifely threat before you fling. 

Ant* Villains ? you did not fo,when your vile daggers 
Hackt one another io the fides of Cafitr : 

You fhew’d your teethes like Apes, 

And fawn'd like Hounds, 

And bow'd like Bondmen, killing Cafitrs fcetc ; 

Whil’ft damned Cask*> like a Curre, behinde 
Scrooke Cicfiar on the necke. O you Flatterers* 

Cajfi Flatterers.* Now Brutus thanke your felfe, 

This tongue had not offended fo to day. 

If Cajfius might haue rul’d, 

Ofta.Come, come,the cauiejfarguing make vs fwet. 
The proofe of it will curne to redder drops : 

Looke, I draw a Sword againfl Confpirators, 

When thinke you that the Sword goes vp againe? 

Ncuer till Cafirs three and thirtie wounds 

Be well iueng’d; or till another Ctjar 

Haue added {laughter to the Sword ofTraitors. 

Trut. Cddfiar, thou canft not dye by Traitors hands, 
Vnleffe thou bring’ft them with thee. 

Ofta. So I hope: 

I was not borne to dye on ^Brutus Sword. 

Bru. O iftnou wer't the Noblcft of thy Srraine, 

Yong-man, thou could'fl not dye more honourable. 

Cajfi . A peeuifh SchooUboyjWorthles of fuch Honor 
Ioyn d with a Masker 5 and a Reueller. 

Ant. Old Cajfius ftill. 

Ofta . Come tsfntony: away: 

Defiance Traitors, hurle wc in your teeth* 

If you dare fight to day, come to the Field; 

If not, when you haue ftomackes. 

Exit Oft ant us, Antony , and Army 
Cajfi . Whynowblow winde,fwcllBillow* 

And fwimme Barke: 

The Storme is vp,and all is on the hazard# 

Bru. Ho Luciliius , hearke, a word with you. 

Lticillius and Mefalafiandforth* 

Luc. My Lord* 

Caffi Mejfiala • 

Mcffia * What fayes my Generali ? 

Cajfi. OUefiala,zh\s is my Birth-day : as this very day 
Was Cajfius borne. Giue me thy hand TtfejfaU; 

Be thou my witnefle, that againft my will j 
(As Pompey was) am I compelFd to fee 
Vpo.i one Battell all our Liberties. 

You know, that I held Epicurus ftrong. 

And his Opinion : Now I change my minde 7 
And partly credit things that do prelage. 

Conaming from Sardis , on our former Enfigne 
Two mighty Eaglesfell, and there they pearch’d, 
Gorging and feeding from our Soldiers hands. 
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The Tragedie of Julius fa far. 


Who to Philippiheete conforted vs: 

This Morning are they fled away,and gone, 

And in theii deeds,do Raucns,Crowes,and Kites 
j Fly ore our heads,and downward looke on vs 
As we were fickely prey; their fhadowes fecnie 
A Canopy tnoft fatall, vnder which 
Our Army lies, ready to giue vp the Ghoft. 

C Mejfa. Belccuenotfo. 

Cajfi. Ibutbelecueicpartly, 

For I am frefti of fpirit,and refolu’d 
To meete ail peril;, very conftantly. 

Brtt. Euen fo Lucillius. 

(jnffi. Now mofl Noble Brutus, 

The Gods to day ftand friendly, that we m3y 
Louerein peace, ieadc on our dayes to age. 

Bur ftnee the aft'ayres of men refts ftill incertaine. 

Let s reafon with the worft that may b,cfall. 

If we do lolc this Battaile, then is this 
The very laft time we fhall fpeake together : 

1 What arc you then determined to do t 

I Bra. Euen by the rule of that Philosophy, 

By which I did blame fjato, for the death 
Which he did giuehimfelfe, I know not how : 

But I do finde it Cowardly, and vile. 

For fcare of what might fall, fo to preuent 
The time oflife, arming my fclfe with patience, 

To flay the prouidence of lomc high Powers, 

That gouerne ys below. 

Cajfi. Then, if wcloofe this Battaile, 

You ate contented to be led in Triumph 
Thorow the flreets of Rome. 

Brit. No Ca'jfius ,no : 

Thinkc not thou Noble Romane, 

That cucr Bratus will go bound to Rome, 

I Hebeares too great amiude. But this fame day 
Muft end chat worke, the Ides of March begun. 

Aud whether we (hall mecre againe, I know not: 
Therefore our eucrlafling farewell take: 

For eucr,and for cucr, farewell Coffins , 

If we do meete againe, why wc (ball (mile; 

Ifnor.whv then this parting was well made. 

Cajfi. For euer,and for euer, farewell Brutus : 

If wc do mee.te againe, wec’l fmile indeede ; 

If not, ’tis true, this parting was well made. 

Brtt. Why thenleade oh. O that a man might know 
The end of this dayes bufinefle, ere it come: 

But it lufficcth, that the day will end. 

And then the end is knowne. Come ho,away. Exeunt. 

Alarum. Enter Brutus and Mejfala. 


Who hauing fome aduantage on Ollauius 
Tooke it too eagerly : his Soldiers fell to fp ov j. 
Whil’ftwc by Antony are all inclos’d, ^ , 

Enter P aidants, 

Pind. Fly further off my Lord : flye further off 
Mark Antony is in your Tents my Lord : 

Flye therefore Noble Cajfius, flye farre off. 

Cajfi, This Hill is farre enough. Looke,looky • 
Arc thofc my Tents where I pcrceiue the fire? * t "’" 1 

Tit. They arc, my Lord. 

Cajfi. Titinius, if thou loueft me. 

Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurres in him 
Till he hauc brought thee vp to yonder Troopes * 
And hecre againe, that I may reft afiur’d 
Whether yond Troopes,are Friend or Enemy, 

Tit. I will be heerc againe,euen with a thought v 
Cajfi. Go Ptndarus, get higher on that hill ° 

My fight was euer thicke: regard Titiniut, * 

And tell me what thou not’ft about the Field. 

This day I breathed firft,Time is come round 
And where I did begin.there fhall I end. 

My life is run his compaflc. Sirra,what newes ? 

Pind, tAboue. O my Lord. 

Cajfi. W hat newes ? 

Pind. Titiniw is cnclofed round about 
With Horfemen, that make to him on the Spurrc 
Yct he fpurres on. Now they are alrooft on him • 
Now Titiniut. Now fonie light: O he lights too. 
Hee’s tane. Showt. 

And hearke, they fliout for ioy. 

Cajfi. Come downe; behold no more : 

O Coward that I am, to liue fo long. 

To fee my bell Friend tane before my face 
Enter Pindarut. 

Come hither firrah : In Parthia did I take tVteePrifoner, 
And then I fwore thee, fauing of thy life. 

That whatfoeucr I did bid thee do, 

Thou fhould’ft attempt it. Come iiow,keepethineoatii ( 
Now be a Frce-man, and wich this good Sword 
Thar ran through Cajars bowels, feavch this bofome. 
Stand not to anfwer: Hcere, take thou theHilts, 

And when my face is couer’d,as ’tis now, 

Guide thou the Sword- Ccfar ,thou art reueng’d, 

Euen with the Sword that kill’d thee. 

Pin. So, I am free. 

Yet would not fo haue beene 
Durft I haue done my will.O Cajfius, 

Farre from this Country P indams (hall run, 

Where neucr Roman (hall take note of him. 


'Brtt, Ride,ride Mejfala, ride and giue thefe Billes 
Vnto the Legions,on the other fide. 

Loved Alarum. 

Let them fet on at once : for I pcrceiue 
But cold demeanor in Otlauio’s wing: 

And fodainc pufh giucs them the ouerthrow : 

Ridc,ride ‘Mcfjala, let them all come downe. Exeunt 

Alarums . Enter Cajfius and Titiniut. 

Cajfi. O looke Tiuniw, looke, the Villaines flye: 

My fclfe basic to mine owne turn’d Enemy: 

This Enfigne hecre of mine was turning backc, 

I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 

Tim. O Qajfius , Brutus gaue the w ord too early, 


Enter Titiniut and Mejfala. 

Mejfa. It is but change, Titiniut ; tor Ottauiut 
Is ouerthrowneby Noble Brutus power. 

As Cajfius Legions arc by Antony. 

Titin. Thefe tydings will well comfort Cafflus. 
Mejfa. Where did you leaue him. 

Tttin. All difconlolate. 

With ptndarus his Bondman.on this Hill. 

Mejfa. Is not that he that lyes vponthe ground? 
Titin. He lies not like the Liuing. O my heart! 
Mejfa. Is not that hee ? 

Titin. No,this was he Trlefiala, 

But Cajfius is no more. O fetting Sunne: 

As in thy red Rayes thou doeft finke to night 5 


0 * . 






in his red blood Cafsius day is fee. 
he Sunne of Rome is fet. Our day is gone, 
i' as,Dewe*,and Dangers come; our deeds are done: 
a ftruftofmy fucceffehath done this deed. 

*®' jt/ e Qa, Miftmftof good fucceffehath done this deed. 
Ohatefull Error,Melancholies Childe : 

\VhV do’ft tl,ou w to the a P c thou 8 hts mcn 
The things that are not ? O Error foone conccyu’d. 

Thou neuer com’ft vnto a happy byrth, 
ut kil’ft Mother that engendred thee. 

^ fit. What Ptndarus} Where art thou Pindartui 
jdejft, Seeke him Titinius,whi\R I go to meet 
be Noble Brutus , tht ufting this report 
nto his cares; I may fay tbruftingit: 

"of piercing Steele, and Darts inuenomed, 

Shall he as welcome to the cares of "Brutus, 

fo tydings of this fight. 

fit. Hye you Mejfala, 

And I will feeke for Ptndarus the while : 
yyby elid’d thou fend me forth braue Cafsius ? 

Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they 
>utonmy Browes this wreath ofVi&orie, 

And bid me giue it thee? Did’ftthou not hearc their 
Alas, thou haft mifeonftrued euery thing. (fhowts? 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, 

Thy Brutus bid me giue it thee, and l 
Will do his bidding. ! Brutus , come apace. 

And fee how I regarded Cains Cafsius : 

By your leaue Gods: This is a Romans part. 

Come Cafsius Sword, and finde Titinius hart. 


The Tragedie of fulius fa jar. 


lip 


Dies 


Alarum. Enter 'Brutus,Mejfala,yong Cato , 

Strato, Volumnius, and Lucillius. 

Bru. Where, where Mejfala , doth his body lyc ? 

Mejfa, Loe yonder,and Titinius mourning it. 
fra. Titinius face is vp ward. 

Cato. Heisflaine. 

Bru. O Iulius Cnfar, thou art mighty yet, 

Thy Spirit walkes abroad, and turnes our Swords 
In our owne proper Entrailcs. Love Alarums. 

Cato . Braue Titinius , 

Looke where he haue not crown’d dead Cafsius. 

Bru. Are yet two Romans liuing fuch as thefif ? 

The laft of all the Romans, far thee well: 

It is impoflible, that euer Rome 

Should breed thy fellow-Friends I owe mo teares 

To this dead man, then you (ball fee me pay. 

I (hall finde time, Cafsius : I (hall finde time. 

Come therefore, and to Tbarfus fend his body. 

His Funerals fhall not be in ourCamne, 

Leaft it difeomfort vs. Lucillius come. 

And come yong Cato ,let vs to the Field, 

Labio and Flauio fee our Battailes on : 

’Tis three a clocke,and Romans yec ere night, 

Wc (hall try Fortune in a fccond fight. Exeunt. 

Alarum . Enter Brutus , "Mefata, Cato , Lucillius j- , 
andFlauttts. 

Bru. Yet Country-men: O yet, hold vp your heads. 
Cato .What Baftard doth not ? Who will go with me? 
I will proclaime my name about the Field. 

I am the Sonne of Marcus C<jw,hoc. 

A Foe to Tyrants.and my Countries Friend. 

I am the Sotnic of Marcus Cato,hoe. 

Enter Souldiers,and fight. 

And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus , I, . 


Brutus my Countries Friend; Know me for Brutus. 

Luc. O yong and Noble Cato, art thou downe ? 

Why now thou dyeft, as brauely as Titivius, 

And may’ft be honour’d, being Cato’s Sonne. 

Sold. Yeeld, or thou dyeft. 

Luc. Onely I yeeld tq dye: 

There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight: 

Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in his death. 

Seld. Wc muft not: a Noble Prifoner. 

Enter tAntonj. 

2 .Sold. Roome hoc: tell Antony, Brutus is tane. 
i .Sold. lie tel! thee newes.Hcere comes the Generali, 
Brutus is tane, Brutus is tane my Lord. 

Ant. Where is hee ? 

Luc. Safe Antonj , Brutus is fafeenough: 

] dare aflure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall euer take aliue the Noble Brutus : 

The Gods.defend him from fo great a Ihame, - 
When yon do finde him,or aliue,or dead. 

He will be found like Brutus, like himlelfe. 

Ant. This is not Brutus friend, but 1 aflure you, 

A prize no Iefie in worth ; keepc this man fafe, 
Giuehimall kindneffc. I had rather haue 
Suchmen my Friends, then Enemies. Go on. 

And fee 'where Brutus be aliue or dead. 

And bring vs word, vnto Oclauiusfent .: 

How euery thing is ch3iic’d. Exeunt. 

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, 
and Dolumnim. 

Brut. Come poore remaines of friends, reft on this 
Rocke, 

Clit. StatilHiu fhew’d thcTorch-light,butmy Lord 
He came not backe: he is or tane,or flainc. 

Brut. Sit thee downe, Clitus: flaying is the word, 

It is a deed in fafliion. Hearke thee, Clitus. 

CAY. What I,my Lord? No,not for all the World. 
Brut. Peace then,no words. 

Clit. He rather kill my fclfe. 

Brut. Hearke thee,Dardanius. 

Dard. Shall I doe fuch a deed ? 

Clit. ODardanius._ 

Dard. O Clitus. 

Clit. What ill requeft did Brutus make to thee? 

Dard. To kill him, flitus: looke he meditates. 

Clit. Now is that Noble Veffell full of griefc. 

That it runnes ouer euen at his eyes. 

Brut.fQome hither,good Volumnius,UR a word. 
Volume What fayes my Lord ? 

Brut. Why this, Vilumntut: 

The Ghoft of Cafar hath appear’d to me 
Two feuerall times by Night: at Sardis,once; 

And this laft Night,here in Philippi fields: 

I know my houre is come. 

Volum. Not fo,my Lord. 

Brut. Nay,I am fure it is, Volumnius, 

Thou feeft the World ,?''olumniusjnovi it goes. 

Out Enemies haue beat vs to the Pit: Love Alarums. 
It is more worthy,to leape in our felues. 

Then tarry till they pufh vs. Good Volumnius, 

Thou know’ft,that we two went to Schoole together: 
Euen for that our louc of old,I prethee 
Hold thou my Sword Hilts,whileft I runne on it. 

Vitl. That’s not an Office for a friend,my Lord. 

Alarum ftill. 

Clit. Fly. 
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Clr. F!y,flye my Lord, there is no tarrying heere 
"Bru. Farewell to you, and you,and you Volmn'm. 
SrtvttOjthou haft bin all this while aflecpe: 

Farewell to thee, to Strata, Countrymen s 
My heart doth ioy, that yet in all my life, 

I found no man, but he was true to me. 

I (hail haue glory by this loofing day 
More then Ottauius, and Afarkc .Antony, 

By this vile Conqucft Lhail attainc vnto. 

So fare you well at once, for Brutus tongue* 

Hath almoft ended his liues Hiftory: 

Night hangs vpon mine eyes, my Bones would reft, 
That haue but labour'd, to attaine this hourc. 

Alarum. Cry within, Flye,fye,fye. 

Cly. Fly my Lord, flye. 

Bru. Hence: I will follow: 

I prythee Strato, flay thou by thy Lord, 

Thou art a Fellow ofagood refpedt: 

Thy life hath had forne (match of Honor in it, 

, Hold then my Sword,and turne away thy face, ] 

While I do run vpon it. Wilt thou Strato ? 

Sira. Giue me your hand firft.Farc you wel my Lord. 
, Bru. Farewell good Strato. C*for,novi be flill, 

I kill’d not thee with halfc lb good a will. Byes. 

Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony t Ottaui)U, A fefala, 
Luctlliw,a»d the Army. 

Otta. What man is that ? 


Thel ragedieoffulius fa far. 


tMeffh. My Mailers man.«Mro,v»W]r^rr^ 
Stra. Free from the Bondage you are in 
The Conquerors can but make a fire of him • 

For Brutus onely ouercame himl'clfc. 

And no man clfe hath Honor by his death 
Lucil. So Brutus Ihould be found.I thank t\ 

That thou haft prou’d LucilUus faying tm e ' >CeSr *i 
Ocla. All that feru’d Brutus ,1 will entertainer!. 
Fcllow,wiIt thoubeftow thy time with me? then, > 
Stra. I,if Meffala will preferre me to you 
Olla. Dofo,good Meffala. 

CMefla. How dyed my Mailer Strato ? 

Stra. 1 held the Sword,and be did run on it 
Mefa, Ottauius, then take him to follow the 
That did thelateft feruice to my Mailer. C * 

Ant. This was the Nobleft Roman of them all 
All the Confpirators faue onely hee. 

Did that they did, in enuy ofgreat Cafar : 

He, onely in a gencrall honeft thought. 

And common good to all, made one of them. 

His life was gentle,and the Elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might Hand vp 
And fay to all the world* This was a man. * 

Otla. According to his Vertue, let vsvfehim 
Withal! Refpc61,and Rites of Burial]. 

Within my Tent his bones to night foall lv 

Moll like a Souldier ordered Honourably: * 

So call the Field to reft, and let’s away. 

To part the glories of this happy day. ’ Exeunt 
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THE TRAGEDIE OF 


MACBETH. 

dJ'chs ‘Primus. Scocna Prima. 


Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches. 

S Hen lhail we three meet againe ? 

In Thunder,Lightning, or in Raine ? 

2 . When the Hurley-hurley’s done, 
When the Battaile’s loft.and wonne. 

? . That will be ere the fet of Sunne. 
i. Where the place? 
j, Vpon the Heath, 
j. There to'meet with Afaceeth. 
j. I come, Gray-Malkin. 

M TadockjtiYls anon:fairc is foulc,and fouleis faire, 
Hoaer through the fogge and filthic ayre. Exeunt. 


Scena Secimda. 


Alarum within. Enter King t^Ialcome , Donat* 
baine,Levox,with attendants, meeting 
a bleeding Captain?* 

Kinga What bloody man is that ? he can report. 
As feemeth by his plight,of theRcuolt 
The neweft ftate. 

Mai. This is theSerieant, 

Who like a good and hardic Souldier fought 
’Gainft my Captiuitie : Haile braue friend; 

Say to the Kingjthe knowledge of the Broyle, 

As thou didfl leaue it. 

Cap. Doubtfull it flood. 

As two fpent Swimmers,that do‘e cling together. 
And choakc their Art; The mcrcileffc Macdonwald 
(Worthic to be a Rebell, for to that 
The multiplying Villanics of Nature 
Doe fwarme vpon him) from the Wefterne Ifles 
Of Kernes andGallowgrofles is fupply’d. 

And Fortune onliis damned Quarry fmiling, 

Shew’d like a Rebells Whore: but alBs too weakc: 
For braue Macbeth ( well hee deferues that Name) 
DifdayningFortune,with hisbrandifht Steele, 
Which imoak’d with bloody execution 
(Like Valours Minion) caru'd out his paflage, 

Till hee fac’d the Slaue: 

Which neu’r fhooke hands,nor bad farwell to him, 
Till he vnfeam’d him from the Nauc toth’Chops, 
And fix’d his Head vpon our Battlements* 


King. O valiant Ccufin,worthy Gentleman. 

Cap* As whence the Sunne 'gins his reflexion, 
Shipwracking Stormes,and dircfull Thunders: 

So from that Spring,whencc comfort feem d to come 3 
Dilcomfort fwclls: Markc King at Scotland,markc. 

No fooner Iuftice had,with Valour arm'd, 

CompclTd chefe skipping Kernes to trufl their heelcs. 

But theNorweyan Lord,furticying vantage, 

With furbufht Armes,and new fupplyes of men. 

Began afrefh aflault. - J 

King. Difmay’d not this our Captaines, and 

Tanqttoh ? 

Cap. Yes,as Sparrowcs,Eagles; 

Or the Hare, the Lyon : 

If I fay footh, I muft report they were 
As Cannons ouer-charg’d with double Cracks, 

So they doubly redoubled ftroakes vpon the Foe: 

Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds 5 
Or memorize another Golgotha 3 
I cannot tell: bur. I am faint, 

My Gafhes cry for helpe. 

King. So well thy words become thee,as thy wounds* 
They Imack of Honor both: Goe get him Surgeons. 

Enter Rojfe and Angus. 

Who comes here ? 

Mai. The worthy Thane of RoCTe# 

Lenox* What a hafte lookes through his eyes? 

So fhould he looke,that feemes to fpeakc things ftraogCc 
Rojfe. God fauc the King. 

King. Whence cam’ft theu,worthy Thane ? 

Rojfe. From Fiffe,gre3t King, 

Where the Norweyan Banners flowt the Skie 3 
And fanne our people cold. 

Norway himfelfc,with terrible numbers, 

Aflifted by that moft difloy all Tray tor. 

The Thane of Cawdor,began a difmall Conflift, 

Till that Tellona's Bridegroomc,Upt in proofe. 
Confronted him with felfe-comparifons. 

Point againft Point,rcbellious Arme •gainft Arme^ 
Curbing his lauifh fpirit: and to conclude. 

The Viitorie fell on vs. 

King. Great happineffe. 

Rip* That now A w^thcNorwayes King; 

Craues compofition: 

Nor would we dcigne him buriall of his men. 

Till he disburfcd,at Saint filmes ynch, 

Ten thoufand Dollaxs,to our gencrall vfe. 

King. Noj 
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The Trage die of SVTacbeth. 


King. No more that Thane of Cawdor fliall deceiue 
Our Bol'ome intcreft: Goe pronounce his prefent death, 
And with his former Title greet Macbeth, 

Roffe. He fee it done. 

King. What he hath loft,Noble Macbeth hath wonne. 

Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Thunder. Enter the three Pitches. 

1. Where haft thou beene,Sifter ? 

2 . Killing Swiue. 

3 . Sifter,where thou ? 

1 1. A Saylors Wife had Cheftnuts in her Lappe, 
And mouncht,& mouncht,and mouncht: 

Giuc me, quoth I. 

Aroynt thee. Witch,the rumpe-fed Eonyon cryes. 

Her Husband’s to Aleppo gone,Mafter o’th’ Tiger t 
But in a Syue lie thither fayle. 

And like a Rat without a tayle, 
lie doe,Iledoc,and lie doe. 

2. lie giue thee a Windc., 

I. Th’art kinde. 

3 . And I another* 

1. 1 my felfe haue all the ocher. 

And the very Ports they blow. 

All the Quarters that they know. 

I’th’Ship-tnans Card, 
lie dreyne him dric as Hay; 

Sleepe fball neyther Night nor Day 
Hang vpon his Pent-houfe Lid : 

He ihall liue a man forbid: 

Wearie Seu’nights,nine times nine. 

Shall he dwindle,peake,and pine; 

Though his Barke cannot be loft. 

Vet it ftiallbe Tempeft-toft. 

Looke what 1 haue. 

2. Shew me, (hew me. 

1. Here I haue a Pilots Thumbe, 

Wrackt,as homeward he did come. Drum within. 

3. A Drumtne, a Drutnme s 
Macbeth doth come. 

All. The weyward Sifters,hand in hand, 

Pofters of the Sea and Land, 

Thus doe goe, about, about. 

Thrice to thine,and thrice to mine. 

And thrice a gaine,to make vp nine* 

Peace,the Charme’s wound vp. 

Enter Macbeth and Banqm. 

Macb. So foule and fairc a day I haue not feene. 

’Banquo. How farre is’t call’d to Soris? What are thefe, 
So wither'd, and fo wilde in their attyre. 

That looke not like th’Inhabitants o’th’Eartb, 

And yet are on’t ? Liue you v or are you aught 
That man may queftion ? you feeme to vndcrftand me. 
By each at once her choppic finger laying 
Vpon herskinnie Lips: you (hould be Women, 

And yet your Beards forbid me to interprete 
That you are fo. 


Mac. Speake if you can: what are you 

1. AH haile Macbeth, haile to thee 

2 . All haile Macbeth, haile to thee Thane **>« 

3 . All haile Macbeth (halt be Kint> u C f W(l0 
Tanq. Good Sir,why doe you ftart.and 

Things that doe found fofaire? i'th’nameof?’ 6 ? fcjl 
Are ye fantafticall,or that indeed rUt ^ 

Which outwardly ye (hew ? My Noble Partne 
You greet with prefent Grace.and great predii 
Of Noble hauing,and of Royall hope, ” ° n 
That he feemes wrapt withall: to me you f De .i. 

If you can looke into the Seedes of Time, * * not ’ 

And fay,which Graine will grow,and wh/chwilln 
Speake then to me, who neyther begge, nor f eare not * 
Your fauors, nor your hate. 

1 . Haylc. 

2 . Hayle. 

3 . Hayle. 

1 . Leffer then Macbeth,tmi greater. 

2 . Not fo happy, yet much happyer, 

3 . Thou fhalt get Kings,though thou be nones 
So ail haile Macbeth, and Banquo. 

I . 'Banqno,»nd Macbeth, all haile. 

Macb. Stay you imperfe£ Speakers,tell me more 
By Sintlls dcach,I know I am Thane of Glamis 
But how,of Cawdor? the Thant of Cawdor Hue's 
A profperous Gentleman: And to be King, 

Stands not within the profpe# of beleefc. 

No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ftrangc Intelligence^ why 
Vpon this blafted Heath you Hop our way 
With fuch Prophetique greeting ? 

Speake, I charge you. Witches vmijh, 

Banq. The Earth hath bubbles,as the Water ha’s. 
And thefe are of them: whither arc they vanilh’d? 

Macb. Into the Ayre: and what fecni d corporall 
Melted,as breath into the Windc. 

Would they had ftay’d. 

"Banq. Were fuch things here,as we doe fpeake about? 
Or haue we eaten on the infanc Root, 

That takes the Reafon Prifoner ? 

Macb. Your Children fliaH be Kings, 

Banq. You (ball be King. 

Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too: went It not fo? 
Banq. Toth’felfe-fame tune,and words-.who’s here? 


Enter Ttyffc and Argue, 

Roffe. The King hath happily receiu ’d } Macbetb, 
The newes of thy fuccefte: and when he reades 
Thyperfonall Venture in the Rebelsfight, 

His Wonders and his Prayfes doe contend, 
Which fhouldbe thine,or his: filenc’d with thar. 
In viewing o’rc the reft o’th’fclfe-fame day. 

He findes thee in the ftout Norweyan Rankes, 
Nothing afeard of what thy felfe didft make 
Strange Images of death,as thick as Talc 
Can poft with port, and euery one did beare 
Thy prayfes in his Kingdomes great defence. 

And powr’d them downe before him. 

Aug. Weearefcnt, 

To giue thee from our Royall Mafter thanks, 
Onely to harrold thee into his fight. 

Not pay thee. 

Roffe, And for on earned of a greater Honor, 
Hebadmc,fromhim,call thee Thane of Cawdor? 




The Tragedie ofacbeth. 


j 0 whicbaddition^hailemoft worthy Thane, 
rjs thine. 

$*nq. What,can the Deuiil fpeake true ? 

Macb. The Thane of Cawdor Hues: 

WhV doe y ou ^ re ^ c mc ‘ n borrowed Robes ? 

’ Who was the Thane^iua yet, 

gutvndcr hcauic lodgement beares that Life, 

\Vhich he deferues to loofe. 

Whether he was combin’d with thofe of Norway, 

Or did lyne the Rcbell with hidden heipe, 

. n£ j v2 nt 3 gc i or that with both he labour’d 
ia his Gountreycs wrackc, I know not: 

gatTreafonsCapitalLconfefs’d.andprou’d, 

Haue ouerthrowne him. 

Macb. Glamys,and Thane of Cawdor: 

Xhe greateft is behindc. Thankes for your pajnes. 
poe you not hope your Children fhall be Kings, 

When rhofe that gaue the Thane of Cawdor to mc, 
promis’d no lefle to them. 

That trufled home, 

jVlicht yet enkindle you vnto the Crownr, 
gelfdcs the Thane of Cawdor. But 'tis ftrange: 

And oftentimes,to winne vs to our harmc. 

The Inftruments of Darknefle tell vs Truths, 

Winne vs with honefl Trifles,to betray’s 
In deepeft confequcrice. 

Coufms,a word, 1 pray you. 

Macb, Two Truths arc told, 

A? happy Prologues to the fweiling A ft 

Of the Imperial! Thcamc. I thankc you Gentlemen: 

This fupernaturall lolliciting 
Cannot be ill; cannot be good. 

If ill ? why hath it giuen me earneft of fucceffe, 
Commencing in a Truth f I am Thane ot Cawdor. 

If good ? why doc I yeeld to that fuggeftion, 

Whofe horrid Jmage doth vnfixe my Heire, 

And make my feated Heart knock at my Ribbes, 

Againft the vfe of Nature ? Prefent Fcares 
Are lefle then horrible Imaginings: 

My Thought, whofe Murther yet is but fantaflical!. 

Shakes fo my Angle fhte of Man, 

That Function is Another\i in furmife. 

And nothing is,but what is not. 

Banc]. Looke how our Partner’s rapt. 

Mach. If Chance will* haue rae King, 

Why Chance may Crownc me. 

Without myftirre. 

Bavq, New Honors come vpon him 
Like our ftrange Garments,cleaue not to their mould, 

But with the aid of vfe. 

Macb . Come what come may. 

Time,and the Houre,runs through the rougheft Day. 

Banq, Worthy (Macbeth ^ wee ftay vpon your ley- 
^ure. 

Macb . Giue me your fauour : 

My dull Braine was wrought with things forgotten. 
Kinde Gentlemen,yoiir paines arc regiftred*, 
Whcrecucrydayl turne the Lcafe, 

To readethem. 

Lee vs roward the King: thinkevpon' 

What hath chanc’d: and at more time. 

The Interim hauing weigh'd it,let vs fpeake 
Our free Hearts each to other. 

Banq, Very gladly. 

Macb . Till then enough: 

Come friends. Exem . 


Scena Quarta, 



Fiouriflj. Enter King^Lenox y Malcolmc f 
Donalbaine y and Attendants . 

King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? 

Or nor thofe in Commiflion yet return’d ? 

Mai. My Liege,they are not yet come back. 

But I haue fpoke with one that law him die: 

Who did report,that very frankly hee 

Confefs’d his Treafons,implor’d your HighncflePardon, 

And fet forth a deepe*Repentance : 

Nothing in his Life became him. 

Like the leauing it. Hee dy’dc, 

As one that had beene ftudied in his death. 

To throw away the deareft thing he ow’d. 

As ’twcrc a carelefle Trifle. 

King . There’s no Art, 

To finde the Mindes cohftru&ion in the Face; 

He was a Gentleman,on whom I built 
An abfoluceTruft. 

Enter A / facheth y Bawquo 7 Rojfe } and Angw. 

O worthyeft Coufin, 

The finne of my Ingratitude euen now 
Was heauie on me. Thou arc fo farre before. 

That fwifteft Wing of Recompencc is flow. 

To ouertake thee. Would thou hadft leflfe deferu’d. 

That the proportion both of thanks,and payment, 

Mighr haue becne mine : onely 1 haue left to fay. 

More is thy due,then more then all can pay. 

Macb. The feruice,and the loyalcie I owe. 

In doing it,payes it felfe. 

Your Highncflc part,is to receiue our Duties: 

And our Duties are to your Throne,and State, 
Childrcn,and Seruanrs; which doc but what they fliould, 
By doing cuery thing fafe toward your Loue 
And Honor. 

King. Welcome hither: 

I haue begun to plant thee,and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 

That haft no lefle deferu’djnor muft be knowne 
No lefle to haue done foLet roe enfold tbee. 

And hold rhee to my Heart, 

* Banq. There if 1 grow. 

The Harueft is yourowne. 

King. My plenteous Ioyes, 

Wanton in fulneffe/cekc to hide themfclues 
In drops of forrow. Sonnes,Kinfmen ^Thanes y 
And you whofe places are the neareft, know, 

W e will eftablifh our Eftate vpon 

Our e!dtft,.^/(r^/we,whom w r e name hereafter. 

The Prince of Cumberland: which Honor muft 
Not vnaccompanied,inueft him onely. 

But fignes of Nobleneflcjlike Starre$,fhall (hine 
On all deferuers. From hence to Envcrnes, 

And binde vs further to you. 

Macb. The Reft is Labor,which is not vs’d for you: 

He be my felfe the Htrbengcr,and make ioyfull 
The hearing of my Wife,withyour approach: 

So humbly take my leaue. 

King. My worthy Cawdor . 

7W/fr£.The Prince of Cumberland:that is a ftep* 

On which I muft fall downe,or eife o’rc-Icape, 

ra m For 
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The Tragedie of cEMacbeth. 


For in niy way it lyes. Starreshide your fires. 

Let not Light fee my black and deepe defires: 

The Eye winke at the Hand; yet let that bee. 

Which the Eye feares, when it is done to fee. Exit. 

King. True,worthy Banqao: he is full fo valiant. 

And in his commendations,! am fed: 

It is a Banquet tome. Let’s after him, 

Whofe care is gone before,to bid vs welcome : 

It is a peerclefie Kirifman. Fl&nrijb • Exeunt. 



Enter tjMacbeths Wife alone with 4 Letter • 


Lady. They met me in the day of fuccejfe : and I haste 
[earn'd by the perfect'ft report y they haste more in them , then 
mortall knowledge, lichen [burnt in defire toque ft ion them 
farther , they made themfelues ALyre, into which they vanijh'd. 
Whiles 1 flood rapt in the wonder ofit y came Mifftues from 
the King t who all-h ail'd me Thane of Cawdor, by which Title 
before , theft weyward Sifters fainted me, and referred me to 
the camming on of time , with haile King thatft?alt be. This 
haste I thought good to delister thee ( my dear eft Partner of 
Greatnejfe ) that thou might'ft not loo ft the dues of retoycing 
by being ignorant of what Greatnejfe is promis'd thee. Lay 
it to thy heart . and farewell. 

Glatnys thou art,and Cawdor.and (halt be 
What thou art promis'd yet doe I fcare thy Nature, 

It is too full o’th' Milke of humane kindnefle. 

To catch the ncereft way* Thou would’ft be great. 

Arc not without Ambition, but without 

The illnefle fhould attend it. What thou would’ft highly, 

That would’ft thou holily: would’ft not play falle. 

And yet would’ft wrongly winne. 

Thould’ft haue,great Glamys.tbat which cryes. 

Thus thou muft doe,if xhou haue it; 

And that which rather thou do’ft feare to doe. 

Then wifheft fhould be vndone.High thee hither. 

That I maypowre my Spirits in thine Eare, 

And chaftife with the valour of my Tongue 
All that impeides thee from the Golden Round, 

Which Fate and Mctaphyficall ayde doth feeme 
To haue thee crown’d withall. Enter Meffenger, 
What is your tidings? 

Mejf. The King comes here to Night. 

Lady • Thou’rt mad to fay it. 

Is not thy Maftcr with him ? who,wer’c fo. 

Would haue inform’d for preparation. 

Meff.So plcafc you,it is true: our Thane is comming: 
One of my fellowes had the Ipecd of him; 

Who almoft dead for brcath,had fcarcely more 
Then would make vp his Meflage. 

Lady. Giue him tending. 

He brings great newes. Exit Meffenger. 

The Rauen himfelfc is hoarfe, 

That croakes the fatall entrance of Duncan 
Vndcr my Battlements. Come you Spirits, 

That tend on mortall thoughts,vnfex me here. 

And fill me from the Crowns to the Toc,top-full 
Of direft Cruclcie: make thick my blood. 

Stop vp th’acceffe.and paffage to Remorfe, 

That no compun&ious vilitmgs of Nature 


* 


TKvfc7 fe !l r, ,p r fe ' ,,or:kt 'P«; 

Th ettect*and hit. Come to my Womans Brcft 

And take my Milke for Gall,you murth’rin. 

Whcre-euer,in your fightlefle fubftanccs, ° ‘ ers > 

You wait on Natures Mifchiefe. Come thickN oK 

And pall thee in the dunneft fmoake of Hell ^ 

That my keene Knife fee not the Wound it niak 

Nor Heauen peepe through the Blanket of the aX 

To cry hold,I,old. 

Great Glamys,worthy Cawdor, 

Greater then both,by the all-hane hereafter 

Thy l etters haue tranfported me beyond * 

This ignorant prefent.and I feelc now 

The future in the inftanr. 

Mach. My deareft Loue, 

Duncan comes here to Night, 

Lady. And when goes hence ? 

* Macb. Tomorrow,ashepurpofcs. 

Lady. Oneuer, 

Shall Sunncthat Morrow fee. 

Your Face,my Thane ,is as a Booke,where men 

May teade ftrange mattcrs.to beguile the time. 

Lookc like the time,beare welcome in your Eye 

Your Hand,your Tonguc: looke like th’innocent flower 

But be the Serpent vnder’t. He that’s commine 

Muft be prouided for: and you fhall put 

This Nights great Bufineffe into my difpatch. 

Which mall to all our Nights,and Daves to come 

Giue iolely foueraigne fway.and Mafterdome. * 

Macb. We will fpeake further* 

Lady. Onely looke vp clearc: 

To alter fauor,euer is to feare; 

Leauc all the reft to me. Extant. 



Seem Sexta. 


Hobojes t and Torches. Enter King^Malolmt, 
DonalbainefEanque,Lenox,Macduff, 
Roffe,Angiu,*nd Attendants. 

King. This Caftlc hath a plcafant feat. 

The ayre nimbly and fwectly recommends it felfe 
Vnto our gentle fences. 

j Ban/]. ThisGueft of Summer, 

The Temple-haunting Barlet does approue, 

By his loued Manfonry,tbat the Heauens breath 
Smells wooingly here: no Iutty frieze, 
Buttrice.nor Coigne of Vantage,but this Bird 
Hath made his pendant Bed,and procreant Cradle, 
Where they muft brced,and haunt: I haue obferu’d 
The ayre is delicate. Enter Lad/. 

King. See,fee,our honor’d Hofteffe: 

The Loue that followes vs, fometlme is our trouble. 
Which ftill we thanke as Loue. Herein I teach you, 
How you fhall bid God-eyld vs for yourpaines, 
And thanke vs for your trouble. 

Lady. All our feruice, 

In euery point twice done,and then done double, 
Were poore,and fingle Bufincffe,to contend 
Againft thofe Honors dccpe,and broad. 
Wherewith your Maieftie loades our Houfe: 

For thofe of old, and the late Dignities, 

Heap’d vp to thcm,we reft your Ermites 


*ri»<r.Where’: 


TheTr/tgedie of eSATacbetb, 


13 ? 


Where’* the Thane of Gawdor ?; 
tVe courft him at the heeles, and had a ptirpofe 
-jje^ispurui-yor: Biit he rides vVell, c - 
1 d hi* great Loue(ftiarpe ashis Spurrejhath holp him 
f 0 W» home before vs: Fairc and Noble Hofteffe 

!y e are your gneft to night. ! f 

la. Your Smiarits eiierj 

fi-'ue theirs,themfelues,and what is.theirs in compt. 

To make their Audit at your Highncffeplcafure, 

Still to returne your o wnev- : , . . . _ 

|| 2 &i; Gi»e me your hand : 

Condmftme to mine Haft we loue him highly, 

(hall continue, our Graces towards him. 
gyyour leaue Hofteffe. ' Exeunt 




Sceria Septima. 


Ho-boyes. '■'. Torches, 
fafera Sewer, anddiners Servants with Tfifhes and Scruice 
'oukr the State, Then enter Macbeth. 

a 

Macb. If it were done,when *cis done, then ’ewer well. 
It were done quickly; Ifth’Altifiination 
Could trammell vp the Confcquence,and catch 
With his furccafe,Succcffe : that but this Wow 
Might be the be all^and the end all. Heere, 

Buthecre, vpon this Bankeand Schoole of time, 

Wce’ld ititnpe the life to come. But in theft Cafes, 

We ftill haue judgement heere, that we but reach 
Bloody Inftrudlions,which being taughc, returne 
Toplagueth’Inuenter, Thiseuen-handedlufticc 
Commends thTngredicnce of our poy fon’d Cnallice 
To our o wne lips. Hee’s hccre in double truft; 

Firft,ns I am his Kir.fman, and his Subicdl, 

Strong both againft the Deed : Then,as his Hoft, 

Who fhould againfttiis Murthcrer (hut the doore. 

Not beare the knife my felfe. Befidcs,this Tuncane 
Hath borne his Faculties fo mceke; hath bin 
So clcere in his great Office, that his Vertues 
Will pleade like Angels, Tnimpet-tongu’d againft 
The deepe damnation of his taking off: 

And Pitty, like a naked New-bnrne-Babe, 

Striding the biaft, or Heauens Chcrubin, hors*d 
Vpon the fightlefle Curriors of the Ayre, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in euery eye. 

That teares fhall drowne the witide. I haue no Spurre 
To pricke the fides of'my intent, but onely 
Vaulting Ambition,which oredcapes it felfe. 

And falles oi> th’other. Enter Lady. 

How now ? What Newes? 

La .He has almoft fupt: why haue you left the chamber ? 
Mac . Hath he ask'd for me ? 

La. Know you not,he ha’s 

Mae. We will proceed no further in this Bufincffc: 

He hath Honour’d me of late,and I haue bought 
Golden Opinions from all forts of people, 

Which would be worne now in their neweft glioflc, 
Notcaftafide fo foonc. J 
La. Was the hope drunke, 

Wherein you dreft your felfe ? Hath it flept fince ? 

And wakes it now to looke fo greene, and pale, 

At what it did fo frcelv ? From this time. 

Such I account thy loue. Art thou affear’d 
To be the fame in thine ownc Ad,and Valour, 

As thou art in defire ? Wotrld’ft thou haue that 


Which thoueft'eeffi ft the Ornament of Life^ * 

And liuc a Coward in thine owne Efteeme? 

Letting I dare not, : vvait vpon I would. 

Like the poore Cat i’eh’Addage. 

Macb. Prythee peace: 

I dare do all that may become a man. 

Who dares no more, is none. 

La. What Beaftwas’-c then 
That made you breake this enterprise to me ? 

When you durft do it, then you were a man; 

And to be more then what you were, you would 
Be fo much more the man. Nor time, not place 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 

They haue made themfelues^ and that their fieneffe now 
Do’s vnmake you. I haue giuen Sncke, and know 
How tender ’cis to loue the Babe that milkes me, 

I would, while it was fmyling in my Face, 

Haue pluckt my Nipple from his Bonclelfe Gurnmes, 

And dafht the Braines out, had I fo fworne 

As you haue done to this. / 

Macb. If we fhould fails ? 

Lady. Wefailc? 

But ferewyour croiirage to the flicking plaft£>-' 

And wee’le not fayle: when Duncan is afleepe, ' 

(Whereto the rather fliall his dayes hard Iourney i 1 • 
Soundly inuite him) his two Chambcriaines 
Willi with Wtne,and Waflel!,focomiin£c, 

That Mcmorie,the Warder of the Braine, 

Shall be a Fumc,and the Receic of Reafon 
A Lymbeck onely: when i-A : Swinifh fleepe. 

Their drenched Natures lyes as in a Death, 

What cannot you and I performe vpon 
Th’vnguardcd Duncan ? What not put vpon 
His fpungie Officers ? who fhall beare the guik 
Of our great quell, 

Aiacb. Bring forth Men-Children onely: 

For thy vndaunted Mertlc fhould compofe 
Nothing but Males, Will it not bereceiu'd. 

When we haue mark'd with blood thofe fleepietvto 
Of his owae Chamber, and vs’d their very Daggers, 
That they haue don’t ? 

Lady. Who dares rcceuie it other. 

As we fhall make our Gricfes and Clamor rore, 

Vpon his Death? 

Aiacb. I am fettled, and bend vp 
Each corporall Agent to this terrible Feat* 

A way,and mock the time with faireft {how, 

Folfe Face muft hide whaUhe falfe Heart doth know. 

Exeunt . 


Actus Secmdus. Seem Trima, 


Enter Tanquo^and Fleance 2 with a Torch 

before him. 

Tanq. How goes the Night, Boy ? 

Elcar.ce. The Moone is do wne: I haue not heajrd the 
Clock* 

Banq . And £he goes do wne at Twelue* 

Eleance . I cakeVtis later, Sir. 

Banq. Hold, take my Sword : 

There’s Husbandry in Heauen, 

Their Candfcs are all out: take thee that too. 


mra 3 


At 
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1 




A hcauie S ummons lyts like Lead vpon me, 

And yet I would not fleepe : 

Mercifull Powcr»,reftrainc in me the curfed thought* 
That Nature giues way to in repoic. 

Enter Macbeth } and a Serum with a Torch. 

Giuc me my Sword: who’s there ? 

Mach. A Friend. 

Tanq. What Sir.not yet at reft? the King’s a bed. 

He hath beene in vnufuall Plealure, 

And Cent forth great Largcffe to your Offices. 

This Diamond he greetes your Wife withall. 

By the name of moft kind Hofteffc, 

And (hut vp in meafureleffe content. 

Mac. Being vnprcpar’d, 

Our will became the feruant to defeCl, 

Which elfe (hould free haue wrought. 

Tauq. AH’* well. 

I dreamt laft Night of the three wey ward Sifters: 

To you they haue fhew’dfome truth. 

Mach. I thinke not of them : 

Yet when we can entreat an houre to ferue. 

We would fpend it in fome words vpon that Bufineffe, 
If you would graunt the time. 

Ba»q. At yourkind’ft leyfure. 

Mach. If you (hall cleaue to my confent, 
When’tiSjit fhall make Honor for you. 

Banq. So I lofc none, 

In feeking to augment it, but ftill keepc 
My Bofome franchis’d,and Allegeance dearc, 

I (hall be counfail’d. 

Mach. Good repofe the while. 

Banq. Thankes Sir: the like to you. Exit Bartquo. 

Mach.G oebid thy Miftreffc,when my drinke is ready, 
She ftrike vpon the Bell. Get thee to bed. Exit. 

Is this a Dagger, which 1 fee before me, 

The Handle toward my Hand? Come.let me clutch thee: 
I haue thee not.and yet I fee thee ftill. 

Art thou not racall Vifion,fenfible 
To feeling,as to fight? or art thou but 
A Dagger of theMinde,a fall'e Creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-opprefled Brame i 
I fee thee yet, in forme as palpable, 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou matfhall’ft me the way that I was going. 

And fuch an Inftrument I was to vfe. 

Mine Eyes are made the fooles o'ch’other Scnccs, 

Or elfe worth all the reft: I fee thee ftill; 

And on thy Blade, 3nd Dudgeon,Gouts of Blood, 
Which was not lb before.There’s no fueh thing: 

It is the bloody Bufineffe,which informes 
Thus to mine Eyes. Nov; o’rc the one halfe World 
Nature feemes dead,and wicked Dreames abufe 
The Curtain’d fleepe: Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Heccats Qffrings: and wither’d Mortbe;, 

Alarum’d hy his Centinell.the Wolfe, 

Whofe howle’s his Watcb,thus with his fteahhy pace, 
With Tarquins raoifiaing fidcs, towards his defigne 
Moues likeaGhoft. Thou fowrc and firme-fct Earth 
Heare not my fteps, which they may walkc,for fc.are 
Thy very ftones prate of my where-abour, 

And take the prefent horror from the time. 

Which now lutes with it. Whiles I threat,he Hues: 
Words to the heat of decdcs too cold breath giues. 

Bell rings. 


The Tragedte oj aSMacbetb. 


I goe,and it is done: the Bell iniiites me. 
Heare it not ^Duncan, for it is a Knell, 

That fummons thee to Heauen,or to Hell. 


Scena Secunda. 


Exit, 


Enter Lady. 

Z4.That which hath made the diunk,hath made m u 

What hath quench’d thcm,hath giueo me fire. * b ° ^ 

Hearke,peace: it was the Owle that (brick'd' 

The fatall Bell-man,which giues the ftern’ft good-n k 
He is about it, the Doores are open: ~ ni gnt* 

And the furfctcdGroomes doe mock their charge 
With Snores. I haue drogg’d their Poffets, ° 

That Death and Nature doe contend about them. 
Whether they liue,or dye. 

Enter Macheth. 

Mach. Who’s there? what hoa ? 

Lady . Alack,I am afraid they haue avvak’d, 

And’tis not done: th’attempt,and not the deed 
Confounds vs: hearke: I lay’d their Daggers ready 
He could not miffc ’em. Had he not rcfembled * 

My Father as he flept,I had don’t. 

My Husband ? 

Mach. 1 haue done the deed: 

Didft thou not heare a noy fe ? 

Lady.I heard the Owle fchreame,and the Cricket* cry. 
Did not you fpeake ? 

Mach. When? 

Lady. Now. 

Mach. As I defeended ? 

Lady. I. 

Mach. Hearke,who lyes i*tb*fecond Chamber \ 
Lady. ‘Donalbaine . 

Mac. This is a forry fight. 

Lady. A foolifh thought,to fay a forry fight. 
Macb. There’s one did laugh in’s fleepe, 

And one cry ’d Murther,rhatthey did wake each other: 

I flood,and heard them: But they did fay their Prayers, 
And addreft them againe to fleepe. 

Lady. There are two lodg’d together. 

Macb. One cry’d God bleffe vs,and Amen the other, 
As they had feenc me with thefe Hangmans hands: 
Liftning their feare/I could not fay Amen, 

When they did fay God bleffe vs. 

Lady. Confident not fodeepely. 

Mac. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen? 

I had moft need of Bleffing,and Amen ftuck in my throat, 
Lady. Thefe deeds mull not be thought 
After thefe wayes: fo,it will make vs mad. 

Macb Me thought 1 heard a voyce cry, Sleep no more: 
CMacbeth docs murthet Sleepe, the innocent Sleep*, 
Sleepe that knits vp the rauePd Slecue of Care, 

The death of each dayes Life,forc Labors Rath, 
Balmc of hurt Mmdes,great Natures fecond Courfe, 
Chiefc nouriflier in Life’s Feaft. 

Lady. What doeyoumeane? . 

Macb. Still it cry’d, Sleepe no more to all the Houle. 
Clamis hath murther’d Siccpc,and therefore Cawdor 
Shall fleepe no more: Macbeth (ball fleepe no more. 

Lady. Who was it,that thus cry’d?why worthy Tom, 
You doe vnbend your Noble ftrength,to thinke 
So braine-fickly of things; Goe get fome Water, 
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. . wa {h this filthie Wimeffe from your Hand. 
vVhv did you bring thefe Daggers from the place? 

J muft lye there: goe carry them,and fmeare 
The fl ee P ic Groomes With blood. 

' Macb- He goe no more: 

T afraid, to thinke what I haue done s 
[ookeon’t againe, I dare not. 

Lady. Infirme of purpofc : 

Giuc me the Daggers: the fleeping.and the dead, 
s r e but 3S Pidlures: ’tischeEye of Child-hood, 

That feares a painted Deuill, If he doe bleed, 
j| c guild the Faces of the Groomes withall. 

For it muft feeme their Guile. Exit. 

Knocke within. 

Macb. Whence is that knocking? 

How is’t with me,when euery noyfe appalls me ? 

^yhat Hands are here? hah : they pluck out mine Eyes. 
Will all great Meptunes Ocean wafh this blood 
Cleane from my Hand? no:this my Hand will rather 
phe multitudinous Seas incarnardtne, 

Making the Greene one,Red. 

Enter Lady. 

Lady. My Hands are of your colour: but I (Lame 
To weare a Heart fo white. Knocke. 

I he8re a knocking at the South entry : 

Retyre we to our Chamber: - 

A little Water clcares vs of this deed. 

How eafie is it then f your Conftancie 
Hath left you vnattended. Knocke. 

Hearke,more knocking. 

Get on your Night-Gownc.leaft occafion call vs. 

And (hew v* to be Watcherst be not loft 
So poorely in your thoughts. 

Macb. To know my deed, Knocke. 

’Twere beft not know my felfe. 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking : 

1 would thou could’ft. Exeunt. 


Scena Tenia. 


Enter a Porter. 

Knocking within. 

Porter. Here*s a knocking indeede : if a man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, hee fhould haue old turning the 
Key. Knocks Knock,Knock,Knock. Who’s there 
rth’nameof Belz*ebnbt Here’s a Farmer, that hang’d 
himfelfe on th’cxpedation ofPlentie:Comc in time,haue 
Napkins enow about you,here you’le fweat for’c. Knock- 
(Knock,knock. Who's there in th’othcr Deu:l$ Name ? 
Faithherc’s an Equiuocator, that could fwcarc in both 
the Scales againft eyther Scale, who committed Treafon 
enough for Gods fake,yet could not cquiuocate to Hea- 
uen : oh come in, Equiuocator, Knock- Knock, 
Knock,Knock. Who’s there? ’Faith here*s an Englifh 
Taylor come hither, for ftealing out of a French Hofc: 
Come in Taylor,here you may roft your Goofe, Knock. 
Knock,Knock. Neuer at quiet: What are you? but this 
place is too cold for Hell, lie DeuiU-Porter it no further: 
I had thought to haue let in fome of all Profcffions, that 
goe the Primrofe way to tiVeuerlafting Bonfire, Knock 
Anon,anon,I pray you remember the Porter. 


Enter Macduff .and Lenox* 

Macd. Was it fo Iate/riend^rc you went to Bed, 

That you doe lye fo late ? 

Port. Faith Sit,we were carowfingtil! the fecond Cock: 
And Drinke,Sir,is a great prouoker of three things. 

Macd . Whae three things does Drinke efpecially 
prouoke?* 

Port . Marry. Sir, Nofe-painting, Sleepe, and Vjine. 
Lecherie 5 Sir,it prouokes,and vnprouokes : it prouokes 
the de(irc,but it takes away the performance. Therefore 
much Drinke may be faid co be an Equiuocator with Le- 
cherie: it makes him,and itmarres him; it lets him on* 
and it takes him off; it perfwadcs him, and dil-heartens 
him; makes him Band coo,and not (land too : in conclu- 
fion,equiuocate$ him in aflccpc,and giuing him the Lye, 
leaues him. 

Macd . I beleeueJDrinke gaue thee the Lve laft Night. 
Port. That it dic^Sir/fthe very Throat on me: but I 
requited him for his Lye, and (I thinke)being too ftrong 
for him,though he tooke vp my Legges fometime, yet I 
made a Shift to caft him. 

Enter Afacbeth. 

Macd . Is thy Maffir fhrring ? 

Our knocking ha*s awalf d him: here he comes, 

Lenox- Good morrow, Noble Sir. 

Macb. Good morrow both. 

ALacd. Is the Kmg ftirring,worthy Thane ? 

Macb . Not yet. 

Macd . He did command me to call timely on him, 

I haue almoft dipt the houre. 

Ma b. He bring you to him. 

Macd. I know this is a ioy full trouble co you: 

But yct’tisone. 

Macb . The labour we delight in,Phyficks paine: 

This is thcDoore. 

Macd . lie make fo bold to call, for’tistny Emitted 
ferui ce. Exit Macduffe* 

Lenox . Goes the King hence today? 

Macb. He does: he did appoint fo. 

Lenox . The Night ha’s been vnruly: 

Where we hy,our Chimneys were blownc downe. 

And (as they fay) lamentings heard i’th’Ayre; 

Strange Schreemes of Death, 

And Prophecying,with Accents terrible. 

Of dyre Combuftion,and confus’d Euents, 

New hatch’d toth’ wofull time. 

The obfeure Bird clamor’d the liue-long Night. 1 
Some fay,the Earth was fcuorous, 

And did (Bake. 

Macb . 5 T was a rough Night. 

Lencx. My young remembrance cannot paralell 
A fellow to it. 

Enter LMacdtiff. 

Macd. O horror, horror, horror, 

Tongue nor Heart cannot conceiue,nor name thee* 

Macb. and Lenox. What's the matter ? 

Macd. Confufion now hath made his Mafter-pccce: 
Moft facrilegious Murthcr hath broke ope 
The Lords anoynted Templc,and ftole thcncc 
The Life o’th’Building* 

Macb . What is’t you fay,the Life? 

Lenox. Meanc you his Maieftic ? 

Macd. Approch the Chambcr,and deftroy your fight 
With a new Gorgon. Doe not bid me fpeake: 

mm 3 See,j 
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TheTragedie of <t5\dacbeth. 


See,and then fpeake your felues: awake,awake, 

. Exeunt Macbeth and, Lenox. 
Ring the Alarum Bell: Murthcr,and Treafon, 
Banquo.-opA Donalbaine: Malcolnse awake, 7/ 

Shake off this Downey fleepc,Deaths counterfeit, 
Andiookc on Death it i'elfe; vp,vp,and fee 
The great Doomes Image: Malcolm:,Ban quo, 

. A$ from yourGraues rile vp,and walke like Sprigbts, 

To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell. 

Bell rings. Enter Lady, 

Lady. \Vhat’s the Bufineffe i 
That fuch ahideous Trumpet calls to parley 
The fleeper* of the Houfe ? lpcake,lpeake. 

Macd. O gentle Lady, 

’Tis not for you to heare what I can fpeake: 

The repetition in a Womans care. 

Would murther as it fell. 

Enter "Banquet. 

O BanqttofBanquo, Our Royall Matter’s murther’d. 

Lady. Woe, alas.: 

What,in our Houfe ? 

Ban. Too cruell.any where. 

Dcarc Duff, 1 pry thee contradict thy felfe. 

And fay,it is not fo. 

Enter MacbethfLenox^ndRojfe. 

Mach. Had I but dy’d an houre before this chance, 

I had liu’d a blelfed time: for from this inttant. 

There’s nothing ferious in Mortalitie: 

All is but Toyes: Renownc and Grace is dead. 

The Wine of Life is drawne,and the mcere Lees 
Is left this Vault, to brag of. 

Enter Malcolmt and Donat bams. 

- 

Denal. What is amide > 

Macb. You are,and doe not know’t: 

The Spring,the Head,the Fountaine of your Blood 
Is ftopt, the very Source of it is ftopt. 

Macd. Your Royall Father’s tnurthcr’d. 

Mai. Oh,by whom? 

Lenox, Thofe of his Chambers it feem’d,had don’t: 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg’d with blood. 

So were their Daggers,whichvnwip’d,we found 
Vpon their Pillowcs: they ftar’d,and were diflraCted, 

No mans L ife was to be trutted with them, 

Macb. 0 ,yet I doe repent me of my furie. 

That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you fo? 

Macb. Who can be wife,3maz’d ) temp’rate,& furious, 
Loyalfand Neutrall.in a moment ? No man: 
Th’expcdition of my violent Loue 
Out-run the pawfer,Reafon. Here lay Duncan, 

HisSiluer skinne.lac’d with his Golden Blood, 

And his gafh’d Stabs,look’d like a Breach in Nature, 

For Ruincs waftfull entrance: there the Murtherers, 
Steep’d in the Colours of their Trade; theirDaggers 
Vnmannerly breech'd with gore: who could retrame. 
That had a heart to loue; and in that heart, 

Courage,to make’s loue knowne ? 

Lady. Helpe me hence .hoa. 

Macd. LooketotheLady. 

Mai. Why doe we hold our tongues. 

That moft may clay me this argument for ours ? 

<Donal. What fhould be fpoken here. 



Where out Fate hid in an augure hole. 

May rufh,and feize vs ? Let’s away, 
OurTearesarenot yet brew’d. 

Mai. Nor our ftrong Sorrow 
Vpon the foot of Motion. 

Eanq. Looke to the Lady: 

And when we haue our naked Frailties hid 
That fuffer in expofure; let vs meet. 

And queftion this moft bloody piece of worke 
To know it further. Feares and fcruples (hake y$. 
In the great Hand of God I ftand,and thence 
Againft the vndivulg’d pretence,I fight 
Of Treafonous Mallice. 

Macd. And fo doe I* 

All. So all. 

Macb. Let’s briefely put on manly readincflV 
And meet i’th’ Hall together. * 

All. Well contented. Exeunt, 

Male. What will you doe? 

Let’s not confort with them: 

To (hew an vnfelt Sorrow,is an Office 
Which the falfe man do’s eafie. 
lie to England. 

Don. To Ireland, I: 

Our feperated fortune (hall keepevsboththefafer; 
Where we are,there’s Daggers in mens Smiles* 
The neere in blood.the neerer bloody, 

Male. This murtherous Shaft that’s Ihot, 

Hath not yet lightcd:and our fafeft Way, 

Is to auoid the ayme. Therefore to Horfe, 

And let vs not be daintic of leaue-taking. 

But drift away: there’s warrant in that Theft, 
Which fteales it felfe,when there’s no mercie left. 

Exeunt. 


Seem Quart a. 


Enter Rojfe .with an Old man. 

Old man. Threescore and ten I can remember well, 
Within the Volume of which Time,I haue feene 
I Houres dreadfull.and things ftrange: but this fore Night 
/ Hath tritted former knowings, 

Rejfe. Ha,good Father, 

Thou feeft the Heauens,as troubled with mins A&, 
Threatens his bloody Stage: by th’ Clock ’tis Day, 
And yet darke Night ttrangles the trauailing Lampe: 
Is’t Nights predominances the Dayes (hame, 

That Darknefle does the face ofEarth intombe, 

When lining Light (hould kifle it ? 

Oldman. ’Tis vnnaturall, 

Euen like the deed that’s done: On Tucfday laft, 

A Faulcon towring in her pride of place, 
WasbyaMowfingOwle hawkt at,and kill’d, 

Rojfe. And Duncans Horfes, 

(A thing moft ftrange, and ccrtaine) 

Beauteous,and fwift,the Minions of theirRace, 

Turn’d wilde in nature,broke their ftalls,flong out, 
Contending ’gainft Obedience,as they would 
Make WarrewithMankinde. 

Oldman. ’Tis faid,they cate each other. 

Rojfe. They did fo: 


To 
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^•amazement of mine eyes that look'd vpon’t. 

T° thS ' Enter Macdufe. 

Ueere comes the good Macdtejjh. 
tLveoes the world Sir,now? 

^ Wed. Why fee you not? 

Rolf. Is’t known who did this more then bloody deed? 
flitted. Thofe that Macbeth hath flaine. 

Roff. Alas the day, 
i/Vliat good could they pretend ? 

Macd. They were fubborned, 

Malcclnte, and Donalbaine the Kings two Sonnes 
^ tc ftolne away and fled, which puts vpon them 
Sufpition of the deed. 

Rojfe. ’Gainft Nature ftill, 
fhriftleffe Ambition, that will rauen vp 
phine ownc liues meanjes : Then ’tis moft like, 
phe Soueraignty will fall vpon Macbeth. 

ijMacd. He is already nam’d, and gone to Scone 
fo be inuefted. 

Roffe. Where is Duncans body ? 

Macd. Carried to Colmeki 11 , 

The Sacred Store-houfe of bis Predcceffors, 

And Guardian of their Bones. 

Roffe. Will you to Scone? 
tjMacd. No Cofin, lie to Fife. 

< Roffe • Well,I will thither. 

Macd.'NeW may you fee things wel done there:Adieu 
Lead our old Robes fit eafier then our new. 

Roffe. Farewell, Father. 

Old M. Gods beny fon go with you,and with thofe 
That would make good ofbad,and Friends of Foes. 

Exeunt omnes 


Alius Tertius. Scena rim a . 


Enter Banquo. 

Banq. Thou haft it now, King, Cawdor,Glamis,3ll, 
As the weyard Women promis’d, and I feare 
Thou playd’ft moft fowly for’t: yet it was faide 
It fhould not ftand in thy Poflerity, 

But that my felfe fhould be the Roote,andFather 
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them. 

As vpon thee CMacbeth, their Speeches fhinc. 

Why by the verities on thee made good. 

May they not be my Oracles as well, 
Andfetmevpinhopc. Buthufta,nomore. 

Sen it founded. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Lenox , 
Rojfe,Lords } and Attendants. 

"Macb. Heere’s our chicfe Gueft. 

La. Ifhe had beenc forgotten, 

Ithadbcne asa gap in our great Feaft, 
Andall-thingvnbecomming. 

Macb. Tonight we hold a folemne Supper fir. 

And He requeft your prefence. 

B«nq. Let your HighncfTe 
Command vpon me, to the which my duties 
Are with a moft indiffoluble tye 
For euer knit. 

Macb. Ride you this afternoonc? 

B«n. I, my good Lord. 

Macb . W,e fhould haue elfe defir’d your good aduice 



(Which ftill hath been both graue.and profperous) 

In this dayes Councell: but wee’le take to morrow. 

Is’t farreyou ride? 

Ban. As farre.my Lord,as will fill vp thd time 
’Twixt this,and Supper. Goe not my Horfe the better, 

I muft become a borrower of the Night, 

For a darke houre,or twaine. 

Macb. Faile not our Feaft. 

Ban . My Lord,Iwill not. 

Macb . We heare our bloody Cozens are bellow'd 
In England,and in Ireland,not confefsing 
Their cruell Parricide,filling their hearers 
With ftrange inuention. But of that to morrow, 

When therewithall,we {hall haue caufe of State, 

Crauing vs ioyntly. Hye you to Horfe: 

Adieu,till you returne at Night, 

Goes Fleance with you ? 

Ban. I,my good Lord: our time does call vpon s. 
Macb . 1 wifh your Horfes fwift, and fure of foot; 

And fo I doe commend you to their backs. 

Farwell. Exit Banquo, 

Let euery man be matter of his time. 

Till feuen at Night,to make focietie 
The fweeter welcome: 

We will keepe our felfe till Supper time alone: 

While then,God be with you. Exeunt Lords. 

Sirrha, a word with you : Attend thofe men 
Our pleafure ? 

Seruant. They are, my Lord, without the Pallace 
Gate. 

Macb. Bring them before vs. Exit Seruant . 

To be thus,is nothing, but to be fafely thus ; 

Our feares in Banquo fticke deepe. 

And in his Royaltie of Nature reignes that 
Which would be fear’d. ’Tis much he dares. 

And to that dauntleffc temper of his Minde, 

He hath a Wifdome,that doth guide his Valour, 

To 3(ft in fafetie. There is none but he, 

Whofc being I doe feare: and vnder him, 

My Genius is rebuk’d,as it is faid 
Mar Anthonies was by Cafar, He chid the Sifters. 

When firft they put the Name of King vpon me. 

And bad them fpeake to him. Then Prophet-like, 

They hayl’d him Father to a Line of Kings. 

Vpon my Head they plac’d a fruitlcfl'e Crowne, 

And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 

Thence to be wrencht with an vnlineall Hand, 

No Sonne of mine fucceeding: if’t be fo. 

For Banquo's IfTue haue I fil’d ray Minde, 

For them,the gracious Duncan haue I murther’d. 

Put Rancours in the V effell of my Peace 
Onely for them,and mine eternal I Iewell 
Giuen to the common Enemie of Man, 

To make them Kings, the Scedes of Banquo Kings, 

Rather then fo,come Fate into the Lyft, 

And champion me toth’vttcrance. 

Who’s there ? 

Enter Seruant , and two Murtherers. 

Now goe to theDoore, and flay there till we call. 

Exit Seruant, 

Was it not yefterday we fpoke together ? 

Murth. It was,fo pleafe yourHighneffe. 

Macb. Well then. 

Now haue you confider’d of my Ipecches: . 

Know,f 
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Know! that it was he,in the times paft. 

Which held you fo vnder fortune. 

Which you thought had been our innocent felfe. 

This I made good to you,in our laft conference, 

Paft in probation with you: 

How you were borne in hand, how croft: 

The Inftruments: who wrought with them: 

And all things elfe,that might 
To halfe a Soule,and to a Notion craz’d. 

Say,Thus did Banquo. 

i.Murth. Youmadeitknownetovs. 

Mach. Ididfo: 

And went further, which is now 
Our point of fecond meeting. 

Doe you finde your patience fo predominant. 

Id your nature, that you can let this goc ? 

Are you foGofpell’d.to pray for this good man. 

And for his Iftue, whofe heauie hand 
Hath bow’d you to the Graue, and bcgger’d 
Yours for euer? 

i.Murth. We are men,my Liege. 

Mach. I,in the Catalogue ye goe for men. 

As Hounds,and Greyhounds,Mungrels,Spaniels,Currcs, 
Showghes, Water-Rugs,and Demy-Wolues are dipt 
AllbytheNameofDogges: the valued file 
Diftinguifhcs the fwiit,the flow,the fubtle, 

The Houfc-keeper,the Hunter, cucry one 
According to the gift, which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos’d: whereby he docs receiue 
Particular addition.from the Bill, 

That writes them all alike: and fo of men. 

Now,if you haue a ftation in the file, 

Not i’th’ worft ranke of Manhood, fay’t. 

And I will put that BufindTe in your Bofomcs, 

Whofe execution takes your Euemie off, 

Grapples you to the hearejand loue of vi. 

Who wearc our Health but fickly m his Life, 

Which in his Death wereperfedf. 

i.Murth. Iamone.my Liege, 

Whom the vile Blowcs and Buffets of the World 
Hath l'o incens’d,that I am reckleffe what I doe. 

To fpight the World. 

1. Murth. And I another. 

So wearie with Difafterstugg’d with Fortune, 

That I would fet my Life on any Chance, 

To mend it.orbe ridon’t. 

Mach. Both of you know Banquo was your Enemie. 

Murth. True,my Lord. 

Mach. So is he mine: and in filch bloody diftance. 
That euery minute of his being,thrufts 
kgainft my neer’ft of Life: and though I could 
Vith bare-fac’d power fweepc him from my fight, 

Atd bid my will auouch it i yet I muft not. 

Forceitaine friends that are both his,and mine. 

Whole loues I may not drop,bur waylehts fall. 

Who I my felfe ftruck downe: and thence it is. 

That I to your affiftance doe make loue, 

Masking the Bufinefle from the common Eye, 

For fundry weightie Reafons. 

2. Murth. We (hall,my Lord, 

Pcrforme what you command vs. 

i .Murth. Though our Liues— 

Mach. Your Spirits fhine through you. 

Within this boure, at moll, 

I will aduife you where to plant youtfelues. 

Acquaint you with the per fed Spy o’th’ time. 


The moment on’t,for’t muft be done to Night" 
And foraething from the Pallace: alwayestl * 
That I require a cleareneflej and with him, 

To leaue no Rubs nor Botches in the Worke 
Cleans, his Sonne,that keepes him companie 
Whofe abfence is no lefle materiall to me, * 
Then is his Fathers,muft embrace the fate 
Of that darke houre: refoluc your felues apa rt 
He come to you anon, * ' 

Murth. We are rcfolu’d,my Lord. 

Mach. He call vpon you ftraight: abide within 

It is concluded: Banquo, thy Soules flight, 

If it finde Heauen,rauft finde it out to Night. £ 


Scena Sectinda. 


Enter (JWachetbs Lad}, and a Seruant. 

Lady. Is Banquo gone from Court ? 

Seruant. I,Madame.but returncs againcto Nieh t 
Lfidy. Say to the King,I would attend his levluie* 
For a few words, * 

Seruant. Madame, I will. Exit. 

Lady, Nought’s had, all’s fpent. 

Where our defirc is got without content ; 

’Tis fafer.to be that which we deflroy. 

Then by deftrudtion dwell in doubtfull ioy. 

Enter (Macbeth. 

How now,my Lord,why doe you keepe alone f 
Of forryett Fancies your Companions making, 

Vfing thofc Thoughts,which fhould indeed haue dy’d 
With them they thinke on: things witiiout all remedie 
Should be without regard: what’sidone,is done, 
Mach. We haue fcorch’d the Snake,not kill’d it: 
Shee’lc clofe,and be her felfe,whileft ourpooreMallice 
Remaincs in danger of her former Tooth, 

But let the frame of things dif-ioynt. 

Both the Worlds fuffer. 

Ere we will eatc our Meale in feare,and fleepe 
In the affli&ion of thefe terrible Dreamcs, 

That (hake vs Nightly: Better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gayne our peace,haue fent to peace, 
Then on the torture of the Minde to lye 
In reftlefle extafie. 
r Duncane is in his Graue: 

After Lifcs fitfull Fcuer,he (keepes well, 

Treafon ha’s done his worft: nor Steele,nor Poyfon, 
Mallice domeftique, forraine Leuie, nothing. 

Can couch him further. 

Lady. Come on: 

Gentle my Lord,flcekeo’re your rugged Lookes, 

Be bright and Iouiall among your Guefts to Night. 

"Mach. So (hall I Loue,and fo I pray be you; 

Let your remembrance apply to Banque, 

Prefcnt him Eminence,both with Eye and Tongue: 
Vnfafe the while, that wee muft laue 
Our Honors in thefe flattering ftreames, 

And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 
Difguifing what they are. 

Lady. You muft leaue this. 

Trlach. 0 ,full of Scorpions is my Minde,deare Wife: 
Thou know’ft.that Banquo and his Fleam liues. 

Lady. Bu 



fall 
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'TTfiT But in them, Natures Coppie’s not eternc. 
Mach. There’s comfort yet,they are affaileable, 
be thou iocund: ere the Barhath flowne 
J, Cloyfter’d flight, ere to black Heccats fummons 
The (hard-borne Bcctle,with his drowfie hums, 

Hath rung Nights yawning Peale 
There ftiall be done a deed of dreadfull note. 
rjj. What’s to be done? 

Mtcb. Be innocent of the knowledge,deareft Chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed: Come,feeling Night, 
Skarfevp the tender Eye of pittifull Day, 

And with thy bloodic and inuifible Hand 
Cancell and teare to pieces that great Bond, 

Which keepes me pale. Light thickens, 

And the Crow makes Wing toth’ Rookie W ood: 

Good things of Day begin to droope.and drowfe. 

Whiles Nights black Agents to their Prey’s doe rowic. 
Thou marucU’ft army words: but hold thee (till, 

Things bad begun.make ftrong themfelues by ill: 
pry thee goe with me. Exeunt. 


Scena Tenia. 


Enter three Murtherers. 

1. But who did bid thee ioync with vs ? 

3. Macbeth. 

2 . He needes not our miftruft.fince he deliuers 
Our Offices, and what we haue to doe. 

To the direction iuft. 

1. Then ftand with vs: 

The Weft yet glimmers with fome ftreakes of Day. 
Now fpurres the lated T rauellcr apace. 

To gayne the timely lnne, end neerc approches 
Thcfubie&of our Watch. 

3. Hearke.I heareHorfcs. 

Banquo ivithin. Giucvsa Light there,hoa. 

2. Then’tis hee: 

The reft, that are within the note of expc&ation, 
Alreadie are i’ch’Court. 

1. His Hcifes goc about. 

3. Almoftamile:buthedo 2 svfually, 

So all men doc,from hence toth’ Pallace Gate 
Make it their Walke. 

Enter Banquo and Cleansyvith a 'Torch. 

2. A Light, a Light. 

3. ’Tis hee. 

1. Stand too’t. 

Ban. It will be Rayne to Night. 

1. Let it come downe. 

Ban. O, Trecherie J 
Flye good Tleans, flye, flye, flye. 

Thou may’ft reuenge. O Slauc! 

Who did ftrike out the Light? 

1. Was’t not the way ? 

3. There’s but one downe: the Sonne is fled. 

2. We haue loft 
Beft halfe of our Affaire. 

r. Well, let’s awry, and fay how much is done. 

Exeunt. 


Scoena Quart a* 


Banquetprefard. Enter (Macbeth, Lady, Rojfe, Lenox, 
Lords t dnd e/lttendants. 

Mach. You know your owne degrees,fit downe: 

At firft and laft,the hearty welcome. 

Lords. Thankes to your Maiefty. 

Mach. Our felfe will mingle with Society, 

And play the humble Hoft : 

Our Hofteffe keepes her State, but in beft time 
We will require her welcome. 

La. Pronounce it for me Sir, to all our Friends, 

For my heart fpeakcs,they arc welcome. 

Enter firft (JMurtberer. 

MacbSet they encounter thee with their harts thanks 
Both (ides arc euen: heere lie fit i’ch’mid’ft. 

Be large in mirth,anon wee’l drinke a Meafure 
The Table round. There’s blood vpon thy face. 

Mur. ’Tis 'Banquo's then. 

Mach. ’Tis better thee without, then he within. 
Ishedifpacch’d i 

Mar. My Lord his throat is cut, that I did for him. 
Mac. Thou art the beft o’th’Cut-tbroats, 

Yet hec’s good that did the like for Fleans; 

If thou did’ft it, thou art thcNon-pareill. 

Mur. MoftRoyall Sir 
Fleans is fcap’d. 

(Mach. Then comes my Fit againe: 

I had elfe beene perfeft; 

Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rocke, 

As broad, and gcnerall, as the cafing Ayre: 

But now I am cabin d, crib’d, confin’d, bound in' 

To fawey doubts, and feares. But Banquo’s fafe ? 

Mar. I,my good Lord : fafe in a ditch he bides. 

With twenty trenched gafhes on his head; 

The leaft a Death to Nature. 

Mach. Thankes for that: 

There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme that’s fled 
Hath Nature that in time will Venom breed. 

No teeth for th’prcfent. Get thee gone, to morrow 
Wee’J heare our felues againe. Exit Murderer. 

Lady. My Royall Lord, 

You do not giue the Cheere, thcFcaft is fold 
That is not often vouch’d, while ’tis a making : 

’Tis giucn,with welcome: to feede were beft athome: 
From thence, the- iawce to meatc is Ceremony, 

Meeting were bare without it. 

Enter the Ghoft of Banquo , and fits in Macbeths place. 

CMacb. Sweet Remembrancer: 

Now good digeflion waite on Appetite, 

And health on both. 

Lenox. M ay’t pleafe your Highnefle fit. 

"Mach. Here had we now our Countries Honor,roof'd. 
Were the grac’d perfon of our Banquo prclenc: 

Who, may I rather challenge forvnkindncffe. 

Then pitcy for Mifchance. 

Rojfe. Hisablcnce(Sir) 

Layes blame vpon his promife. Pleas’t your Highnefle 
To grace vs with your Roy all Company? 

Mcah.[ 
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j Mach. The table’s full, 

II hrnoxi Heercis aplacc'fEfcrtfitStf, 
l| Macb. Where ? 
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Lenox. Hccremy " - 

j.. hat is’c that rooties your fTighncflc ? 
i fjftdcb. W Inch of you Haue done this ? 

Lords. VVJigtj my good Lord ? 

Macb. Thou canft not fay Itlid ir: ncuer fliakc 
Tiiy goary loekes at me. 

Roffei GcAdemm rife,hiS’Htghneffe is no! well. 
Lady. Sit worthy Friend*: my Lord is often thus. 
jAnd hath beetTe from his youth. Pray you keepc Scat, 
The fit is momentary, vpon a thought 
He will againe be well. If much you 1 note him 
.You (hall offend him, and extern! his Paflion, 

I :Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man ? 

M^tb. I, and a bold one, that dare looke on that 
Which might appall the Diuell. 

> Ln. O proper ftufFe : 

Tfiisrs die vivy painting of your feare : 

This is the Ayte-drawho-Dagge# whiclvyou faitl 
‘Led you to ‘Duncan. O, theft - flawes and flares 
j(Impoftor$ idrruefcare) would well become 
A womans ftory, at a Winters fire : 

f Autlioriz.‘d by. her Grand am: fharue it felfe, 
jVVhy do you make fuch faces ? When all’s done 
You looke hilt ©n‘3 floolc. ...i : . 

Macb. P,rythee fee there : 

Behold, looke, loe, how fay you: 

Why what care I , if thou canft nod, fpeaketoo. 

IfCharnell houfes, and our Graues mud fend 
Thofe that we bury, backe; our Monuments 
Shall be the Mawesof Kytes. 

La. What? quite vnmann’d in folly. 

Macb. Ifi (land heere,Tfaw him. 

La. Fieforfbame. 

Much Bfiaodhath bene fired ere nowji’th’olden time 
Ere humane Statute purg'd the gentle Wealc: 

J,and fince too, Murthcrs haue bene perform’d 
Too terrible fpr the care. The tunes has bene. 

That when the 8raines wereour, the man would dye. 
And there an end: But now they rifeagainc 
• With twenty mortoll murthcrs on their crownes, - 
And pufli vs fironvour ftooles. This is more ftrange 
Then fuch a aiurther is. 

. L,a. My worthy Lord 
Your Noble Friends do lacke you. 
i .Macb. I do forget: 

Do not mufe at me my moft worthy Friends, 

I haue a ftrange infirmity,which is nothing 
To thofe thaadknow me. Come,louc 3»«1 health to all. 
Then lie fit downc: Giue me forae Wme,fill full: 

Enter Chop-. 

I driwke to tb’gcnnall ioy o'th'whole Table, 

And to our decre Friend r Bancjno i whomwemifle: 

Would he were hecrc:: to all,and him we thirft. 

And ail to all. . 

Lords. Our duties, an.d the pledge. 

C Mac. Auant, & quit my fight,let the earth hide thee: 
Thy bones are marrowleffe, thy blood is cold: 

Thou haft no Speculation in thofe eyes 
Which thoa d«ft glare with. 

La. Thinke of this good Pceres' > 

j But as a thing of Cuftome: ’Tisno other, 

: Onely it fpoyles the pleafiire of the time. 

I Macb. Whatman dare, I dare : 


Approach thou like the rugged 
The arm’d Rhinoceros, or th’Hircan Tiger 1 
Take any fhape but that, and my firnie Nerue s 
Shall neuer tremble. Or be aliue againe 

And dareme to the Defart with thyS word • 

1 f trembling I inhabit thea,proteft mee 
The Baby of a Girle. Hence horrible fihadow 
Vnreallmock’ry hence. Whyfo, being gone" 
lama man againe: pray you fit ftill. 

La. You haue displac’d the mirth. 

Broke the good meeting, with moft admir’d diforH 
Macb. Can fuch things be, ract » 

And ouercomc vs like a Summers Clowd 
Withoutour fpeciall wonder? Youmake’me(W 
Euen to the difpofition that I owe, n S e 

When now I thinke you can behold fuch fights 
And keepe the natural! Rubie of yourCheckes’ 
When mine is blanch’d with feare. * 

Rojje. What fights,my Lord ? 

La. I pray you fpcakenot: hegrowes worfc& w . 
Qaeflion enrages him : at once, goodnight. 

Stand not vpon the order ofyour going/ 

But go at once. 

Len. Goodnighyand better health 
Attend his Maiefty. 

La A kin* goodnight to all. 

Macc. It will nauc blood they fay: 

Blood will haue Blood : 

Stones haue beene knowne to moue,& Trees to fpcake • 
Atigurcs, and vnderftood Relations,haue 1 

By Maggot Pyes,& Choughes,&Rookesbroughtfati 
The fecret’ft man of Blood. What is the night? 

La. Almoftat oddeswithmorning,whichiswhich, 
Macb.Howhy’R thou that Alacduff denies his Derfon 
At our great bidding. 

La: Did you fend to him Sir ? 

Macb. I hesre it by the way : But I will fend; 
There’s not a one of them but in his houfe 
I keepe a Seruant Feed. I will to morrow 
(And betimes I will) to the weyard Sillers. 

More fhall they fpcake: for no w I am bent to know 
By the worft meanes, the worlft, for mine owne good. 
All caufirs fhall giue way, I am in blood 
Stepr in fo farre, that fhould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go ore: 

Strange things I haue in head, that will to hand. 
Which muft be a£led, ere they may be fcand. 

La. You lacke the feafon of all Natures,fleepe. 
Macb.Come,wcc'\ to fleepe: My ftrange & felf-abufe 
Is the initiate feare,that wants hard vfc; 

We are yet but yong indeed. Exeunt. 


Seem Quinta . 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches , meting 
Etecat. 

l. Why how now Hecat, you looke angerly ? 
Hec. Haue I not reafon (Beldams) as you ate? 
Sawcy,and ouer-bold, how did you dare 
To Trade, and Trafficke with Macbeth, 

In Riddles,and Affaires of death j 


And 
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■^jTtheMiftrh ofyour Charmes, 

The clofe contriuer ofall harmes, 

VVas neuer call’d to beare my part, 

0r foew the glory of our Art ? 

And which is worfe, all you haue done 
Hath bene but fora wayward Sonne, 

Spjght full,and wrathful!, who (as others do) 

Loues for his ownc ends, not for you. 
gut make amends now: Get you gon, 

And at the pit of Acheron 

Meete me i’ch’Morning: thither he 

\Vill come, to know his Deftinie, 

Your Veffels, and your Spels prouide. 

YourCharmes,and cuery thing befide; 
j am f° r th’Ayre: This night .1 le fpend 
y n to a difmall, and a Fatall end. 

Gre3t bufinefle muft be wrought ere Noone, 

Vpon the Corner of the Moonc 
There hangs a vap’rous drop, profound, 
lie catch it ere it come to ground; 

And that diftill’d by Magicke flights. 

Shallraife fuch Artificial! Sprights, 

Asby the ftrength oftheir illufion, 

Shall draw him on to his Confufion. 

He (hall fpurne Fate, fcorne Death, and beare 
His hopes ’boue Wi!edome,Grace,and Feare: 

Andyou all know,Security 
Is Mortals checfeft Enemie. 

M*/icke,and a Song. 

Hearke, I am call’d *my little Spirit fee 
Sits in a Foggy cloud,and ftayes for me. 

Sing within. Conte away, come awaygfre. 
i Come, let’s make haft, fhce’l foone be 
Backe againe. Exeunt. 


Scana Sexta. 


Snter Lenoxanother Lor da 

Lenox. My former Speeches, 

Haue but hit your Thoughts 
Which can interpret farther : Oncly I fay 
* Things haue bin ftrangely borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pittied of Macbeth : marry he was dead: 

And the right valiant Banquo walk'd too late. 

Whom you may fay (if t pleafe you ) Fleans kill'd, 

For Fleans fled : Men muft not walke too late. 

Who cannot want the thought,how monflrous 
Itwasfory^/c^/^and for Donalbane 
To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fa£I, 

How it did greeue Macbeth ? Did he not ftraight 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tcare, 

That were the Slaues of drinke, and thrallcs of fleepe ? 
Was not that Nobly done? 1 , and wifely too : 

For ’twould haue anger’d any heart aliue ' 

To hearc the men deny’c. So that I fay, 

He ha's borne all things well, and I do thinke. 

That had he Duncans Sonnes vndcr his Key, 

(AiS,and'c pleafe Heauen he fhall not) they fhould findc 
What ’twere to kill a Father: So (hould Fleans. 

But peace; for from broad words,and caufe he fayfd 
His prefence at the Tyrants Feaft, I heare 
CMacd'iffe lines in difgtace. Sir,can you tell 


Where he beftowes himfelfe ? 

Lord. The Sonnes of Duncatie 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth) 

Liues in the Englifh Command is receyu’d 
Of the moft Pious Edward, with fuch grace, 

That the maleuolence ofFortune, nothing 
Takes from his high refpedf. Thither Macduffe 
Is gone, to pray the Holy King, vpon his ayd 
To wake Northumberland,and warlike Sejward, 

That by the hclpe ofchefc (with him abouc ) 

To ratifie the Worke) we may againe 

Giue to our Tables meatc, fleepe to our Nights: 

Free from our Feafts,and Banquets bloody kniucs • 

Do faithful 1 Homage, and receive free Honors, 

All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath fo exafperatc their King, that hee 
Prepares for fome attempt of Warre. 

Len . Sent hero Afacduffe? 

Lord m He did : and with an abfoiutcSir,not I 
The dowdy Mcftcnger fcurnes me his backe. 

And hums; as who fhould fay, you*l rue the time 
That clogges me with this Anfwcr. 

Lenox . And that well might 
Aduifc him to a Caution, t hold what diftance 
His wifedome can prouide. Some holy Angell 
Flyc to the Court of England,and vnfold 
His Meffage ere he come, that a fwift blcfflng 
May fooric returne to this our fuffering Country, 

Vnder a hand accurs'd. 

Lord, lie fend my Prayers with him. Exeunt 


Alius Quart us. Scena Trim a. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches % 

i Thrice the brinded Cat hath mew’d, 
a Thrice,and once the Hcdge-Pigge whin’d. 
3 Harpicr cries,’tis time, ’tis time. 

1 Roundabout the Caldron go; 

Tn the poyfond EncraiJes throw 
Toad, that vnder cold ftone, 

Dayes and Nights, ha's thirty one: 

Sweltred Venom fleeping got, 

Boyle thoufirft i’th’charmcd pot. 

ML Double, double, toile and trouble ; 

Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

2 Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 

In the Cauldron boyle and bake: 

Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frogge, 

Wooll of Bat, and Tongue of Dogge: 

Adders Foike, and Blinde-wormes Sting, 
Lizards legge, and Howlets wing : 

For a Charme ofpowrefull trouble. 

Like a Hell.broth, boyle and bubble. 

Double, double, toyle and trouble, 

Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

3 Scale ofDragon, Tooth ofWolfc, 
Witches Mummey, Maw,and Gulfe 
Of the rauin’d falc Sea fharke: 

Rooce ofHemlocke, digg’d i th'darke; 

Liuer of Blalpheming lew. 

Gall ofGoate, and Slippes of Yew, 

Sliuct’d in the Mooncs Hcdipfe s 
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Nofe ofTurkc,and Tartars lips : 

Finger ofBirth-ftrangled Babe, 

Ditch-deliuer’d by a Drab, 

Make the Grevvell thicke, and (lab. 

Adde thereto a Tigers Chawdron, 

For th’Ingrcdience of our Cawdron. 

All. Double, double, toyle and trouble. 

Fire burne,and Cauldron bubble. 

z Coolc it with a Baboones blood, 

Then the Charmc is firmc and good. 

Enter Hecat.ar.dtbc other three Witches. 

Hitc. O well done: I commend your paines. 

And euery one (hall (hare i’ch'gaines: 

And now about the Cauldron ling 
Like Elues and Fairies in a Ring, 

Inchanting all that you put in. 

Jlfuficke an A a Song, ‘Blache Spirit s, (jrc. 
z By the pricking of my Thumbes, 

Something wicked this way comes: 

Open Lockes, who cuer knockes. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Mach. How now you fecret,black,8£ midnight Hags? 
What is’t you do? 

All. A deed without a name. 

Macb. I coniure you, by that which you Profcffe, 
(How ere you come to know it) anfwer me : 

Though you vntyc the Windes, and let them fight 
Againft tlieChurches: Though the yefty Waues 
Confound and fwallow Nauigation vp : 

Though bladed Come be lodg'd,& Trces blown downe, 
Though Cattles topple on their Warders heads : 
Though Pallaces, and Pyramids do (lope 
Their heads to their Foundations: Though the treafure 
Of Natures Germaine,tumble altogether, 

Eucn till dettrutttioa ficken: Anfwer me 
TowhatIaskeyou« 
l Speake. 
z Demand. 

3 Wcc’l anfwer. 

1 Say,if th’hadft rather heare it from our mout’nes. 

Or from our Matters. 

Macb. Call ’em : let me fee ’em. 
i Powre in Sowcs blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow: Greazc that’s fweaten 
From the Murderers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame. 

All. Come high or low: 

Thy Selfe and Office deafclyftiow. Thunder. 

i. Apparation,a» Armed Head. 
Macb. Tell me, thou vnknowne power. 

I Heknowes thy thought: 

Heare his fpeech, but fay thou nought. 

i Appar. Afacbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth: 

Beware Macduffe, 

Beware the Thane of Fife: difmiffe me. Enough. 

HeTefcends. 

Macb.VJhzt ere thou art,for thy good caution,thanks 
rhou haft harp’d my fcare aright. But one word mote. 

i He will not be commanded: hcerc’s another 
More potent then the firtt. , Thunder. 

■ z Apparition, a Bloody Childs. 
a Appar. acbeth , M.zebeth , Macbeth. 

Macb. Had 1 three cares, Il’d heare thee. 
z Appar. Be bloody, bold,8i refolute: 


Laugh to fcorne _ t ^ .... 

The powre of man : For none ofwoman born,. 

Shall harmc Masbeth. * 

Mac. Then liue Macdutfr.whit need I f e » 

But yet lie make affurance: double fure arc °f thee? 
And take a Bond of Fate: thou fhaltnot’liue 
That I may tell pale-hearted Feare, it lies • * 

And fleepe in fpight of Thunder. * 

3 Apparation,a Cbi/de frowned, withaJree • 

What is this, that rifes like the iffue of a Kj ng hls 
And weares vpon his Baby-brow, the round * 

And top of Soueraignty ? 

All. Liften, bur fpeake not too’t. 

3 Appar. Be Lyon mecled, proud,and take no « 
Who cha'es, who frets, or where Confpirers are - ^ 
Macbeth (hall ncuer vanquifh’d be, vntill 
Great Byrnam Wood, to high Dunimane Hill 
Shall come againft him. 

Maeb. That will neUer bee : e f ( end. 

Who can impreffc the lorreft, bid the Tree 
Vnfixc his earth-bound Root ? Sweet boadmenn „ . 
Rebellious dead, rife neuer till the Wood ; ^ 00 ^ : 
OfByrnan rife, and our high plac’d Macbeth 
Shall liue the LcafcofNature,pay his breath 
To time, and mortall Cuftome. "Yet my Hart 
Throbs to know one thing: Tell me, ifyour Art 
Can tell lb much : Shall Banquo's iffue euer 
Rcigne in this Kingdome ? 

All. Seeke to know no more. 

Macb. I will befatisfied. Deny me this, 

And an eternal] Curfe fall on you: Let me know.! 

Why finkes that Caldron { & what noife is this? Hohou, 
l Shew. •'* 

z Shew. 

3 Shew. 

All. Shew his Eyes.and greeue his Hart, 

Come like fhadowes, fo depart. 

AJhew of eight Kings, and 'Ban quo laftjvith A life 
in hls hand. 

Macb. Thou art too like the Spirit of Banquo: Down: 
Thy Crowne do’s feare mine Eye-bals. And thy haire 
Thou other Gold-bound Jbrow, is like the firft: 

A third, is like the former. Filthy Hagges, 

Why do you (hew me this? —— A fourth ? Stait eyes! 
What will the Line ftrecch outto’th’crackeofDoome? 
Another yet ? A feauenth? Jle fee no more: 

And yet the eight appeares, who beares a giaffe. 

Which fhewes me many more: and fome I fee, 

That two-fold Balks, and trebblc Scepters carry. 
Horrible fight: Now I fee’tis true. 

For the Blood-bolter’d Banquo fmilcs vpon me, 

And points at them for his. What? is this fo ? 

I I Sir,all this is fo. But why 
Stands (JHacbeth thus amazcdly ? 

Come Sifters, cheere we vp his fprights. 

And (hew the beft of our delights, 
lie Charme the Ayre to giue a found. 

While you performe your Antique round: 

That this great King may kindly fay. 

Our duties, did his welcome pay. 

The Witches Dance, and vanijh 

tjiiacb. Where are they ? Gone ? 

L et this pernitious houre. 

Stand aye accurfed in the Kalender. 

Cotne in, without there. 

Lenox. What’s your Graces will 


Muftcke. 


Enter Lem. 
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•J^Tsaw you the Weyard Sifters > ■ 

ttn ox. No my Lord. 

Macb. Came they not by you? 

Unox. No indeed my Lord. 

Macb. Infe&ed be the Ayre whereon they ride, 

^ ^mn’d all chofc that cruft them. I did heare 
The ga’-l°PP' l1 S ofHorle. Who was’t came by ? 

Len.'Tu two or three my Lord,that bring you word: 
Macduff * 1 * fled to England. 

Macb. Elcd to England ? 
lea. I,my good Lord. 

Macb. Time, thou anticipat'd my dread exploits: 

The flighty purpofe neuer is o re-tooke 
Voleffc the deed go with it. From this moment. 

The very firftlings of my heart (ball be 
[he firftlings of my hand. And eucn now 
ToCrovvn my thoughts with A6Is:be it thoght 8c done: 
qhcCzitte of Macduff, I will iuiprize. 

Seize vpon Fife; giue to ch’edge o’th Sword 
His Wife, his Babes,and all vnforcuoare Soules 
That trace him in his Line. No boafting like a Foole, 
This deed lie do, before this purpofe coolc, 

But no more fights. Where arc thefc Gentlemen ? 

Come bring me where they are. Exeunt 


Seen ci Secunda . 


Enter Macdvfcs JVtfejoer Son,and Rejfe. 

Wife. What had he done.to make him fly the Land? 
Ttyfli. You mufi haue patience Madam. 

Wife. He had none : 

His flight was madnefle: when our Actions do not, 

Our fearcs do make vs Traitors. 

Rojfe . You know not 
Whether it was his wifedome,or his feare. 

\trtfe % Wifedom? to leaue his wife,to lcaue his Babes, 
H’n Manfion,and his Titles, in a place 
From whence himfelfe do’s flye? He lours v* not. 

He wants the naturall touch. For the poors Wren 
(The aioft diminitiue ofBirds) will fight, 

Hcr yong ones in her Neft,againft the OsrJe ; 

All is the Feare, arid nothing is the Louc; 

As little is the Wifcdome, where the flight 
So runnes againft all reafon. 

Ttyffe. My dccrcft Cooz, 

1 pray you ichoolcyour fclfc. But for your Husband, 

He is Noble, Wife, Iudictous^nd beft knowes 
The fits oWSeafon. I dare not fpeake much further,* 

But crucli are the times, when we are Traitors 
|And do not know our fclues: when we hold Rumor 
HTcm what we feare, yet know not what we feare* v 
Butfioacc vpon a wilde and violent Sea 
Each way,and mouc. I take my leaue of you: 

Shall.net belong but l ie be heere againe: 

Things at the worft will ceafe or elfe clirr.bc vpward. 

To what they were before. My pretty Cofinc, 

Blcfling vpon you. . ; 

Wife. Father’d he Is, 

And yet hcc^s Father-ldTc, 

I am fo much"a Foole^ipuld I ftay longer 
It would be my dtigracc* and yauf.dffcon.ibi c. 

Itakc my leaue at onic. Exit life. 


(Fife. Sirra, your Fathers dead, 

And what will you do now? How will you liue f 
Son. As Birds do Mother. 

IFife. What with Wormes,and Flycs ? 

Son. Wich what I get I meane^nd fo do they. 

Wife. Poore Bird, 

Thou’dft ncuer Feare the Net, nor Lime, 

The Pitfall, nor the Gin. 

Son. Why fhould I Mother ? 

Poore Birds they are not fet for ; 

My Father is not dead for all your faying. 

Wife. Yes,he is dead : 

How wilt thou do for 3 Father? 

Son. Nay how will you do for a Husband ? 

Wife. Why I can buy me twenty at any Market. 

Son. Then you’l by ’em to fell againe. 

Wife. Thoufpeak’ft withailthy wit. 

And yet l’faith with wit enough for thee. 

Son. Wastmy Father a Traitor, Mother?! 

Wife. I, that he was. 

Son. Whac is a Traitor? 

Wife. Why one that fwcares,and lyes. 

Son. And be all Traitors,that do fo. 

Wife. Euery one that do’s fo, is a Traitor, 

And mutt be hang’d. 

Son. And muft they all be bang’d, that fwear and lye ? 
Wife. Euery one. 

Son. Who muft hang theme 
Wife. Why ,the honeft men. 

Son. Then the Liars and Swearers arc Fools:for there 
are Lyars and Swearers cnowj to bcate the honeft men, 
and hang vp them. 

Wife. Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie: 

Bui how wdt thou do for a Father ? 

Son. If he were dead, youl’d weepeforhim : if you 
would not, it were a good figne, that I fhould quickcly 
haue a r.ew Father. 

Wife. Poore pratler,how thou talk’ft ? 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef Bleffe you faire Dame: I am not to you known. 
Though in your ftatc ofHonov I am perfeft; 

1 doubt fome danger do’s approach you neerely. 

If you will take a homely mans adu'ce, 

Be not found heere : Hence with your little onci 
Tofrigluyouthus. Me thinkes I am too fauage: 

To do worfc to you. were fell Cruelty, 

Which is too nie your perfon. Heauen pr&erue you, 

I dare abide no longer. Exit Meffiengtr 

Wife. Whether (hould I flye ? 

I haue done no harme. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world: where to do harme 1 
Is often laudable, to do good fometime 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alas) 

Do I put vp chat womanly defence^ 

To fay I haue done no harme? 

What arc thefe faces ? 

Enter Murthcrers . 

Mur. Where is your Husband ? 

Wife. I hope in no place fo vnfan&ifiedj 
Where (uch as thou may’ft finde him; 

Mur. He’s aTraitor. 

Son. 1 bon ly’ft thou fiiagge-car’d Villaine/ 

Mur. WhatyouEgge? 

Yong fry of Treachery ? 

Son. H ” ha’s kill’d me Mother^ 

Ruu away I pray you, Exit crying Mnrther 
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Enter. Malcolme and Macduff*. 

Mai. Let ys feeke ouc fome defolatc (hade, & there 
Wcepeour fad bolomcs empty* 

CMacd. Let vs rather 

Hold fall the morcall Sword: and like good men, 
Beftridc our downfall Birthdome : each new Morne, 
New Widdowcs howle, new Orphans cry,new forovves 
Strike heauen on the face, that it relounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 
Like Syllable of Dolour. 

Mai. What I beleeue,, He waile ; 

What know, beleeue; and what I can redreffe. 

As I ftull finde the time to friend : I wil. 

What you haue fpoke, it may be fo perchance. 

T his Tyrant, whofe foie name blifters our tongues, 

Was once thought honeft: you haue lou’d him well. 

He hath not touch'd you yet. I am yong,but fomething 
You may difeerne of him through me, and wifedomc 
To offer vp a wcake,poore innocent Lambe 
T'appcafe an angry God. 

Macd . I am not treacherous. 

Male . But Macbeth is* 

A good and vercuous Nature may rcccylc 
In an Imperiall charge. But I fhall crane your pardon: 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpolc; 
Angels are bright (fill, though the brighter! fell. 

Though all things foule, would wear the brows of grace 
Yet Grace muff (fill looke fo. 

Macd. I haue loft my Hopes. 

Male . Perchance cuen there 
Where I did finde my doubts. 

Why in that rawneffe left you Wifc,and Childe ? 

Tbofe precious Motiucs, thofc ftrong knots of Loue, 
Without lcauc-caking. Ipravyou, 

Let not my Iealoufies, be your Difhonors, 

But mine ownc Safeties :you may be rightly iuft. 

What euer I fhall thinke. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed poorc Country, 

Great Tyrrany,Iay thou thy bafisfure. 

For goodnefle dare not check thee: wear thy wrongs. 
The Title, is affear’d. Far thee well Lord, 

I would not be the Villaihc that thou think’ft. 

For the wholcSpace that’s in the TyrantsGrafpe, 

And the rich Eaft to boot. 

Mai. Benot offended: 

I fpeake not as in abfQlutc feare of you : . 

I thinke our Country fiokes beneath the yoake. 

It vveepes, it bleeds,and each new day a ga(h 
Ts added to her wounds. I thinke wkhall. 

There would be hands vplifted in my right: 

And hecre from gracious England haue I offer 
Of goodly thoufands. ; But for all this, 

WhenJfhail creade vpon theTyrants head. 

Or yvrarc it on my Sword; yet my poore Country]. 

Shall haue more vices then it had before, 
ore fuffcr,and more iundry wayes then eucr,j 
y him that fhall fucceede.- 
Macd. What fhould he be ? 

Mol. It is my felfe I roeane: in whom I know 
All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, 


That when they (toll bcoWd~biI^kT^r7-^ 
WUlfeeme as pure as Snow, and -the poor- 
Efteeme him as a Lambe, being coinpar'H 5Utc 
W ith my confineleffc harmes. " 

Macd. Not in the'Legions 
Ofhornd Hell, can come a Diucll more A 3nyn ,, 

In euils, to top "Macbeth, mn ^ 

Mai, I grant him Bloody, 

Luxurious, Auaricious, Falfe, Deceitfull 
Sodaine, Malicious, fmacking of euery fin ne 
That ha’s a name. But there’s no bottome non 
In my Voluptuoufneffc : Your Wiues,yourD a L 
Your Matrons, and your Maides, could not fin ght ” ! 
The Cefterne of my Lull,and my Defire ^ 
All continent Impediments would ore-beare 
That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth 
Then fuch an one to reigne. 

Macd, Boundlefie intemperance 
In Nature is a Tyranny: It hath beene 
I h'vntimcly emptying of the happy Throne, 

And fall of many Kings. But feare not yet ' 

To take vpon you what is yours: you may 
Conueyyour pleafurcs in a (paciouj plenty, 

And yet feeme cold. The time you may fo hoodwink, 
\\ e haue willing Dames enough: there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to deuoure fo many 

As will to Greatnefle dedicate thcmfclues, 

Finding it fo indinde. 

Mai. With this, there growes 
In my mofi ill-compos d Affe<f!ion,fuch 
A ftanchlefle Auarice, that were I King, 

I ihould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, 

Defire his Jewels, and this others Houfe, 

And my morc-hauing, would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I Ihould forge 
Quarrels vmutt again!! the Good and Loyal), 
Dcftroying them for wealth. 

Macd. This Auarice 

ftickcs deeper; growes with more pernicious roote 
Then Summer-leeming Lull: and it hath bin 
The Sword of our (laine Kings: yet do not feare, 
Scotland hath Foyfons, to fill vp your will 
Ofyour meere Owne. All thefe arc portable, 

With other Graces weigh'd. 

Md. But I haue none. The King-becoming Graces, 
As Iuftice, Verity, Tcmp’rancejStablenelfc, 
Bounty, Pcrfeuerance, Mercy, Lowlinefle, 
Deuotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude, 

I haue no rellilh of them, but abound 
In the diuifion ofeach feuerall Crime, 

Adting it many wayes. Nay.had I powre, I Ihould 
Poure the fweet M ilke of Concord,into Hell, 

V prore the vniuerfall peace, confound 
All vnity on earth. 

Macd. O Scotland, Scotland. 

Mai. Iffucha one be fit to gouerne, Ipeake: 

I am as I haue fpoken. 

Mdc.Fit to gouernPNo not to liue.O Natio roiferable 
With an vntitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 

When (halt thou fee thy wholiomedayes againe? 
Since that the truefl Iflue of thy Throne 
By his owne Interdiction (lands accuft, 

A nd do’s blafpheme his breed ? Thy Royall Father 
Was a moftSainted-King: the Quecne that bore thee, 
Oftner vpon her kntts, then on her feet, 

Dy’de euery day Ihcliu’d. Fare thee well, 
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rheftEuilsthou repeat’d vpon thy felfe, 

Jjaih banifh’d me from Scotland. O my Brcft, 


Thv hope ends heere. 

1 Macduff, this Noble pafiion f 

rhilde of integrity, hath from my loule 

a'ip’d the blacke Scruples, reconcil d my thoughts 

To thy good Truth, and Honor. Diucllifh (Jliacbeth, 

Rvmail f°f thefe traines, hath fought to win me 

into his power: and modeft Wifedomc pluckes me 

c r om ouer-credulous haft: but God abouc 

pealcbetweene thecandme; Foreuennovv 

I put my felfe co thy Direction, and 

y n fpeake mine owne detraction, Heere abiure 

ybe taints,and blames I Iaidevpon my felte, 

r ot (hangers to my Nature. I am yet 

y n knowne to Woman, neuer wasforfworne, 

Scarfely haue coueted what was mine owne; 

At no time broke iny Faith, would not b«tra y 

•[■beDeuillto his Fellow, and delight 

^oleffe in truth then life. My firtt falfe fpeaking 

Wa$ this vpon my felfe. What I am truly 

js thine, and my poore Countries to command : 

Whither indeed, before they hscreappioa :h 
Old Seyvard with ten thoufand warlike men 
Already at a point, was fctcing foorth: 

Nowwce’l together, and the chance of goodnefle 
Belikeonr warranted Qnarrell. Whyareyoufilent ? 

Macd Such welcome, and vnwelcom things at once 
»Tis bard to reconcile. 

Enter a Doctor. 

Md. Well, mote anon. Coroes the King forth 


I pray yon ? 

Dott. I Sir: there are a crew of wretched Soules 


That flay his Cure: their malady conuinccs 
The great artay of Art. But at his touch, 

Such (anility hath Heauen giuen his hand. 

They prefently amend. Exit. 

Aid. I thankeyouDoilor, 

Macd. What’s the Difeafs he meanes ? 

Md. Tis call’d theEuill. 

Amoft myraculbus worke in this good King, 

Which often fince my hecre remaine in England, 

I haue feene him do: How he folicitcs heauen 
Himfelfe beft knowes: but ftrangely vifited people 
All fwolneand Vlcerous, pittifoll to the eye, 4 
ThemeeredifpaireofSurgery, he cures. 

Hanging a golden ftampe about their neckes, 

Pat on with holy Prayers, and ’tis fpoken 

Tothe fucceeding Royalty he leaues 

The healing Bcnediilion. With this ftrange yertue, 

He hath aheauenly guifr ofProphefie, 

And fundry Bleflings bang about his Throne, 

That fpeake him full of Grace. 

Enter Rojfe. 

Macd. See who comes heere. 

Male. My Countryman: but yet I know him nor. 

Macd. My euer gentle Cozen, welcome hither. 

Afalc. I know him now. Good God betimes remoue 
The meanes thac makes vs Strangers, • 

Rofe. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 

R»Jfe. Alas poore Countrcy, 

Almoft affiaid to know it felfe. It cannot 

Be call’d our Mother, but our Graue; where nothing 

But who knowes nothing, is once feenc to fmilc: 

Where fighes,and groanes,and fhricks that rent the ayre 


Arc made, not mark’d : Where violent forrow feemes 
A Moderne extafie: The Deadmans knell, 

Is there fearfe ask’d for who, and good mens Hues 
Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 

Dying, or ere they ficken. 

* Macd. Oh Relation; too nice,ar.d yet too true. 

Male. What’s the neweft griefe ? 

'JRoJfe. That of an hourcs age,doth hi He the fpeaker, 
Fach minute teemes anew one. 

Macd. How do’s my Wife? 

Rofe. Why well, 
t Macd. And all my Children ? 

Rofe. Well too. 

Macd. The Tyrant ha’s not batter’d at their peace ? 
A’<y 7 e.No,they were wel at pcacc,when I did leaue 'cm 
Macd, Be not a niggard ofyour fpcech : HovVgos’t? 
Rcfe. When I came hither ro tranfport the Ty dings 
Which I haue heaui’y borne, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellovves, that were out. 

Which was to my belcefc witneft the rather. 

For that I law the Tyrants Power a-foot. 

Now is the time of helpe: your eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldiours, make our women fight, 

To doffe their dire diftreflVs, 

Male. Bee’t their comfort 
We are ccmming thither : Gracious England hath 
Lent vs good Sejward, and ten thoufand men. 

An older, and a better Souldier, none 
That Chrittendome giucs out. 

Rofe. Would 1 could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I haue words 
That would be howl’d out in thedefertayre. 

Where hearing fhould not latch them. 

CMacd. What concernc they. 

The generall caufe, or is it a Fee-griefe 
Due to fome fingle breft ? 

Rofe. No minde that’s honeft 
Butin it (hares lome woe, though the mainc part 
Pcrtaincs to you alone. 

Macd . Ifitbcmine 

Keepc it not from me, quickly let me haue it. 

Rofe. Let not your cares difpife my tongue for euer. 
Which fhall poflefle them with the heauieft found 
That euer yet they heard. 

Macd. Humh: I guefle at it. 

Rofe, Your Caftle is furpriz'd: your Wife,and Babes 
Sauagcly flaughter’d :To relate the manner 
Were on the Quarry of thefe murtherd Deere 
To adde the death of you. 

Male. Mercifull Heauen: 

What man, nc’re pull your hat vpon your browes: 

Giue forrow words; the griefe that do’s not fpeake, 
Whifpers the o’re-fraught heart,andbidsit brcakc. 
Aincd. My Children too? 

Ro. Wife,Children,Seruants,all that could be found. 
Macd. And I muft be from thcnce?My wife kii’d toof 
Rofe. I haue (aid. 

Male. Be comforted. 

Let’s make vs Med’cines of our great Reuenge, 

To cure this deadly greefe. 

(Macd. He ha’s rto Children. All my pretty onei ? 1 
Did you fay All ? Oh Hell-Kite J All ? 

What, All my pretty Chickens, and th^ir Damme 
At one fell fwoope ? 

Male. Difputeitiikeaman* 

Macd. I (hall do fo; 

Nn t But^ 
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But I mutt alfo fccle ic at a man; 

I cannot but remember fuch things were 

That were moft precious to me : Did heauen looke on, 

And would not taketheir pare ? Sinfull Macduff, 

They were all ftrooke for thee : Naught that I am. 

Not for their owns demerits, but for mine 

Fell flaughter on their foules: Heauen reft them now. 

MaL Be this the Whctftoneofyour fword, let griefe 
Conuert to anger: blunt not the heart,enrage ic. 

TAacd. OI could play the woman with mine eyes. 
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heaucns, 
Cut fhorc all intermiftion: Front to Front, 

Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felfe 
Within my Swords length let him, if he fcape 
Heauen forgiue him too. 

Mai. This time goes manly: 

Come go we to the King, our Power is ready. 

Our lacke is nothing but our leaue. t Macbeth 

Is ripefor fhaking, and the Powrcs aboue 

Put on their Inftruments: Receiue what chccre you may. 

The Night is long, that neuer findes the Day. Exeunt 


ABus Quintus . Seem Trima. 


TbeTragedieof zSMacbeth. 


Enter a Doctor cfPhjfcke, and a (Tayting 
Gentlewoman. 

Dolt. I haue too Nights watch’d with you, but can 
perceiue no truth in your report. When wasitfiteelaft 
walk’d ? 

Gent. Since his Maicfty went into the Field, I haue 
feene her rife from her bed, throw her Niglu-Gown vp- 
pon her, vnlocke her Cloftet, take foorch paper, folde 11, 
write vpon’t, read ir, afterwards Seale it, and againe rc- 
turne to bed j yet all this while in a moftfaftfieepe. 

Doll. A great perturbation in Nature, toreceyueat 
once the benefit of ficep, and do the cffe&s of watching. 
In this Aumbry agitation, befides her walking,and other 
a&uall performances, what (at any time) haue you heard 
her fay ? 

Gent. That Sir,which I will not report after her, 

Doll. You may to me, and ’tis raoft meet you foould. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one.hauing no witnefle 
to confirme my fpecch. Enter Lady,with a Taper. 

Lo you, heere fhe comes : This is her very gmfe,and vp- 
on my life faft afleepe: obferue her,(land clofe. 

Doll. How came ilie by that light? 

Gent. Why it Ptood by her: ftie ha’s light by her con¬ 
tinually,’tis her command. 

Dell. You fee her eyes are open. 

Gent. I but their fenfe are fiiut. 

Doll. What is it Are do’s now ? 

Looke how (lie rubbes her hands. 

Gent. It is an accufiom’d action with her, to feeme 
thus waAiing her hands: I haue knownc her continue in 
this aquarterofanhoure. 

Lad. Yetheere’s a fpot. 

Dell. Heark,Aie fpeaks, I will fee downe what comes 
from her, to fatisfie my remembrance the more ftrongly. 

La. Out damned fpot: out I fay. One :Two: Why 
then ’tis time to doo’t: Hell is murky. Fye,my Lord,fie, 
a Souldiet,and affear’d? what need wefeare?who knowes 
it, when none can call our powrc to accompt; yet who 


would haue thought the olde man to hai^hTT, . 
blood in him. lc * fo rtm, 

Dolt. Do youmarkethat? 

Lad.Thc Thane of Fife, had a wife „ 

What will thefe hands ne’re be cleaned N 0 IS ^ 1{n °" 
my Lord, no more o’that ; you marreall 
ting. 1 this 

Dolt. Go too, go too: 

You haue knowne wharyou fhould not. 

Gent. She ha’s fpoke What Ahee Aiould not r 

of that: Heauen knowes what fheha’s known’ 1 ^ ^ 

La. Heerc’s the fmell of the blood ftiH . 'ij , 

fumes of Arabia will not fwceten this little h P Cr ' 

Oh,oh,oh.' ‘ ‘ 

Dell. What a figh is there? The hart is forelu u 
Cent. I would not haue fuch a heart in m , 
for the dignity of the whole body. y 

Doll. Well,w«ll,well. 

Gent. PrayGoditbefir. 

Doll. This difeafe is beyond my praflife. Vet u 
knowne thofc which haue walkt in their Aeen Lki l 
dyed holily in their beds. p,Who hl “‘ 

Lad. Wafii your hands, put on your Night-Go«n P 
ooke not fopale: I tell you yet againe Banquoh bud? 
he cannot come out on sgraue. 

Dolt. Eucn fo ? 

Lady. To bed, to bed: there's knocking «the » (t . 
Come,come, come, come, giue me your hand : Whji 
done, cannot be vndone. To bcd,to bed, to bed. * 

Doll. Will Are go now to bed ? 

Gent. Direftly. 

Doll. Foule whifp’rings are abroad; Vnnatural!deeds 
Do breed vnnaturall troubles: infededmindes 
To their deafe pillowcs will difeharge their Secrets : 
More needs Are thcDiutne, then the Phyfitian: 
God.God forgiue vs all. Looke after her, 

Rcmoue from her the meanes of all annoyance, 

And Adi keepe eyes vpon her: So goodnight, * 

My minde fhe ha’s mated, and amaz’d rr.y fight> 

I thinke,but dare not fpeake. 

Cent. Good nighc good Doctor. Sxa ut. 

Seem Secunda. 


Drum and Colours. Enter Menteth, Cathnes, 
Angus, Lenox, Soldiers. 

Afent. The Engliflr powre is neerejed on by Malcolm, 
His Vnkle Seyward, and the good Macduf. 

Reuengcs burne in them: for their deere caufes 
Would to the bleeding, and the grim Alarme 
Excite the mortified man. 

Ang. Neerc Byruan wood 
Shall we well meet them,that way are they comming. 
Cath. Who knowes if Donalbane be with his broth?!' 
Len. For certaineSir,he is not: I haue a File 
Of all the Gentry ; there is Seywardt Sonne, 

And many vnruffe youths, that euen now 
Proteft their firft of Manhood, 

Afent. What do’s the Tyrant. 

Cath. Great Dunfinane he ftrongly Fortifies: 
Some fay hee’s mad; Others, that leffer hate him. 

Do call it valiant Fury, but for certaine 
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.^^c-idThis- diftemper’d caufe 
^ithin the belt of Rule. 

An?. Now do’s he fccle 
a;, feaet Murthers flicking on his hands, 

Jjo-v minutely Reuolts vpbraid his Faith-breach: 

Vhofe he commands, moue onely in command, 
KTorhineinloue -.Now do’s hefeelehis Title 
ft.pg looie about him, like a Giants Robe 
Vpon a dwarfifh Theefe. 

'jlLcnt. Who then fti all blame 
a\s neftcr’d Senfcs to recoyle,and ftart, 
iVlien all that is within him, do’s condemne 
It felfe, for being there. 

Cath. Well, march we on, 

To mue Obedience, where ’tis truly ow’d : 
u e ct we the Mcd’cine of the fickly Weale, 

\nd with him poure we in our Countries purge. 

Each drop of vs. 

lenox. Or fo much as it needes, 
TodewtheSoucraignc Flower,and drowne the Weeds: 
Make we our March towards Birnan. Exeunt marching. 

SCiena Tertia . 


Enter Macbeth, Doctor,and Attendants. 

Macb. Bring me no more Rcports,let them Aye all: 
TillByrnane wood rcmoue to Dunfinane, 

I cannot taint with Feare. What’s the Boy CMalcelme ? 
Was he not borne of woman ?The Spirits that know 
All mortall Confequcnces, haue pronounc’d me thus: 
Feare not Macbeth, no man that’s borne of woman 
Shall ere haue power vpon thee. Then Ay falfe Thanes, 
And mingle with the Englifh Epicures, 

The minde I fway by, and the heart I beare. 

Shall neuer fagge with doubt, nor Aiake with feare. 

Enter Seruant. 

The diuell damne thee blacke,thou cream-fac’d Loonc .• 
Where got’ft thou that Goofe-looke. 

Ser. There is ten thoufand- 

Macb. Gecfc Villaine? 

Ser. Souldiers Sir. 

Macb. Go pricke thy face, and ouer-red thy feare 
Thou Lilly-liuer’d Boy. What Soldiers,Patch ? 

Death of thy Soule, thofc Linneo chcekes of thine 
AreCounfailers tofeare. What Soldiers Whay-face? 
Ser. TheEngliAa Force,fopleafeyou. 

Macb. Take thy face hence. Seyton, lam fick at hart. 
When! behold : Seyton ,I fay, this pufh 
Will cheere me euer, or dif-eatc me now. 

Ihaueliu’dlong enough, my way of life 
Is falnc into the Scare, the yellow Leafe, 

And that which Qiould accompany Old-Age, 

As Honor, Loue,Obedience, Tvoopes of Friends, 

I muft not looke to haue : but in their fteed, 

Curfes, not lowd butdeepc. Mouth-honor, breath 
Which the poore heart would faine deny,eind dare not. 
Seyton ? 

Enter Seyton. 

Sey. What’s your gracious plcafure ? 

CMacb. WhatNewe;more? 

* Sey. All is confirm’d my Lord,which was reported. 
Macb.lk fightjtill from my boncs,my Aefh be backt. 


Giue me my Armor. 

Seyt. ’Tis not needed yet. 

Macb. lie put it on: . 

Send out moe Horfes, skirre the Country round. 

Hang thofe that talkc of Feare. Giue me mine Armor: 
How do’s your Patient, Do&or ? 

Doll. Notfofickc my Lord, 9 

As fhe is troubled with thickc-comming Fancies 
That keepe her from her reft. 

Macb. Cure of that: 

Can’ft thou not Minifter to a minde difeas’d, 

Pluckc from the Memory a rooted Sorrow, 

Raze out,the written troubles of the Braine, 

And with fome fwectObliuious Antidote 
Cleanfe the ftuffi: bofomc, of rhar perillous Auffe 
Which weighes vpon the hearc ? 

Dolt. Therein the Patient 
Muft minifter to himfelfe. 

Macb. Throw Phyficke to the Dogs, lie none ofit. 
Come, put mine Armour on: giue me my Staffe : 

Seyton , lend out: Do£or, the Thanes Aye from me: 
Come fir, difpatch. Ifthou could’ft Do&or, caft: 

The Water of my Land, fir.deher Difeafe^ 

And purge it to a found and priftiue Health, 

I would applaud thee to the very Eccho, 

That fhould applaud againe. Pulft off I fay, 

Wb3t Rubarb, Cyme, or what Purgatiue drugge 
Would feowre thefe EngliAi hence :hear*ft of them? 

Doll. I my good Lord : yourRoyall Preparation 
Makes vs hcarefomething. 

Macb. Bring it after me: 

I will not be affraid ofDeaih and Bane, 

Till Birnane Forreft come to Dunfinane. 

Doll. Were I from Dunfinane away,and cleere. 
Profit againe fhould hardly draw me heere. Exeunt 


Seem Quart a* 


/ Drum and ffolours. Enter LMalcohne^Scywetrd, Macduffc, 
Seywards Sonne, Menteth , Cathnes, j 4 ngw, 
and Soldiers Marching. 

Male. Cofins,! hope the dayes arcncercac hand 
That Chambers will be fafe. 

Merit. We doubt it nothing. 

Syerv . What wood is this before vs ? 

Ment , The wood of Birnane. 

Male,. Let euery Souldier hew him downe a Bough, 
And beai’c before him, thereby fhall we fhadow 
The numbers of our Hoaft > and make difcoucry 
Errein report of vs. 

Sold . Itflxsll be done. 

Syw. We Icarne no other, but the confident Tyrant 
Keepes ftill in Dunfinane,and will indure 
Our fetting downe befor’t. 

Male. Tis his mainc hope; 

For where there is aduantage to be giuen. 

Both more and lefle haue giuen him the Rcuolt, 

And none ferue with him, but conftrained things, 

Whofe hearts are abfent too. 

iMacd. Let our iuftCenfures 
Attend the true euent, and put we on 

n n 3 Induftriousf 
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Induftrious Souldierftiip. 

Sey. The time approaches. 

That will with due decifion make vs know 
What we (hall fay we haue.and what we owe: 
Thoughts fpeculatiue, their vnfure hopes relate, 

But certainc iflue, ftroakes mufl arbitrate, 

Towards which,aduance the warre. Exeunt marching 


The Tragedie ofijSMacbeth. 


Scena 0 uinta. 


Comes toward Dunfinane. Arme.Amie an 7 

Ifthis which he auouches, do’s appeare, * ^° Ut > 

There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying h cre 

I'ginnetobea-weary oftheSun/ ’ 

And wifli th’ettatc o th’world were now vnH 
Ring the Alarum Bel!, blow Winde. come 
At leafl wce’l dye with Harneflc on our backe 3 *^’ 


Scena Sexta . 


Enter Macbeth , Seyton, & Sonldiers, with, 

Drum and Colours. 

(JMacb. Hang out our Banners on the outward walls, 
The Cry is (till, they come: our Caftlcs ftrength 
Will laugh a Siedge to fcorne: Hecre let them lye, 

Till Famine and the Ague eate them vp : 

Were they not forc’d with thofe that fhould be ours, 
We might haue met them darefull, beard to beard, 

And beate them backward home. What is that noyfe ? 

A Cry within of If'omen. 

Sej. It is the cry of women, my good Lord. 

Macb. I haue almoft forgot the tafte of Feares: 

The time ha’s beene, my fences would haue cool’d 
To heare a Nighc-Ihrieke, and my Fell ofhaire 
Would at a difmall Treatifc rowz.e, and fkirre 
As life were in’t. I haue fupt full with horrors, 
Direnefie familiar to my flaughterous thoughts 
Cannot once Bart me. Wherefore was that cry ? 

Sey . The Queene fmy Lord) is dead. 

Macb. She fhould haue dy’deheereafcer; 

There would haue beene a time for lhch a word: 

To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 

Creepes in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the laB Syllable of Recorded time: 

And all our yefterdayes, haue lighted Fooles 
Theway to dufly death. Out, out,breefe Candle, 

Life’s but a walking Shadow,a poore Player, 

That Bruts and frets bis houre vpon the Stage, 

And then is heard no more. It is a Tale 
Told by an Ideot, foil of found and fury 
Signifying nothing. Enter a CMeflengtr. 

Thou coin’ll to vfethy Tongue ;thyStory quickly. 

Mef. Gracious rryLotd, 

I fhould report that which I fay I faw. 

But know not how to doo’t. 

Macb. Well, fay fir. 

Mef. As 1 did Band my watch vpon the Hill 
I look’d toward Byrnane, and anon me thought 
The Wood began to moue. 

AEacb. Lyar,and Slaue. 

Mef. Let me endure your wrath, if’t be nor fo : 
Within this three Mile may you fee it coti/ming, 

I fay, a mcuingGroue. 

lyjacb. If thou lpeak’B fhlfe, 

Vpon the next Tice fhall thou hangaliue 
Till Famine cling thee: If thy fpecch be footh, 

I cate not it thou dofl for me as much. 

I pull in Refolution, and begin 
To doubt th’Equiuocationof the Fiend, 

That lies like truth. Feare not,till Byrnane Wood 
Do come to Dunfinane,and now a Wood 


Drttmme and Colours. 

Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduffe,and their ; 
wiib'Bcugbes. 

Mai. Nowneereenough: 

Yourleauy Skreenes throw downe. 

And (hew like thofe yon are: Yon (worthy Vr.kl \ 
Shall with my Cofin your right Noble Sonne * 
Leadc our firfi Battell. Worthy Macduffe, and w cc 
Shall take vpon s what elfe remaines to do, 

According to our order. 

Sey. Fare you well: 

Do we but finde the Tyrants power to night, 

Let vs bcbeaten,ifwccannotfighc, ° * 

yWMakc all our T rumpets fpeak.giue the all breath 
Thofe clamorous Harbingers ofBlood,& Death, 

A/arums continued. 



Scena Septima. 


Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. They haue tied me to a ftake, I cannot fiye, 
But Beare-Iike 1 muft fight the courfe. What’s he 
That was not borne of Woman? Such a one 
Am I to feare, or none. 

Enter young Seyward* 

T.Sey . Whacis thy name ? 

Macb . Thou’lt be affraid to heare it. 

T.Sey. No: though thou call’ft thy felfe ahotername 
Then any is in hell. 

Macb. My name’s CWacbefh. 
T.y^.Thediuellhirnfelfc could not pronounce a Title 
More hatefull to mine earc. 

Macb. No: nor more fearcfulk 
T.Sey. Thou lycft abhorred Tyrant,with my Sword 
He proue the lye thou fpeak ft. 

Fight > andyoung Seywardfaint, 
ATacb. Thou was’t borne of woman ; 

But Swords I fmile at, Weapons laugh to fcorne, 
Braudifh’d by man that’s of a Womafflome. frit, 

AUyhws . Enter Macduffe, 

Macd. That way the noife is: Tyrant Chew thy face, 
If thou bceft flaine, and with no ftroake of mine, 

My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will haunt me ftill: 

I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes, whofe armes 
Ate hyr’d to beare their Staues; either thou Macbeth, 
Or eife my Sword with an vnbattered edge 
I {heath againe vndeeded. There thou {Tiould’ft be, 

By this great clatter, one ofgreateft note 

Scenes 






TheTragedie cf<S\£acbeth. 
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bruited. Lee me findc him Fortune, 
more ^ kcgg e not * Exit. Alarums. 

Enter <Jblalcolmc and Seyward. 

This way my Lord,thc Cattles gently rendred : 
the Tyrants people,on both fidcs do fight. 

The Noble Thanes do brauciy in the Warre. 

The day almoft it felfe profelTes yours, ' 

A nd little is to do. 

Male. We haue met with Foes 
That ftrike befidevs. 

Sey. Enter Sir,theCafllc. Exeunt. Alarum 
Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. Why fhould I play the Roman Foole,and dye 
On mine ownefword? whiles I fee liues,:he gafhes 
Oo better vpon them. 

Enter Macduffe. 

Macd. Turne Hell-hound, turne. 

Macb. Of all men elfe I haue auoyded thee : 
gut get thee backe, my foulc is too much charg’d 
With blood of thine already. 

iJMacd. I haue no words, 

My voice is in my Sword, thou bloodier Villainc 
Then tearing can giue thee out. Fight: Alarum 

Macb . Thouloofcft labour, 

Ascafie may’ft thou the intrenchant Ayre 

With thy kcenc Sword impreffe.as make me bleed : 

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Crefts, 

I beare a charmed Life, which muft not yeeld 
To one of woman borne. 

Macd. Difpairc thy Charme, 

And let the Angell whom thou ftill haft feru’d 
Tell thee, Macduffe was from his Mothers womb 
Vntimely ript. 

Mack• Accurfed be that tongue thac tels mccfo ; 

For it hath Cow’d my better part of man : 

And be thefc Iugling Fiends no more belccu’d. 

That palter with vs in a double fence. 

That keepe the word ofpromife to our care, 

And breake it to our hope. lie not fight with thee. 

Macd. Then yccld thee Coward, 

And liue to be the {hew, and gaze o’ch’time. 

Wee’l haue thee^s our rarer Monfters are 
Painted vpon 3 pole,and vndcr-writ, 

Heere may you fee the Tyrant. 

Macb. I will not yeeld 

To kifle the ground before young Malcolmes feet. 

And to be baited with the Rabbles curfe. 

Though Byrnane wood be come to Dunfinane, 

And thou oppos’d, being of no woman borne. 

Yeti will try the laft. Before my body, 

I throw my warlike Shield : Lay on Macduffe , 

And damn’d be him, that firft cries hold,enough. 

Exeunt fighting. - Alarums . 


Enter Fighting , and Macbeth fiaine. 

RetreatyOnd Flourifh . Enter with Drummc and Colo&"s 9 
Malcolm y Seyward , Reffe ^Thanet,&Soldi# s. 

Mai , I would the Friends wemifie, were fafearriu’d* 
Sey . Some muft gooff: anti yet by thefc I fee > 

So great a day as this i 5 cheapdy bought. 

Mai. Adacduffie is mifltng,and your Noble Sonne. 
Rojfe Your foil my Lord^ha’s paid aiouldiers deb?. 

He onely liu J d but till he v/as 3 man. 

The which no fooner had his Prowcffe confirm’d 
In the vnfhrinking ftation where he fought. 

But like a man he dy’de. 

Sey. Then he is dead? 

Rojfe. I,-and brough: off the field: your caufe of forrow 
Muft not be mcafur’d by his worth, for then 
It hath no end* 

Sey. Had he his hurts before > 

Tsoffe. I,on the Front. 

Sey. Why then, Gods Soldier be he : 

Had I as many Sonnes, as 1 haue liaires, 

I would not wifti them to a fairer death: 

And io his Knell is knell'd. 

Md. Hee’s worth more forrow. 

And chstllcfpend for him. 

Sey. He’s worth no more, 

They fay he parted well,and paid his fcore, 

And fo God be with him. Hcre comes newer comfort. 
Enter Macdnffeypith Macbeths head. 

Macd . Haile King, for io thou arc. 

Behold where ftands 

Th’Vfurpers curfed head : the time is free: 

I fee thee compaft with thy Kingdomes Peaile, 

That fpcake my falut3tion in their minds : 

Whofe voyces I defire alowd with mine. 

Haile King ofScotland, 

All. Haile King ofScotland# Flourifh . 

Mai. We (bail notfpend a large expence of time. 
Before we reckon with your feuerall loues. 

And make vs eueYi with you. My Thanes and Kinfmen 
Henceforth be Earles, the fit ft that euer Scotland 
in fuch an Honor nam’d: What’s more to do. 

Which would be planted newly with the time, 

As calling home our exil’d Friends abroad, 

That fled the Snares of watchfull Tyranny, 

Producing forth the crucll Miniftcrs 

Of this dead Butcher,and his Fiend-like Queene; 

Who(as ’tis thought) by felfe and violent hands, 

T ooke off her life. This 9 and what needfull elfe 
That call’s vpor# vs, by the Grace of Grace, 

We will performe in meafurc,time,and place: 

So thankes to all at once, and to each one. 

Whom we muite, to fee vs Crown’d at Scone. 

Flourifh* Exeunt Omncs • 
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THE TRAGEDIE OF 

H A ML E T, Prince of Denmarke. 


<lAllus ‘Primus . Secern Primd. 



Enter Barnardo and Francifco two Centinels. 

'Barnardo, 

Ho’s there s’ 

Fran. Nay anfwcr me: Stand & vnfold 
your felfe. 

Bar. Long Iiue the King. 

Fran. Bartiardo ? 

Ear, He. , 

You come molt carefully vpon your home. 
Bar’Yu now ftrook twelue.get thee to bed Francifco. 
Fran, For this releefe much thankes: Tis bitter cold. 

And I am ficke at heart. 

« Bam. Haue you had quiet Guard ? 

Fran -'Not aMoufeftirring. 

•Barn. Well, goodnight, lfyou do meet Horatio and 
MarctlL, theRiuals of my Watch,bid them make haft. 
Enter Horatio and Marcellas ■ 

Tr*n. I chinkc I hearc them. Stand : who’s there ? 
Hot . Friends to this ground* 

Mjr. And Lcige-men to the Dane. 

Tran. Gitie you good night. f 

Mar. O farwel honeft Soldier,who hatn relieu’d you? 

Fra. Barnardo ha's my place: giue you goodnight. 

Exit Fran. 

Mar. Holla Barnardo. 

Bar. Say*what is Horatitthttt ? 

Hor. Apeeceof him. 

'Bar. Welcome Horatio> welcome good Marcelm. 
Mar. What,ha’s this thing appear’d againe to night. 
Bar. I haue feenc nothing. 

Mar. Horauo faies/tis but our Fantafie, 

And will not let belecfe take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice feenc of vs, 
Therefore I haue intreated him along 
With vs, to watch the minutes of this Night, 

That ifagaine this Apparition come. 

He may tpproue our eyes, and fpeake to it. 

Hor. Tufhjtufh, ’twill not appearc. 

Bar, Sit downe a-while. 

And let vs once againe affaile your earcs, 

That arc fo fortified againft our Story, 

Vv 7 hat we two Nights haue feenc# 

Hor . Well/it wc downe. 

And let vs hearc Barn&do fpeake of this. 

Barn. Laft night of all, 

Whcnyond fame Starre that’s Weft ward from the Pole 
Had made his courfe t’illumc that part of Heaucn 


Where now it burnes, Marcelltu and my felfe 
The Bell then beating one. 

CMar. Pcace,breake thee of: EmeriheGU 

Lookc where it comes againe. ^ 

Earn, In the fame figure, like the King that’s dead 
Afar. Thou art a Schollcr; fpeake to it Horatio. 
Barn . Lookcs it not like the King? Marke it Horatio 
Hor a. Moft like: It harrowes me with fear & wonder 
Barn. It would be fpoke too. 

Mar . Queftiou it Horatio. 

Hor . What artthou that vfurp’ft this time of night, 
Together with that Fairc and Warlike forme 
In which the Maicfty of buried Denmarke 
Did fometitnes march : By Heaucn I charge thee lpcakc, 
Mar . It is offended. 

Barn. Sec,it ftalkcs away. 

Hor. Stay: fpeake; fpeake: I Charge thee/peakc. 

Exit the Gboft, • 

Mar. Tis gonc,and will not anfwer. 

Earn. How now Horatio ? You tremble & look pale; 
Is not this fomething more then Fantafic ? 

What chinke you on’c i 

Hor. Before my God* I might not this belecue 
Without the fenfibie and true auouch 
Of mine owne eyes# 

Mar. Is it not like the King? 

Hor . As thou art to thy felfe, 

Such was the very Armour he had on, 

When th'Ambitious Norwey combatted: 

So frown’d he once, when in an angry parle 
He lYnoc the fledded Pollax on the Ice# 

Tis Orange. 

Mar. Thus twice beforehand iuft at this dead houre, 
With Marciall ftalkc, hath he gone by our Watch. 

H*r,In whac particular thought to work,I know not: 
But in the groffe and fcope of my Opinion, 

This boades fome ftrange erruption to our State. 

Mar. Good now fit downed tell me he that knovves 
Why this fame drift and moft obleruant Watch, 

So nightly toylcsthe fubieftof the Land, 

And why luch dayly Caft of Brazon Cannon 
And Forraigne Mart for Implements of warre: 

Why fuch imprefle of Ship-wrights,whole lore Taske 
Do’s not diuidc the Sunday from the wceke, 

What might be toward, that this fwcaty haft 
Doth make the Night ioynt-Labourcr with the day: 
Who is’c that can informc me? 

Hor # That can I, 


At 


The Tragedie of Hamlet. 
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. leaft the whifper goes fo: Our lart King, 

Wbofc Image euen but now appear’d to vs, 

V\ T as(as you know) by Fortinbras ofNorway, 

/’Thereto prick'd on by a moft emulate Pride) 

Dar’d to the Combate. In which, our Valiant Hamlet, 
/p or ft, this fide of our knowne world efteem'd him) 

Pid fiay this Fortinbras : who by a Seal’d Compaft, 

a;ell ratified by Law, and Heraldrie, 
pidlorfeite (with his life) all rhofehis Lands 
VVhich he ftood feiz’d on, to the Conqueror: 

^aainft the which, a Moicy competent 

\Vas gaged our : w b>ch return’d 

To the Inheritance of Fortinbras. 

qad he bin Vanquisher, as by the fame Cou’nanc 

And carriage of the Article defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet. Now fir, young Fortinbras, 
Ofvnimproued Mettle,hot and full, 

Hath in the skirts ofNorway, heere and there. 

Shark’d vp a Lift of Landlcil’e Rcfolutes, 

PorFoode and Diet, to fome Enterprizc 
That hath a ftomacke in’t: which is no other 
(And it doth well appearc vnto our State,) 
gut to rccoucr of vs by ftrong hand 
Aiidtermes Compulfatiue,thofe forefaid Lands 
Soby his Father loft: and this (I take it) 
IsthemaineMociucof our Preparations, 
TheSourfeofthisour Watch.and the cheefe head 
Of this poft-haft, and Romage in the Land. 

Enter Ghofi againe. 

But foft, behold: Loe,where it comes againe :i 
Hecrofle it, though it blaft me. Stay lllufion: 

If thou haft any found, or vfc of Voyce, 

Speaketome. If there be any good thing to be done, 
That may to thee do eafe, and grace to me; fpcak to me. 
Ifthou art priuy to thy Countries Fate 
(Which happily foreknowing may auoyd) Oh fpeake. 
Or, if thou haft vp-hoorded in thy life 
Extorted T reafure in the wombe of Earth, 

(Forwhich, they fay, youSpiritsoftwalkein death^ 
Speake of it. Stay,and fpeake. Stop it MareeHus. 

Mar. Shall I ftrike at ir with my Partizan > 

Hor. Do,if it will not ftand. 

Barn. ’Tishccrc. 

Hor. ’Tis heere. 

Mar, ’Tis gone. Exit Ghojl. 

Wedo it wrong, being foMaicfticall 
To offer it the ft>c w of Violence, 

For it is as the Ayre, invulnerable, 

And our vaine blowes,malicious Mockery. 

Bam. It was about tofpeake, when theCocke crew. 

Hor. And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 
Vpon a fearfull Summons, I haue heard, 

•The Cocke that is the Trumpet to the day, 

Doth with his lofty and ftirtll-founding fhroate 
Awake the God of Day: and at his warning. 

Whether in Sea,or Fire, in Earth,or Ayre, 

Th extrauagant, and erring Spirit, hyes 
To his Confine. And of the truth hecrcin. 

This prefent Obieft made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of thc.Cocke, 

Some fayes, that cuer ’gainft that Seafon comes 
Wherein our Sauiouts Birth is celebrated, 

The Bird of Dawning fingeth all night long: 

And then (they fay) no Spirit can walke abroad. 

The nights are wholfotrie, then no Planets ftrike, 
NoFaiery talkes, nor Witch hath power to Charme: 




So hallow’d, and fo gracious rs the time. 

Hor. So haue I heard, and do m part beleeuc it. 

But lookc, the Morne in Ruflet mantle clad, 

W alkes o’re the dew of yon high Eafterne Hill, 

Breake we our Watch vp, and by my aduicc 
Let vs impart what we haue leone to night 
Vnto yong Hamlet. For vpon my Ffe, 

This Spirit dumbe to vs,will fpeake to him: 

Do you confent we fhall acquaint him with it. 

As needfull in our Loues, fitting our Duty ? 

Mar. Let do’t I pray,and I this morning know 
Where we fhall findehim moft conucnienily. Exeunt 


Scena Secunda. 


— i 


Enter Claudius King of Denmarke , Cjertrudethe Queene, 
Hamlet, Polonius , Laertes, and his Sifier O- 
pbeiia. Lords attendant .1 

K/’^.Though yet of Hamlet our deere Brothers death 
The memory be greene: and that it vs befitted 
To beare our hearts in greefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contra&ed in one brow of woe: 

Yet fo tarre hath Difcretion fought with Nature, 

That we with wifeft forrow thinke on him. 

Together with remembrance of our felucs. 

Therefore our fomccimes Sifter, now our Queen, 
Th’impcriall Ioyntrefle of this warlike State, 

Haue we, as ’twere, with a defeated ioy. 

With one Aufpicious, and one Dropping eye. 

With mirth in Funcrall.and with Dirge in Marriage, 

In equal! Scale weighing Delight and Dole 
Taken to Wife ; nor haue we heercin barr’d 
Your better Wifedomes, which haue freely gone 
With th s affaire along, for all our Thankes. 

Now followes, that you know young Fortinbras ,i 
Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth j 
Or thinking by our late deere Brothers death, 

Our State to be difioynt,andout of Frame, 

Colleagucd with the dreame of his Aduantagc J 
He hath not fayl’d to pefter vs with Meflage, 

Importing the f urrender of thofe Lands 
. Loft by bis Father: with all Bonds of Law 
To our moft valiant Brother. So much for him. 

Enter Hioltemand and Cornelius. 

Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting 
Thus much the bufinefie is. We haue heere writ 
To Norway, Vncle of young Fortinbras , 

Who Impotent and Bedrid, fcarfely heares 
Of this his Nephewes purpofe, to fupprefle 
His further gate heercin. In that the Leuies, 

The Lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubiedf: and we heere difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Holtemand, 

For bear ing of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giuing to you no further pcrfonall power 
To buitnefte with the King, more then the fcope 
Of thefe dilated Articles allow: 

Farewell and let your haft commend your duty. 

Holt. In that,and all things,will wc (hew our duty. 
King. We doubt it nothing.heartily farewell. 

. Exit Holtemand and Cornelius. 
And now Laertes, what’s the newes with you ? 

You/ 
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You told vs of fome fui:e* What is’t Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake of Reafon to the Dane, 

And loofe your voyce. What would’ft thou beg Laertes 7 
That (hall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 

The Head is not more Natiue to the Heart, 

The Hand tnoreinftrumcntali totheMquth, 

Then is the Throne of Dcnmarke to thy Father* 

What would’ft thou haue Laertes i 
Laer. Dread my Lord, 

Your Ieaue and fauour to rccurne to France^ ] 

From whence, though willingly 1 came to Dcnmarke 
To (hew my duty in your Coronation, 

Yet now Imuftconfeffe,that duty done. 

My thoughts and wifhes bend againe towards France, 
And bow them to your gracious lcaue and pardon. 

King . Hauc you your Fathers lcaue f 
What fayes Pollontus ? 

Pel . He hath my Lord[: 

I do befeech you giue him Ieaue to go* 

King. Take thy faire hourc Laertes , time be thine, 
And thy beft graces ipend it at thy will: 

But now my Cofin Hamlet ,and my Sonne ? 

Ham. A little more then kin, and leffe then kindc. 
King. How is it that the Clouds ftill hang on you { 
Ham* Not fomy Lord, I am too much i’ch'Sun. 
Queen. Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour off. 

And let thine eye looke like a Friend on Dcnmarke. 

Do not for cucr with thy veyled lids 
Sceke for thy Noble Father in the duft; 

Thou know’ft’tis common^all that hues muft dye, 

Pafling through Nature, to Eternity, 

Ham. IMadam,itiscommon. 

Queen. If it be; 

Why feemes ir fo particular with thee. 

Ham.Scemcs Madam? Nay,ic is : I know not Seemes: 
Tis not alone my J nky Cloake (good Mother ) 

Nor Cuftomary fuites of folcmnc Blacke, 

Nor windy fufpi ration of forc’d breath, 

No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the Eye, 

Nor the dcie£ted hauiour of the Vifage, 

Together with all Formes, Moods, fhewes ofGricfe, 
That can denote me truly. Thefe indeed Seeme,; 

For they are adiions that a man might play : 

But I haue that Within, which pafleth (how; 

Thefe, but the Trappings,and the Suites of woe. 

King. 'Tis Tweet and commendable 
In your Nature Hamlet, 

To giue thefe mourning duties to your Father: 

But you mud know, your Father loft a Father, 

That Father loft, loft his > and the Suruiuer bound 
In filiall Obligation, for fome terme 
To do obfequious Sorrow. But to perfeuer 
In obltinate Condolement, is a courfe 
Ofimpious ftubbornnefle. Tis vnmanly greefe, 

It (hewes a will moft incorrerft to Heauen, 

A Heart vnlortified, a Minde impatient. 

An Vnderftanding fimple, and vnichool’d: 

For,what vre know mull be, and is as common 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 

Why flhouid we in our pccuifh Oppofition 
Take it to heart ? Fyc, 5 cis a fault to Heauen, 

A fault againft the Dead, a fault to Nature, 

ToRcaion moft abfurd, whofe common Theamc 
Is death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cried, 

From the fieft Coarfc,ti!l he that dyed to day, 

This muft befo. Wcpray you throw to earth 
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This vnpreuayling woe, and thinkc of>I 
As of a Father; For let the world take note 
* ou are the moft immediate to our Th^ 1 
Ana with no leffe Nobility ofLoue 
Then that which decreft Father bcares hi. c 
Do I impart towards yon. For your intent 
In going backe toSchoolein Wittenberg 
it is moft retrograde to our defire: " °* 

And we befecch you, bend you to remainc 
Heerein the cneereand comfort of our eve 
Our cheefeft Courtier Cofin,and our Sonne' 

J’a. Let not thy Mother lofe her Prayer, w 
I prythee ftay with vs, go not to Wittenb Pr « • 
Ham. I (hall in all my befl 
Obey you Madam. 

King. Why ’tis a louing,and a faireR cdIv 
B e as our felte in Denmarke. Madam come' 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet * 

Sics fmiling to my heart; in grace whereof 
No iocond health that Dcnmarke drinkes to dsv 
Jiut the great Cannon to the Clowds fnalltcll h 
And the Kings Rouce.the Heauen* (hall bruit«.\„ • 
Refpcaking earthly Thunder. Come away ? 

C Manet Hamlet. E *' m 

Ham. Oh that this too too folid Flcfii , 

Thaw, and refolue it felfeinto aDew: ^ 

Or that the Euerlafting had not fixt 
His Cannon'gainft Selfe-flaughter. OGod OG^l 
How weary,flale,flat,and vnprofitable ’ 
Seemes to me all the vfes of this world ? 

Fie on’t ? Oh fie, fie, ’tis an vnweeded Garden 

S rowcs to Seed: Things rank, and erofTeinNatur, 
Pofife ffc it meercly. That it fhould come to this 
But cwp month* dead :Nay,not fo much; not two 
So excellent a King, that was to this 
Htperion to a Satyre : fo louing to my Mother 
That he might not beteene the windes ofheauen 
Vtht her face too roughly. Heauen and Earth 
M.ilt I remember :why fhewouldhangonhirn, 

As it encreafe of Appetite had growne 
By what it fed on 3 andyct within a month ? 

Let me not thinke cn ! t: Frailty, thy name is woman. 

A hctlc Month, or ere thofe fhooes were old, 
ith which (he followed my poore Fathers body 
Like Niobe , all tearcs. Why (lie, euen fhe. 

(O Heauen 1 A beaft that wants difcourfeofReafon 
Would haue mourn d longer) married with mine Vnfcle, 
My Fathers Brother: but no more like my Father, 

Then I to Hercules * Within a Moncth ? 

Ere yet the fait of moft vnrighteous Tearcs 
Had left the flufhing of her gauled eyes, 
die married. O moft wicked fpeed, to poft 
With fiich dexterity to Inccftuous flieets: 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breakemy heart, fori muftliold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio , ‘Barnard) and Marcella*. 


Hoy. Haile to your Lordfhip. 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well: 

Horatio ,or I do forget my fclfc. 

Hor. The fame my Lord, 

And your poorc Seruant cuer. 

Hans* Sir my good friend, 
lie change that name with you: 

And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio} 


Mat* 
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Marcel**' 

Mat, My good Lord. 

tfam. I am very glad to fee you: good euen Sir. 
w hat in faith make you from iPittemberge'i 
A truant difpofition, good my Lord. 


jUr»' 1 would not haue your Enemy fay fo; 

. you doe mine care that violence, 
c make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft y our ^ c ^ e * ^ know you are no Truant: 
ijut what is your affaire in Eljotoar ? 
vVee’l teach you to dfiukcdeepe,ercyou depart, 

//cr. My Lord,I came to fee your Fathers Funeral!, 
[Jam. I pray thee doe not mock me (fellow Student) 
1 thinkc it was tofee niy Mothers Wedding. 
ffor. Indeed my Lord.it followed hard vpon. 
fjam. Thrift,thrift Horatio: the Funerall Bakc-meats 
Did coldly furnifti forth the Marriage Tables; 

Would 1 had met my deareft foe in heauen, 
p r? I had cuer fecne that day Horatio. 
yy father, methinkes 1 fee my lather. 

Hot. Oh where my Lord? 

Ham. Inmymindseyc [Horatio) 

Hor, I faw him once; he was a goodly King. 

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all; 

I Iball not look vpon his like againe. 

Hor. My Lord, I thinke I favv him yefternight, 
fjam. Saw? Who* 

Hor. My Lord,the King your Father, 

Ham. The King my Father? 

Hot. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attent eare; till I may deliuer 
Vpon the wicneffe of thefe Gentlemen, 

Thismaruell to you. 

Ham, ForHeauensloueletmeheare. 

Hor. T wo nights together,had thefe Gentlemen 
(Marcelhis and Barnardo) on their Watch 
In the dead waft and middle of the night 
Beene thus encouncred. A figure like your Father, 

Arm’d at all points exatftly. Cap a Pe, 

Appeares before them, and with follemne march 
Goes flow and ftately: By them thrice he walkt, 

B’their oppreft and feare-furprized eyes, 

Within his Truncheons length; whilft they beftil’d 
Almoft to Icily with the Adi of feare, 

Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him. This to me 
In dreadful! fecrccic impart they did. 

And 1 with them the third Night kept the Watch, 
Whereas they had deliucr’d both in time. 

Forme of the thing; each word made true and good. 

The Apparition comes. I knew your Father : 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Mar. My Lord.vponthe platforme where we watebt. 
Ham. Did you not fpeake to it? 

Hor. My Lord, I did; 

But anfwerc made ir. none: yet once me thought 
It lifted vp it head ,and did addreffe 
It fclfe to motion, like as it would fpeake: 

But euen then, the Morning Cocke crew lovvd; 

And at the found it fiirunke in haft away. 

And vanifnt from our fight. 

Ham. Tis very ftrange. 

Hor. As I doe liuc my honourd Lord ’tis true; 

And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed Sirs; but this troubles roe. 


Hold you the watch to Night* 

"Both. We doc ray Lord. 

Ham . Arm’d, fay you? 

Both. Arm’d, my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe? 

Both, My Lord,from head to foote. 

Ham. Then faw you not his face? 

Hor. O yes, my Lord, hcworehisBeauer vp.’ 

Ham. What, lookt he frowningly ? 

Hor. A countenance more in forrow then in anger. 
Ham. Pale,or red? 

Hor. Nay very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes vpon you? 

Hor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would I had beene there. 

Hor. It would haue much amaz’dyou. 

Ham. Very like, very like: ftaiditlong? (dred. 
Hor. While one with moderate haft might tell a hun- 
oslll. Longer,longer. 

Hor. Not when I faw’t. 

Ham. His Beard was grifly? no. 

Hor. It was, as I hauc l'cene it in his life, 

A Sable Siluer’d. (game 

Ham. lie watch to Night; perchance ’twill wakca- 
Hor. I warrant you it will. 

Ham. If it affume my noble Fathers perfon, 
lie fpeake to it,though Hell it felfe fhould gape • 

And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 

If you hauc hitherto conceald this fight; 

Let it bee treble in your filcnce dill: 

And whatfoeuer els (hail hap to night, 

Giue it an vnderftanding but no tongue; 

I will requite your loues; fo, fare ye well i 
Vpon the Platforme twixe eleuen and twelue, 
lie vifit you. 

Mil. Our duty to your Honour^ Exeunt* 

Ham. Your loue,as mine to you: farewell. 

My FathersSpiritin Armes ? Allisnotwelk 
I doubt fome foulc play: would the Night were come; 
Till then fit ftill my foule; foule deeds will rife. 

Though all the earth ore whelm them to mens eies. Exit. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Laertes and Ophelia . 

Laer . My ncccffaricsarc imhark’e; Farewell: 
And Sifter^as the Winds giue Benefit, 

And Conuoy is affiftant; doc not fleepe. 

But let me heare from you. 

Ophel. Doe you doubtthat? 

Laer . For Hamlet, and the trifling of bis fauours. 
Hold it a fafibion and a toy in Bloud; 

A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature; 

Fro ward,not permanent; fweer not lafting , 
Thefuppiianceofaminute? No more. 

Ophel , No more but fo. 

Laer. Thinkc it no more: 

For nature crcflant does not grow alone. 

In thewes and Bulke: but as his Temple waxes, 
Thelnward fcruice of the Minde and Soule 
Growes wide withall. Perhaps he loues you now, 
And now no foyle nor cautcll doth befmcrch 
The vertue of his fearc : but you muft fcarc 
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The Tragedie of.Hamlet . 


His greatneffe weigh’d, his will is not his ownc* 

For hee himfelfc is iubieft to his Birth; 

Hee may noc, as vnuailued perfons doe. 

Came for himfelfe; for, on his choyce depends 
The fan#ity and health of the weole State, 

And therefore rnuft his choyce be circumfcrib’d 
Vnto the voyce and yeelding of that Body, 

Whereof he is the Head. Then if he fayes he lotus you, 
It fits your wifedomc fo farre to belccue tt j 
As he in his peculiar Sedt and force 
May giue his faying deed: which is no further. 

Then the maine voyce of Denmarke goes withall. 

Then weigh what Ioffe youi Honour may fuffaine. 

If with too credent eare you lift his Songs ; 

Or lofe your Heart; or your chaff Treafure open 
To his vnmaftred importunity. 

Fearc it Ophelia, feare it my deare Sifter, 

And keepe within the reare of your Affc&ion; 

Out of the (hot and danger of Dcfire. 

The charieft Maid is Prodigall enough. 

If (he vnmaske her beauty to the Moone: 

Vertue it fclfe fcapes not calumnious firoakei. 

The Canker Galls, the Infants of the Spring 
Too oft before the buttons be difclos’d. 

And in the Morne and liquid dew of Youth, 

Contagious blafttnents are moft imminent. 

Be wary then, beft fafety lies in feare; 

Youth to it felfe rebels, though none elfe neere. 

Ophe. 1 {hall th’effeft of this good Leffon keepe. 

As watchmen to roy heart: but good my Brother 
Doe not as fome vngracious Paftors doe. 

Shew me the ftcepe and thorny way to Heauen; 

Whilft like a puff and recklcffe Libertine 
Himfelfc,the Primrofe path of dalliance treads, 
Andreaksnothis ownereade. 

Laer. Oh, feare me not. 

Enter Polon'tut. 

I ftay too long; but here tny Father comes: 

A double bleffing is a double grace; 

Occafion fmiles vpon a fecond lcaue. 

felon. Yetheere Laertes? Aboord,aboord for fharne. 
The winde fits in the flbouldcr of your faile. 

And you are ftaid for there: my bleffing with you; 

And thefc few Precepts in thy memory, 

See thou Chara&er. Giue thy thoughts no tongue. 

Nor any vnproportion’d thought his Adi: 

Be thou familiar; but by no meanes vulgar: 

The friends thou haft, and their adoption aide, 

Grapple them to thy Soule, with hoopcs ofSteelc: 

But doe noc dull thy palme, with entertainment 
Of each vnhatch’t.vnfledg’d Comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell: but being in 
Bear’t that th’oppofed may beware of thee. 

Giue eucry man thine earcjbut few thy voyce: 

Take each mans cenfure;but referue thy judgement: 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfc can buy j 
But not expreft in fancie; rich,not gawdie: 

For the Apparell oft proclaimcs the man. 

And they in France of the beft ranck and Ration, 

Are of a moft fcledf and generous cheffin that. 

Neither a borrower,nor a lender be; 

For lone oft lofcs both it fclfe and friend: 

And borrowing duls the edge ofHusbandry. 

This about all; to thine owne felfe be true: 

And it nv.ift follow,as the Night theDay, 

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 



Farewell: my Bleffing feafon this in thee^ 

Laer. Moft humbly doe I take my foal* m T 
Polon . The time inuites you, goe, Vout ’ r 
Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember vS nt> 
Whatlhauefaidtoyou. Wel1 

Ophe. T is in my memory loekt. 

And you your felfe {hall keepe the key ofir 
Laer. Farewell. ’ . 

Polon. What ift Ophelia he hath faid to y 0 *? 
Ophe. So pleafe you,fomthing touching the'T r, 
Polon. Marry, well bethought: 

Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Giuen priuate time to you; and you your felf e 
Haue ofyour audience becne mofl free and bon 
If it be fo, as fo tis put on me; nt{ oiu, 

A nd that in way of caution: I muft tell you 
You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo clcerel’y 
As it behoues my Daughter, and your Honour 
What is bet weene you,giue me vp the truth? * 

Ophe. He hath my Lord of late, made mam ,j 
O f his affe£Uon to me. * ^ tend «* 

Polon. Affc£Hon,puh. Yon fpeake like a p re . n , r ', 

VnfiftedinfuchperillousCircumflancc. ^ ' C ^' t< 

Doe you beleeue his tendcrs,as you call them? 

Ophe. I do not know, my Lord.whatl fliould thiol 

llV cach you;thinkeyo llrf r;S' 

That you haue tane his tenders for true pay 
Which are not ftarling Tender your fclfe moredearlv 
Or not to crack the wmdc of the poore Pluafe 
Roaming it thus, you’l tender me a foole. * 

Ophe. My Lord,hc hath importun'd me with loue 
In honourable fafhion. Ue< 

Polon. I.fafhion you may call it,go too,g 0 too. 

Ophe. And hath giuen countenanceshUfpcech 

My Lord, with all the vowes of Heauen. 

Polon. I,Springes to catch Woodcocks. I doe know 
When the Bloud burnes,how Prodigall the Soule 
Giues the tongue vowes: thefc blazes,Daughter, 
Giuing more light then heate; extinainboth, ■ 
Euen in their promife, as it is a making; 

You muft not take for fire. For this time Daughter, 

Be fomewhae fcanter of your Maiden prefence; 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 

Then a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Beleeue fo much in him.that he is young. 

And with a forger tether may he walke, 

Then may be giuen you. In fevt,Ophelia, 

Doe not beleeue his vowcs;for they are Broakers, 

Not of the eye, which their Inueftments (how: 

But meere implorators of vnholy Sutcs, 

Breathing like fan&ified and pious bonds, 

The better to beguile. This is for all: 

I would not,in pfoine tearmes, from this time forth, 
Haue you fo ffander any moment leifure, 

As to giue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet ; 
Looke too’tjTcharge you; come your wayes. 

Ophe. I fhall obey my Lord. Exemt. 

Enter Hamlet,Horatio, Marcedm. 

Ham. The Ayre bites fhrewdly: is it very cold? 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager ayre. 

Ham. What h'ower now? 

Hor. I thinke it lacks of twelue. 

Mar. No, it is ftrooke. (feiion, 

Hor. Indeed I heard it not •• then it drawes neere the 
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walke. 
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yffazdoe* this meaner £117 Lord ? (roufc, 

tfarfio The King doth wake to night, and takes his 
jr :cnCS vvafTels and the fwaggering vpfpring redes, 
as he dreines his draughts of Renifh dovyne, 

Xhckettle Drum and Tiuoipjt thus bray out 
The triumph of his Pledge, 
fforat. Isitscufioine? 

I inarry.iftj 

to my mind, though I-am nanue hcere, 
to the manner borne: Ic isa Cnitome 
gorehonout*d;ip the breach,then the obferuance* 

\ ,letter Ghoft. ■ * 

flor. Looke my Lord, i: comes* — '.-'F- 

ffarr?. Angels and Mipifters of Grace defend vs: 
getheti a Spirit ofheaUiL.01 Goblin damn'd, 

Bring with thee ay res from fjeauen 4 or bUfts from Hell, 


Be tny 


euents wicked or charitable. 


yhou com’ft in fuch a quefticnablc fliape 
That I will fpeake to thee. He call thee 
jfi n g.Father,RoyallDane: Oh,oh,aofwermCj 
j c c me not burft.in Ignorance; but cell 
Why thy Canoniz’d bones Hearfed in death, 

Haue burft their ccrmcnts, why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we faw thee quietly enurn’d, 

Hath op’d nis ponderous and Matble iawes, 
Tocaftthecvpagaine? What may this raeane? 

That thou dead Coarie aga ine in com(ilcat ficele, 

Reuifits thus the glitnpfcfcf the Moone, 
MakingNighthiciious?-And wefooies of Nature, 

So horridly to fiiake our difporttion, 

With thoughts beyond thec;?eachcs of our Soules, 
Say,why is this ? wherefore ? what fhould we doe ? 

Chcfi bzehcns Hamlet . 

Hor. It beckons you to goc away with it. 

As if it fome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous adiion 
Icwaibyou toamoreremoued ground : 

But doc not goc with it. 

Hor . No,by no ireancs. 

Him. Ic will not fpeake: then will I follow ic* 

Hor . Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why, what fhould be the feare > 

I doe not fee iny life at a pins fee; 

And for my Soule,what can it doe to that ? 

Being a thing imrnortall as it felfe: 

It wanes me forth againejllefollow ic. 

Hor. What if it tempt you toward the Floud my Lord? 
Or to the dreadful! Sonnet of the Cliffc, 

That beetles o’re his bafe Into the Sea, 

And there affumes fomc other horrible forme. 

Which might depriue your Soucrsignty ofReafon, 

And draw you into madnefie thinke of it? 

Ham. It wafts ir.e fii!I: goe on, lie follow thee. 

Mar . Ycufhallnotgcemy Lord* 

Ham. Hold offyour hand. 

Hor. Be rufd,you (hall no: goc. 

Ikm. My fate cries out. 

And makes each petty Artire in this body, 

As hardy as the Nemian Lions ncrue: 

-till am I caTd > Vnhand me Gentlemen : 

By HcaifnJIe make a Gheft ot him that lets me: 
l lay away,goc on,He folio w chcc. 

Exeunt Cjbeft dr Hamlet # 

Her. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

Mar. Let’s foIlow;kis net fit thus to obey him. 


H*r. Haue after,to what iflue will this come ? 

Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Dcmmrkc. 

Hor . Heauen will diredt it. 

Mar . Nay ? !ct’s follow him. Exeunt. 

Enter Ghoft a*dHamlet. , (cheri 

Ham- Where wilt thou lead me? lpcak;Ile go no fur- 

Gbo. Markeme 

Hjm. I will, 

Gbo. My hower is almort come. 

When I to fulphurousand tormenting Flames 
Muft render vp my lelfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

Gbo ♦ Piny me notjbui lend thy Sferious hearing f i 

To what I fhall vnfold. 

Bam. Spcake, I am hound tohearf. 

Gbo. So art thou to reucnge,when thou flialc heate. 

Ham. What? 

Gbo. I am chv Fathers Spirit, 

Doom'd for a certamc terms to walke the night; 

And for the day confin'd to faft in Ficrs, 

Till the feuie crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Are burnt and purg’d sway ? But that I am forbid 
To tdkbe fecrcts of my Prifon-Houfej 
l could aTalc vnfold,whofe Jightcft word 
Would hsrrow vp thy fouie, freeze thy young bicod, 
Make thy two eyes hkeStarres,Hart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to parr, ’ • 

And each particular hairc to (land an end. 

Like Qudles vpon the fretful! Porpentine: y 

But this eternall blafon muft nor be 
To cares of fle/h and blond; lift Hamlet , oh lift. 

If thou djdft euer thy dcare-F-^thcr ioue. 

Ham. Oh Heauen? 

Gbo . Rcuenge his foulc and moft vnnacurall Murther, 

Ham. Munher? 

Ghoft. Murther moft foulc,as in the beft it is ; 

But this moft foule.ftrange^nd vnnaurralL 

Ham. Haft,haft me to know it, 

T hat with wings as fwife 
As mcdication,or the thoughts of Lone, 

May fweepe to my Reuenge. . <■ 

Gkoft. I finde thee apr, 

And duller fhould’ft thou be then chcrfivt weede 
That rots it felfe in cafe,on Lethe Wharfe, 

Would'ft thou not ftirre in this. No:w Hamlet heare: 

It a s giuen ouc,that fleeping in mine Orchard, 

A Serpent flung me : fo the whole care ofDenmarke 
Is by a forged proccfte ofmy death * 

Rankly abus’d : But know thou Noble youth* 

The Serpent that did fling thy Fathers life, 

Now wcares his Crownc. 

Ham. O my Prophetickc fouie: mine Vncle ? 

Ghoft. I that inccftuous, that adulterate Beall: 

With witchcraft of his wits, hath Traitorous guifts. 

Oh wicked Wit,and Gifcs,chat haue the power 
So to feduce^ Won to to this ihamefull Luft 
The will of my moft feemin^ vertuous Qucene: 

Oh Hamlet % what a falling oft was there, 

From me,whofc Ioue was of that dignity, 

7 hat it went hand in hand, euen with the Vow 
I made to her in Marriage; and to decline 
Vpon a wretch, whofeNaturali gifts were poore 
To thofc of mine. But Vertue,as it neuer wii be moued. 
Though Lewdncfle court itin a fhape of Heauen : 

So Luft, though to a radiant Angcll link’d, 

‘Will fate it felfe in a Celefti 3 i;bed,&prey on Garbage. 
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The Iragedieof.Hamlet. 


But foft,me thinkcs I lent the Mornings Ayrc; 
Bricfelecmebe : Sleeping within mine Orchard, 

My cuftome alwaycs in the afternoone; 

Vpon my lecure hower thy Vncle ftole 
With iuyce of curfed Hebcnon in a Violl, 

And in the Porches of mine cares did poure*- 
The leaperous Diftilment; whofe effcil 
Holds fuch an enmity with bloud of Man, 

Thatfwift as Quick-filuer.itcourfes through 
The nacurall Gates and Allies of the Body; 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth poflet 
And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milke, 

The thin apd wholfome blood: fo didit mine j 
And a nioft infiant Tetter bak’d about, 

Moft Lazar-like, with vile and loathfome cruft, 

All.my fmooth Body. 

Thus was I, fleeping, by a Brothers hand. 

Of Life,of Crownc, and Queene at once difpatcht; 

Cut offenen in tiic Bloft'omes of my Sinne, 

Vnhouzzled, difappointed, vnnaneld, 

No reckoning madc,but fent to my account 
With all nay imperfeflions on my head; 

Oh horrible,Oh horrible, mod horrible: 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not; 

Letnotthe RoyallBedof Denmarkebe 
A Couch for Luxury and damned Inccft. 

But howfoeuer thou purfueft this A<ft, 

Taint not thy mind ; nor let thy Soule contriue 
Againft thy Mother ought; lcaue her to heauen , 

And to thofe Thornes chat in her bofome lodge, 
Toprickeand fting her. Fare thee well at once; 

The Glow-wormc ftiowcs the Matine to be neere, 

And gins to pale his vnefteiftuall Fire: 

Adue,adu c.Hamlet: remember me. Exit. 

Ham Oh all you hoft ofHeauen ! Oh Earth: what els? 
And fhall-i couple Hell l Oh fie: hold my heart; 

And you my fiiinewes,grow not inftant Old; 

But beare me ftiffely vp: Remember thee ? 

I, thou poore Ghoft, while memory holds a feate 
In this diftra&cd Globe: Remember thee ? 

Yea,t"rom the Table of my Memory, 
lie wipe away all tnuiall fond Records, 

All fawes of Bookes.all formes, all prefures paft. 

That youth and obferuatiou roppied there; 

And thy Commandment all alone fhall hue 
Within the Booke and Volume ofmy Braine, 

Vnmixc with bafer matter; yes, yes, by Heauen: 

Oh moft pernicious woman 1 
Oh Villaine,VHlaihe, fmiling damned Villainc J 
My Tables,my Tablet; meet it is I fecit downe, 

That one may fmile,and fmile and be a Villainc; 

At leaft I’m fure it may be fo inDenmarke; 

SoVnckle there you are: now to my word; 

It is; Adue, Adue, Remember me: I haue fworn’t. 

Hor. dr Mar.within. My Lord,my Lord, 

Enter Horatio and Mar cell ns. 4 
Mar. Lord Hamlet. 

Hor. Heauen fecurehim. 

Mar. So be it. 

Hor. Illo, ho,ho, my Lord. 

Ham. Hillo, ho,ho,boy; come bird,come. 

Mar, How ift’c my Noble Lord ? 

Hor. Wnatnewes, my Lord? 

Ham. Oh wonderfulll 
Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 

Hath. No you’lreuealeit. 


Hor , Not I, my Lord, by Heauen^ 

Mat. Nor I, my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then, would heart of J' hinkil f 
But you’l be fecret? man onc c 

"Both. I, byHeau’n, my Lord. 

Ham. There’s nere a villainc dwellino \ nn 
But bee’s an arrant knaue. ° i -* cn mark c 

Hor. There needs no Ghoft my Lord c n «, r 

Graue,ro tell vs this. Y 

Ham. Why right,you are i’ch’ right; 

And fo, without more circumftancc at all 
I hold it fit that we flaake hands.and part/ 

You,as your bufines and defires fhall point v 
For euery man ha’s bufinefle and defire, ^° U 5 

Such as it is: and for mine ownc poore part 
Looke you,lie goepray. 1 

Hor. Thefe are but wild and hurling word-n. r 

Ham. I’m forry they offend you heartily; L ° r<) ' 

Ycsfaith.heartily. 

Hor. There’sno offencemy Lord. 

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patricks, but there is my Lm 
A nd much offence too, touching this Vjfion hccie. 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you: : 

For your defire to know what is betweenevs 
O'remafter’c as you may. And now good friends 
As you are Friends,Schol!ers and Soldiers, ' 
Giue me one poore requeft. 

Hor. What is*t my Lord? we will. 

Ham Neucr make known what you haue feen to iM f 
Both. My Lord,we will not. 0 ' 

Ham Nay, but fwear’t. 

Hor, Itifaithmy Lord,notT. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord : in faith. 

Ham. Vponmyfword. 

Marcell. We haue fworne my Lord already. 

Ham. Indeed,vpon my fword,Indeed. 

Cho. Sweare. Gktft cries vnder the Stay, 

Ham. Ah ha boy.fayeft thou fo. Art thou there tree- 
penny ? Come one you here this fellow in the felleredge 
Confenc to fweare. 

Hor. Propole the Oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuertofpeakeofthis that you hauefeene. 
Sweare by my fword. 

Gho, Sweare. 

Ham. Hie dr vbiqtic? Then wce’l fhift for gtownd, 
Come hither Gentlemen, 

And lay your hands againe vpon my fword, 

Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue heard: 

Sweare by my Sword. 

Gho. Sweare. (fall? 

Ham. Well laid old MoIe,can’ft worke i’th’ ground fo 
A worthy Pioner,oncc more remouc good friends. 

Hor. Oh day and night;but this is wondrous ftrangc. 
Ham. And therefore as a flrangergiue.it welcome. 
There are more things in Heauen and Earth, Heratio y 
Then are dream’c of in our Philofophy. But come, 

Here as before, neucr fo helpe you mercy, 

How ftrangc or oddc fo ere I beare my fclfe; 

(As I perchance heercafter fhall thinke meet 
To put an Anticke difpofition on:) 

That you at fuch time feeing me, neuer fhall 
With Armes encombred thus, or thus, head ftiakf; 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtfull Phrafe; 

As well,we know,or we could and if we would. 

Or if we lift to fpeake; or there be and if there might, 

Or fuch ambiguous giuing out to note. 

That 
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^Tvouknow ought of m c > this not to doe : 
j 0 grace and mercy at yo ur moft neede helpe you 

cyi>e&re. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Reft, reft perturbed Spirit : fo Gentlemen, 
With all my loue 1 doe commend me to yon ; 

^rid what lo poore a man as Hamlet ss, 

jvlay doe t’expreffe his loue and friending to you, 

godwilling fhall not lackc: let vs goe in together, 

^ n d ftil! your fingers on your lippes I pray, 

fhc time is out of ioynt: Oh curfed fpight, 

Th>it euer I was borne to fet it right. 
f}ay,co:ne let’s goe together. Sxessnt. 


Alhis Secundus . 


Enter folotitw y and F^ynoldo* 
folon, Giuc him his money,and thefc notes Rzynotdo. 
JtcynoL 1 will my Lord. 

folon. You fhall docmaruels wifely: good Reynoldo , 
Before you vifite him you make inquiry 
Ofhisbchauiour. 

Reynol. My Lord, I did intend it. 
folon. Marry,well faid ; • 

Very well faid. Looke you Sir r 

Enquire me fir ft what Danskers arc in Paris; 

And how, and who;what meanes*and where they keepe: 
What company,at what expence : snd finding 
By this cncompaffement and drift of queftion. 

That they doe know my fonne: Come you moreneerer 
Then your particular demands w ill touch it. 

Take you as kwere fome diftant knowledge of him. 

And thus 1 know his father and his friends, 

And in part him. Doe you markethis Reynoldo? 

Reyvol. I, very well my Lord. 

Folon, And in part him,but you may fay net well} 

Buc ift be hec I meane,hecs very wilde; 

Addifted lo and fo; and there put on him 

What forgeries you pleafe: marry, none fo ranke, 

As may diftionour him; take heed ofehat ; 

Buc Sir, fuch wanton, wild, andvfuall flips. 

As arc Companions noted and moft knovvnc 
To youth and liberty. 

%ejnol. As gaming my Lord. 
felon. I, or drinking, fencing.fwcaring, 
Quarelling.drabbiug. You may gee fo farre. 

% Rcyriol. My Lord chat would diflionour him. 
felon. Faith ho, as you may feafon it in the charge; 
You muft not put another fcandall on him, 

That hee is open to Incontincncie; 

That’s not my meaningrbut breath his faults* fo quaintly, 
That they may feeme the cainxs of liberty; 

The flafh and ouc-ureake of a fiery minde, 

A fauagenes in vnredaim'd bloud ofgenerall aflaulc. 
Reynol, But my good Lord. 

Folon. Whcrefoicihould you doc this? 

Reynol. J my Lord^l would know that. 

Folon. Marry Sir,hecrc’s my drift, 

And 1 bclieue it is a fetdi of warrant: 

\ ou hying thefe flight, full eyes on my Sonne, 

As ’twere a tiling a little foil’d t th’ working: 

Clarke you your party inTouucrfe; him you would 
Hauing euer feene. In the prenominatcirimes, 


The youth you breath of guilty, be allur’d 
He clofes with you in this conlequcnce: 

Good fir,or fo*or friend, or Gentleman. 

According to the Pfoalc and the Addition* 

Of man and Country. 

Rcynol. Very good my Lord. 

Folon . And then Sir does he this? 

He does: what was I about to fay? 

I was about to fay fomthing : where did I lcaue ? 

Reynold At doles in the confequencc : 

At friend, or fo.and Gentleman, 

Folon . At doles in the confequence, I marry. 

He clofes with you thus. I know chcGendeman 3 
1 faw him ydierday,or tother day; 

Or then or thcn,with fuchand fuch;and as you fay. 

There was he gaming, there oVetooJkc in's Roufe; 

There falling out at Tennis; or perchance, 

1 faw him enter fuch a houfeoffaile; 

Videlicet., a BrotheIl,or fo forth. See you now; 

Y our bait of falfliood,takes this Cape of truth; 

And thus doe we of wifedome and of reach 
With wmdlcffes,and with aflaies of Bias, 

By indire&ions finde di»edions out: 

So by my former Ledhire and aduice 

Shall you my Sonne;ycu haue mc/nsfue you not ? 

T^ynol- My Lord I haue. 

Folon . God buy yot|;fareyou well. 

Reynol, Good my Lord. 

Folon. Obferuc his inclination in ycur fdfo»? 

Reynol, I (hall my Lord. 

Folon. And let him plye his Muficke. 

Reynol. Well, my Lord. Exit, 

Enter Ophelia, 

Folon. Farewell: 

How r now Ophelia, what’s the matter? 

Ophe . Alas my LordJ haue beene fo affrighted. 

Folon . With whaejn the name ofFicaurn ? 

Ophe . My Lord, as I was Lowing in my Chamber, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet ell vnbrac’d, 

No hat vpon his head, his ftockings foul’d, 

Vngartred, and downe giued to his Anckle, 

Pale as bis fhirt.hisknees knocking each othef. 

And with ajookefo pitious in pnrporc. 

As if hehad been loafed out of hell. 

To fpeake of horrors : becomes before me. 

Folon* Mad for thy Loue f 

Ophe. My Lord, I doe not know: but truly I do feare it. 

Folon, What faid he? 

Ophz. He tookemc by the wrift,and held me hard ; 
Then goeshe to the length ofnll his armc; 

And with his other hand thus o*re his brow 3 
Hefalsto fuchpetufall ofmy face. 

As he would draw it. Long ftaid he fo^ 

At laft,a little fhaking of mine Arme: 

And thrice his head thus waning vp and downej 
He rais’d a fighffo pictious and profound. 

That it did feeme to fliatter all his bulke. 

And end his being. That done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head ouer his Shoulders turn'd. 

He feem’deo finde his way without his eyes, 

For out adores he went without their help*; 

And to thelaft,bcnded their light on me. 

This is the very extafieof Loue, 

Whofe violent property foredoes it felfe, 

And 
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And leads the will to dcfperate Vndertakings, 

As oft as any paflion vnder Heauen, 

7 hat does affli< 5 i our Natures. 1 am forrie, 

Wnac haueyou giuen him any hard words oflatc? 

Ophe. No my good Lord : but as you did command, 
I did repell his Letters,and dcnyVJe 
His arccile tome. 

Pci. Thac hath made him mad. 

I am forrie that with better fpced and judgement 
1 had not quoted him. I fcare he did but rnfle. 

And meant to wraefce thee : but belhrcw my kaloufie: 

It feemes it is as proper to our Age, 

To caft beyond our (clues in our Opinions, 

As it is common for the yonger fort 
Tolacke difcccuon. Come,go we to the King, 

This muft be knowne, vfc being kept dofe might moue 
More greefe to hide 3 then hate to vtter loue. Exeunt* 


Scena Secunda. 


£<: ter King,Queene,Roftncrane >and G widen- 
ft erne Cum.ilijs. 

King ♦ Welcome deere Rofixcrance and Guilder)ft erne. 
Moreouer, thac we much did long to fee you, 
Theneedc we haue to vfe you,did prouokc 
Our haftie lending. Something haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation : lo I call it. 

Since not th’exterior, nor the inward man 
Rcfembles that it was. What it fhould bee 
More then his Fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much fto;n th'vndei ftandmg ofhimfelfc, 

I cannot deemc of, I increat you both, 

That being of fo young dayes brought vp with him : 
And fince fo Neighbour’d to his youth,and humour. 
That you vouchfafe your reft heere in om Court 
Some little time: fo by your Companies 
To draw him on to pleafures,and to gather 
So much as from Occafions you may gleane, 

That open’d lies within our remedie. 

Qu. Good Gentlemen,he hath much talk’d ofyou. 
And lure I am, two men there are not lining, 

To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafe you 
To fhew vs fo much Gentrie,and good will. 

As to expend your time with vs a-while, 

For the lupply and profit of our Hope, 

Your Vacation fhall receiuc fuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Roftn. Roth your Maicftics 
Might by cheSoueraigne power you haue ofvs, 

Put your dread pleafuics, more into Command 
Then to Entreatie. 

Gml. We both obey, 

And here giuevp cur fclues, in the full bent. 

To lay our Sendees fieely at your fecte. 

To be commanded. 

King. 7 hankes Rofincrmce, and gentle Guildenfteme. 
gn. T hankes Gu/ldenfteme and gentle Roftncraticc. 
And I bcfe.ec h you inftantly to yifit 
My toe much changed Sonne. 

Gofomcofye, 

And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Gull. Hcaueos mike our prefence and our praftifes 
Plcalant apd hdpfull to him. Exit. 


Queene . Amen. 

Enter Poloniw . 

Pol. Th’Ambafladors from Norwev W „ , > 

Are ioyfuliy return'd. we X> °>y good L 0I( 

King. Thou ftill haft bin the Father 0 fp 00 ft m 
Pol. Haue I,my Lord ? Allure you }tr ,y „ 0O(1 , Wts 
I hold my dutie,as 1 hold my Soule, ® ^ ^ge, 
Both to iny God,one to my gracious King . 

And I do thinke, orelfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the traile of Policie,fo fure 
As I haue vs’d to do: that 1 haue found 
The verycaufcof Hamlets Lunacie. 

Kwg Ob fpeake of that.that 1 dolongtohe,, 

Tel Giue firft admittance to th’Ambafr a( j or 

My Newcs (ball be the Newes to that greatFc ft 
King. Thy felfe do grace to them,and bring ,h, • 
He tels memy Tweet Qjeene.that he hath fou n( ) 11 
The head and fourle of aii your Sonnes diftemp er 

9 u. I doubt it is no other, but the maine ^ ’ 

His bathers death,and our o’rc-bafty Marriage. 

Enter folonms,Voltumaytd, and Cornell 

King. Well,we fliallfifc him. Welcome good Frem! 

Say Volcumand, what from our Brother Norwey 1 ^ 

Volt. Moll faire returne of Greetings and Defir,. 
Vpon our firft, he fent out to fupprefle 
His Nephewes Leuies,which to him appear’d 
T o be a preparation ’gainft the Poleak : 

But better look’d into.be truly found 

It was againft your Highncffe, whereat greeued,] 

That fo his SicknefTe,A ge,and Impotence 
Was falfely borne in hand, fends out Arrefts 
On Hr tin brae, which he (in breefe)obcyes, 

Receiues rebuke from Norwey: and in fine 
Makes Vow before his Vnklc.neuer more 
To giue ih’aflay of Armes againft your Maieftie. 
Whereon old Norwey, ouercome with ioy, 

Giues him three thouland Crownes in AnnuallFee 
And his Commiflion to imph y tho/e Soldiers 
So leuied as Defore, againft the Poleakr 
With an intreaty hecrein further fhewne, 

That ic might pleafe you to giue quiet paife 
Through your Dominions,for hi; Entcrprize, 

On fuch regards of 13ft ty and allowance, 

As therein are let downe. 

King. It likes vs well: 

And at our more confider’d time wee’lread, 
Anfwer,and thinke vpon this Bufinefle. 

Meanetime we thankeyou, for your well-tookeLabou 
Go to your reft, at night wce’l Fcaft together. 

Moft welcome home, SxitJmbsjj 

Pol. This bufinefle is very well ended. 

My Liege,and Madam, to exportulate 
What Maieftie Humid be, what Dutie is, 

Why day is day; night,night; and time is time, 

Were nothing but to wafte Night.Day andTime, 
Therefore.fince Bieuiticis the Soule of Wit, 

And tedioufnefie the limbes and outward flourifhes, 

I will be breefe. Your Noble Sonne is mad; 

Mad call i it; for to define trueMadnefie, 

What is’t, but to be nothing clfe but mad. 

But let that go, 

Qtg. More matter, with leffe Art. 

Pol. Madam,I fweare I vfe no Art at all: 

That he is mad, ’ris true: ’Tis true ’tis pittie, 

And pittie it is true: A foolifli figure. 

But farewell it: for I will vfe no Art. ., 
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, 'JJetvs grant him then: and now remaines 
That we finde out the caufe of this effe#, 

0r rather fay, the caufe of this defc<3; 

For this effect defeitiuc, comes by caufe. 

Thus it remaines,and the remainder thus. Perpend, 
l haue 3 daughter: hautjWbil’ft (“he is mine, 
in her Dutie and Obedience, marke. 

Hath eiticn me this : now gather,and furmife. 

The Letter . 

TotheftleftiaU^nd my Soules /doll > the moft beautified O- 
pbelia . 

phat’s an ill Phrafe, a vildc Phrafe, beautified is a vilde 
phrafe: but you Hull hcare thefc in her excellent white 
bofome, thefe. 

0)u. Came this from Hamlet to her, 
pd. Good Madam ftav awhile, I will be faithfulL 
tyubt thou, the Starres are fire , 

Doubt*, that the Same doth moue : 

Doubt Truth to be a Lter , 
put never Doubt , / Une. 

0 iecre Ophelia ? I am HI at thefe Numbers : I haue not Art to 
reckon mj gr ones ; but that l loue thee be ft , oh moft Teft be- 
liCHeit. tsidiets. 

Thine evermore mo[l deere Lad),whilft this 
CMachinc v tobim> Hamlet. 

This in Obedience hath my daughter ihew’d me: 

And more aboue hath his ioliciung, 

As they fell out by Time, by Meanes,and Place, 

All giuen to mine care. 

King* Rut how hath (lie rcceiu'd his Loue? 

Pol. What do you thinke of me ? 

King. As of a man, faithfull and Honourable. 

Toil wold fame prone fo.Buc what might you think ? 
When I had fecne this hot loue on the wing. 

As 1 percciued it, I muft rell you that 

Before my Daughter told me,wrnat might you 

Or my deere Maieftie your Queene heere, think. 

If I had play d the Deske or Tablc-booke, 

Or giuen my heart a winking, mute and dumbe, 

Or look'd vpon this Loue,with idle fight. 

What might you thinke ?No,I went round to worke. 
And (my yong Miftri$)thu$ I did befpeake 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Starre, 

This muft not be : and then,] Precepts gaue her. 

That {he fhould locke her ielfe from his Refort, 

Admit no Mcflengers^ receiuc no Tokens: 

Which don c, flic tooke the Fruitcs of my Aduice, 

And he repulfcd. AfliortTaic to make, 

Fell into a Sadr.dTc, then into a Faft, 

Thence to a Watch, thence into a W r eakne(Te, 

Thence to a Lightnt(Tc,3nd by this declcnflon 
Into the Madncfie whereon now he raues, 

And all wc waile for. 

King. Do you thinke ’tis this ? 

Qh. It may be very likely. 

Pol. Hath there bene fuch a time, Tde fain know that, 
That I haue pofliciucjy faid, ^is fo, 

When it prou’d otherwife? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this; if this be otherwife, 
IfCircumftanccs lcade me, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeede 
Within the Center. 

Ring. How may we r.ry it further ? 

Pol. You know fometjinies 
He walkcs fourc houres together, hecrc 


Jn the Lobby. 

Qh. So he ha’s indeed. 

PoL At fuch a time lie loofc my Daughter to him. 
Be you and 1 bchinde an Artas then, 

Marke the encounter : If he loue her noc. 

And be not from his rcaion falne thereon; 

Let me be no A {Tift ant for a State, 

And keepe a Farme $nd Carters, 

King. We vvill try it. 

Enter Hamlet reading on a Bcohe. 

JVx. But looke where fadly the poore wretch 
Comes reading. 

Tol. Away I do bcfeech you, both away. 


Ilcboord hirt* prefendy. 


Exit King (fr ffiueen. 


Gfi giue me leaue. How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. Well,God-a-mcrcy. 

Pol. Do you know me,my Lord ? 

Ham . Excel!ent,cxcellcnt well: y’areaFifhmonger. 

Pol. Noc I my Lord. 

Flam. Then I would you were fohoneft a man# 

Pol. Honeft^my Lord? 

Ham. lfir r to be honeft as this world goes, is to bee 
one man pick’d out of two thoufand. 

Pol. *1 hat\> verv truc>roy Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sun breed Magots in a dead dogge* 

being a good killing Carrion-* 

Haue you a daughter ? 

Pel. I haue my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walke i'th’Sunne s Conception is a 
blefsing, but noc as your daughter may concciue.Fticnd 
looke too’c. 

PolM ow fay you by that?Sti!I harping on my daugh¬ 
ter: yet he knew me noc at firft; he faid I was a Fifhmon- 
gcr: he is farre gone,farre gone: and rruly in my youth, 
J fuffred much extreamity for loue: very neere this. He 
fpeake to him againe* What do you read my Lord? 

Ham. Words,words/jvords. 

/W. What is the matter,my Lord? 

Ham. Betweene who ? 

Pol. I meane the matter you meane,my Lord. 

Ham* Slanders Sir : for the Sacyrical) jflaue faics here, 
thac old men haue gray Beards; that their faces are wrin¬ 
kled ; their eyes purging thicke Amber, or Piuni-Ti ce 
Gumme : and that they haue a plentifull locke of Wit, 
together wirh weake Hammes. All which Sir, though I 
moft powerfully, and potently belceue ; yet I holde it 
notHoneilie to haue it thus fetdewne: For you your 
felfe Sir, fticuld be old as I am, if like a Crab you could 
go backward. 

Pol y Though this be madneflr. 

Yet there is Method in'r: will you walks 
Out of the ayre my Lord? 

Ham. JntomyGraue? 

Pol. Indeed that is out o’th’Ayrc: 

How pregnant (fometimcs)his Replies ate ? 

A happinefle, 

That often M adneffe hits on, 

Which Reafon and Sanicie could not 
So profperoufly be deliuer’d of. 

I will leaue him^ 

And fodainely contriue the mcanes of meeting 
Betwrene him,and my daughter. 

My Honourable Lord, 1 will moft humbly 
Takc my leaue of you. 

_ oo 3 Ham 
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Ham. You cannot Sir t«ke from me any thing, that I 
will more willingly part withall, except my life, my 
life* 

felon. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefc tedious old fooles. 

felon. You goc to feeke my Lord Hamlet ; there 
hcc is. 

Enter Rojincran and Gttildenjlerne, 

Rojin. God faue you Sir. 

Guild. Mine honour’d Lord? 

Rojtn. My moft deare Lord? 

Ham, My excellent good friends? How do’ft thou 
Gtttldenfttrne} Oh,Rojincrane; good Lads: How doe ye 
both? 

Rojtn. As the indifferent Children of the earth. 

Guild. Happy,in that we are not ouer-happy: on For¬ 
tunes Cap.vve arc not the very Button. 

Ham. Nor thcSoalcs of her Shoo ? 

Rojin. Neither my Lord, 

Ham. Then you liue about her vvafte, orin the mid¬ 
dle of net fauour? 

Cjttil. Faith,her priuates, we. 

Ham, In the fecret parts of Fortune? Oh, moft true j 
( he is a Strumpet. What’s the newes ? 

Rojin. None my Lord; bat that the World’s gtowne 
honed. 

Ham. ThenisDoomefdayneere: But your newes is 
not true. Let me queftion more in particular: what haue 
you my good friends, deferued at the bands of Fortune, 
that fhe lends you to Prifon hither? 

Gail. Prifon,my Lord ? 

Ham. Denmark’s a Prifon. 

Rojin. Then is the World one. 

Ham. A goodly one,in which there are many Con¬ 
fines, Wards,and Dungeons; Denmarke being one o’<b’ 
worft, 

Rojin. We thinkc not fo my Lord. 

Ham. Why then’tis none to you;for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it (o: to me it is 
a pri on. 

Rojin. Why then your Ambition makes hone: ’tis 
too narrow for your minde. 

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nutfheJl, and 
count my fclfe a King of infinite fpace; were it not that 
I haue baddreames. 

G ml. Which dreames indeed are Ambition : for the 
very (ubfianceofthe Ambitious, is roccrcly the (hadow 
otaDreamc. 

Ham. A dreame it felfe is but a fhadow. 

Rojin. Truely, and I hold Ambition of fo ayry and 
light a quality, that it is but a fhadowes (hadow. 

Ham. Then arc our Beggers bodies • and our Mo- 
narchs and out-ftrctcht Heroes the Beggers Shadowes: 
fhall wee to th’Court: for, by my fey I cannot rea» 
fon ? 

'Both. Wce’l waitvpon you. 

Ham. No fuch matter. I twill not fort you with the 
reft of my leruants: fortofpeake to you like an honeft 
man: 1 am moil dreadfully attended; but in the beaten 
way of triendfhip. What makeyouatf^wiw? 

Rojin. To vifit you my Lord,no other occafion. 

Ham. Bcggcr that I am,I am eoen poore in thankes; 
but I thankc you : and fure deare friends my thanks 
are roodcarea halfepeny; were you not fent for? Is it 
your owne inclining ? Is it a free vifitation ? Come, 
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me 


dcalc iuftly with me : come,come; nay 
Cuil. WhatfhouldwefaymyLord .? C ‘ 

Ham. Why any thing. But to the purp 0 f,. „ 
fent for; and there is a kinde confeflion in 
which your modefties haue not craft cnouul 
lor, I know the good King & Queene hau c ienfr ‘° c °* 
Rojin, To what end my Lord? ot You, 

Ham. That you muft teach me: but let m 
you by the rights of our fellowfhip,by the conf * C ° nillr ' 
©uryouthjby the Obligation of our euer-pref^'M 
and by what more deate, a better propoter couJk' 1 
you withall; be euen and dired with me whmu 
were fent for or no. ' thcr J 

Rojin. What fay you? 

Ham. Nay then I haue an eye ofyou- if , 
hold not off. 1 * ycu,0Ue 

(/Mil. My Lord, we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why 5 fo lT.aH my anticioari 
preuent your difeouery of your fecricieto the r P n 
Quecneimoult no feather, I haue of lateX t w 
I know not, loft all my mirth,forgone all cuftornetf „ 
ercife; and indeed,it goes fo heauenly with mydil Do f -' 
on;that this goodly frame the Earth,feemes ton,cl 
rill Promontory; mismott excellent Canopy t h e A v 

look you^hisbraue ore-hanging,this MaiefticailRoL’ 
fretted with golden fire: why,it appeares no other thiw 
tomce, then a foule and peftilent congregation 0 fv a & 
pours. What a piece of wotke is a man! how Nob’e in' 
Reafon? how infinite in faculty ? in forme and moim, 
howexpreffeand admirable?in Aaion,howl l ke3nAn’ 
gel ? in apprehenfion, how like a God? the beauty ofthi 
world, the Parragon of Animals; and yet to me, what is 
this Quinteflcnce ofDuft? Man delights not me no 
nor Woman neither; though by your finding youfeeme 
to fay fo. 

Refn. My Lord, there was no fuch ftuffc in my 
thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you Iaugh,when I faid, Man delicts 
not me * 

Ropn. To thinke, my Lord,ifyou delight not in Man, 
what Lcncon entertainment the Players fhall receiue 
from you: wee coarcdthemonthe way, and hither arc 
they comming to offer you Seruice. 

Ham. He thatplayes the King fhall be welcome; his 
Maicfty fhall haue Tribute of mee : the aduemurous 
Knight fhal vie his Foyle and Target: the Louer fhall 
not figh gratis, the humorous man fhall end his part in 
peace: theClownefhall makethofelaugh whofelongs 
are tickled a’th* fere : and the Lady fhall fay her minde 
freely; or the blanke Verfe fhall halt for’c: what Players 
are they ? 

Rojtn. Euen thofe you were wont to take delight in 
the Tragedians of the City* 

Ham . How chances it they trauaile? their refi- 
dencc both in reputation and profit was better both 
wayes. 

Ropn. I thinke their Inhibition comes by the mcancs 
of the late Innouacion ? 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did 
when I was in the City ? Are they fo follow’d i 
Rojin . Noindeed^heyarcnot. 

Ham How comes it ? doc they grow rufty ? 

Rojin. Nay, their indeauour keepes in thewonte 
pace; But there is Sir an ayrie of Children, Hk* 
Yales, that crye out on the top of queftion 5 ^ 
are moft tyrannically clap’t for’t : thefe are now w 
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fofotiii, and iobe-ratled the common Stages (fo they 
all them) that many wearing Rapiers, are affraidc of 
g 0() f c .quils,and dare fcarfe come thither. 

1 fj amt What arc they Children? Who maintains ’em? 
plow are they efcoted i Will they purtue the Quality no 
longer then they can fing ? Will they not fay afterwards 
jftheyfhould grow rhcmfclues to common Players (as 
jcislikemoft ifeheir meanesarcnoibetter) their Wri- 
cers do them wrong, to make them exclaim againft their 

ovvneSucceflion. 

Rofin. Faith there ha’s bene much to do on both iides: 
and the Nation holds it no hnne, to tarre thenuo Con- 
trouerfie* There was tor a while, no mony bid for argu¬ 
ment, vnleffe the Poet and the l^yc^ went coCuffes in 
the Queftion. 

Ham. Is’cpoflible? 

Guild. Oh there ha’s bcenc much throwing about of 
Braincs. 

Ham, Do the Boyes carry it away ? 

Rojtn .I that they do my Lord ^Hercules & his load too. 

Ham t It is not ftrange: for mine Vnckle is King of 
Denmarke, and thofe that would make mowes at him 
while my Father liued; giue twenty, forty, an hundred 
Ducates a pcecc, for his pnfturc in Little. There is fome- 
thingin this more then Naturall, if Philofophie could 
findcitout. 

tlonnfk for the Vlayers. 

Gatl. There arc the Players. 

Ham. Gentlemen,you arc welcom to Slfonovoer : your 
hands, come: The appurtenance of Welcome, is Fafhion 
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
left my extent to the Players(which 1 cell you muft fhew 
faircly outward)(Lould more appeare like entertainment 
then yours. You are welcome : but roy Vnckle Father, 
and Aunt Mother are decciu’d. 

Gail. InwhacmydecrcLord? 

Ham . IambutmadNorth,North-Weft : when the 
Windc is Southerly, I know aHawkcfrom a Handfaw- 

EnterRoloniasa 

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hcarkc you Gnildenficrnej and you too : at each 
eare a hearer : that great Baby you fee there, is not yet 

out of his fwathing clouts. 

.ft^tf.Happily he’s the fecond time come to them: for 
they fay,an old man is twice a childe. 

Ham. I willprophcfie* Hee comes to tell me of the 
Players. Mark it, you fay right Sir : for a Monday mor¬ 
ning’twasfo indeed. 

Pol. My Lord,I haue Newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord f l haue Newes to tell you. 

When Rojfius an Aftor in Rome— 

Pol. The A$ors are come hither roy Lord. 

Ham . Buzze, buzze. 

Pol . Vpon mine Honor. 

Ham. Then can each A6tor on his Aflc — 

Polon. The beft Aftors in the world, either for Trage- 
die, Comedie,H»ftorie, Paftorall: Paftoricall-Comicalb 
HiftoricalLPaftorall: Tragicall-HiftoricalL: Tragicall- 
ComicalUHiftoricall-Paftorall: Scene indiuible, or Po¬ 
em vnlimiccd. Seneca cannot be too heauy, nor Planttu 
too light, for the law of Writ,and the Liberty.Thefc arc 
theonely men. 

Ham. O lepbta Iudge ofIfrael^what a Treafure had’ft 
thou? 

Pol. What a Treafure had he,my Lord ? 

Ham. Why onefairc Daughter,and no more > 


The which he loued pafling well# 

PoL Still on my Daughter. 

Ham. Am I not fth’righc old Iephta ? 

Polon . If you call me lephra my Lord, I haue a daugh¬ 
ter that 1 loue pafling well. 

Ham . Nay that followes nor, 

Polon. What followes then,my Lord ? 

Ha. Why, As by lot,God wot: and then you know,lt 
came to paffe, as moft like it was: The firft rowc of the 
Pons Chan fen will fhe w you more. For looke where my 
Abridgements come* 

Enter fourt or fine players . 

Y’are welcome Mafters, welcome all. I am glad to fee 
thee well: Welcome good Friends. O my oldeFriend ? 
Thy face is valiant fince I faw thee laft : Com ftchouto 
beard me in Denmarke f What, my yong l ady and Mi- 
ftrisPByrlady your Ladifhip is ncerer Heauen then when 
1 faw you laft, by the altitude of a Cboppine. Pray God 
your voice like a pecce of vneurrant Gold be not crack'd 
within the ring. Mafters,you are all welcome:wec’l c'ne 
to’t like French Faulconers, flie at any thing wc fee: WceM 
haue a Speech ftraight. Come giue ys a taft of your qua¬ 
lity : come,a paflionatc fpeech. 
i .Play. What fpecch,my Lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeak me a fpeech once,but it was 
neuer Afted : or if it was,not abouc once, for the Play I 
remember pleas’d not the Million, ’twas Caviarie to the 
Generali: but it was (as I receiu’d it, and others, whofe 
iudgement in fuch matters, cried in the top of mine) an 
excellent Play ; well digefted in the Scocnes, fetdownc 
with as much modeftie,as cunning. I remember one faid 
there was no Sallees in the lines, to make the matter fa- 
uoury; nor no matter in the phrafe, that might indite the 
Author ofaffeftation,but cal’d it an honeft merhod.One 
cheefe Speech in it, I cheefely lou’d, ’twas lALneat Tale 
to Dido, and thereabout of it efpecialJy, where he fpeaks 
of Priams (laughter. If it liuc in your memory, br gin 
this Line, let me fee 5 lec me fee : The rugged Pyrrl.ns like 
\WHyrcanian Beaft. It is not fo : it begins with Pyrrhus 
The rugged Pyrrhus , he whofe Sable Armes 4 
BUcke as his purpofe, did the night refemblc 
When he lay couched in the Ominous Horfe, 

Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion fmfcar'd 
With Heraldry more difmall: Head to foote 
Now is he to take Geulles, horridly Trick’d 
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes, 
Bak’d and imparted with the parching ftrcccs, 

That lend a tyrannous,and damned light 
To their vilde Murthers, roafted in wrath and fire, 

And thus o’re-fized with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like Carbuncles, the hellifh Pyrrhus 
Old Grand fire Priam fcefecs* 

PoL Fore God,my Lord,wcll fpoken, with good ac~ 
cent,and good difcrccion* 

l .player. Anon he findes him, 

Striking too fhort atGreekes, His anticke Sword; 
Rebellious to his Armc, lyes where it fanes' 

Repugnant to command: vnequall match, 

Pyrrhus at Priam driucs, in Rage (hikes wide i 
But with the whiffe and windc of his fell Sword, 
Th’vnnerued Father fah. Then fenfcleffe Illium p 
Seeming to feele his blow, with flaming top 
Scoopesto his Bace, and with a hideous crafli 
Takes Prifoner Pyrrhus eare. For Ioc,his S word 
Which was declining on the Milkic head 
] OfRcucrcnd Triam y feem’d i*th*Ayre to fticke ? 

So 
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v TheTragedieof Hamlet . 



So as a painted Tyrant Pyrrhus flood. 

And like a Newtrall to his will and matter 3 did nothing. 
But as we often fee againft fonte ftorme, 

A filcnce in the Hcaupns, thcRacke ftand ftill. 

The bold windes fpeechlcfle, and the Orbc below 
As hufh as death: Anon the dreadfull Thunder 
Doth rend the Region. So after Pyrrhus paufe, 

A ro wied Vengeance fets him new a-worker 
And ncuer did the Cyclops hammers fall 
On Mats his Armours^ forg’d for proofe Eterne* 

With Jeffe remorfe then Pyrrhus bleeding fword 
Now tallcs on Priam. 

Out, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you Gods, 

In generall Synod takeaway her power: 

Brcake all the Spokes and Fallies from her wheele, 

And boule (he round Naue downs the hill oi Heauen, 
As lovy as to the Fiends. 

PoJ. This is too long. 

Ham. It (hall to’th Barbars, with your beard* Pry- 
theefayon: He’s for a Iiggc,or a tale ofBaudry, orhee 
ileepes. Say on; come to Hecuba. 

i.Play.But who.O who,hadfeen theinobled Queen. 

Ham. The inobled Queene ? 

Pol That’s good: Inobled Queene is good. 

I .Play . Run bare-foot vp and downe, 
Threatningthe flame 

With BilTon Rhcume: A clout about that head, 

Where late the Diadem flood, and for a Robe 
About her lanke and all ore-teamed Loines, 

A blanket in th’A'iaru.m offearc caught vp. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in Venome fleep’d, 
’Gainfl Fortunes State,would Treafon haue pronounc’d? 
But if the Gods ihemfelues did lee her then, 

When flie favv Pyrrhus make malicious fport 
in mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbes. 

The ioftant Burfl of Clamour that five made 
(Vnlefle thiugs mortall moue them not at all) 

Would haue made milche the Burning eyes of Heauen, 
And paffion in the Gods. 

Pol. Looke where he ha’s not turn’d his colour, and 
ha’s teares in’s eyes. Pray younomore. 

Ham. ’Tis well, He haue thee fpcake out the reft, 
foone. Good my Lord, will you fee the Players wtl be¬ 
llow'd, Doyeheafe,letthembewdlvs’d:forihcy arc 
theAbftracb and breefe Chronicles of the time. After 
your death, you were better haue a bad Epitaph, then 
their ill report while you lined. 

Pol. My Lord, 1 will vfe them according to their de¬ 
fart. 

Ham. Godsbodykins man, better. Vfceucrieman 
after his tiefart, and who lliould fcape whipping: vfe 
them after your own Honor and Dignity. The lefle they 
delerue, the more merit is in your bountie. Take them 
iu. 

Pol. Corners. ExitPolou. 

Plam. Follo w him Friendsjwec’l heare a play to mor¬ 
row. Doft thou heare me old Friend, can you play the 
murther of Qo»z.age ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Wec’lha’t to morrow night. You could for a 
need ftudy a fpcech of fome dofen ot lixteene lines, which 
1 would let downe,and iniert in’t? Could ye not ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and looke you 
meek him not. My good Friends, lie lcaueyou til night 
y on are welcome to Elfonower ? 






ir . Clouet Hamlet. ^ 

riant. I fo, God buy’ye : Now I am ^T^ 

Oh what a Rogue and Pcfant Haue am 15 °* 

Is it not monftrous that this Player heere 
But in a Fixion,in a dreame of Paffion * 

Could force his foule fo to his whole conceit 
That from her working,all his vifage warmM 
Teares in his eyes, diftradlion in’s Afp e & 

A broken voyce,and his whole Fundion fui,- 
With Formes.to his Conceit ? And all f or _ 

For Hecuba f ° r "othing? 

What’s Hecuba to him,or he to Hecuba 
That he Ihould weepe for her ? What would i . 
Had he the Motiue and the Cue for paffion ^ 0f > 
That I haue? He would drownethcStao ew ,;.L 
And cleaue the generall eare with horrid fnel u rCi 
Make mad the guilty,and apale the free, * : 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed 
The very faculty ol Eyes and Eares. Yet I* 

A dull and muddy-metled Rafcall,peake * 

Like Iohn a-drcames,vnprcgnant ofmv canfo 
And can fay nothing: No,not for a King > 
Vpon whole propcrty.and moft decre liie 
A damn’d defeate was made. Am 1 a Coward a 
Who calles me Viilainc ? brcake* my natea-crrfT , 
Pluckes off my Beard,and blowcs it in my f acP j C ‘ 

Tweakes me by’th’Nofe? glues me the Lye i’chTW, 
A. deep. t o the Lungs? Who docs m/'hL > 

Ha? Why f fhould take it: for it cannot be 
But l am P'gcon-Liuer’d,andlackcGall * 

To make Oppreflion bitter, or ere this 
I flioold haue fatted all the Region Kite* 

With this Slaues Offal}, bloudy j a Bawdy viilainc 
FUmorfelcffc, Treachcrous^etcherous, kindle* villain 
Oh Vengeance! 


Who? What an Afle am I ? I fine,this is moft braue 

That I, the Sonne of the Deere furthered, > 
Prompted to my Rcucnge by Hestfen,and’Hell, 

Mull (like a Whore; vnpacke my heart with vro’rds, 
And fall a Curling like a very Drab, 

A Scullion?Fyc vpon’t: Foh. About my Brainc. 

I haue heard, that gmity Creatures fitting at a Play, 
Haue by the very cunning of the Sccenc, 

Bene firooke io to the foule, thatprefently 
They haue proclaim’d their Malefiidtions. 

For Murther, though it haue no tongue,will fpcake 
With moft myracuiouj Organ. lie haue theic Players, 
Pl.iy fomething like the murder of my Father, 

Before mine Vnkle. lie obferue his lookes, 

He cent him to the quicke: If he but blench 
I know mycourle. The Spirit that I haue feene 
May be the Diucll, and the Diuel hath power 
T’aflume apleafing ffiape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my Weakncffe, and my Melancholly, 

As he is very potent with Inch Spirits, 

Abufcs me to danme me. He haue grounds 
More Relatiue then this: The Play’s the thing, 
Wherein lie catch the Confluence of the King. Exit 


Enter King, Queene, Polonius, Ophelia, 7 {<>- 
Jincrsince, Guildenjlent, and Lords, 

King. And can you by no drift of circumflance 
Get ftom him why he puts on this Confufion: 
Grating fo harffily all his dayes of quiet 


« 
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rr^Turbulcnt and dangerous Lunacy 

Roftn. He docs confcffe he feeles himfelfe diftra&ed, 
gut from what caufe he will by no meanes fpcake. 

CttL Nor do we finde him forward to be founded* 
gut With a crafty Madncffe keepcs aloofe: 

\Vhen wc would bring him on to fome Confcflion 
Of his true ftate. 
qh, Didhcrcccmeyouwe!!? 

£o/t*. Moft like a Gentleman, 

Guild. But with much forcing of hif difpoftcion- 
Rofin. Niggard of queftion,butof our demunds 
^oft free in his reply, 

6)# t Didyouaifayhimtoany pafiime? 

'fiofin. Madam^c fo fell out, that ccrcaine Players 
VVc ore-wrought on the way : ofehefe we told lum, 

/^nd there did feemc in him a kindc of ioy 
'fo heare of it: They are about the Court, 

And (as 1 thinkc) they haue already order 
This night to play before him, 

Pol. ’Tismortcrue: 

And he befeech’d me to intreace your Maicfties 
Tohearc^and fee the matter. 

King*. With all my heart ,and it doth much content me 
To heare him 10 inclin’d. Good Gentlemen, 

Giue him a further eugc, and driuc his purpofc on 
To thefe delights. 

Ro/w. We fhall my Lord. £xcunt+, 

Ktng. Sweet tfertrudekauc vs too. 

For we haue clofely fent for Hamlet hither. 

That he, as 'twerc by accident, may there 
Affront Ophelia. Her Father.and my feife(lawful efpials) 
Will(o btftow our lelucs, that feeing vnfecne 
Wc may of their encoumer frankely iudgc. 

And gather by him^s he is behatied, 

If'cbe th’affliChon of his Ioue,or no. 

That thus he fuffei s for.? 

Qu^ 1 fl^all obey you. 

And tor your part Ophelia, I do wifh 
Th 3 t your good Beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wiidenefle; fo ftiall I hope your Vertues 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe. 

To both your Honors. 

Ophe. Madam,I wifh it may. 

Pci. Ophelia , walkc you heere.Gracious fo pleafe ye 
We will beftow our lelues : Reade on this booke, 

That fhew ot fuch an cxcrcife may colour 
Your lonclineffe. V/e are oft coo blame in thi% 

Tis too much pron*d, that with Dcuoiions yifage. 

And pious A$ion, w r e do iurge oVe 
The diucll himtclfe* 

King. Oh’tistruc: 

How ltnart a lafli that fpeech doth giue my Confcicncc ? 
The Hatlots Chccke beautied with plaitVring Art 
Is not more vgly to the thing chat hclpes it. 

Then is my deede, to my moft painted word. 

Oh heauie burthen! 

Pol. 1 heare him coniming,let’s withdraw my Lord. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or nor to be, that is rhe Qneftion : 
Whether 'tis Nobler in the minde to fufter 
The Slings and Arrowes ofomragious Fortune, 

Or to take Arrr.cs againft a Sea of troubles. 

And by oppofing end them : to dye,to fleepe 

No more; and by a fleepe, to fay we end 

The Hcarc-ake, and the thoufand Natural! fhockes 


That Flefh is heyre too? Tis a cbnfummation 
Detioutly to be wiflVd. To dye to flee pe. 

To fleepe, perchance io Dreame 51,there’s the rub 5 
For in thac fleepe of death, what dreames may come. 
When we haue fhuffleLd eft this mortal! co le, 

Muft giue vs pawfe There's the refpedt 
Thac makes Calamity offo Unglife : 

For who would bcate the Wmp»and Scorncs of time. 

The Opprcffors wrong, thepooremansContumc.y, 

The pangs of difpriz’d Loue, the La vves» delay. 

The infolence ofOftice>and the Spumes 
That patient merit of the vnwortby takes. 

When he himfelfe might his Onsettu make 

With a bare Bodkiu? Who would theieFardies heare 

To grunt and fwcat voder a weary life, 

But chat the dread of lomething atter death* 

The vndilcouered Councrcy, from whole Borne 
No Traveller rcturnes. Puzcls the wdl, 

And makes vs rather bcare thole dies v> e haue. 

Then fl/c to others that we know r not of. 

Thus Conlcience docs make Cowards ofvs all. 

And thus the Nstiuc hew of Refolution 
Is ficklied o’rc, with the pule caft of Thought, 

And encerprizes of great pith and moment. 

With this regard their Currants turneawav. 

And loofc the name of A6Hon* Soft you now, 

Thefaire Ophelia? Nimph, in thy Orizons 
Ec all my linnes remembred. 

Ophe . Good my Lord, 

How docs your Honor for this many a day? 

Ham. 1 humbly thankc you : well,wen,well. 

Ophe . My Lord,I haue Remembrances of yours. 

That I haue longed long to rc-dehuer, 

I pray you now^eceiuc them. 

Ham. No,no, 1 neucr gaucyou oughr. 

Ophe. My honor’d l ord, I know right well you did, 
And with them words of Io fwcet breath compose, 

As made the things more rich, then perfume left: 

Take thefe againe, for to the Noble minde 
Rich gifts wax poorc, when giuers prone vnkinde. 

There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha,ha : Are you honeftj? 

Opheu My Lord* 

Ham, Areyoufaire? 

Ophe. Whac meanesyour Lordfliip ? 

Ham That if you be honeft and faire, your Honefty 
A o ild admit nodiicourfe to your Beautie. 

Ophe. Could Beautie my Lord, haue better Gomerce 
then your Honeftie ? 

Ham. 1 truiie : for the power of Berucie, will fooner 
transforme Honeftie from whac it is, to a Bawd, then the 
force of Honeftie can tranflare Beautie into his hkcnellc. 
This was fometime a Paradox, but now the time giues it 
proofe* Ididloucyouonce. 

Ophe, Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeue fo. 

Ham. You ihould not haucbelecucd me. Forvcr f ue 
cannot fo innocculatc our old ftockc, but we (ball i elkfn 
ofir. I louedyou not. 

Ophe. I was the more deceiucd. 

Ham. Get theetoaNunnerie Why wotdd’ft thru 
be a breeder ofSinners ? I jwh my felfe indifferent hoitcft, 
but yet I could acctiA me offuch things.that it were bet¬ 
ter my Mother had not borne me. \ an’; very prowd, te- 
uengefulL Ambitious, with more offences a; my becke, 
then I haue thoughts to put ibem in i magination, to giue 
them ftupe A or time to a<fte them in* What foould flu h 
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Fdlowes as I do* crawling betwcenc Heauen and Earth. 
Wc arc arranc Knaues all, bcleeuc none of vs. Goc thy 
wayes to a Nunnery. Where's your Father ? 

Of he. At home, my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be (hut vpon him, that he may 
play the Foolc no way, but in’s owne hoiilc. Farewell. 

Ophe. O helpe him,ycu fweet Heauens. 

Ham. Ifthou doeft Marry, II; giue thee this Plague 
for thy Dowric.Bc thou as chaft as ] ce,as pure as Snow, 
thou (halt not efcape Calumny. Get thee to a Nunnery. 
Go,Farewcll. Or ifthou wilt needs Marry,marry a fool: 
for Wife men know well enough, what mongers you 
mekeoftheni. To aNunncry go,and quickly too. Far- 
well. 

Ophi . O hcaucnly Powers,reftorc him. 

Ham. I hauc heard of your prathngs too wcl enough. 
God has giuen you one pace,and you make your felfe an- 
othenyou gidge,you amble,and you lifpc, and nickname 
Gods creatures, and make your Wantonncfle, your Ig- 
norance.Go too, lie no moreon’c, it hath made me mad. 
I fay, we will haue no more Marriages. Thofe that are 
married already, all but one (liall hue, the red fhall keep 
as they are. To a Nunnery,go. Exit Hamlet 

Ophe. O what a Noble mmdc is heere o’re-thrownc ? 
The Courtier£,Soldicrs,Scholicrs: Eyc,tongue,lword, 
Th’expeilanfic aid Rofe of the faire State, 

The glafle of Fafhion, and the mould of Forme, 
Th’gbferu’d of all Obferucrs, quite,quite do wne. 

Haue I of Ladies mod dcietd and wretched. 

That fuck’ii the Honic of his Mulkke Vowes: 

Now fee thatNoblc,and moftSoueraigneReafon, 

Like fw«« Bcls tangled out oftune,and harfli. 

That vninatch’d Forme 3nd Feature of blovvne youth, 
Blafted with extafie. Oh woe is me, 

T’haue fcenc wha: I haue fecnc: fee what I fee. 


Enter Kmg, atidPoloaiue. 

King. Louc ? His affections do not that way tend. 
Nor what he fpakc, chough it lack’d Forme a little, 

Was not like Madndfc. There’s fomething in his foule r 
O’re which his Melancholly fits on brood,” 

And I do doubt the hatch, and the difclofc 

Will bclome danger, which to pseuent 

I haue in quicke determination 

Thus fet it downe. He fhall with fpeed to England 

For the demand of our neglected Tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countries different 
With variable Objects, fii.all.expd! 

( This fomething fedeef matter in his heart: 

; Whereon his Braincs dill bcaririg,put$him thus 
From falhiou ofhimfcife. What thinke you on’c? 

Vol. Ic final! do yvHl. Bat yctdol beleeue 
The Orig'm atid.Co^mcnecment of this greefe 
Sprung from neglected lone, How ntfw Ophelia ? 

You necdcr.ot tell vs, what Lord Hamlet faide. 

We heard it all. My Lord, do-as you plcafe’ 

But if you hold it fit after the Piny,) 

Let his Queenc Mother all alone intreat him 
Tcfiiew hi, Greefcs : let her be round with him. 

And J ie be plac’d fo, p'eafc you in the care 
Of all their Conference. If (hefindehim not. 

To England fend him: Or confine him where 
Your wifedome bed (hall thinkc. . c. .. 

King. It (hailbefo; 

Madncffe in great Ones, muft no: vnwatch’d go. 

Exeunt, 


Enter Hamlet T ant), five or three ofthe P lajQ 

Ham, Spcakc the Speech I pray you a s 1 
it to you trippingly on the TongueiiutVvou °'' nc ’ (i 
as many of your Players do,I hadas liue ftJT°" ,h «, 
had fpoke my Lines : Nor do not faw the Avr/^" 
your hand thus, but vie all gently ; formthl ° 0n ’ Ucl1 
rent, Tcmpeft, and (as I may lay; the Whir'll.'?T 0t * 
I affion, you muft acquire and beret a Temn VVinQt «f 
may giue it Smoothneffe. O it offends m ee to ? nCethjt 
to (ee a robuflious Pery-wig-pated Fellow,teaV^ft 
o„ ,o Miter., to verie .agg.s, to fplit , ht 
Groundlings : who (for the mod parr) are [ 
no«king,but inexplicable dumbe fhewes & no f e,ble 
haue iuch a Fellow whip: for a’re-doitjp Tr ‘ C!l Coul< l 
otic -Herod's Herod. Pray you auoid ir. & * Irna S a ‘it: j t 

Player. I warrant ycur Honor. 

Ham. Benottootamencythcr : but let vn. 
D.fcretion be your Tutor. Sure the Acfticn to & 
t.ic \\ ord to the Action, with this fpecifil obv ° r ^’ 
That you ore-flop not the modeftie of Nature • 
thing io ouer-done, is fro the purpofe of pi aw ; * 
end both at the firft and now, was and is,to hold as^' 
the Mirrourvp to Nature; to (hew Vercue her " 
Feature, Scotnc her owne Image, and che ,„i tA *' 

! Bodie of the Time, his iorme and prefliire. N ovv 0 J. 
oucr-dcne, or come tardie off,though it make the vn.kH 
full laugh, cannot but make the ludiciousgreeue- Th 
cenfurc of the which One, muft in your allowance 
way a whole Theater of Others. Oh, there bee' 
that I haue feene Play, and heard otherspraife, andthar 
highly (not tp ipeake it prophanely) that neytfcerhauing 
the accent ot Chriflians,northe gateofChriflian p 3 o.,f 
or Norman, haue foftnuted and bellowed, that'] bm 
thought fome of Natures Iouerney-men had made men” 
and not made them well, they imitated Humanity l'oab- 
hominaoly. 1 

PUj. I hope we hauc reform’d that indifferently with 
vs,Sir. 1 

... Ham ' O reforme it altogether. And let thofe that 
play your Clcwnes,fpeake no more then is fet downe for 
them. For there be of them, that will themfclues laugh, 
to fet on fome quanticie of barren .Spectators to laugh 
too, though in the meane time, fome aectffary Qnefliin 
of the Play be then to be confidercd: that’s Villanous, St 
fliewes a,moft pittifull Ambition in the Foolethat vies 
it. Gomakeyourcadic. Exit Players. 

Enter Poloxitts } Bgjwcrar.ee p and Gnildenjlenc, 

How now my Lord, 

Will the King hearc this peece of Worke? 

Pol. And the Queenc too,and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make haft. Exit Polonim . 

Will you two heipe to haften them ? 

’Both. Wc will my Lord. Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio. 

Ham. What hoa, Horatio ? 

Hera. Heere fweet Lord, at your Seruice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art eene as iufta man 
As ere my Conuerfation coap’d wichall. 

Hora. O my deere Lord. 

Ham, Nay,do not thinke I flatter: 

For what aduancement may I hope from thee, 

Xh2t no Reuennew haft, but thy good fpirits \ 
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& cloath thcc.Why (hold the poor be flatter’d ? 
Mo let the Candied tongue, like abfurd pompe. 

And crooke the pregnant Hindges ofthe knee, 

\Vherc thrift may follow faining ? Doit thou heare, 

Since my deere Soule was Miftris of my choyfc, 

/\od could of men diftingutfh, her eledion 
Hath fcal’d thee for her lelfe. For thou haft bene 
fo one in fuffering all 3 that fuffers nothing* 

^ man chat Fortunes buflfet^and Rewards 
Hath ’tane with equal! Thankes. And bleft are thofe, 
\yhole Blood and 1 udgement are fo well co-minglcd. 
That they are not a Pipe for Fortunes finger, 

To found what ftop ftte pleafe. Giue me that man. 

That is not P aflfions Slaue, and 1 will wearc him 
In my hearts Core: I,in my Heart of heart, 
fo I do thee. Something too much ot this. 

There is a Play to night before the King, 

OneScoeneof it comes necre the Circumftance 
Which I haue told thee,of my Fathers death. 

I prythee, when thou fee’ft that’Adle a-foot, 

Euen with the verie Comment of my Soule 
Obferucmine Vnkle: If his occulted guilt. 

Do not it felfe vnkenncll in one fpeech. 

It is a damned Ghoft that we haue fecnc : 
foi my Imaginations are as foule 
fo Vulcans Stythc. Giue him needful! note, 
for I mine eyes will riuet to his Face : 

And after we will both our iudgements ioyne, 

To cenfure of his feeming. 

flora. Well my Lord. 

Ifhe ftealcought the whifft this Play is Playing, 

And fcape detc&ing, I will pay the Theft. 

Enter King, Qtteene , Polenitis, Ophelia, Ro fineranocy 
Cjutldenfterne .and other Lords attendant. with 
his Guard carrying Torches . Dantfh 
March. Sound a Flourilh* 

Ham. They arc comming to the Play : I muft be idle. 
Get you a place. 

King. How fares our Cofin Hamlet^ 

Ham . Excellent Ifaith,ofchcCamelionsdifh :Ieatc 
the Ayre promife-cramm’d, you cannot feed Cr.pons fo. 

King. I haue nothing with this anfwer Hamlet, thefe 
words are not mine. 

Ham. No,norminc. Now my Lord,you plaid once 
i’ch*Vniuerfity,you fay? 

Volon. That I did my Lord, and was accounted a good 
Aftor. 

ham. And what did you enaeft > 

Pol. I did cnz&i Iuliw (a/ar^l was kill’d uh’Capitol : 
Brutus kill’d me* 

Ham. It wasabruitepartofhim, tokillfoCapitall a 
Calfe there. Be the Players ready ? 

Roftn. I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience. 

gi*. Come hither my good Hamlet ,fit by me. 

Ha. No good Mother,here’s Mettle more atua&iue, 

Pol. Oh ho,do you markc that ? 

Ham. Ladie,fhallllycinyourLap? 

Ophe. No my Lord. 

Ham. I meanc,my Head vpon your Lap ? 

Ophe. I my Lord. 

Ham . Do you thinke I meant Country matters ? 

Ophe. I thinke nothing, my Lord., 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to ly between Maids legs 
Ophe. What is my Lord ? 


Ham . Nothing. 

Ophe . You are merriejmy Lord ? 

Ham. Who I ? 

Ophe. I my Lord. 

Ham, Oh God, your onely Iigge-maker:what flhould 
a man do, but bemerrie. Forlookcyou how chcercfuF 
ly my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed within’s two 
Houres. 

Ophe . Nay/tis twice two moneths,niy Lord. 

Ham. So long?Nay then let thcDiuel weare btacke, 
for lie haue a ftmc of Sables. Oh Heauens! dye two mt>~ 
neths ago, and not forgotten yet i Then there's Hope* a 
great mans Memorie, may ont-liue his life halfcayesre : 
But byrlady he muft builde Churches then : oreliefliall 
he fuffer not thinking on, with the Hoby-horfle, whole 
Epitaph is 4 For o,For o, thcHoby-horfc is forgot. 

Hobojes play. The dumbeJherv enters. 

Enter a King and jQueene, very loutngly ; the Queene embra¬ 
cing him. She knee les and makes Jberv of P rot eft at ion 'vnto 
him . He takes her vp : and declines lots head vpon her nec\ 
Layes htm downe vpon a Banky of Flowers . She feeing him 
a-fleepe, lean +: htm. Anon comes in a Fellow, takes off 
Crewne, kjjfts it,andprwres poyfon in the Kings eares , and 
Exits. The ftliteenereturnes, findcs the King dead, and 
makes p affion ate A (It on. The Poyfcner, with fome two or 
three (ALutes comes m againe^ feeming to lament with her, 
The dead body is carried away : Th<; Poyfoner Wooes ► t he 
. Queenc with Gifttyfhe feemes loath and vmvtiling awhile, 
but in the end,accepts his lone . Exeunt 

Ophe. What meanes this, my Lord ? 

Ham. Marry this is Miching CMaltcho, that meanes 
Mifchcefe. 

Ophe. Belike this fhew imports the Argument of the 
Play ? 

Ham We fhall know by thefe Fcllowcs: the Players 
cannot keepe counfcll, they’l tell all. 

Ophe. Will they tell vs what this ftiew meant? 

Ham. I,or any fliewthatyoul fhew him. Bee not 
you afiham’d to (hew, heeT not fli3me to tell you what it 
meanes. 

Ophe. You are naught, you are naught, lie marke the 

Play. 

Enter Prologue. 

For vs, and for our Tragedie, 

Heere [looping to your Clemencie: 

We begge your hearing Patientlie . 

Ham. ] s this a Prologue, or the Poefie ofa Ring ? 
Ophe. ’Tisbrietemy Lord. 

Ham. As Womans loue. 

Enter King and bis Queenc. 

K/tfg.Full thirtie times hath Phcebus Cart gon round, 
Neptunes fait Wafh, and Tellus Orbed ground: 

And thirtie dozen Mooncs with borrowed (heene. 

About the World hauc times twcluc thirties becne > 

Since lone our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Vnite comutualljin moft facrcd Bands. 

Tap ♦ So many iournics may the Sunne and Moone 
Make vs againe count oVe^erc loue be done. 

But woe is me, you are fo fickc of late. 

So farre from cheere,and from your forme ftate* 

That 1 diftruftyou: yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muft : 

For womens Feare and Loue, holds quantise, 
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In neither ought,or in extremity: 

Now what my louc is,proofc hath matle you know. 

And as my Loue is fiz’d, my Fearc is fo. 

King. Faith I mud Jeauc thee Loue.and fttordy too : 
My operant Powers my Fun&ions leaue to do: 

And thou (halt liue in this faire world behitulc. 
Honour’d, belou’d, and haply,one as kindc. 

For Husband (haltthou - .. ■- ■- 
Bap. Oh confound the reft: 

Such Loue, muft needs be Treafon in my breft: 

In fecond Husband, let me be accurrt. 

None wed the fecond, but who kill’d th6 firftj 
Ham. Wormwood, Wormwood. 

Bapt. The inftances that lecond Marriage moue, 
Arebafe reipedb ofThrift,but none of Lcue. 

A lecond time, I kill my Husband dead, 

When fecond Husband kifles me in Bed. 

King. I do bcleeuc you. Think what now youfpeak: 
But what we do determine, oft we breake: 

Purpofeis but theflaue to Memorie, 

Of violent Birth, but poore validirie: 

Which now like Fruke vnripe ftickcs on the Tree, 

But fall vnfhak en,when they meilow bee. 

Moft neceflary ’tis, that we forget 
To pay our felues,what to our (cutes is debt: 

What to our felues in paffion \ve propofe. 

The paffion ending, doth t{ie purpofc lole. 

The violence of other Greefe or ioy. 

Their owne ennadlors with ihemfclues dc-ftroy: 

Where Ioy moft Rcuels, Greefe doth moft lament; 
Greefe ioyes, Ioy greeucs on {lender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not Orange 

That euen out Loues fliould with our Fortunes chdtfge. 

For Vis a queflion left vs yet to prone. 

Whether Loue lead Fortune,or eife Fortune Loue*. 

The great man downe^you markc his fauourites flies. 
The poore aduanc’d, makes Friends of Enemies: 

And hitherto doth Loue on Fortune tend, 

For who not needs, (bail neuer Iackc a Frend: 

And who in want a hollow Friend doth try, 

Direfily feafons him his Enemie. 

But orderly to end,where I begun. 

Our Willes and Fates do fo contrary run, 

That out Deuices ftill arcouerthrowne. 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne. 

So think e thou wilt no fecond Husband wed. 

But die thy tboughts,\vhen thy firft Lord is dead. 

Bap. Nor Earth to giue me food, nor Heauen light, 
Sport and repofciocke from me day and night; 

Each eppofite that blankes the face of ioy. 

Meet what I would ha tic well,and it deftroy ♦ 

Both heere,snd hence, purfuc me lafting ftrife, 

If once a Widdow,eucrI be Wife. 

Ham . If (lie fliould breake it now. 

King. ’Tis deepely fwornc: 

Sweet, leaue me heerc a while, 

My fpirns grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleepe. 

Qtt. Sleepe rocke thy Braine, S/eepes 

And neuer come mifchancebetweene vs twaine. Exit 
Ham. Madam,how likeyouthisplay? 

Qtt. The Lady procefts to much me thir.kes. 

Ham. Oh but fltee’l keepe hrr word. 

King. Haue you heard the Argument, is there no Of¬ 
fence ink ? 

Ham. No.no, they do but ieft, poyfon in ieft, no Of¬ 


fence i’th’world. 

King. What do you call the Play? 

tw*™ T he , M ° uie ' tra P : Warr yhow>Tro n - 
This Play is the Image ofa murder done i n ? plCalI y: 

* a £° 1S the Dukes name, his wife Baptiff* . G,. 

anon: ’tis a knauifh peece ofworke : n * y ° u ^llf ee 
Your Maicftic, and wee that haue free Hie • ,1,3t ? 

vs not: let the gall d iade winch.-our withr.. U t0 Uch e , 
Knter Luciamts. " SJ ’ e . Vn HlD» 
This is one Lttcianut nephew to the Kj,._ 

Ophe. You are a good Chorus,my Lord 

Ham. I could interpret betweene von .n'j 

if I could lee the Puppets dallying, X®®* l*u e . 

Ophe. You are kcene my Lord you are U 

Ophe. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you miftake Husbands. 

Begin Murderer. Pox, leaue thy dammhVP 

begin. Come,the croaking Raucndothbelll 30 ?’ and 

uenge. " ow f orft c . 

Lucian, Thoughts blacke, hands apt 
Drugges fir, and Time agreeing: * * 

Confederate feafon, elfe.no Creature fecirp • 

Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight Weeds co'll.k i 

w* H “«?»>"..**« bi. A ,hrt«* 

Thy natural! Magicke.and direpropertie * 

On wholfome life, vfurpe immediately. * 

Ham. He poyfonshim i’th’G udafZsJ’dl™' * H 
name’s Gonzago: the Story is extant and writ in JL 
Italian. You fhall fee anon how the Mu«heret«er $ £ 
loue of Gonz.ago's wife. 6 * in£ 

Ophe. The King rifes. 

Ham. What, frighted with falfi. fire. 

Qa. How fares my Lord? 

Pol. Giue o’rc the Play. 

King. Giue me fomc Light. Away, 

JS. Lights,Lights,Lights. £ xtm 

JHanct Hamlet fj* Horatio. 

Ham. Vv 7 hy let che ftruckcn Deere no weepc 
The Hart vngallcd play : 

For fome muft watch,while fomc muft fleepe; 
Sorunnes the world away. 

Wouldnotchis Sir.-and aForrcft ofFeathers.ifthertftof 
my Fortunes tutneTurke with me; with twoPtouinciali 
Rofcs on my rac’d Shooes, get me a Felloydhip in aerie 
ofPlayers fir. 

Hor. Halfeafharc# 

Ham. A whole one I, 

For thou deft know: Oh Damon decre, 

ThisReafme difmantled was oflouehitnfelfe. 

And now reignes heerc. 

A veric vericPaiocke. 

Hora. You might haue Rim’d, 

Ham. Oh good Horatio,Ue take the Ghofts word for 
a thoufand pound. Did’ft percciuc ? 

Hera. Vctic well my Lord. 

Ham. Vponthe talkc ofthepoyfoning? 

Hora. Ididveriewellnotchim. 

Enter Rofmcrance and Guildenflerne. 

Ham. Oh,haf Come fome Mufick.Coroe^ Recorders! 
For if the King like not the Comedic, 

Why then belikehelikes itnotperdie. 

Come fome Muficke. 

Guild,Good my Lord.vouchfafemc a word withy 00 ' 

Hid. 
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H*”*. 

Guild, 

Ham. 


Sir,a whole Hiftory. 

The King, fir. 

I fir,wbac of him ? 

Is in his retyrement, maruellous diftemper’d. 
With drinkeSir * 

Gfitld. No my Lord,racber with choller. 

Your wlfedome Ihould fhew it felfe more ri- 
c her,to fignifie thi > to his Dodtor: for for me to put him 
[0 his Purgation, would perhaps plundgc him iruofarre 
^oreCholler. 

' Guild. Good my Lord put your difconrfe into feme 
frame,and (Luc not fo wildely from my affayre. 

J{cW' I am tame Sir,p ronounce. 

Guild. The Q^cenc your Mother,in moft great afflu 
^ion of fpiritj hath lent me co you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guild . Nay, good my Lord, this courtefie is not of 
the right breed. If it {hall p!eafeyou to make me a whol- 
fome anfwer, I wnl doe your Mothers cornmand’menc : 
ifoo^ your pardon, and my rcturne fliallbccthe end of 
jpyBufincfle. 

Hnm. Sir,Icannor. 

Gxild. What^my Lord ? 

fjam. M ake you a wholfome anfwere : my wits dif- 
eas’d. Bet fir, fuch anfv/c»s as 1 can rnake,yoa dial com¬ 
mand : or rather you lay, my Mother : therforeno more 
but to the matter. My Mother you fay. 

Rofitr. Then thus fhe fayes: your bchauior hath ftroke 
her into amazement^nd admiration. 

H*m. Oh wonderfull Sonne, that can fo aftonifha 
Mother. But is there no fequell at the heeles of this Mo¬ 
thers admiration r 

Rojin. She defires to (peake with you in her Cloftct, 
crcyou go to bed. 

Ham. We fhall obey, were ten times our Mother. 
Haue you any further Trade with vs ? 

Rofm. My Lord,you once did loue me. 

Ham. So I do fhll, by thefe pickers and dealers. 

Rofiv. Good my Lord, what is your caufc of diftem- 
per ? You do freely barre the doore of your owne Liber- 
tic, if you deny your greefes to your Friend. 

Ham. Sir 1 Iackc Adoancemcnt. 

Rofm. Flow can that be,v/nen you haue the vcyceof 
the King himfelfe, for your Succcflion in Denmarke ? 

Ham. I,but while the grade growes, the Prouesbe is 
fomething mufiy. 

Enter one with a Recorder. 

0 the Recorder. Let me fec,to w ithdraw with you.why 
do you go about to recoucr the winde of mee, as if you 
would dritie meincoa toyle? 

Guild, O my Lord, if my Dutie be top bok^roy loue 
is too vnmannerly. 

Ham. Ido not well vndctftand that. VVillyoupIay 
vpoti t his Ping ? 

Guild. My Lcrd^ I cannot* 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guild. BelccuemeJcannot. 

Ham, I do bcfccch you, 

guild. I know no touch ofit,my Lord. 

Ham, T is as eane as lying; gouerne tfiefe Vcntiges 
withyour finger and thumbe, giiue it breath with your 
®outh, and :ic will dilcourfe moft excellent Mufickc. 
booke you, thefe are the ftoppes. 

Guild. But.thefe cannot I command to any vttersnee 
ofhermony^i haue not the skill. 

Why loofcc you now, how vnworthy a thing 


you make of me : you would play vpon mce; you would 
feeme to know my ftops: you would pluck out the heart 
of my Myflcric; you would found mee from my loweft 
Note,to the top of my Compaffe: and there is much Mu¬ 
fickc, excellent Voice, in this little Organe, yet cannot 
you make it. Why do you thinke, that J am eaficr to bee 
plaid on, then a Pipe? Call me what Instrument you will, 
though you can fret me* you cannot play vpon me. God 
bkfife y ou Sir. 

Enter Polenitis. 

Polon, My Lord-the Qjeenc would fpeak with you, 
and prefqntly. 

Ham, Do you fee that Clovvd? that’s almoft in fhape 
like a Camell. 

Polon, By’ch’Miflc, and it’s like a Camell indeed. 

Ham, Merhinkes it is like a VVcazell. 

Polon . It is back’d like a WcazelL 

Ham. Or like a Whale t 

Polon, V erit like a Whale. 

Ham. Then will I come co my Mother, by and by : 
They foole me to the top of my bent. 

I will come by and by. 

Polort. I will fay lb. Exit . 

Ham. By and by, is cafily faid. Leaue me Friends: 
’Tis now the verie witching time cf night. 

When Churchyards yawne,and Hell it fclfe breaths out 
Contagion to this world* Now could I drink hot blood, 
And do fuch bitter bufineffe as the day 
Would quaketc Jookeon. Soft now,to my Mother : 
Oh Heart, loofe not thy Nature ; let not euer 
The Soule o£Nero t enter this firmebofome : 

Let me be cruell, not vnnaturail, 

I will fpeake Daggers to her, but vfe none: 

My Tongue and Soule in this be Hypocrites. 

How in my words fomeuer fire be ihenc, 

To giue them Seales, neuer rr?y Soule confenr. 

Enter King , Ro ftncraxes Guilderjlerne. 

King, I like him not, nor Hands it late with vs. 

To let his madneffe range. Therefore prepare you, 

I your Commiffion will forthwith difpatch, 

And he to England (hall along with you: 

The termes ot our eftate, may not endure 
Hazard fo dangerous as doth hourcly grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 

Guild. We will our felues prouide: 

Moft holie and Religious fcare it is 
1 o keepe thofe many many bodies fafe 
Thar lir.c and feede vpon your Maicftic. 

Rofm. The (ingle 
And peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrength and Armour of the minde. 

To keepe it felte from noyance ; but much more. 

That Spirit, vpon whofe fpiric depends and refts 
The lines of many, the ccaie of Maieftie 
Dies not alonei but like a Gulfe doth draw* 
What’iueercit, with it. Itisamatfiewhetle 
Fixt on the Somnct of thehigheft Mount, 

To whofe huge Spoakcs, ten thoufand Jcflcr things 
Are mortiz’d and aciioyn’d : which when it falles, 

Each fmallannexmcnt, pcttieconfcqucnce 
Attends the boyftrous Purine. Neuer alone 
Did the King fighe, but with a gencrall gronc, 

Kiug. jArmc you, I pray you to this fpecdifc Voyage; 
For we will Fetters put vpon this feare, 
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Winch now goes too free-footed. 

Both. We will hafte vs. Exeunt Cent. 

Enter Polonitts. 

Pol. My Lotd,he’s going to his Mothers Cloffct: 
Behinde the Arras lie conuey my felfc 
To heare the Procefl'e. lie warrant fhcc’l tax him home. 
And as you fasti, and wifely was it faid, 

Tis meete that iotiie more audience then a Mother* 
Since'Nature makes them partiail, ftiould o’re-heave 
The fpeech of vantage. Fareyou well my Liege, 
lie call vpon you ere you go to bed. 

And tell you what 1 know. 

King. Thankcs deere my Lord. 

Oh my offence is rankc, it fmels to heauen. 

It hath the primal! eldeft curfe vpon’t, 

A Brothers murthcr. Pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as fiharpeas will: 

My ftronger guilt,defeats my ftrong intent. 

And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 

I ftand in paufe where I fhall firft begin, 

And both negledt; what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with Brothers blood, 

Is there not Raine enough in the fweet Heauens 
To wadi it white as Snow ? Whereto ferues mercy. 

But to confront the vifage of Offence ? 

And what’s in Prayer, but this two-fold force. 

To be fore-ftalled ere we come to fall. 

Or pardon’d beingdownc ? Then lie looke vp, 

My fault is pad. Bi^t oh,what forme of Prayer 
Can ferue my turne ? Forgiuc me my foule Murthcr *. 
That cannot be, fince I am ftill poffcft 
Ofthofe effeffs for which I did the Murthcr. 

My Crowne, mine owne Ambition,and my Q^eenc: 
May one be pardon’d,andrccaine th’oftence ? 

In the corrupted currants ofthis world. 

Offences gilded hand may fhoue by Iuflice, 

And ofc ’tis fcene, the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law; but ’tis not fo 3boue, 

There is no fhufflmg, there the Adi ion lyes 
In his true Nature, and we our fellies compell’d 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

Togiue in euidcnce. What then ? What refis? 

Try what Repentance can. What can it not? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

Oh wretched ftate! Oh bofomc, blacke as death! 

Oh limed foule, that flrugling to he free. 

Art more ingag’d: Helpe Angels, make affay: 

Bow ftubborncknees,and heart with firings of Steele, 

Be fofc as finewes of the new-borne Babe, 

All may be well. 

Enter Hamlet. > 

Ham. Now might I do itpat,now he is praying, 

And now lie doo’r, and fo he goes to Heauen, 

And fo am I reueng’d : that would be fcann’d, 

A Villaine kilies my Father, and for that 
I hisfouie Sonne, do this iamc Viilaine fend 
Tc heauen.Oh this is hyre and Sallery.not Reuenge. 

He tooke my Father groffely, full of bread. 

With all ins Crimes broad blowne 3 as frefh as May, 

And how his Audit (lands,who knowes,faue Heauen: 

But in ourcircumflance and courfeofthought 
Tis hcauie with him: and am I then reueng’d. 

To cake him in the purging of his Soule, 

When he is fit and feafon'd for his pafTage ? No. 

Vp Sword,and know thou a more hortid hent 


w lien be is drunke afleepe: or in his R 3 p e 

Orinth’incdluousplcafureofhisbed, b 3 

At gaming, (wearing,or about fomc afte 
That ha’s norelhfh ofSaluationin’t, 

Then trip him, chathis hceles may kickeat H 
And that his Soule may be as damn’d aud blac^ aU?n> 
As Hell, whereto it goes. My Mother fiaves 
1 hisPhyficke but prolongs thy fickly dayes’ 

w Ki T % words flye vp, my thoughts remain bd 
W ords without thoughts, neuer to Heau cn p fl 6 0vi 

■ o* Exit 


Enter Queene and Polonittt. 

Pol. He will come flraight: 

Looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his prankes haue been too broad to b 
And that your Grace hath fcree’nd,and ftoodrif* Wit ^ 
Much hcate.andhim. liefilenccmee’enehe«c 
Pray you be round with him. > 

Ham.within. Mother,mother, mother. 

Qu. lie warrant you,feare me not. 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now Mother,what’s the matter? 

On. Hamlet, thou haft thy Father much offended 
Ham. Mother,you haue my Father much offended 
Come,come, you anfwer with an idle ton 2ue ' 

Ham. Go,go,youqueflion with an idle toneue 6 ' 

gu. Why how now hamlet ? ° 

Ham. Whats the matter now? 

Jjhf. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by the Rood,not fo: 

You arc the Quecne, your Husbands Brothers wife 
But would you were not fo. You arc my Mother. ’ 
Qm. Nay,then ] le fet thofe to you that can fpeake. 
Ham. Come,come,and fit you downe,you fiiall not 
boudge: 

You go not till I fet you vp a glaflc. 

Where you may fee the inmoft part ofyou ? 

^ Q*- What wilt thou do? thou wUc not raurther me? 

Helpe,helpe,boa, 

Pol. What hoa,helpe,helpe, helpe. 

Ham. How now,a Rat? dead for a Ducate,dead. 
Pol. Oh I am flame. Ktlles Polonins. 

Qt*. Oh me,\vhat haft thou done t 
Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King? 

Qjt. Oil what arafli,and bloody deed is this? 
Ham. A bloody decd,almoft as bad good Mother, 
As kill a King, and marrie with his Brother. 

Qu. As kill a King? 

Ham. I Lady,’r.was my word. 

Thou wretched, raflij intruding foole farewell, 

I tooke thee for thy Betters, take thy Fortune, 

Thou find’ft to be too bufie,i$ fome danger. 

Leane wringing of your hands, peace, fit you downe, 
And let me wring your heart, for fo I fhall 
If it be madeofpcnetrable ftuffe; 
if damned Cuftome haue not braz’d it fo, 

That it is proofe and bulwarke againft Senfe. 

<2«.What haue 1 done, that thou dar’ft wag thy tong, 
In noife fo rudeagainft me ? 

Ham. Such an Aift 

That blurres the grace and blufh ofModeftie, 

C als V ercue H ypocr ite, takes offrhe Rofc 
From the faire forehead of an innocent loue, 

And makes a blifter there. Makes marriage vowes 
As falfe as Dicers Oat lies. Ohfucha deed, 
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the body ot Courraftion pluckes 
very foole, and fwcetc Religion makes 
^rapfidie of words. Heauens lace doth glow* 

Yea this folidity and compound made, 

VVtch trifUuli v itege as againit the doomed 
Ij thought Ticke at the ad, 

Qjt. Aye u>c ; what ad- that roares fo Iowd* & thun¬ 
ders in the Index. 

Hunt* Looke hecrc vpon this Pi&ure,ani on this, 
jhecounterfec prefentment oft wo Brothers: 

Sec what a grace vuas featrd on his Brow. 

Hyperions curies, the front of loue himfclfe. 

An eye like Mars, to threaten or command 
A Station, iike the Hcraki Mercuric 
ffcw lighted on a heauen- killing hill: 

A Combination, anJ a forme indeed, 

Where eucry God did feeme to fet his Scale ; 

To giuethe work! affurance of a man. 

This was your Husband. Looke you now what followes. 
Heerets your Husband., like a Mildew’d earc 
glafting his wholfpm breath. Haue you eyes ? 

Could you ou this fane Mouotamc leaue ro feed, 

And batten on this Moore ? Ha ? Hsue you eyes ? 

You cannot call it Loue : For at yoi.r age. 

The bey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble. 

And waites vpon the Judgement: and what lodgement 
Would flop from this, to this r VVhat diucli was'c. 

That thus hath coufend you ar hood<^an-blindc ? 

0 Shame { where is thy Blufb ? Rebellious Hell, 
if thou cant! mutme in a Macrons bones, 

To flaming youtl?, let Vertue be as waxe. 

And melt in her owne fire. Proclairae no (Lame, 

When t’ne compulfiue Ardure giues the charge^ 
SicccFroftit felfe, asa^tiucly doth buthe, 

AsReafon panders WilL 
fhi. O Hamlet, fpeake no more. 

Thou turn*ft mine eyes into cny very foule. 

And there I fee fuch blarke and grained (pots. 

As will not Icaue tneir Tin<S. 

Hsiw. Nay.but toliue 
In the ranke Iwcat of an enfeamed bed. 

Stew'd in Corruption; honymg and making loue 
Ouerthc nafiy Stye. 

Sjim Oh fpeake to me,no more, 

Thefe words like Daggers enter in mine eares. 

No more fweet Hamlet. 

Ham . A Murdc:cr,and a Viilaine: 

A Shoe, that is not twentieth patt the tyche 
Ofyour precedent Lord. A viceofKings, 
ACutpurfeoftbe Empire and the Rule. 

That rrom s fhelre.t! e precious Diadem dole, 

And put it in his Pocket. 

No more* 

Enter Chc ff. 

Ham. A Sing of flireds and patches, 

Saue me : and houcr o*rc me with your wing? 

You heauenly Guerds.Whrtt would you gracious figure? 
£h. A las he’s mad. 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy Sonne to chide. 
That laps e in Time and Paflion, lets go by 
Th important afhng of your dread command ? Oh fay. 

Cjhofi. Do not forget; this Vacation 
Is but to whet thy aiiuoft blunted purpefe. 

But looke. Amazement on thy Mother fits; 

^ (Up betw^enc her. anci her fighting Soule, 

Conceit in weakcR bodies, (irengeft workes. 



I Speake to her Hamlet, 

Ham, How is it with you Lady ? 

Op. Alas,hcw is 5 t with you ? 

That you bend you r eye on vacancie. 

And with their corporal! ayre do hold difeourfe. 

Forth at your eyes, your fpirits wildely pcepe^ 

And as the fieeping Soldiours in th’Alarme* 

Your bedded hairc, like life in excrements. 

Start vp, arid ftand an end . Oh gentle Sonne, 

Vpon thehcate and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle code patience. Whereon do you looke ? 

Ham. On hin^on him : lock you ht w pale he glares. 
His forme and cauic conioyn'd, preaching to floneg. 
Would make them capeable. Do not looke vpon me, 

L eaft with this pittecus action you conuertr 
My flerne effects : then what I haue to do. 

Will want true colour; tcares perchance for bioodL 

Qu. To who do you fpeake this? 

Ham* Do you fee nothing there? 

Qtt. Nothing at all, vet ail that is I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

Qji. No,noching but our feiues. 

Ham.W hy look you there: looke how it fleals away: 
My Father in his habite, as he liued, 

Looke where he goes euen now out at the PortalL Exit. 

Qv. This is the very coynageofyom Brainfc, 

This bodilefTe Creation cxtafic is very cunning id. 

Ham. Exufic? 

My Pulfc as yours doth temperately keepe time. 

And makes as healthful! Muiicke. it is not madnefle 
That l haue vttcred ; bring me tc the Tell 
And I the matter will re-word . which madnefTe 
Would gamboll from. Mother,for loue of Grace, 

Lay not a flattering Vn<Stion to your foule. 

That not your trcfpafTe, but my madnefle fpcakes: 

It will but skin and fiime the Vlcerous place, 

WhiFft ranke Corruption mining all within, 
lofedh vnfcene. Confcfle your iclfc to Heauen, 

Repent what's pafl, auoyd what is to come. 

And do not fpred the Compoft or the Wecdcs, 

To make them ranke, Forgiuc tnc this my Vertue^ 

For inthefatneffe of this purfie times, 

Vertue it felfe, of Vice fluid pardon begge, 

Yca courb,and woe, for leaue to do him good* 

£* r Oh Hamlet, 

Thou hafl elefe my heart in twainc. 

Ham. O throw away the worlcrpart ofit. 

And hue the purer with the other halfe. 

Good night, but/go nor to mine V; kies bed, 

AiTume aV ert«Jr, if you hsue it not refraine tonigh^ 

And that fiiall lend a kinde of eafinefle 

To cne nextabflinence. Once more goodnight. 

And when you are defirous tobe blcft,* 
lie oleffing beggeofyou. For thiiftme Lord, 
j do repent: but heauen hath pleas’d it fo, 

Topunifh me with this, and this with me, 

Thar I mutt be their Scourge and Minifter. 

I will beflow him, and will anfwer well 
7 he death I gaue him : fo againc. good night,’ 

T mutt be cruell, oncly ro be kinde ; 

Thus bad begins, and w^orle remaines behinde. 

Qj*. What (liall I do ? 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid you do : 

Let tne blunt King rempr you againc to bed, 

Pinch Wanton on your cheeke. call you his Moufe, 

And let him for a pairc of rcechic kiifes, 
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Or padling in your neckc with his damn'd Fingers, 
Make you co rauell all this matter our. 

That I eflcntially am not in madneffe. 

But made in craft. Tvvrcrc good you let him know. 

For who that’s but a Quccnc, faire, fober, wife, 

Would from aPaddocke, fromaBat,aGibbe, 

Such deerr coqcernings hide, W ho would do fo. 

No in delpight of Senic and Secrecie, 

Vnpegge the Basket on the houies top : 

Let the Birds flyc, and like the famous Ape 
To trv Conclufion* in me Basket, crecpe 
And breake your ownc r.ecke downc. 

8c thou aflur’dj if words be made of breath. 

And b eath of life : 1 haue no life to breach 
What thou haft taide to me. 

Ham. I muft to England you know that ? 

Ou. Alacke I hod forgot: Tis fo concluded on. 
Ham I his man (hall let me packing s 
He lugge the Guts into the Neighbor roome, 

Mother goodnight. Indeedeihis Councilor 
Is now moll ftill, mod fecrec, and moft grauc. 

Who was in life, a fooliflh prating Knaue. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night Mother. 

Exit Hamlet tugging in Pol wins. 
Enter King. 

King. There’s matters in thefe fighes. 

Thele profound hcaues 

You muft tranflatc; Tis fit wc vnderftand them. 

Where is your Sonne ? 

J>bt. Ah my good Lord, what haue I feene to night? 
King. What Gertrude': How do's Hamlet ? 

Qu. Mad as the Sca$,and windc,when both contend 
Which is the Mightier, in hislawlcflefic 
Behinde the Arras,hearing fomething ftirre. 

He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, a Rac ? 

And in hisbrainifliapprehenfion killcs 
The vnfeene good old man. 

King. Onheauydeed: 

It had bin fo with vs had we beene there: 

His Liberty is full of threats to all. 

To you your felfc, to vs, to cuery one. 

Alas,how (hall thisbloody deedc bc 3 nfwered? 

It willbe laidetovs, whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept fhort, rcftrain’d,and out of haunt* 
This mad yong man. But fo much was our loue, 
WeAVouldnot vnderftand what was moft fit, ' 

But like the Owner of a foulc difeafe, 

To keepe it from divulging, let's it feede 
Euen on the pith of life.. Where h he gone ? 

Qu. To dra w epart the body he hath kild, 

O re whom his very madneff: like fome Oare 

Among a Mineral! of Mcttels bafe 

Shewes it felfe pure. He weepes for what is done. 

King. Oh Gertrude, comj^away : 

The Sun no fooner (hall the Mountaines touch. 

But we will (Rip him hence, 2nd this vilde need, 

Wc muft with all our Maiefty and Skill 
Both counten3ncc,and cxcuic. Enter Rof& Guild. 

Ho GnUdenftern: 

Friends both go ioync you with fome further ayde: 
Hamlet in madnefTe hath Polontm flame. 

And from his Mother Cloflets hath he drag'd him. 

Go leekehim out, fpeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell. I pray you haft in this. Exit Cjent< 
Come Gertrude, wcc'l call vp our wiieft friends, 


Zxtnnt 


ncc, 


To let them know both what we meane to <P 
And what’s vnnmely done. Oh come awav°’ 

My foulc is full of difeord and difmay. ' * 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely flowed. 

Gentlemen withm r Hamlet .Lord Hamlet 
Ham h What ftoife? Who cals on Hamit} 

Oh hccre they come. Enter Rofand Guilder 
Ro. What haue you done my Lord with the deadlh 
Ham. Confounded it with dutt,whereto ■,1,!°^ 

Ro/in. Teh V» where’tis. that we may take ;. ,f lnne 
And beare it to the Chappell. " Cl 

Ham. Do not bcleeue it. 

Refin. Beleeuc what ? 

ham. That I can keepe your counfell, and not • 
owne. Behdes, to be demanded of a Spundpe l™" lnc 
plication fhould be made by thcSonncofaKino™* 11 '' 
Refin. Takcyou me for a Spundge, my Lord? 
Ham. 1 fir,that fokes vp the Kings Countena .. 

Rewards, his Authorities (but fuch Officers do thMC 
belt fermce in the end. Hekeepes them like an A ^ 
the corner of his iaw, fit It mout h’d to be laft f wa |t ^ e ' n 
when be needes what you haue glean’d!, it is b w S’ 

zing you,andSpundgeyoufhallbedryagainc. ^ 

R'fin. J vndet (land you not my Lord. 

Ham. 1 am glad of it : a knauilhfpcechfleepe,;,,. 
foolifheare. r a 

Refin. My Lord, you muft tel! vs where the tody is 
and go with vs to the King. J J 

Elam. The body is with the King.buttheKinffisnot 

with the body. TheKing,is a things—, 

Cjuild . A thing my Lord ? 

* ^ * bin g me to him, hide Fox, and all 

afccr - ' Emm 

Enter King. 

King I haue fern to fecke him, and co find thebodie: 
How dangerous is it chat this man goes loefe: 

Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him; 

Hee’> lotted of the diftradled multitude, 

Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes: 

And where 3 ti« fo. th’Offcnders feourge is weighed 
B t ne^rerthc offence :to beare all fmooth^nd cucn, 
This ioriair.c lending him away, muft feem'e 
Deliberate paule > difeales dclperate gtowne, 

Bvdefi >eraf e appliance are relccued, 

Or not at 11 . En'erPyoJincrane. 

Huw nowr What hathbefalne ? 

Rofin. Where the dead body is beftow’d my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rofin. Withouc my Lord,guarded to know your 
pleat ure. 

Ktng. Bring him before vs. 

Rofin. Hoa ,(?utldenflernel Bring in my Lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Guildenfierne . 

King. Now Hamlet ^here's Polonmt 
Ham. At Supper. 

King , Ac Supper? Where? 

Ham. Not where he eatSjbut where he if eaten, a ccr- 
taine convocation ofwormesare e’ne at him.Your worm 
is your onely Emperor for diet. We fat all creatures die 
to fat vs,and wefnour frlfe for Magors. Your fa* King* 
and youv Jeane Bcgger is but variable fcruice co difhcs, 
but to one Table that’s the end. 

King. What dolt thou meane by this ? 
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tfttm. Nothing but to fhew you how a King may go 
peogreffe through the guts of a Beggcr, 
fang. Where is Pelorttm. 

ham. In heauen, fend thither to fee. IfyourMeffen- 
d finds him not there, feeke him i’th other place your 
felfe: b 111 indeed, if you finde him not this moneth, you 
(jiall nofe him as you go vp the ftaircs into the Lobby, 
fang- Go feeke him there. 

He will ftay till ye come. 

JC. Hamlet .this deed of thine,for thine efpecial fafety 
\yhich we do tender, as wc decrely grecue 
pot that which thou haft done, muft lend thee hence 
^jth fierie Quickneffe, Therefore prepare thy felfe, 
pbe Barke is rcadic, and the winde at hclpc, 
f h’Affociates tend, and cuery thing at bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England? 
fan fa. I Hamlet. 

Ham, Good. 

fang. So is it, if thou knew'ft our purpofes. 

Ham. I fee a Chcrube that fee’s him: but come, for 
England. Farewell deere Mother. 

King. Thy louing Father Hamlet. 

Hamlet. My Mother: Father and Mother is man and 
wife: man & wife is one flefh, and fo my raothcr.Come, 
for England. Exit 

fang. Follow him at fcote, 

Tempt him with fpeed aboord : 

Delay it not, He haue him hence to night. 

Away,for cuery thing is Seal’d and done 

That clfe leanes on th’Affaire,pray you make haft. 

And England,if my loue thou holdft at ought, 

As my great power thereof may giuc thee fenfe, 

Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the DaniQi Sword, and thy free awe 
Paycs homage toys; thou maift not coldly fet 
Our SoucraigneProccfle, which imports at full 
By Letters conjuring to that effeft 
The prefent death of Hamlet. Do it England, 

For like the He&icke in my blood he rages. 

And thou muft cure me: Till I know ’tis done, 

How ere my happes»my ioyes were ne’re begun. Sxit 

Enter Fort inbrat with an Armir. 

Tar. Go Captaine, from me greet the Danifli Xing, 
Tell him that by his liccnfc, Tort inbrat 
Claimes the conueyarvce of a promis’d March 
OuerhisKingdome, You know the Rendcuous j 
IfthathisMaicfty would ought with vs. 

We (hall exprefle our dutic in his eye, 

And let him know fo. 

Cap. I will doo'r,my Lord. 

Ter. Gofafelycn. Exit. 

Enter Qtteene and Her alio, 
fifiti. I will not fpeake with her. 

Hor. She is importunate, indeed diftraft^ her moodc 
will needs be pittied. 
fiht. What would (he haue? 

Hor. She fpeake* much of her Father; faies fbe heares 
There’s trickes i’th’world, and hcm$,and beats her heart. 
Spumes enuioufiy at Strawes, fpeakes things in doubt. 
That carry but halfe fenfe: Her fpeech is nothing, j 
Yet the vnfhapcd vfc of it doth moue 
The hearers to Colle&ion; they ayme at it. 

And botch the words vp fit to their ownc thoughts,! 
Which as her winkes,and nods,and gefturesyeeld them. 


Indeed would make one thinkc there Would be thought. 
Though nothing furc, yet much vnhappily. 

Qu. 'Twere good fhe were fpoken with. 

For fhe may ftrew dangerous conic&ures 
I11 ill breeding minds. Let her come im 
To my fickc foule(as finnes true Nature is) 

Each toy feemes Prologue, to fome great amiffe, 

So full of Artlcffe iealoufie is guilt. 

It fpill’s it felfe, in fearing to be fpilf. 

Enter Ophelia diftratted, 

Ophe, Where is the beauteous Maiefty of Denmark. 

fait*. How now Opheltnf 

Ophe. HowJhonla [jottr true loue know from another ottel 
By his Cockle hat and fiaffe,a*d his Sandalfboone. 

AlasfwcetLady: what imports this Song? 

Ophe. Say you? Nay pray you markc. 

He is dead and gone Lady,he is dead and gone. 

At his head a grajfe-greene Trtrfe, at hts heeles afiont. 

Enter King. 

Qu. Nay but Ophelia. 

Ophe. Pray you marke. 

H'hite his Sbrow’d as the ifaktountaine Snow, j 

Qu. Alas,looke hcere my Lord. 

Ophe. Lardea with fwcet flowers : 

Which bewept to thegraue did not go , 

With true-lorteflsowres. 

King. How do ye,pretty Lady ? 

Ophe. Weil,God dil’d you. They fay the Owte was 
a Bakers daughter. Lord, wee know what wc are, but 
know not what we may be. God be at your Table. 

Ktng. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Ophe. Pray you let’s haue no words of this: but W. n 
they aske you whac it meanes,fay you this: 

To morrow is S. Valentines day,all in the morning betime. 
And la ’faMaid at pour Window to be) our Valentine. 

Then vp her of, far dondbis clothes,far dupt the chamber dare t 
Let in the Mdtd, that out a ( J\t\aidpteuer departed more. 

Ktng. Pretty Ophelia, 

Ophe.lndecd la ? without an oath lie make an end ont. 
By gis,and by S. Charity, 

Alacke,and fle for fitame : 

Tong men rvil dootfif they came toat % 

By Cocke they are too blame, 
fllmthfhs before you tumbled me, 

Toupromis’d me to Wed: 

So would l ha done by yonder Stinne , 

And thou hadfi not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath (he bin this? 

Ophe. I hope all will be well. We muft bee patient, 
but I cannot choofe ’but weepe, to thinke they fhould 
lay him i’th’cold ground : My brother fhall knowe of it, 
and fo I thanke you for your good counfell. Come, my 
Coach : Goodnight Ladies :Gooduight fwcet Ladies : 
Goodnight.goodr.ight. Exit, 

King. Follow her clofe, 

Giue her good watch I pray you} 

Oh this is the poyfon ot deepe greefe, it (prings 
AH fromhet Fathers death. Oh Cjertrudt,Gertrude, 
When forrowes comes, they come not fingle (pies. 

But in Battaliaes. Firft,her Father flairie, 

Next your Sonne gone, and he moft violent Author 
Of his owne iuft remoue : the people muddied, 

Thickc and vnwholforne in their thoughts,and whilpcrs 
For good Polentas death; and We haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to interre him. Poore Ophelia 
Diuidcd from her felfe, and her faire Iudgecnent, 

pp 3 YVichout 
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Without the which we arePi<ftures,or meere Beads. 

La ft, and as much containing as all thefe,' 

Her Brother is in fecret come from France, 

Kcepes on his wonder, keepes himfelfe in clouds. 

And wants not Buzzers to infeft his care 
Withpeftilenc Speeches of his Fathers death. 

Where in neceflhic of matter Beggard, 

Will nothing fticke our perfons to Arraigne 
In eare and eare. O my deere Gertrude, this. 

Like to a murdering Peece in many places, 

Giues me fuperfluous death, AHoifeveithin. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

jQu. Alacke,what noyfe is this ? 

King. Where are my Switzers ? 

Let them guard the doore. What is the matter ? 

Mef. Saue your felfe, my Lord. 

The Ocean (ouer-peering of his Lift) 

Eates not the Flats with more impittious hafte 
Then young Laertes, in a Riotous head, 

Ore-beares your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin. 

Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knownc, 

The Ratificrs and props of cuery word, 

They cry choofc we ? Laertes (nail be King, 

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes sTrall be King, Laertes King. 

How cheerefully on the falfeTraile they cry. 
Oh this is Counter you falle Danifh Doggcs* 

Noife within. ' Enter Laertes. 

King. The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is the King,firs ? Stand you all without. 

j41t. No, let’s come in. 

Laer. Iprayyougiuemeleaue. 

tsil. We will, wc will. 

Laer. I thanke you: Keepe the doore. 1 
Oh thou vilde King, giue me my Father. 

Qm. Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood, that caltnes 
Proclaimes me Baftard: 

Ctics Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Euen hecrebctwecncthccbafte vnfmirchcd brow 
Of my true Mother. 

King. What is the caufe Laertes, 

That thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-like? 

Let him go Gertrude : Do .not fearc our perfon i 
There’s fuch Diuinity doth hedge a King, 

ThatTreafon can butpeepe to what it would, 

A&s little of his will. Tell me Laertes, 

Why thou art thus Incenft ? Let him go Gertrude. 
Speakeman. 

Laer. Where’s my Father i 

King. Dead. 

jQu, But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? He not be Iuggel’d with. 
To hell Allegeance: Vowes.totheblackeftdiuell. 
Confcience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit, 

I dare Damnation: to this point 1 ftand. 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 

Let come what comes : onely lie be rcueng’d 
Moft throughly for my Father. 

King. W T ho {Hall flay you ? 

Laer. My Will, not all the world. 

And for my meanes,Ilc husband them fo well. 

They (hall go farre with little. 


King. Good Laertes: 

If you defire to know the certaintie 
Of your deere Fathers death, if writ in your 
That Soop.ftake you will draw both F ticnd , 'T' 
Winner and Looter. an< * Foe, 

Laer. None but his Enemies. 

King. Will you know them then. 

La. To his good Friends, thus wide lleon/n, , 

And like thekinde Life-rend’rinc Politirilr. ^^ rtB< 
Repaft them with my blood. * 

King. Whynowyoufpeake 
Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman, 

That I am guilcleffe of your Fathers death ' 

And am moft fenfible in greefe for it 
It fhali as Ieucll to your ludgement p’ierce 
As day do’s toyour eye. 

***"•-* 

Laer. How now? what noife is that? 

Oh i.eate drie vp my Braines, teares feuen times f»l, 
Burne out the Sence and Vertueoftnineeye * 
By Hcaucn,thy madneffe (hall be payed by waieht 
Till our Scale turnes the beame. OhRoicofMay ' 
Deere Maid,kinde Sifter, fweet Ophelia: ” 

Oh Heaucns, is’t poflible,a yong Maids v»it s 
Should be as mortall as an old mans life? * 

Nature is fine in Loue ; and where ’tis fine 
It fends fome precious inftance ofit felfe 
After the thing it loues. 

Of he. They bore him bare fatten the Beer 
Hey nonnony ,nonyJhey nony : 

And on his graue raines many a teare t 
Tare you wed my Done. 

Laer. Had’ft thou thy wits, and did’ftperfwadeRi 
uenge,it could not moue thus# 

Ophe. Youmuft fing downca-downe, andyouc: 
hima-downc-a. Oh, how the wheelebecomes it? It 
the falle Steward that ftole his mafters daughter. 
Laer. This nothings more then matter. 

Ophe. There’s Rofemary, that’s for Remembriunt 

Pray loue remember: and there is Paconcies, that’s f 

Thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madneffe, thoughts & remen 
brance fitted. 

Ophe, There’s Fennell for you, and Columbines: thti 
Re w for you, and heere’s fome for me. Wee may call 
Herbe-Grace a Sundaies: Oh you muft vycarc your Re 
with a difference. There’s aDiyfie, I Would giue yc 
fome Violets, but they wither’d all when my. Father d] 
cd ; They fay, he made a good end; 

For bonny fweet Robin it all my toy. 

Laer. Thought,and Afflli6Hon,Paffon,Hellitfelf( 
She turnes to Fauour, and to prettineffe. 

Ophe. -And will he net come ttgaini, 

And will he not come againe : 

A 7 o .no,he is dead,go to thy Death-bed, 

He neuer wsl come againe. 

His 'Beard as white as Snow , 

All Flaxen was his Pole: 

He is gone,he is gone,and we caJI away wont, 

C rantercy on his Soule . 

And of all Chriftian Soules, I pray God 
God buy ye. Exeunt 

Laer. Doyoufecthis,youGods? 

King, Laertes,! muft common with your greefc. 

Oryou deny me right: go but apart, , 
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bfakc choice of whom your wifeft Friends you will* 

And they fhali heareand iudge’ewixe you and me; ' 

jfby dire# ot by Colaterall hand 

They finde vs touch’d, we will our Kingdome giue, 

Our Ci ownc, our Life,and all that we call Ours 

'foyouinfatisfa&ion. But if not, 

g e you concent to lend your patie nee to vs, 

^ n d we (hall ioyntly labour with your fouls 
1o giue ic due content. 

Laer* Let this be fo: 

His meancs of death, his obfeure burial!; 
NoTrophee,Sword,nor Hatchment o re his bones, 

Ho Noble rite, nor formall oftentation. 

Cry to be heard, as *twere from Hcauen to Earth, 

Xhat 1 muft call in queftion. 

King. So you (hall: 

And where th’offence is, let the great Axe fall, 

I pray you go with me. Exeunt 

Enter Horatio yvith an Attendant. 

Hora . What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Ser. Saylors fir, they fay they hauc Letters for you. 

Hot. Let them come in, 

I Ao not know from what p art of the world 
I (hould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet . 

Enter Saylor . 

Say . God bleffc you Sir. 

Hor . Let him blefle thee too. 

Say. HcelhallSir, and’c pleafehim. There’s a Letter 
foryouSir: It comes from th’Ambafladours thatwas 
bound for England, ifyour name be Horatio^ aslam let 
to know it is. 

Reads the Letter. 

Oratio, When thouJl?alt hauc ouerlook^d this,giue thefe 
Fellowes fome meanes to the King : They bane Letters 
for him. Ere we were two dayes old at Sea, a Pyrate of verj 
WarUche appointment gave vs Chaco . Finding our [clues too 
flow of Satie, we put on a compelled Valour. In the Cj r apple, / 
horded them : On the infiant they got cleare of our Shtppe , fo 
l alone became their Prifoner. They hafte dealt with mee> like 
Theeues ofCMercy , but they knew what they did . I am to dee 
a good turnefor thetrLj, Let the King hattc the Letters / bane 
fenti andrepaire thou to me with at much baft as thou wouldefl 
fjc death. I haue words to fpeake in your eare, will make thee 
inmbe,yet are they much too light for the bore of the Matter . 
Thefe good Fellowes will bring thee where I am. Rofincrance 
WGuildcnfterne,/;oW their courfe for England. Of them 
I haue much to tell thee y Farewell. 

He that thou knowejt thine , 
Hamlet. 

Come, I will giue you way for thefe your Letters, 

And do't the fpcedier, that you may dirc6t me 

To him from whom you brought them# Exit. 

Enter King and Laertes . 

King. Now muft your confcience my acquittance feal. 
And you muft put me in your heart for Friend, 

Sith you haue heard, and with a knowing eare, 

That he which hath your Noble Father flainc, 

Purfucd my life. 

Laer. It well appeares. But tell me. 

Why you proceeded not againft thefe feates, 

So crimcfull,and fo Capirail in Nature, 

As by your Safety, Wifcdorae,all things clfe, 


You mainly were ftirr’d vp? 

King. O for two fpeciall Reafons, 

Which may to you (perhaps) feeme much vnfinnowed. 
And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen his Mother, 
Liucs almoft by his lookes: and for my felfe. 

My Venue or m y Plague, be it either which. 

She’s fo coniun&iue to my life and fou!e; 

That as the Starre moues not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her. The other Motiuc, 

Why to a publike count I might not go,* 

Is the great loue the generall gender bcare him, 

Who dipping all his Faults in their affe&ion. 

Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Conuert his Gyucs to Graces. So that my Arrowes 
Too (lightly timbred for fo loud a Winde, 

Would haue rcuerced to my Bow againe, 

And not where I had arm’d them. 

Laer . And fo haue I a Noble Father loft, 

A Sifter driuen into defperatc cearmcs, 

Who was(?fpraifes may go backcagaine) 

Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her perfections. But myreuenge will come. 

King. Breake not your fleepes/or that. 

You muft not thinkc 

That vve are made of ftuffe, fo flat, and dull, 

That we can let our Beard be fbooke with danger. 

And thinke iepaftime. You fhortly fl-iall hearc more, 

I lou’d your Father, and we loue our Sclfe, 

And that 1 hope will teach you to invigine^—— 

Enter a Cftteffcnger. 

How now? What Ncwcs? 

Mef. Letters my Lord from Hamlet. This toyour 
Maicfty: this to the Queene. 

King . From Hamlet? Who brought them > 
t JMef Saylors my Lord ihey fay, I fa w them not: 
They were giuenmeby Claudio , he recciu’d thenri 
King. Laertes you (hall hearc them : 

Leauc rs. Exit MeJJen^er 

High and Mighty , you [hall know I am ft naked on your 
Kingdome. To morrow fhall I begge leaue to fee your j K,r.£(j 
Eyes, when I [hall {fir ft asktngycttr Pardon thereunto) re¬ 
count th'Occafions ofmy fodaineandmore flrange returne. 

Hamlet. 

What (hould this meane? Are all the reft come backe ? 
Or is it fome abufe?Or no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

Kin. 3 T\i\Hamlets Character, naked and in aPoft- 
feript here he fayes alone: Can you aduifemei’ 

Laer. I’m loft in it my Lord; but let him come. 

It warmes the very fickneffe in my heart. 

That I fhali liue and tell him to his teeth; 

Thus diddeft thou. 

Kin. I fit be fo Laertes,, as how (hould it be fo: 

How otherwife will you be rul’d by me? 

Laer. Iffo you’l not o’rcrulcme to a peace. 

Kin. To thine owne peace: if he be now return’d. 

As checking at his Voyage,and that he meanc* 

No more to vndettake it; I will workc him 
To an exploy t nowiripe in my Deuice, 

Vndcrthc which heftiall not choofe but fall; 

And for his death no winde of blame (hall breath. 

But euen his Mother (hall vnchargetbepra&ice. 

And call it accident: Some two Monthes hence 
Here was a Gentleman ot Normandy, 

I’ue feene my felfe,and feru’d againft the’French, 

And they ran wellonHoricbacke; but this Gallant 

Had 
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The Tragedieof.Hamlet. 


Had witchcraft in’t; he grew into his Seat, 

And to fucli wondrous doing brought his Horfc, 

As had he becne encorps’t and demy-Natur’d 
With the braue Beaft,fo farre he paft my thought. 

That I in forgery offhapes and trickes, 
Comefhortofwhathedid. , 

L<ur. A Norman was’t? 

Kin. A Norman. 

Laer. Vponmyli<*c Lamound. 

Kin. The very fame. 

Laer, I know him wc!l,he is the Brooch indeed. 

And Icmme of all our Nation. 

Ktn, Hcemadconfeffionofyou, 

And gaue you fuch a Mafterly report. 

For Art and exercife in your defence; 

And for your Rapier mod efpeciall^. 

That he cryed our,t’would be a fight indeed. 

If one could match you Sir.Tbis report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Enuy, 

That he could nothing doe but wifh and begge, 

Your fodaine commingoreto play with him; 

Now out ofthis. 

Laer, Why out of this, my Lord ? 

Kin Laertes was your Father deare to you? 

Or arc you like the painting of a forrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer, Why askc you this? 

Kin, Not that I thinke you did not loue your Father, 
But that I know Loue is begun by Time: 

And that I fee in paffages of proofe. 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it; 

Hamlet comes backe: what would you vndertake, 
ToChowyour felfe your Fathers fonne indeed. 

More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’eh’ Church. 

Kin, No place indeed (hould murder San&urizc; 
Reuenge (hould haue no bounds: but good Laertes 
Will you doe this, keepe dofe within your Chamber, 
Hamlet return’d, (hall know you are come home: 

Wee’l put on thofc fhailpraife your excellence. 

And fet a double varnifh on the fame 

The Frenchman gaue you,bring you in fine together, 

And wager on your heads.he being remific, 

Moft generous, and free from allcontriuing. 

Will not perufe the Foilcs ? So that with eale. 

Or with a little (huffiing, you may cboofe 
A Sword vnbaited, and in a paflc ofpra&icc, 

Rcquit him for your Father. 

Laer., Iwilldoo’c, 

And for that purpofe lie annoint my Sword; 

I bought an VnifionofaMountebanke 
So mortail, I but dipt a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood,no Cacaplafme fo rare, 

Colle&ed from all Simples that haue Vcrtue 
VndcrthcMoone,can fauethe thing from death, 

That is but fcratcht withall: lie touch my point. 

With this contagioHjthat if I gall him fiightly, 

II maybe death. 

Kin Let’s further thinke of this. 

Weigh what conuenienee both of time and meanes 
May fit vs to our fhapc,ifchis (hould fade; 

And that our drift lookc through our bad performance, 

*Twere better not affaid; therefore this Proiedf 
Should haue a backe or fccondjthat might hold, 
if this (hould blaft in proofe j Soft,let me fee 
Wee’l make a folemnc wager on your commings. 


1 Iha’t: when in your motion you are hoTand^ '"' 
As make your bowts more violent to the end 
And that he cals for drinke; lie haue ptCDarM l 
A Challicc for the nonce;whereon but fippinc 
If he by chance efcape yourvenom’d ftudf 
Our purpolc may hold there; how fweet <^ eene 

Enter Qstecnt. 

Queen. One woe doth tread vpon another, k , 
Sofaftthey’l follow: your Sifter’s drown’d I* Cee> 

Laer. Drown’d ! O where ? ts% 

Queen. There is a Wallow growe, aflant a Brook, 
That (hewes his hore Ieaues m the gla(fi c dream ° Kf * 
Therewith fantafticke Garlands did (he come * 

Of Crow-flowers,Nettles,Dayfies,and long p.L, 

That liberal! Shcphcards giuc a grodfer name- ^ C!> 
But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Finger* r «ii l 
T here on the pendant boughes.hcr Coronet 
Clambring to hang; an enuious fliuer broke 
When downc the weedy Trophies,and her felf e 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes fpred wU. 
And Mermaid-like,a while they bore her vn ° C> 
Which time (he chaunted fnatchcs of old tunes 
As one incapable of her ownc diftrclTe 
Or like a creature Natiue, and indued 
Vnto that Element: but long it could not be 
Till that her garments, heauy with her drinke’ 

Pul’d the poore wretch from her melodious buy 
To muddy death, 

Laer. Alas then, is (he drown’d? 

Queen. Drown’d, drown’d. 

Laer. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia 
And therefore I forbid my tC 3 resj but yet ‘ 

It is our tticke. Nature her cuftome holds, 

Let (hame fay what it will; when thefe are gone 
The woman will be out: Aduc my Lord, 

I haue a fpeech offire,that faine would blaze, 

But that this folly doubts it. Exit, 

Kin. Let’s follow, Gertrude.' 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage ? 

Now feare I this will giuc it ftart againe; 

Therefore Jet’s follow. Exeunt. 

Enter two Clovmes. 

Clown. Is (he to bee buried in Chriftianbutiall, that 
wilfully feekes her owne faluation ? 

Other. I tell thee (he is,and therefore make her Graue 
ftraight, the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chri- 
ftian burial). 

Clo, How can that be, vnleffe (he drowned her felfe in 
her owne defence? 

Other. Why’tis found fo. 

Clo. It rnuft be Se offendendo, it cannot bee eKe: for 
heere lies the pointjlf] drowne my felfe wittingly, it ar¬ 
gue* an A&: and an A&. hath three branches. Itis an 
A <3 to doe and to performt; argali (he drown’d her felfe 
wittingly. 

Other. Nay but heare you Goodman Deluer. 

Clown. Giue me leaue; heere lies the water, j 
heere Bands the man; good; Jf the roan goe to this wa¬ 
ter and drowne bimfele ; it is will he nill he, he g°es; 
marke you that? But if the water come to him 8c drowne 
him; heedrownes nothimfeife. Argali, hee that is not 
guilty of bis owne death,(hortens not his owne life. 

Other. But is this law? 

Clo. I marry is’t, CrownersQueft Law. 
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''odvr. Will you ha the truth on’t: if this had not 
ne a Gentlewoman, (hee (hould haue beene buried 

^rofChtiftian Burial!.. . 

0 Cl»- Why there thou fay’ft. And themore piety that 
3 c folke (hould haue countenance in this world to 
§ re 1C or hang cheinff.lues.more then their cuen Chrilxi- 
Coine,my Spade; there is no ancient Gentlemen, 
Mt Gardiner*.Ditchers and Grauc-makcr;; they hold vp 
Hams Profcflion. 

Other* Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clo. He was thefit ft that euer bore Artr.es. 

Other. Why he had none. 

Clo. VVhat,at’t a Heathen? how doft thou vnder- 
A,nd the Scripture? the Scripture fayes Mam dig’d ; 
could lice digge without Arms* ? lit put another que- 
ft|0 n tothceuf thou anfwereft me not to the purpolc,con- 

feffethy felfe-- 

Other. Go too. 

Clo. What is he that builds ftronger then either the 
klafon, the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? 

Other. ThcGallowes makcrjfor that Frame outlines a 
jhoufand Tenants. 

Clo. I like thy wit weliin good faith, the Gallowes 
doesweli; buc how does it well? it docs well to thole 
that doe ill: now, thou doft ill to fay the Gallowes is 
built ftronger then the Church: Argali, the Gallowes 
way doe well to thee. Too’t againe, Come. 

Other. Who builds ftronger then a Mafon, a Ship- 
wright,or a Carpenter ? 

Clo. I, tell me thac,and vnyoake. 

Other. Marry,nowI can tell. 

Clo. Too’t. ’ 

Other. Ma(fe,I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio a farre off. 

Clo. Cudgell thy brainesno more about it; for your 
dull Afte will not mend his pace with beating; and when 
you arc ask’t this queftion next,(ay a Graue-maker: the 
Houles that he makeshifts till Doomefday: go, get thee 
tof^j'Wjfctchmeaftoupc of Liquor. 

Sings. 

In youth when I did leue t didlotfe } 
me thought it was very fweetc • 

To contract O the time for a my hehout, 

O me thought there was nothing meete. 

Ham. Ha’s this fellow no feeling of his bufine(fc,that 
lie lings at Graue-making ? 

Hor. Cuftome hath made it in him a property of ea- 
linelfe. 

Ham. Tis ee’n fo; the hand of little Imploymenc hath 
thedaintierfenfe, 

Clownefugs. 

"But Age with his Jteating ftcpf 
hath caught me in his clutch : 
x.4nd hath /hipped me infill the Land, 
as if I hadneuer beene fuch. 

Ham. That Scull had a tongue in it, and could fing 
once; hovvtlieknaiieiowles it to th’ growivd, as if it 
wereC/h.wr Iaw.bonc, that did the firft murther : It 
might be the Pa:cof a Politician which this Affe o’re Of¬ 
fices :one that could circumuentGod, might it not ? 
Hor. It might, t»y Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Counter, whicivcould fay,Good Mor¬ 
row lweet Lord : how doft thou, good Lord ? this 
might be my Lord -fuch a one, that prais’d tr y Lord fuch 
a ones Horfe,which he meant co begge it; might it not ? 


Horr. I, my Lord. 

Ham. Why fc a n fo: and now roy £ady Wornacs, 
Chaplcfle 3 and knockc about the Ma2.ard with a Sexcotis 
Spade*, hecre^ fine Resolution, if wee bad rhe tricke to 
fce 5 r. Did ihefe bones co(i no more the breeding, but 
Loggers wuh ’em ¥ mine ake to ebinke 


at 


to play 
on’e. 

Clownefings* ^ 

A Pit khaxe And a Spade,a Spade t 
for and a forewding-Sheete: 

O a Pit of Clay for to be made^ 
for fuch a Guefl ts meete. 

Ham. There’s another : why might net that bee the 
Scull of of a Lawyer ? w here be his Qmddits now ? his 
Quillets? hisCafes? bis Tenurcs^nd his Trick*? why 
doc’s hefuffer this rodeknaue now toknocke him about 
the Sconce with a dirty Shouell, and will not tell himot 
his Action of Battery ? hum. This fellow might be in’s j 
time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes,his Rccog- 
nizances^hi* Fines,his double Vouchers 5 his Recoceries; 
Is this the fine ofhis Fincs,and the recouery of his Jicco- 
iKties, to haue his fine Pate full of fine Dirt? will his 
Vouchers vouch him no more of his Porchafes, and dou¬ 
ble ones Zoo y then the length and breadth of a pairc of 
Indentures? the very Conueyances of his Lands will 
hardly lycin this Boxe; and rnuft the Inheritor himftli" 
haue no mote? ha? 

Hor. Not a ioc more.my Lord, 

Ham. Is not Parchment made of Sheep-skinhes?* 

Hor . I my Lord,and of Caiue-skianes too. 

Ham. They are Shccpc and Calues that feck out affu- 
rance in that, I will fpeake to this fellow: w hofeGraue’s 
this Sir ? 

Clo. Mine Sir: 

O a Pit of Clay for to be made i 
for fuch a G ueft is meete . 

Ham, 1 thinke it be thine indeedrfor thou lieft in’e. 

Clo. You lye out on’t $ir ? and therefore it is not yours; 
for my parr,I doenotlyein’t; and yet it is mine. . 

Ham, Thou doft lye in’c, to be in’t and fay ’tis thine : 
’tis for the dead, not for the quicke, therefore thou 
lyeft. 

Clo. ’Tis a quicke lye Sir, ’twill away ag 3 ine from me 
to you. 

Ham* What man doft thou digge it for ? 

Clo , For no man Sir. 

Ham What woman then ? 

Clo . For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in’c? 

Clo . One that was a woman Sir; but reft her Soule, 
fhee’s dead. 

Ham. Howabfolute the knaueis? wee rouft fpeake 
by thcCarde,or equiuocation will vndoevs : by the 
Lord Horatio, thefe three yearcs I haue taken note of it, 
the Age is growne fo picked, that the toe of the Pefanc 
comes fo ncercthc heelesof our Courtier, hee galls his* 
Kibe. How long haft thou been a Graue-maker? 

Clo. Orallthedayes i’th’yeare, I came too’c that day 
that our laft King Hamlet o’recam zFortwbras. 

Ham. How long is that fince? 

Clo. Cannot you tell that? euery foolecan tell that: 
It was the very day, that young Hamlet was borne, hee 
that was mad ,and lent into England. 

Ham* I marry, why was he fent into England ? 

Clo. Why, bccaufe he was mad; hee fhall recouer his 
wits there; or if he do not, its no great matter there. 

Ham. 
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The Trage die of.Hamlet . 


Ham. Why? 

(io. ’Twill not befeene in him,therethemcnareas 
mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

Clo Vciy ft: angely they fay. 

JIam. H nv ftiangely ?. 

Clo. Faith e'ene with ioofing his wits. 

Ham. Vpon what ground ? 

flo. Why heerc in Denmarke:I haue binfixeceenc 
heerc,man and Boy thirty yeares. 

Ham. How long will a man lie’ith’earth ere he rot? 

Clo. Ifaith’,ifhebenot rotter, before he die(as we haue 
many pocky Coarfcs no.v adaics, that will fcarcehold 
the laying in) he will laft you fomteight yeare, ornine 
ytic. A Tanner will laft you nine year e. 

Ham. Why he, mere then another ?' 

Clo. Why fir, his hide is fo tan’d with his Trade, that 
he will keepe out water a great while. And your water, 
is a lore Dccaycr ofy our horfon dead body.Heres a Sctijl 
nowi.this Scul.has laine in the earth three & twenty years. 

Ijam. Whofc was it ? 

Clo, A whorcfon mad Fcllowes it was; 

Whole doeyou thinkc it was? 

Ham. Nay,I know not. 

Clo. Apeftlenceonhim for a mad Roguc,a pou’rd a 
Flaggon of Renifh on my head once. I his fame Scull 
.Sir.this fame Scull fir, was Toricks Scul^the Kings Icfter. 

Ham- This? 

Cloi E’ene that. 

Ham. Let me fee. Alas poorc Torkhf knew him Ho¬ 
ratio,-. fellow ofinfinite left; ofmott excellent lancy, he 
ha.h borne me on his backe a thoufand times: And how 
abhorred my imagination is,tny gorge rifes at it, Heerc 
hungth >fe lipps, time I haue kill I know not how eft. 
Where be your iibes now ? Your Gambals ? Your 
Songs? Your fl.ifheaof Merriment that were went to 
fet the Table on a RorerNoonenow tomockyouc own 
leering ? Quite chopfdne ? Now get you to roy Ladies 
Chamber .and tell her,let her paint an inch thickc, to this 
fauour flic mull come. Make her Hugh at that; pry- 
thec Horatio tell me one thing. 

Her. What’s that my Lord ? j 

Ham. Doft thou tlnnke Alexander lookt o’chis fa- 
ftiion i’tV earth ? 

Hor, E’ene fo. 

Ham. And fmelt fo ? Pub. 

Hor. E’ene fo,my Lord. 

Ham, To what bafe vfes we may returne Horatio. 
Why may not Imagination trace the Noble duft of A. 
lexander, till he find it (topping a bunghoic. 

Hor. ’Twere to confider % to cui ioufly to confider fo. 
Ham. No faith.not aiot. But to follow himtbether 
with modeflic enough, & likeliehood to lead it; as thus. 
Alexander died -.Alexander was buried: Alexander re- 
turneth into dud; the dull is earth; of earth vie make 
Lomc.and why of that Lome (whereto be was concer¬ 
ted j might they not ftopp a Bcere-baneil? 

Imperial! Cafar } <lead and turn’d to clay. 

Might flop a hole to kccoe the vuindc away. 

Oh.that that C3rrh,which kept the world in awe. 

Should patch a Wa 31 ,t’cxpell the winters flaw. 

But foftjbut loft, afide; heerc comes the King. 

Enter King.Queent,Laertes.anda Coffin, 
with Lords attendant. 

The Qieenc.the Courtiers. Who is that they follow. 


And with fuchmaimedTitesTThisdmhk— 
TheCoarfe they followed with difpe^teft’ 
F °re do it owne life; ’twas foine Eftate, ' 
Couch we a while,and mark. 

Laer, WhatCerimony elfe? 

Ham. That is Laertes,a very Noble vomk , 
Laer, WhatCerimony elfe? J 1 ' 
Priefl. Her Obfequies haue bin asfar'e ini 
As we haue warrants,her death was doubrf u 8 ' 1. 
And but that great Command,o : re-lwaies ,u’ 

She fhould in ground vnfanaified hauelorln>u° rdet > 
Till the laft Trumpet. For charitable prai J 5 d> 
Shardes,Flints,and Peebles,Ihould be thr ’ 

Yet heerc (he is allowed her Virgin P vStes 0 VVne °n h 

Her Maiden ftrcwments^ndthcbrinoinol. 

Of Bell and Buriail. t- ui 0 »ome 

Laer. Muft there no more bedone? 

Priefi. No more be done: 

W e fhould prophane the feruice of the dead 
To fing fage ^qiciem.znd fuch reft to her" * 

As to peace-parted Soules, 

J Laer, Lay her l’th’ earth. 

And from her faire arid vnpolluted flefn 
May Violets lpring. I tell thee(churlifhp ; j f m 
A Miniflring Angell (ball my Sifter be 
When thou lieft howling ? ’ 

Ham. Whatjt'ne faire Ophelia ? 
gjieene. Sweets,to the fwcct farewell. 

I hop'd thou fhould’ft haue bin my Hamlets wife. 

I thought thy Bride.bed to haue dcckcffwectMahn 
And not t’haue ftrew’d thy Grauc, ' 

Laer. Oh terrible woer. 

Fall ten times trebbie. on that curfcd head 
Whole wicked deed, thy rnoftlngeniorisfence 
Dcpriu’d thee of Hold eft the earth a while 
Till I haue caught her once mere in mine armes: 

Leaps in theoretic 

Now pile your duft.ypon thequicfce.and dew, 

Till of this flat a Mountaineyou haue made 
To o’retopold Pehonyot theshyilhhead 
Ot blew Olympics. 

Ham. Wliat is hc,whofe griefes 
Beares luch an Emphafit ? whofc phrale ofSorrow 
Cooiure the wandring Starres.and makes them Hand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? This is I, 

Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The deuill rake thy foule. 

Ham. Thou prai’ft not well, 

I prythcc take thy fingers from my throat; 

Sir though I am not Splcenatiue.andralh, 

Yet haue I fomething in me dangerous, 

Which let thy wifencfTe fcare. Away thy has d. 
King. Pluck them afunder. 

Hamlet,Hamlet. 

Gen. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him vppon this Theiw 
Vncill my eiciids v;ill no longer wag, 

Q». Oh my Sonne, what Thcame? 

Plam, I lou’d Ophelia ; fortie thoufand Brothers 
Could notf with all there quantitic of Loue) 

Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou do for her ? 
King. Oh he is mad Laertes , 

Qu, For loue ofGodfotbeare him. 

Ham. Come fhew me what thou’lt doc. 

Woo’t weepe? Woo’t fight? Woo’t teare thyfelfe? 
Woo’t drinke vp £ftle } <tuz a Crocodile ? . 
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The TTragcdie ofHamlet . 


25? 


[jfdoo’c* Doft thou come heere to whine; 
p 0 outface me with leaping in her Graue ? 
geburied quicke with her,and fo will I. 
^ndifthoupraccof Mountaincs; let them throw 
Millions of Akers on vs; till our ground 
Sindging his pate again!! the burning Zone, 

Make of a like a warr. Nay,and choui't mouth, 
j| e rant as well as thou. 

gin. This is meere Madneflc: 

Md thus awhile the fit will worke on him: 

Mioo as patient as the female Doue, 
yyhen that her golden Cuplct are difclos’d; 

His lilence will fit drooping. 

Pam. Heareyou Sir: 

What is the reafon that you vfe me thus ? 
jloud’ youeuer;butit is no matter: 
fet Hercules himfelfe doe what he may, 
flieCat will Mew ,and Dogge will haue his day. 

I'(in. 1 pray you good Horatio wait vpon him. 
Strengthen you patience in our laft nights fpeech, 
Wee’lputthemattertothcprefcntpufh : 

Good Gertrude fet fome watch oucr your Sonne, 

This Grauc (hall haue a liuing Monument: 

houre of quiet ftiortly fhall we fee; 

Till then,in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. So much for this Sir; now let me fee the other. 
You doe remember all the Circumftance. 

Hor. Remember it my Lord ? 

Ham. Sir,in my heart there was a kinde of fighting. 
That would not let me fleepc; -me thought I lay 
Worfe then the mutines in the Bilboes, raftily, 

(And praife be raftinefle for it) let vs know. 

Our indifcrction fometimes ferues vs well. 

When our dcare plots do paule,and that fhould teach vs, 
There’s a Diuinity that fhapes out ends. 

Rough-hew them how wc will. 

Hor. That is moll ccrtaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin 
My fea-gowncfcarft about mein the darke. 

Grop’d I to finde out them; had my defire. 

Finger’d their Packet,and in fine, withdrew 
To mine owne roome againc, making fo bold, 

(My feares forgetting manners) to vnfeale 
Their grand Commiflion, where 1 found Horatio , 
Ohroyall knauery: An exaft command, 

Larded with many feuerall forts of reafon; 

Importing Denmarks health,and Englands too. 

With hoo, fuch Bugges and Goblins in my life; 

That on the fuperuize no leafure bated. 

No not to ftay the grinding of the Axe, 

Myheadfhoud be (Truck off. 

Hor. Iftpofliblc? 

Ham. Here’s the Comrniffion, read it at more leyfurc: 
But wilt thou hearc me how I did proceed ? 

Hor. Ibcfeechyou. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with Viilaincs, 

Ere 1 could make a Prologue to my braines, 

They had begun the Play. 1 fate me downe, 

Deuis’d a new Comrniffion, wrote it faire, 

I once did hold it as our Statifts doe, 

A bafeneffeto write faire; and laboured much 
How to forget that learning : but Sir now. 

It did me Y comans feruice : wilt thou know 
cffedls of what I wrote? 


Exit. 


Hor. I, good my Lord. 

Ham. An earneft Conjuration from the King, 

A3 England was his faithfull Tributary, 

As loue betweene them.as the Palme fliould flourifh, 

As Peace fhould ftill her vvheaten Garland wcarc, 

And ftand a Comma’eweene their amities, 

And many fuch like Affis of great charge, 

That on the view and know of thefe Contents, 

Without debatement further,more or lefle, 

He fliould the bearers put to fodaine death. 

Not fhriuing time allowed. 

Hor. How was this feal’d? 

Ham. Why,euen in that was Hcauen ordinate; 

I had my fathers Signet in my Purfe, 

Which was the Model! of that Danifh Seale : 

Folded the Writvp in forme ol the other, 

Subfcrib’d it, gau’t th’ impreffion, plac’c it fafely. 

The changeling neuer knowne: Now, the next day 
Was our Sea Fight,and what to this was femenc. 

Thou know'ft already. 

Hor. So Cuildenfierne and Rojlncrance , go too’t. 

Ham. Why man,they did make loue to this imploytnent 
They are not ncere my Conference; their debate 
Doth by their owne infimmion grow : 

’Tis dangerous,when the bafer nature comes 
Betweene the pafle,and fell incer.fcd points 
Ofmiglny oppofitts. 

Hor. Why,what a King is this ? 

Ham. Docs it not, thinkft thee, flandme now vpon 
Me that hath kil’d my King, iand whor’d my Mother, 
Popt In betweene th'ele£hon and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angle for my proper life, 

And with fuch coozenage; is’t not perfecl confcience, 
Toquichimwich thisarroePAndis’cnot tobcdamn’d 
To let this Canker of our nature come 
In further euill. 

Hor, 1 1 muft be ftiortly knowne to him from England 
Wh3t is the iffue of the bufinefle there. 

Ham. It will be fliorr. 

The interim's mine,and a mans life’s no more 
Then to fay one: but I am very forry good Horatio, 

That: o Laertes I forgot my lelfe; 

For by the image of my C’aufe,! fee 

The Portraiture of his; lie count his fauours: 

Buc fure the brauery of his griefc did put me 
Into a Towring paffion. 

Hor. Peace,who comes lieere ? 

Enter young Ofricke. (marke, 

Ojr. YourLordftiip is right welcome back to Den- 
Hem, T humbly thank you Sir,doft know this waterflic? 
Hor. No my good Lord, 

Bam. Thy ftate is the more gracious; for’tis a vice to 
know him: he hath much Land, and fertile; IctaBeaft 


be Lord of Beafts, and his Crib fliall ftand at the Kings 
Mefle;’tisaChowgh; but as Ifawfpacious in the pof- 
feffion of dirt. * 


Ofr. Sweet Lord, if your friendfijip were atleyfure. 


I Ihould impart a thing to you from his Maiefty, 
Ham* I -li - 


willreceiue it with all diligence of fpirit;put 
your Bonet to his right vfe,’cis for the head. 

Ofr. I thankeyour Lordftiip,’ tis very hot. 

Ham. No, belccuc mcc ’tis very cold, the windc is 

Northerly. 

Of. It is indifferent cold my Lord Indeed. 

Gam. Mee thinkes it is very foultry, and hot for mv 
Complexion. 7 

Oficke 
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The Tragedie of.Hamlet >. 


O/r. Exceedingly,my Lord,it is very fcultry,as’cvvere 
A cannot tell how: but my Lord,his Maiefty bad me fig- 


nifie to you, that he ha’s laid a great wager on your head; 
Sir, this is the matter. 

Ham. I befecch you remember. 

Ofr. Nay,in good faith, for mine cafe in good faith : 
Sir,you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is ac 
his weapon. 

Ham* What’shis weapon? 

Ofr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two or his weapons; but well. 

Ofr .The fir King ha’s wag’d with him fix Barbary Hor- 
fes, againft the which he impon’d as I rake it, fixe French 
Rapiers and Poniards, with their aifignes, as Girdle, 
Hangers or fo; three of the Carriages infaith are very 
dcare to fancy, very refponfuieto the hilts, oiofi delicate 
carriages, and of yery liberal! conceit. 

Ham. What call you the Carriages ? 

Ofr. The Carriages Sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. Thephrafe would bee more Germaine to the 
matter; If we could carry Cannon by our fides; i would 
it might be Hangers till then; but on fixe Barbary Hor- 
fes againft fixe French Swords: their Affignes,and three 
libcrall conceited Carriages, that’s the French but a- 
gainft the Danifih ; why is this impon’d as you call it? 

Ofr . The King Sir,hath laid that in a dozen pafles be- 
tweene you and him, bee fhall not exceed yon three hieg; 
He hath one twelue for mine, and that would come to 
imedhte tryall, if your Lordfhip would vouchfafe the 
Anfwerc. 

Ham. How if I anfwere no ? 

Ofr• 1 means ray Lord, the oppofition of your perfon 
in tryall. 

Ham. Sir 3 1 will walke heere in the Hall; if it pleafe 
his ’cis the breaching rime of day with me; let 

the Foyles bee brought, the Gentleman willing, and the 
King hold his purpole; I will win for him if 1 can: if 
not, lie gaine nothing but ray fhamCjand the odde hits. 

Ofr. Shall I redeliuer you ec’n fo? 

Ham. To this effect Sir, after what flourifb your na¬ 
ture will. 

Ofr . I commend my duty to your. Lordfhip* 

Ham . Yours, youvs; hec does well to commend it 
himfelfe, there arc no tongues cite for’s tongue. 

Hor. This tapwing runs away with the fhcll on his 
head# 

Ham. He did Complie with his Dugge before hce 
juck’cit: thus had he and mine more of the fame Beany 
that I knpwjh.e drofilc age dotes on^only got the tunc of 
the .time, and outward habiteef encounter, akindeof 
yeBy cotfe&idn, which carries them through & through 
the mofl fond and winnowed opmion$;and doe but blow 
rfhem to their tryalls.: the Bubbles arc out. 

Her. Yon will lofe this yv?ger,my Lord. 

Ham. I doq npt thinke fo, (ince he went into France, 

I Imue bcene in continual! pra&ice; I Hiall vvinne at the 
odd.s : but thou wouldeft aor thinke how all heere a- 
bctK my heart: but it is no matter* 

Hor. May, good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery; but it is fuch a kinde of 
gain-giuing a> would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hor. It your mindc diflikc any thing,obcy.I will fore, 
ftall their repaire hither, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, wc defte Augury; there’s a fpcciall 
Prouidence in the fall of a fparrow. If ic bcnow/cis not 
to come: ificbeenot to come, ic will becnow : if.it 


be not now; yet it will comejthe readineffe]* 


man ha’s ought of what he Icaues. What kV ? 11 . >fince "o 
times? tl0] caueb e . 




Enter King, gucene, Laertes and Lords, with et> 

dants with Foyles, and Gauntlets a TM ' 3er , tt '». 

Flagons of Vine onit. '*** 


r °amc, 


Kin. Come Hamlet,come,znd take this hand f. 
Ham.Qme meyourpardon Sir.l’ue donevoJ 
But pardon’t as you are a Gentleman. ^ Wr ° n g: 

This prefence knowes, 

And you muft needs haue heard how I am nupifl-,. 
With fore diflraciion ? What I haue done 
That might your nature honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I heerc prodaime wasmadneff-. 
Was t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes } Ncuer Hamlet " ’ 

It Hamlet from himfelfe be tane away: 

And when h$’s not himlejfe,do’s wrong Laertes 
Then hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it: * 

Who does ic then? His Madneffe ? If't be fo 
Hamlet is of the Fa< 9 ion that is wrong’d, * 

. His madneffe is poore Hamlets Enemy. 

Sir,in this Audience, 

Let my declaiming from a purpos’d euill 
Free me fo farre in your mofl generous thoughts 
That I haue £hot mine Arrow o’re the houfe * 

And hurt my Mother. 

Laer. I am fatisfied in Nature, 

Whofemotitiein this cafclhould Rirremcmoft 
To my Rcuengc. But in my termescfHonor 
1 Rand sJoofc, and wiil no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder MaRers of knowne Honor, 

1 haue a voycc, and prefident ofpeace 
To keepe my name vngorg’d. But till that time, 

I do rccciuc your offer'd loue like loue. 

And wi! not wrong it. 

Ham, Ido embrace it freely. 

And will this Brothers wager frankely play, 

Giuc vs the Foyles: Come on. 

Laer. Come one for me. 

Ham. Hebe your foilc Laertes,m mine ignorance, 
Your Skill fhall like a Starre i’th’darkeft night, 

Sticke fiery effindeede. 

Laer. You mockeme Sir. 

Ham. No by this hand. 

King. Giuc them the Foyles yong Ofricke, 

Coufcn Hamlet, you know the wager. 

Ham. Vci ie well my Lord, 

Your Grace hath laide the oddf.s a’th’weakcr fide. 

King. I do not feare it, 

I haue feeneyou both: 

But fitice he is better’d,we haue thereforeoddes, 

Laer. This is too heauy. 

Let me fee another. 

Ham. This likes me well, 

Thefe Foyles haue all a length. Prepare to flay. 

Ofricke. I my good Lord. 

King. Set me the Stopcs of wine vpon thntTahle: 

If Hamlet giue the fitfi, or fecond hit, 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange, 

Let all the Battlements their Ordinance fire, 

The King Thai drinke to Hamlets better breath. 

And in the Cup an vnion Thai he throw 
Richer then that,which foure fucceffitieKings 
In Denmarkes Crownc haue wornc. 

Giue 
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jCmstb' Cu P*' , _ , . 

rid let the Kettle to the Trumpets fpeake, 
the Trumpet to the Cannoneer without. 

The Cannons to the Heauens, the Hcauen to Earth, 

L w the King drinke* to Hamlet. Come, begin, 
a you the Judges beate a wary eye. 

Ham. Come on fir, 

laer. Come on fir. They play, 

flam. One. 
laer. No. 
flam. Judgement. 

Ofr. A hit, a very palpable bir. 
laer. Welhagaine. 
j i^g. Stay, giue me drinke. 
famlct, this Pearlers thine. 

Here’s to thy health. Giue him the cup. 

Trumpets found, and Shot goes off. 
flam. Ileplay this bout fitfl, fet by a-whiic. 

Come: Another hit; what fay you? 
laer. A touch, a touch, I do confelTe. 
gi»g. Our Sonne (hall win. 

On. He’s fat,and fcar.t of breath. 

Hcere’s a Napkin, rub thy browes, 

The Queene Carowfes to thy fortune, Hamlet, 
jjans. Good Madam. 
ling. Gertrude, do cot drinke. 

Qa. I will my Lord; 

I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfon’d Cup, it Is too Iate« 
flam. 1 date not drinke yet Madam, 

By and by. 

fftt. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord, lie hit him now. 

King. I do not thinke’t. 

laer. And yet ’tis almoft ’gatnft my confidence, ’ 
flam. Come, for the third. 

Inertcs, you but dally, 

Ipray you paffe with your beft violence, 
lam affear’d you make a wanton of roe. 

Laer. Say you fo? Come on. Play. 

Ofr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Haue at you now. 

In feuffling they change Rapiers. 

King. Part them, they are.incens’d# 

Ham. Nay come, againc. 

Ofr. Looketo the Queene there hoa. 

Her, They bleed on both fide*. How i*’t my Lord ? 
Ofr. How WtLaertes} 

Laer. Why as a Woodcocke 
To mine Sprindge, Ofricke, 
am iuflly kill’d with mine owr.e Trcachcrie. 

Ham. How does the Qwecne? 

King. She founds to fee them bicede. 

%u. No.no, the drinke, the drinke. 

Oh my deerc Hamlet , the drinke, the drinke, 
lam poyfon’d. 

Ham. Oh Villany! How ? Let the doore be lock’d. 
Treacherie, feeke it out. 

Laer. It is heere Hamlet. 

Hamlet, thou art flaine, 

No Medicine in the world can do thee good. 

In thee, there is not halfe an houre oflifc; 

The Treacherous Inftrument is in thy hand, 

Vnbated and envenom’d: the foule pradfifei 
lath turn’d it felfe on me. Loe, heere I lye, 

Neuet to rife againe: Thy Mother* poyfon’d: 


I can no more, the King, the King’s too blame. 

Ham. The point envenom’d too. 

Then venome to thy worke. 

Hurts the King, 

All. Treafon,Treafon. 

Kmg. O yet defend me Fricnds,I am but hurt. 

Ham. Heere thou inceftuous, murdrous. 

Damned Dane, 

Drinke off this Potion: Is thy V nion heere ? 

Follow my Mother. King Dyes. 

Laer. He is iuflly feru’d. 

It is a poy fon temp’red by himfelfe: 

Exchange forgiuenefle with me. Noble Hamlet ; 

Mine and my Fathers death come not vpon thee, 

Nor thine on me. Dyes. 

Ham Hcaucn make thee free of it, I follow thee. 

I am dead Horatio, wretched Queene adicw. 

You that looke paie, and tremble at this chance. 

That are but Mutes or audience to this adfe : 

Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is Rrick’d in his Arreft) oh I could tell you. 

But let it be: Horatio, I am dead, 

Thou liu’R, report me and my caufcs right 
To thevnfatisfied. 

Hor. Neuerbeleeue it. 

I am more an Antike Roman then a Dane: 

Hccre’s yet fome Liquor left. 

Ham, As th’art a man. giue me the Cup. 

Let go, by Heauen I Ic haue’t. 

Oh good Horatio , what a wounded name, 

(Things Handing thus vnknowne) fhall liue behind me. 
Jf thou did’R eucr hold me in thy heart, 

Abfentthee from felicirie awhile. 

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in painc, 

To tell royStoric. 

Til arch afarre off, andft out within . 

What warlike noyfe is this ? 



Enter Ofricke. 

Off. Yong Fortinbras .with conqueft come fr6 Poland 
To th’Amballadors of England giues this warlike volly. 

Ham. Oldyc Horatio: 

The potent poy (on quite ore-crowes my fpirit, 

I cannot liue to heare the Nc wes from England, 1 
But I dopropheficth’elcdHon lights 
On Fertinbras , he ha’s my dying voycc. 

So tell him with the occurrcnts more and lefle. 

Which hauefoheited. The reR is filence. 0 ,0/1,0. Dyes 
Hera . Now cracke a Noble heart: 

Goodnight fwcet Prince, 

And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reflj 
Why do’s the Drummc come hither? 


m 
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Enter Fortinhras and Fngli/h Ambaffador ,mth Drumme, 
Colours,and A'tendants. 

Fortin. Where is this fight ? 

Hor. What is it ye would fee; 

If ought of woe, or wonder, ceaie your fearch. 

For. His quarry cries on hauocke. Oh proud death; 
What feafl is toward in thine eternajl Cell. 

That thou fo many Princes, at a fhoote. 

So bloodily hafl ftrooke. 

Amb. The fight is difmall. 

And our affaires from England come too late, 

Thcearcs are fenfcleffe that fliould giue vs hearing. 

To tell him his comma nd’ment is fulfill’d, 

q q That 
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That Roftncrsttce and Guildcnflernt arc dead ; 

Where lhould we haue our thankes ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 

Had it th’abilitie oflife to thankeyou : 

He neuer gaue comroand’cnent for their death. 

But fince fo iumpc vpon this bloodic queftion, 

You from the Polakc warres ) and you from England 
Are heerc arriued. Giuc order that thefc bodies 
High on a ftage be placed to the view, 

And let me fpcake to th yet vnknowirig world. 

How thefe things came about. So (bail you heare 
Ofcarnall, bloudie, and vnnaturall aifts, 
Ofaccidentalliudgeoients, cafuall flaughters 
Of death’s put on by cunning, and forc’d caufe. 
And in this vpfhot, purpofes miftooke, 

Falne on the Inuentors heads. All this can I 
Truly deliuer. 

For . Let vs haft to heare it. 

And call the Nobleft to the Audience. 

For me, with forrow, I embrace my Fortune, 

I hauc fome Rites of memory in this Kingdome, 



Which are ro claimc, my vantage doth 
Inuite me, 

Hor. Of that I faall hauc alwayes caufe, / 

And from his mouth 7 C t0 frafce, 

Whofe voyce will draw on more j 
But let this fame be presently perform’d 

Euen whiles mens mindes arc wildc * 

Left more mifchancc 
On plots, and errors happen. 

For. LetfoureCaptaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Soldier to the Stage 
For he was likely, had he becneputon * 

To haue prou’d moft royally; 

And for hispaftage. 

The Souldiours Muficke,and the rites of W,» 

Speake lowdly for him. e 

Take vp the body j Such a fight as this 
Becomes the Field, but heere fliewes much ami. 

Go, bid the Souldiers fhoote. 9miS * 

***** LMarching: after the which „ p f 

Ordentnee arejhot off. ** u f 
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THE TRAGEDIE OF 

ICING LEAR. 


d/Ilhs ‘Primus. Serna Prim a* 



Enter Kent, GloticeJJer , anti Edmond. 

Kent. 

Thought the King had more aftcc>ed the 
Duke of Albany, then Commit, 

Clou. It did alwayes fccrae fo to vs : But 
now in the diuifi on of the Kingdome, it ap- 
‘peares not which ofthc Dukes hec valewes 
moft, for qualities are fo weigh’d, that eutiofity in nei¬ 
ther, can make choife of cithers moity. 

Kent. Is not this your Son, my Lord ? 
giott. His breeding Sir,hath bin at my charge. I haue 
fo often blufh’d to acknowledge him, that now I am 
braz’d too t. 

Kent. I cannot conceiue you. 1 
Cion. Sir,this yong Fcllowes mother could; where- 
vpon Ihe grew round womb’d, and had indeede (Sir) a 
Sonne for her Cradle, ere Ihe had 1a; husband for her bed. 
Doyoufmellafaul:? 

Kent. I cannot wifli the fault vndone, the iftueofit, 
being fo proper. 

Clou, But I haue a Sonne, Sir, byorder ofLaw,fome 
yeere elder then this ; who, yet is no deerer in my ac¬ 
count, though this Knauc came formhing faweily to the 
world before he was fent for: yet was his Mother fayre, 
there was good fport at his making, and the horfon muft 
be acknowledged. Doe you know this Noble Gentle¬ 
man, Edmond ? 

Edm. No, my Lord, 

Clou. My LordofKent: 

Remember him heereafter,as my Honourable Friend. 
Edm. My feruicestoyour Lordftiip. 

Kent, I muft loue you, and fuc to know you better. 
8 dm. Sir,Ifliallftudydefcruing. 

Giott. He hath bin out nine yearcs, and away he fhall 
againe. The King is comming. 

Sennet. Enter King Lear , Cornwall, Albany. C oner ill, Re¬ 
gan, Cordelia,'and attendants. 

Lear. Attend the Lords ofFrance & Burgundy ,Glofter, 
Glen. I fhall,my Lord. Exit. 

Lear. Meane time we fhal exprefte our darker purpofe. 
Giue me the Map there. Know, that we hauc diuided 
In three our Kingdome: and ’tis our faft intent, 

To fhakeall CareS'and BufinefTe from our Age, 
Conferring them on yonger ftrengths, while we 
Vnburthen’d crawle toward death. Our fon of Cortmal t 
ftud you our no Icflc lotting Sonne of Albany 


We haue this hourc 3 conftant will to publifh 
Oui daughters feuerall Dowers, that tuture flrife 
May bepreuented now.The Princes,Twer & Burgundy y 
Great Riuals in our yongeft daughters loue. 

Long in our Court, haue made their amorous foiourne, 
And heere are to be anfwer’d. Tell me my daughters 
(Since now we will diueft vs both ofRule, 

Inccrcft of Territory, Cares ofState) 

Which ofyou fhall we fay doth loue vs moft. 

That we, our largeft bountie may extend 
Where Nature doth with merit challenge. Goncrtll, 

Our deleft borne, fpeake firft. 

GW.Sir, I loue you more then word can weild $ matter, 
Deerer then eye-fight, fpace, and libertie. 

Beyond what can be valewed, rich or rare, 

No lefie then life, with grace, health,beauty, honor: 

As much as Childoere lou’d, or Father found. 

A loue that makes breathpoore,and fpeech vnable^ 
Beyond all manner of fo much I loue you. 

Cor. What fhall Cordelia lpeakc ? Louc,and be filenr. 

Lear, Of all thefe bounds euen from this Linc,to this ? 
With fhadowie Forrefts,and with Champains riclEd 
With plenteous Riuers,and widc-skirred Meades 
We make thee Lady. Tothineand Aibanies ifiaes 
Be this perpctuall. What fayes our fccond Daughter ? 
Our deereft Regan, wife of Cornwall ? 

'Reg. I am made of that felfe-mcttle as my Sifter, 

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart, 

I finde fhc names my very deedc of loue: 

Onely fhe comes too fhort, that I profefle 
My felfean enemy to all other ioyes. 

Which the moft precious fquare of fenfe prefefles. 

And finde I am alone felicitate 
In your dcerc Highncflc loue. 

Cor. Then poore Cordelia, 

And yet not fo, fince I am fure my Iouc’s 
More ponderous i hen my tongue. 

Lear. To thee,and thine hereditarie euer, 

Rcmainc this ample third of our faire Kingdome, 

No Icflc in {pace, validitie, and pleafutc 
Then that confeir'd on Generill. Now ourloy. 

Although our laft and leaft; to whofe yong loue^f 
The Vines ofFrance, and Milke of Burgundie, 

Striue to he intereft. What can you fay, to draw 
A third, more opilent then your Sifters? fpcake, 

Cor, Nothing roy Lord. 

Lear, Nothing? 
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Cor. Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing will come of nothing,fpeakc againe. 
Cor. Vnhappie chat I am,I cannot hcaue 
My heart into my mouth.I loue your Maiefty 
According to my bond,no more nor lefle. 

Lear . How,how (ordelia> Mend your lpccch a little, 
Lcaft you may roarre your Fortunes. 

Cor . Good my Lord, 

You haue begot me,bred me,lou\j me. 

I retume thoic duties backe as arc right fit. 

Obey you,Loue you,and moft Honour you. 

Why haue my Sifters Husbands.ft they fay 
They loue you all ?Happily when I fhall wed, 

That Lord,whofc hand muft take my plight,fhall catty 
H*lfe my loue with him, halfc my Care,and Dutie, 

S jre I fhall ncuer marry like my Sifters. 

Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 

Cor . I my good Lord. 

Lear. So young, and fo vntender ? 

Cor . So young my Lord,3nd true. 

Lear. Let it be fo,thy truth then be thy dowre: 

For by the (acred radience of the Sunns, 

The miferics of Heccat and the night ; 

By all the operation of the O. bes. 

From whom wc do exift,and ceafc to be, 

Heere I difeiaime all my Pacemall care. 

Propinquity and property of blood, 

And as a ftranger to my heart and me, 

Hold thee from this for euer. The barbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation mefles 
To gorge his appetite,(hall to my bofomc 
Be as well neighbour’d,pitticd,and rclceu’d. 

As thou my fometime D lughccr. 

Kent. Good my Liege. 

Lear. Peace Kent, 

Come not bet weene the Dragon and his wrath, 

1 lou’d her moft,and thought to let my reft 
Oil her kind nurlery. Hence and avoid my fight: 

So be my graue my peace, as here I giue 

Her Fathers heart from her; call France, who ftirres ? 

Call Burgundy ,(fornwall % and Albanie, 

With my two Daughters Dowres,digeft the third. 

Let pndc,which file cals plainneffe^marry her: 

I doe inucft you ioyncly with my power, 
Preheminence,and all the large effects 
That troopc with Maiefty Our (Ylfe by Monthly courfe. 
With referuation of an hundred Knights, 

By you to be iuftain’d,fhall our abode 
Make with you by due turne,oncly we /hall retaine 
The name, and all thaddition to a King : the Sway, 
Reuennew Execution of the reft, 

Beloucd Sonnes be yours,which to confirme. 

This Coronet part betweeneyou. 

Kent. Royall£ev?r, 

Whom I haue otter honor’d as my King, 

Lo*.i r d as my Father,as.my Mafter follow’d. 

As my great Patron thought on in my praiers. 

Le. The bow is bent & drawne,makc from the fliaft. 

1 Kent. Let it fall rather,though the forke inuade 
The region of my heart,be/Of*?r vnmanncrly. 

When Lear, is rnad,whac wpuldeft thou do old man? 
Think’ft thst dutie fhall haue dread to fpeake. 

When ppwer to flattery bowes ? 

To plairpigflc honour s bound, 

When Maiefty falls to folly,referuechy ftatc, 

And in thy beft confideration checke 
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This hideous r3flinefle,anfwerc my life - 

Thy yongeft Daughter do's not loue thee le a ft > getI,tn,: 



K30EC! 


Nor are thofe empty hearted,whofc low fonJ 
Rcuerbc no hollownefle. s 

Lear. Kent ,on thy life no more. 

Kent. My life 1 ncuer held but a s pawne 
To wage againft thine encmies,nere feare to l 0o f • 
Thy fafety being motiue. tJt j 

Lear. Out of my fight. 

Kent. See better Lear, and let me ftill remain.. 

The true blanke ofthine eie. 

Kear. Now by Apollo, 

Lent. Now by Apollo ,King 
Thou Iwcar.ft thv Gods in vaine. 

Lear, O Vaflall | Mifcreant. 

Alb. Cor . DeareSirforbeare. 

Kent. Kill thy Phyfition,and thy fee beftow 
Vpon the foule difeafc,reuoke thy guift, 

Or w hil’ft I can vent clamour from my throate 
He tell thee thou doft euill. 

Lea. Heare me recreant.on thine allef>eancehear,m 
That thou haft fought to make vs breakc our vowe s ! 
Which we durft ncuer yet; and with drain'd pride ’ 
To come betwixt our fentences,and our power, * 
Whicb,nor our nature,nor oar place can bearc* * 

Our poccncie made good,take thy reward. 

Fiue dayes we do allot thee for prouifion 
To fhield thee from difafters of the world* 

And on the fixt to turne thy hated backe 
Vpon our kingdoms if on the tenth day following, 
Thy baniflit uunke be found in our Dominions ** 
The moment is thy death,away. By Jupiter, 

This fhall not be reuok’d, 

Kent. Fare thee well King,fich thus thou wiltappcarc 
Frecdomc hues hence,and bamfhment is here; ' 
T he Gods to their decre fheltcr take thee Maid, 

That iuftly think (i,and haft meft rightly laid : 

And your large fpeeches,may your deeds approue, 

Tnat good effects may fpring from words ofloue: 
Thus Kent, O Princes,bids you all adew, 

Hcc’i (hape his old courfe, in a Country new. Exit. 

Flonrifb . Enter Cjlofter with France,and Bur¬ 
gundy .Attendants* 

Cor. Heere’s France and Burgundy ,my Noble Lord. 
Lear. My Lord of Bvgttndte, 

Wcfirft add re fie toward you,who with this King 
Hath riualrl tor our Laughter; what in the lcaft 
Will you require in pelem Dower with her. 

Or ccafeyour queft of Lone? 

"Bur. MoftRoyall Maiefty, 

I craueno more then hath your Highneflc offer’d. 

Nor will you tender lefle ? 

Lear. Right Noble Burgundy, 

When flie was deare to vs,we did hold her fo. 

But now her price is fallen : Sir,therr fhe ftands. 

If ought within that little feeming fubftance, 

Or all of it with our difpleafure piec’d, 

And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 

Shee’s there,and (he is yours. 

Bur. I know noanfwer. 

Lear. Will you with thofe infirmities (he owes, 
Vnfriendcd,ncwadopted to our hate, 

Dow Yd with our curfc,and ftrangcrYl with our °* l ^> 
Take her or,leauchcr. 

Bur. 


Bur. Pardon me Royal! Sir, 
clcilion makes not vp in fuch conditions^ 

Le. Then leauc her fir,for by the po wre that made me, 
j tc llyou all her wealth. For you great King, 
j ^ould not from your lone make fuch a firay, 
fo match you where I hate,therefore befccchyou 
f auerc your liking a more worthier way, 
phen on a wretch -whom Nature is afham’d 
t acknowledge hers. 
fra. This is moft ftrange. 

That flic whom cuen but now,was your obie& ? 

The argument of your praife.balme of your age. 

The beft,the deereft,(hould in this trice ot time 
Commit a thing fo monftrous,to difmantlc 
So many folds of fauour:fure her offence 
aft be of fuch vnnaturall degree, 

That monfters it : Or your forc-voucht affeftion 
fall into taint,which to beleeuc of her 
Mufi be a faith that reafoo without miracle 
Should neuer plant in me. 

Cor. 1 yet befecch your Maiefty. 
jffor I want that glib and oylic Art, 

To fpeake and purpofenot,fincc what I will intend. 

He doY before I fpcake,thatyou makeknowne 
Itis no vicious blot,murther,or foulenefle, 
hJo vnehafteadiion or dilhonoured ftep 
That hath depriu’d me of your Grace and fauour, 

But cucn for want of chat,for which I am richer, 

A ftill foliciting eye,and fuch a tongue. 

That I am glad I haue nor,though not to haue it. 

Hath loft me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou had’ft * 

Not beene bornc,then not t haue pleas'd me better, 
fra . Is it but this / A tardinefle in nature, 

Which often leaucs the hiftory vnfpoke 
That it intends to do : my Lord of Burgundy 9 
What fay you to the Lady ? Loue’s not loue 
When it is mingled with regards,that ftands 
Aloofe from th’incire point,will you haue her ? 

She is hcrfclfc a Dowries 
Bur. RoyallKing* 

Giue but that portion which your felfe propos’d. 

And here I take (fordclia by the hand, 

Ducchefle of Burgundie . 

Lear # Nothing,! haue fwornc,I am firme. 

Bur. I am forry then you haue fo loft: a Father, 

That you muft Ioofe a husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundie , 

Since that refpeft and Fortunes arc his loue, 

I (hall not be his wife. 

Fra. Faireft Cordelia, that art moft rich being poore, 
Moft choifc forfaken,aud moft lou’d defpis’d, 

Thee and thy vertues here I feize vpon, 

Be it lawfull I rake vp what’s caft away. 

Gods,Gods! Tis ftrange,that from their cold’ft neglect 
My Loue fhould kindle to enflam’d rcfpcdl. 

Thy dowrekffc Daughter King, ihrowne to my chance. 
Is Quecnc of vs,ofours,and our (i\veFra?ice : 

Not all the Dukes of watiifh Burgundy, 

Can buy this vnpriz’d precious Maid of me. 

Bid them farewell Cordelia, though vnkinde, 

Thou loolcft here 3 better where tofinde* 

Lear. Thou haft her FranceMt her be thine,for we 
Haue no (uch Daughter,nor (liall euer fee 
That face of hers againe, thcrforc be gone, 

Withouc our Grace,our Loue, our Benizon: 


Come N oble 'Lttrgftndte, llotsrtjb* Exeunt^ 

l^Fra. BidfarwdltoyourSiHers. . rn ' 

Cor. The Icwels of our Father,with waf'h’d eic s 
Cordelia leaucs you,l know you what you arc* 

And like a Sifter am moft loth to call 

Your faults as they arc named* Loue well our Father; 

Toyourprofefl'cd bolomes 1 commit him* 

But yet alas,Rood I within his Grace, 

I would prefer him to a better place. 

So farewell to you both. 

Regn. Prcfcribe not vs cur dutie. 

Gon. Let your ftudy 

Be to content your Lord,who hath receio’d you 
At Fortunes aimes ; you haue obedience fcanted. 

And well 3 re worth the want that you haue wanted. 

Cor. Time fhall vnfold what plighted cunning hides, 
Who couers faults,at lalt with fhamc derides: 

Well may you prolper. 

Fra. Come my faire Cordelia. Exit France and Cor. 

Gon. Sifter,it is not little I haue to fay. 

Of what moftnecreiy appertaines to vs both, 

] thinkc our Father will hence to night. (with vs. 

Reg. That’s moft certaine.and with you: next moncth 

Gen. You fee how full of changes his age is, the ob- 
ferimion we haue made ofit bath beene littlcjhc alvraies 
lou d our Sifter moft,and with what poorc judgement he 
hath now caft her off,appcares too groflely. 

Reg. Tis the infirmity of his age,yet he hath euer but 
flendcrly knowne himfelfe. 

Gon. The beft and foundeft of his time hath bin but 
rafli,then muft welookc fromhisage, coreceiucnota- 
lone the imperfections of long ingiafrcd condition, but 
therewithal! the vntuly way-wardndrc,thac infirmc and 
cnolerickc yeares bring with them. 

Reg. Such vneonftant ftartsatewe like to haue from 
him,a* this of Kents banifhmenc. 

gon. There is further complement of Jcaue-taking be- 
tweenc France and hin>,pray you let vs fit together, it our 
Father carry authority with fuch difpofition as he bearcs. 
this.laft furrender of his will but offend vs. 

Reg .We (ball further thinke ofit. 

Gon. We muft do fomething,and i’th’ heate. Exeunt. 


Seem Secunda. 


Enter Bafiard. 

’Baft. Thou Nature art my Goddeffe,to thy Law 
My feruiecs are bound,wherefore fhould l 
Stand in the plague ofcuftome,and permit 
The curioluy ofNationi,to depriue me? 

For that I am fome twelue.orfourteenc Moontbines 
Lag of a Brother ? Why Baftard ? Wherefore bale ? 
Whcnjmy Dimenfions are as v/ell coropaift. 

My minde as gcnerous,and my fbape as crue 
As honeft Madams ifluc ? Why brand they vs 
With Bafe ? With bafencs Baiftadie ? Bafe,Bafe? 

Who in the luftie ftealth ofNature,take 
More conipofition,and fierce qualitie, 

Tl.cn doth within a dull ftalc tyred bed 
Goe to th’creating a whole tribe of Fops 
Got'cwecne a fleepe, a nd wake ? Well then* 

Legitimate Edgar,l muft haue your land. 

Our Fathers loue,is to the Baftard Sdmtmd, 

As to th’legitimate: fine word : Legitimate. 

Well 
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Well, my Legitimate, if this Letter fpeed, 

And my inucncion thriue, Edmond the bafe 
Shall to’th’Legicimate: I grow,! profper: 

Now God$,ftand vp for Baftards. 

Enter Glottcoftcr. 

£7/0.Kent baniflY d thus? and France in choller parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Prefcrib’d his powrc. 
Confin’d to exhibition ? All this done 
Vpon the gad ? Edmond, how now? What newes ? 

Baft* So plcafc your Lordlhip, none. 

Glou. Why fo earneftly fecke you to put vp j Letter ? 

Baft* I know no newes,my Lord. 

CjloH. What Paper were you reading? 

Baft. Nothing my Lord. 

Gloss. No ? what needed then that terrible difpatch of 
it into your Pocket ? The quality ofnothmg, bath not 
fuch neede to hide it fclfe. Let’s fee : come, if it bee no¬ 
thing, I fhah not neede Spectacles. 

Baft. I befecch you Sir, pardon mec; it is a Letter 
from my Brother, that I haue not all ore-read; and for fo 
much as I haue perus'd, 1 finde it not fit for your ore-loo¬ 
king. 

Glou . Giue me the Lcttcr,Sir. 

- Baft • I (ball offend, either to detaine, or giue it: 

The Contents, as in part I vnderftand them, 

Arc coo blame. 

Glou. Let’s fee, let’s fee. 

Baft. I hope for my Brothers iuftificacion, hee wrote 
this but as an e flay,or tafte of my Vcrtuc. 

Cjlou.reads. This politic, andrcuerence ofu 4 {re,makes the 
world hitter to the heft of our times: keepes our For tunesfi'om 
vs,till our oldnejfe cannot relltfh them. I begin to finde an idle 
and fond bondage, in the opprcjjion of aged tyranny,who fin ayes 
not as it hath power, hut as it is fnffer'd. Come to me, that of 
this / may fyeake more . If our Father wouldfieepe till I walfd 
him f you]houldenioy half V his l\euennewfor euer, and hue the 
helouedofyour Brother. Edgar. 

Hum ? Confpiracy ? Sleepc till 1 wake him, you fhould 
enioy halfc his Reuennew : my Sonne Edgar, had hee a 
hand to write this ? A heart and braine to breede it in ? 
When came you to this? Who brought it ? 

Baft. It was not brought mec, my Lord; there’s the 
cunning of it. I found it thrownc in t at the Cafemcnt of 
my Cloffer. 

Clou. You know the character to be your Brothers ? 

'Baft* Ifthe matter were good my Lord, I durft fwear 
it were his : but in refpeft of that, l would fainc thinke it 
weienoc.' 

Glon. It is his. 

Baft. It is his hand,my Lord : but I hope his heart is 
not in the Contents. 
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his obedience. I dare p awnc r J 
he hath writ this to feele my affedion to vJS" 1 ’ 1 ^ 
to no other pi etence of danger. ' r i1on °r, ^ 

Glou. Thinke you fo ? 


Edg. How now Brother Edmond, what feriout con¬ 
templation arc you in? 

- I Bail. 1 am thinking Brother ofaprediftionlreadthis 

gio. Has he neuer before founded you in this bufines? other day, v/hac fhould follow thefe Edibles. 

^7? yi fin Ji* V w I •* /l D . % •* T L V% a a m , J U . C. ' I «• I TX I n /• * /^ • I f ^ 


Baft. Ifyour Honor judge it mcete, 1 will *i 
•where you {hall hearc vs confcrre of this and *** J ’° u 

cular afiurancc haue your fatisfa&ion a ’ n d th y * nAo,i * 
any further delay, then this very Euening.' 31 witll ogt 

Clou. He cannot bee fuch aMonficr £J 
him out: windeme into him.I pray you ’f r , 
fineffe after your owne wifedome. I wonl<Tn e ^ u * 
felfe, to be in a due refolution. Vl) hate my 

Baft. I will feeke him Sir, prefently • com ,., , , 
fineffe as 1 (hall find meanes.and acquaint vr. ^ 

C/.». Theft late Edipfts i„ thX 
tend no good to vs: though the wifedomeofN P ° r ‘ 
reafon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it r.if.r ’“ re CJn 
by the ftqucnt cfca, 1 oue coolc,,ftiad'oi jjffi 
Brothers diuidc. In Cities, mutinies • in CnJ* 
cord ; in Pallaces, Treafon /and the Bond 
Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine comes vndnt? 
prediction; there’s Son againft Father, the Kint> fl r hc 

bya s °fNa.« e ,h t , e ' s F 1 ,h t ta g a 1 „ ( ; Ch ,f;.^ « 

ftenc the heft of our time. Machination,, hollo,,.', 
treacherie, and all ruinous diforders follow vs <\\f n , 

to our Graues. Find out this Villain.&W/ it (hill?/ 
thee nothing, doit carefully : and the Noble & true 1° ' 

ted Kent bam fil’d; his offence honefty.Tisftrange.faft 

Taft. This is the excellent foppery of the world that 
when we are fickc in fortune.often the furfets ofour own 
behauiour, wc make guilty of our difafters, the Sun the 
Moone,and Srarres.as if we were villages on ncceffitje 
Fooles by heaucnly compulfion, Knaues, Theeues and 
Treachers by Spherical! predominance. Drunkards,Ly- 
ars,and Adulterers by an inforc’d obedience of Flanatatv 
influence; and all that we are euill in, by a diuine chru- 
ftingon. An admirableeuafion of Wbore-mafter-nm 
to lay his Goatifh difpofition on the charge ofa Starred 
My father compounded with my mother vnder theDra- 
gons taile, and my Nariuitywas vnder Frft Maror, f 0 
thar it followcs, 1 am rough and Lcacherous. I Ihould 
haue bin that I am, had the maidenlcft Siarre inthe Fir. 
mament twinkled on my baftardizing. 

Enter Edgar. 

Pat: he comes like the Cataftrophe oftheold Comedie: 
myCueis villanousMelancholly, withafighelikeTow 

o'BcdUm.-O thefe Edipfes do portend thefe diui- 

fioos. Fa. Sol, La, Me. 


Taft. Neuer my Lord.But I haue heard him oft main- 
taine it to be fit,that Sonnes at perfect age, and Fathers 
declin’d, the Father fiioulfl bee as Ward to the Son, and 
the Sonne manage his Reuennew* 

Clou. O Villain, villain: his very opinion in the Let¬ 
ter. Abhorred Villaine, vnnaturall, detefted, brutifii 
Villaine; worfe then brutiib: Go firrah, feeke him: He 
apprehend him. Abhominable Villaine,where is he ? 

Baft.I do not well know my L.If it fliall pleafe you to 
fufpend your indignation againft my Brother,til you can 
deriue from him better teflimony of his intent, you {hold 
run a certaine courfe : where, lfyou violently proceed a- 
gainft him, miftaking his purpole, it would make a great 
gap in your owne Honor,and {hake in pceccs.the heart of 


Bdg. Doyoubufie your felfe with that? 

Baft. I pronaife you, the effeffs he writes of,fucceedc 
vnhappily. 

When faw you my Father laft? 

Sdg. The night gone by. 

Baft. Spake you with him i 
edg. I, two houtes together. 

Taft. Parted you in good termes ? Found you nodif- 
plcafure in him, by word, nor countenance ? 

£dg. None at all, 

Baft . Bethink your felfe wherein you may haue offen¬ 
ded him : and at my entreaty forbeare his prefence,vntill 
fome little timehath qualified the heat of his diipleafure, 
which at this infianc fo rageth in him, that with the mif-j 
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ifyour perfon.it would fearfelyalay. 

Edg. Some Villain e hafthdone me wrong. 

Earn. That’s my feare, I pray you haue a continent 
forbear ance till the fpeed of bis rage goes flower: and as 
1 fay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I will 
(idy bring you tohearemy Lord fpcake : ptay ye goe, 
there’* my key: if you do ftirre abroad,goe arm’d. 

Edg. Arm’d,Brother ? 

Edrr$. Brother, 1 aduift you to the beft.I am no honeft 
man,if ther be any good meaning toward you;I haue cold 
voU what I haue fccne,and heard : Buffaintly. Nothing 
like the image.and horror of it, pray you away. 

Edg. Shall 1 hearc from you anon ? Exit. 

Edrrt. I do ferue you in this bufineffe: 

A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 

VVhofe nature is fo farre from doing harrnes. 

That he fufpetfis none. on whefe foolifh honeflie 
My praftifes ride eafie :I fee the bufineffe. 

Let me,if not by birth.haue lands by wit. 

All with me's meete,that I can faflnoii fit, £*ir. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Goner ill, and Steward . 

.is*.. ' - ’ - / 

Gott. Did my Father ftrikc nay Gentleman for chi¬ 
ding of his Foolc? 

Ste. 1 Madam* 

Con . By day ami nightie wrongs me^euery howrc 
Hc flaflies into one grofle crimc a or other. 

That fees vs all at ods: lie not endure it; 

His Knights grow riotous^and himfelfc vpbraides vs 
On euery trifle. When hc recurncs fromhuncing, 

I will not fpeake with him, fay I am fickc. 

If you come flacke of former leruices, 

You (hall do well, the fault of it Ileanfwer. 

Ste. He’s comniing Madam,I hearehim. 

Cjon . Put on whac weary negligence you pleafe, 

You and your Fcllowes: J’de haue it come to queftion; 
Ifhcdiftafteit,lethim to my Sifter, 

Whole mind and mine I know in that are one. 

Remember what 1 hauefaid. 

Ste. Well Madam. 

gon t And let his Knights haue colder lookes among 
you : what growes of it no matter, 3duile your fcllowes 
fo,Ile write flraight to my Sifter to hold my courfe-pre- 
pare for dinner* Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Kent* 

Kento If but as will I other accents borrow. 

That can my fpeech defufe,my good i ntent 
May carry through it fclfe to that full iffue 
For which I raizd my Hkencfle. Now banifht Kent, 
Ifthou canfticruewhere thou doft ftandcondemn’d. 
So may it come,thy Matter whom thou IbU’ft, 

Shall find thee full of labours. 


Homes within. Enter Lear and Attendants' 

Lear . Let me not ftay a ioc tor dinner, gogetitrea- 
dy;hownow > what arc thou ? 

Kent. A man Sir. 

Lear* What doft thou profefle ? What woulrfft thou 
withvs? 

Kent. I do profefle to be noleflc then I feeme; o ferue 
him truely that will put me in truft, colouc him that is 
\ honeft,to conuerle with him chat is wife and laics lfttic,to 
feare iudgement^o fight when I cannot diode, and to 
cate no fifh. 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honeft hearted Fellow, and as pobre as 
the King. 

Lear r Ifchoubc’ft aspooie for a fubic^^as hee’sfdra 
King,thou arc poore enough. What wonldft thou ? 

Kent. Seiuicc. 

Lear. Who wouldft thou feruef 

Kent* You. 

Lear . Do’ft thou know me fellow ? 

Kent. No Sir 7 but you haue that in your countenance, 
which I would faine call Maftcr. 

Lear. What's that? 

Kent* Authority. 

Lear . Whac feruiccs canfl thou do ? 

Kent. I can keepe honeft connfaile, tide, run,marrc a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliuera plaine meflage 
bluntly ; that which ordinary menarcfn for, Iam qcal- 
lified in,and the beft of mc/is Dilhgence. 

Lear , How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not foybung Sir to louc a woman for finging, 
nor fo old to dote on her for any thing. 1 haue yeares on 
my backe forty eight. 

Lear. Follow mCjthou fhalt ferue me ,if 1 like thee no 
worfe after dinner, I will not pare from thee yer. Dinner 
hojdinr.crvwhcrc’s my knauc^myFoole ?iGo you and ca J l 
my Foolc hither. You you Sirrah,where’s my Daughter? 

Enter Steward. 

Ste. So pleafe you-— - Exit. 

Lear. What faiesche Fellow there ? Calf the Clot- 
pole backe: wher's my Foble? Ho, I thinke the world’s 
afleepe,how now ? Where's that Mungrell ? 

Kmgh. He faies my Lord, your Daughters is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the (Hue backe to me when I 
call'd him ? 

Knigb. Sir,heanfweredmein theroundcft manner,he 

would not. 

Lear. He would not? 

Knight. My Lord, 1 know not what thie matter is, 
but to my ludgement your Highneflc is not entertain'd 
with that Ceremonious affeftion as you were wont, 
theres a great abatement ofkindnefleappeares as well iti 
the generall dcpendants 4 as in the uke himfelfc alfo^nd 
your Daughter. 

Lear. Ha i Saift thou fo> 

Knigh. I befecch you pardon me my Lord, if I bee 
miftaken, for my duty cannot befilcnc, when I thinke 
yourHighncfle wrong’d. 

Lear. Thou but remembreft me of mine owne Con¬ 
cepcion, I haueperceiued a moft faint neglect of late, 
which I haue rather blamed &s mine owne lealous curio- 
(itie,then 3s a very pretence and purpole of vnkindnefle; 

1 will looke further intoo'c*: but where’s my Foolc ? I 
haoeoot feenc him this two daics, 

Knight. Since my young Ladies going into France 
. .. v . Sir, 
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288 , TheTragedieof King Lear. 

S, r,the Foole hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that, I haue noted it well, goe you 
and tell my Daugiuef,I would fpeake with her. Goe you 
call hither my Foole; Oh you Sir, you, come you hither 
Sir 9 who ami Sir? 

Enter Steward, 

Ste, My Ladies Father. 

Lear. My Ladies Father ?my Lords knaue,you whor- 
Ion dog.you (lane,you curre. 

Ste. I am none ofthele my Lord, 

I befeech your pardon. 

Lear. Do you bandy lookes with me,youRafcall? 

Ste. Tie not be ftruckenmy Lord, 

Kent. Nor tript neither,you bafc Foot-ballplaicr. 

Lear • 1 thanke thee fellow. 

Thou fcru’ft me,and He louc thee, 

Kent. Come fir,arife,away,Ilc teach you differences: 
away, away, ifyou will mcafure your lubbers length a- 
gaine.tarry.but away,goe tco,hauc you wifcdome,fo. 

Leer. Now my friendly knaue I thankethce, there's 
earneft of thy ieruicc. 

Enter Toole. 

Toole. Let me hire him too,here's my Coxcornbe. 

Lear. How now my pretty knaue,how doft thou ? 
foole. Sirrah,you were beft takemy Coxcornbe. 

Lear. Why my Boy? 

Foole. Why?for taking ones part that’s out of fauour, 1 Foole. I marucll whatkin thou and thy dau^hteus 
nay, & thou canft not fmile as the wind fits,thou’lt catch | they'l haue me whlpt for fpeaking true: thoult haue me 


Lear, No Lad, teach mg.. 

Foole. Nunckle, giue mc jin egge, and Ii c 
two Crownes. ® 1Uc thee 

Lear. What two Crownes fhall they h c * 

Foole, Why after I haue cut the egge i’th'muat 
eate vp the meatc.the two Crownes of theeo 2 . n< * 

thou clotted thy Crownes i’th’middle, and c.au^ Wl ' en 
both parts, thou boat'd thine Afle on thy back-o’^ 
durt.thou had’d little wit in thy bald crowne whe 
gau’ttthy golden one away ; tfl fpeakehkemv kir- 
this,let himbe whiptihatfirdfindcsitfo. ^ e e,iJ 

Foolcs had nere lefle grace in ayeere. 

For wifemen are grownefoppifh. 

And know not how their wits to wcarc, 

Their manners arefoapifh. 

Le. When were you wont to be fo full cfSono. c l 
Toole. I haue vied itNunckle, ere fince thonm^.n 
thy Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou* au n 
the rod,and put'd downe thine owne breeches rW l 
F or fodame ioy did weepe, )tbeiuh ': 

And 1 for forrow fung, 

That fuch a King fhouli) play bo-peepc. 

And goe the Foole among. 

Pry’thy Nunckle keepea Schoolemaderthat cantcacl. 
thy Foole to lie,I would faine leatne to lie. 


Lear. 
Foole. 


. And you lie firrah,wee’I haue you whipu 
'» I marucll what kin thou and rTm . 


colcje fhortlyjthere take my Coxcornbe} why this fellow 
ha’s banilh’d two on’s Daughters, and did the third a 
bleflingagainfthis will,if thou follow him, thou mud 
needs weare my Coxcornbe. How now Nunckle? would 
I had two Coxcombes.and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why my Boy ? 

Fool. If I gaue them all my Iiuing,I’ld kcepc my Cox- 
combes my t'elfe, there's mine, beg another of thy 
Daughters. 

Lear. Take heed Sirrah,the whip. 

Foole. Truth's a dog mud to kennel!, hee mud bee 
whiptouc, whentheLady Brachmay dand by’th’firc 
and ftinke. - 

Lear. A pedilent gall to me. 

Foole. Sirha.Ile teach thee a fpeech. 

Lear. Do. 

Foole. Marke it Nuncle; 

Haue more then thou fhowed, 

Speake lefle then thou knowett. 

Lend lefle then thou owed, 

Ride more then thou goed, 

Learnemore then thou trowed. 

Set lefle then thou throwed; 

Leaue thy drinkc and thy whore* 

Andkeepein adore. 

And thou flialc haue t^ore, 

Then two tens toafeore. 

Kent, This is nothing Foole, 

Foole. Then ’tis like the breath of an vnfeed Lawyer, 
you gaue me nothing fot'c,can you make no vfe of no¬ 
thing Nuticlc? 

Lear. Why no Boy, 

Nothing can be made our of nothing, 

Foole. Pry thee tell him, fo much therein of his land 
come* to, he will nor belccue a Foole. 

Lear, A bitter Foole. 

Foole. Do’ft thou know the difference my Boy, bc- 
tweene a bitter Foole,and a fwectonc. 


whipt for lying, and fometimes I amwhiptfor holding 
my peace. I had rather be any kind o’thing then a foole 
and yet I would not be thee Nunckle,thou haft pared thy 
wit o’both fidcs, and left nothing i'th’ituddlc; hccre 
comes one o’the parings. 

Enter GontriU. 

Lear. How now Daughter* what makes that Frontlet 
on t You are too much oflatci’th'frowne. 

Foole. Thou wad a pretty fellow when thou hadft no 
need to care for her frowning, now thou art anO with¬ 
out a figutc,I am better then thou art now,I am a Foole 
thou art nothing. Yes forfooth I will hold my tongue, fo 
your face bids me,though you fay nothing, 
Mum,mum,he that keepes nor crud,not crum, 

Weary of all,ftull want fome. That’s a (heal'd Pefcod. 

Gon. Not only Sir this.your all-lycenc’dFoole, 

But other of your infolent retinue 
Do bourcly Carpeand Qjarrell,breaking forth 
In ranke.andf not to be endur'd) riots Sir. 

I had thought by making this well knownc vntoyon. 
To haue found a fa fe redrcflc.bnt now growfesiefull 
By what your felfe too late haue fpokeand done, 

That you ptoteff this courfe,and put it on 
By your allowance,which ifyou fhould,the fault 
W ouid not fcape cenfure,nor the redreffes fleepe. 
Which in the tender of a wholefome weale, 

Might in their working do you that offence, 

Which clfe were fhame.thac then neceflitie 
Will call di/erect proceeding, 

Foele. Foryou know Nunckle, theHeclge-Sparrow 
fed the Cuckoo fo long, that it’s had it head bit offby it 
young,fo out went the Caodie,and wc wercicft dark* 
ling. 

Lear. A re you our Daughter > (^°® e 

Gon. I would you would make »fe of your good wile* 
(WhereofJ know you are fraught),and put away 
Thefe difpofltions,which of late tranfport you 
From what you rightly are. 

* 6 1 fools. M1 


The Tragedie of King Lear. 


'^f^le. May not an Aflc know, when the Cart drawes 
the Horfe ? 

WVop Iuggellouethee. 
lear. Do’s any hccrc know me ? 

\ yhis * s bed* * 

po’s Lear walks thus ? Speake thus ? Where are his cies? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Difcernings 
^rc Lcchargied. Ha! Waking? ’Tis not fo? 

\Vho is it that can tell me who I am ? 
foole* Lears fhadow. 

Lear. Your name, faire Gentlewoman ? 

Gon, This admiration Sir, is much oWfauour 
Ofotheryourncwprankes. I dobefccch you 
po vndcrftand my purpoles aright: 

you are Gld,and Reuercnd,lliould be Wife. 

Hccre do you keepe a hundred Knights and Squires, 

Men fo diforder’d, lo debofh’d, and bold, 
phat this our Court infeded with their manners, 

Shcwcs like a riotous Inne; Epicurifme and Luft 

M 3 k CS!t morelikeaTatiernc,ora Biothcll, 

phen a grac’d Pallace. The fliame it felfe doth fpeake 

For inftant remedy. Be then defir’d 

B/her, that clfe will cake the thing fhebe£ge?> 

A little to difquantity yourTrainc, 

And the remainders that (hall Hill depend, 
po be fuch men as may before your Age, 

Which know themfeiues, and you. 

Lear. DarknefTc,and Diuels* 

Saddle my horfes : call my Traine together. 

Degenerate Baftard, He not trouble thee; 

Yet haue I left a daughter. 

Gon 0 You ftrike my people,and your difordcr*d rable, 
makeSeruants of their Betters. 

Enter Albany. 

Lear. Woe* that too late repents: 

Isicyour W’ll, fpeake Sir ? Prepare try Horfes, 
Ingratitude! thou Marble-heat ted Fiend, 

More hideous when thou fhew’ft thee in a Child, 

Then the Sea-monHer. 

Alb K pray Sir be patient. 

Lear. Dctefted Kite, thou lyeft. 

My Traine are men of choice, and rareft parts* 

That all particulars ofdutieknow. 

And in the moll exaft regard, fupporc 

The worlhips of their name. O moft fmall fault, 

How vgly did’ft thou in Cordeltai Lew ? 

Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame ofNature 
From the fixt place: drew from my heart all Ioue, 

And added to the gall. O Lear 7 Lear, Lear ! 

Bcate at this gate that let thy Folly in. 

And thy deercludgement out. Go,go,my people. 

Alb. My Lord, X am guildcffe, as I am ignorant 
Ofwhat hath moued you. 

Lear.. It may be fo,my Lord. 

Heare Nature, hearc deerc Goddcfle, heare: 

Sufpend chy purpofc, if thou didTt intend 
I o make this Creature fruitfull: 

Into her Wombe conue.y ftirnlity, 

Drie vp in her the Organs of incrcafe. 

And from hrr derogate body^ neuer fpring 
^ ^ a be to honor her. It fhe inuft teeme, 

; Create her childe ofSpleene, that it may Hue 
And be a thwart dTnacur’d torment to her. 

Lct itftampe wrinkles itrher brow ofyouth, 

With cadent i cares tret Channels in her cheekcs. 


28? 

Turnc all her Mothers paines,and benefits 
To laugnter.and contempt: That The may fecle* 

How ftiarper then a Serpents tooth it is. 

To haue a thankleflc Childe. Away, away. Exit. 

Alb. Now Gods that we adore, 

Whercofcomes this ? 

Gon. Neuer afflidT your felfe to know more ofic: 

But let his difpofition haue that fcopc 
As dotage giucs it. 

Enter Lear. 

Lear. What fifeie of my Followers at a clap ? 

Within a fortnight ? 

Alb What’s the matter Sir ? 

Lear . lie tell thee: 

Life and death, I am afliam’d 

That thou haft power to fliake my manhood thus. 

That thefe hot teares, which breake from me perforce 
Should make thee worth them. 

Blaftes and Foggcs vpon thee : 

Th’vntented woundings of a Fathers curfe 
Pierce euerie fenfe about thee. Old fond eyes, 

Beweepe this caufcagaine, Ilcpluckeye out. 

And caft you with the waters that you loofe 
To temper Clay. Ha? Let it be fo. 

1 haue another daughter, 

Wno I am fure is kinde and comfortable : 

When (be fhall heare this of thee, with her nailcs 
Sbce’i flea thy Woluifb village. Thou (halt finde. 

That lie refume the fliape which thou doft thnikc 
I haue caft oft’ for euer. Exit 

Gen. Do you marke that ? 

Alb. I cannot be fo partiall Gonerill t 
To the great loue 1 beare you. 

Gon. Pray you content. What Ojioald, hoi? 

You Sir,more Knaue then Foole.aftcryour Maftcr. 

Foole. Nunkle Lear, Nunklc£f<jr, 

Tarry, teke the Foole with thee: 

A F < x. when one has caught her. 

Am) fuch a Daughter, 

Should fure to the Slaughter, 

If my Op would buy a Halter, 

So the Foole followcs after. £ x it 

Gon. This man hath had good Cotinfell, 

A hundred Knights ? 

'Tis politike, and fafe to let him keepe 
Afpoinr a hundred Knights: yes, that on euerie dreame. 
Each buz, each fancie, each complaint, d:fl>ke, 
Hemayenguardhu dotage with their powres. 

And ho d our liues in mercy. OfraldJ fay. 

Alb. Well,you may fcare too farre. 

Go». Safer then trufl too farre } 

Let me ftili take away the harmes I feare. 

Not feare ftili to be taken. I know h»s heart 
What he hath vtter'd I haue writ my Sifter: * 

If ftie fuftaine him, and his hundred Knights 
When I haue fhew’d th’Ynfuncfle. 

Enter Steward. 

H'iw noviOfwaldl 

W 7 n i* haue you writ that Letter to my Sifter ? 

Stew. I Madam. 

Con. Take you iome company, and away to borfe, 

Inforrne her full of my particular feare. 

And thereto adde fuch tcafonsofyourowne. 

As may compact it Qiore. Get you gone. 


And 
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And haften your returnc; no,no,my Lord, 

This milky gcntlcneflc,and courfe of your* 

Though I condemne not,yet vndcr pardon 
Your arc much more at task for want ofwifedome. 

Then prai’sd for harmcfull mildnefle. 

Aib. How farre yourcies may pierce I cannot tell; 
Striuiug to better, oft we marre what’* well. 

Gon. Nay then - ■ ■—• 

Alb. Well,well,the uent. Exeunt 


The Tragedie c/K^ing Lear . 



Feel .She that’s a Maid now,& laughs at mu ^ ' 

Shall not be a Maid Jong, vnlcffc things be cut ftf 3rtUr 


CMt A’ortcf, 
Exeunt, 


Scena Quinta . 


ABus Seemdus. Scena Trima 


Enter he at, KentjCj entleman^nd Foole. 

Lear. Go you before to Glofter with thefc Letters; 
acquaint my Daughter no further with any thing you 
know, then comes from her demand outoftheLctccr, 
if your Dilligcncc be notfpeedy, I {hall be there afore 
you. 

Kent. Twill not fleepe my Lord, till I haue deliuered 
your Letter. Exit. 

Toole. If a mans braincs were in’s heeies, wertnotin 
danger ofkybes? 

Lear. I Boy. 

Foole. Then I pry thee be merry, thy wit fnall not go 

flip-(hod. 

Lear. Ha,ha,ha. 

Tool. Shalt fee thy other Daughter will vfe thee kind¬ 
ly, for though fisc’s as like this, as a Crabbc’s like an 
Apple,yet I can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. What can’ft tell Boy ? 

Toole, She will taftc as like this as, a Crabbc do’s to a 
Crab: thou canft*tell why ones nofe ftands i’th’middie 
on’s face? 

Lear. No. 

Toole. Why to keepe ones eyes of either‘fide’s nofe, 
that what a man cannot fine 11 out,he may fpy into. 

Lear. I did her wrong.. 

. Foole. Can’ft tell how an Oyftcr makes hit fhell? 

Lear. No. 

Toole. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a Snailc ha’s 
a houfe. 

Lear. Why? 

Foole. Why to put’s head in,not to giueitaway tohis 
daughters,and leaue his homes without a cafe. 

Lear. I will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father f Be 
my Horfles ready? 

Foole. Thy Affcs are gene about ’em; the reafon why 
the feuen Starrcs are no mo then feuen,is a pretty reafon. 
Lear. Becaul’d they are not eight. 
foole. Yes indeed,thou would’ftmakc a good Foole. 
Lear. To cak’c againc perforce; Monftcrlngraticude 1 
Toole. If thou were my Foole Nunckle, Il’dhauc thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How’s that? 

Foole. Thoufhouldft net haue bin old, till thou hadft 
oinwife. V.:. . . 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad fweet Heauen > 
keepe me in tcmper,I would not be mad. How now ate 
the Horfcs ready? 

Cjent. Ready my Lord, 

Lear. CoiqeBoy. 


* •— 


Enter Baftard t and Cur an,fetter ally, 

Taft, SauetheeC«m». 

Cur. And your Sir,I haue bin 
With your Father,and giuen him notice 
That the Duke of CornwaH.and ‘Reran hi$Durf..<r 
Will behere withhim this night. c 

Baft. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay I know not, you haue heard ofthe new. 
broad,Imeanethe whifper’d ones, fortheyare k 
ear*kifltng arguments. 

Baft. Notl: pray you what arc they? 

Car. Haue you heard of no likely Warres towtr,) 
’T vvixt the Dukes of Cornwall^ and Albany } 1 

Taft. Notaword. 

Cur. You may do then in time. 

Fare you well Sir. g A .. f 

Tall, TheDuke behere to night ? The better beft 

This weaues it felfe perforce into my bufineffe * 

My Father hath fet guard ro take my Brother, * 

And I haue one thing of a queazie queftion 
Which I muft a<ft,Briefcnefic,and Fortune worlte. 
Enter Edgar. 

Brother, a word, dilcend; Brother I fay. 

My Father watches: O Si^fly this place, 
Intelligence is giuen where you arc hid; 

Y ou haue now the good aduantage of the night, 

Haue you not fpoken ’gainft the Duke of Contend] 
Hec’scomming hither,now i’th’night,i‘th’hafte, 

And Regan with him.haue you nothing laid 
Vpon his partie ’gainft the Duke of Albany ? 
Aduifeyour felfe. 

Edg. I am furcon’t,nocaword. 

Baft. 1 hcare my Father comnhng,pardon me; 

Incunning.Imuft :irawmy Swordvponyou; 
Draw,fecaie to defend your felfe. 

Now q lie you well, 

Yeeld,come before my Father,lichthoa,here, 

Fly Brochcr,Torchrs;Totches,fofarewell. 

Exit Eiger, 

Some blood drawne on me,would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeauour. 1 haue fecne drunkards 
Do more then this in fport; Father,Father, 
Scop,ftop,no hclpc? 

Enter Glofter,and SerHants with Torches. 

Gjls. Now Edmmd, where’s the villaine? 

Taft. Here ftood he in the dark,hu fharpe Sword out. 
Mumbling of wicked charmes,coniuringthe Moone 
To ftand aufpicious Miftris. 

(ylo. But where is he/ 

Baft. Locke Sir,] bleed. 

Glo. Where is the villaine,£<&w#«d? 

Baft. Fled this way Sir,when by no meanes he coul«. 
Clo. Purfue him,ho.-go after. By no meanes, what. 
Baft. Pctfwadc me to the murtherofyourLordlb-p. 
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that I told him the reueogingGods/ 

Gainft Paricides did all the thunder bend, 

Spoke with how manifoId,and ftrong aBond 
phe Child was bound to’th’ Father; Sir in fine, 

Seeing how lothly oppofite I ftood 
pohisvnnaturallpurpofe,in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword,he charges home 
ynprouided body,latch’d mine arrae; 

And when he faw my beft alarum’d fpirits 
p.tfpthe quarrels right,rouz’d to th’encounter* 
oflfipMr gafted by the no.yfe I made, 
pKl fodaiHly he fled.' 

W: LetJfcfly farre: 

Not in this LamRhall he remaine vneaught 
And found; difpatchjtMK^ble Duke my Matter, 

My worthy Arch and mon comes to night. 

By his authorkic I will proclaime it, 

That he which finds him (hall deferue our thankes, 
Bringing the murderous Coward to the ftakc: 
fle that concealcs him death. 

! Baft. When I diffwaded him from his intent. 

And found him pigbt to doe it,with curft fpecch 
I threaten’d to difeouer him; he replied. 

Thou vnpoffefling Baftard,doft thou thinke, 
if I would ftand 3gainft thee,would the repofali 
Ofany truft,vettue,or worth in thee 
Make thy words faith’d i No,what fhoold I denie, 

(As this I would, though thou didft produce 

My very Chara&cr) 1’ld turne it all 

To thy fuggeftion,plot,and damned pra&ife: 

And thou muft make a dullard ofthe world. 

Ifthey not thought the profits of my death 

Were very pregnant and potenciall fpirits 

To make tliec fcclcc it. Tucket within. 

Glo. O ftrange and faftned Villaine, - 
Would he deny his Letter,faid he? 

Harke,thc Dukes Trutnpets, I know not whet he comes; 
All Ports I le barre,the villaine fhall not fespe. 

The Duke muft grant me that: befides,his pi&ure 
I will fend farre and neere,tbat all the kingdome 
May haue due note of him,and of my land, 

(Loyall and naturall Boy) lie wotke the meanes 
To make thee capable. 

Enter Cornewatl } Regan,and Attendants. 

Corn. How now my Noble friend,fince I came hither 
(Which I can call but now,)I haife heard ftrangeneffe. 

Reg. Ificbetruc,all vengeance comes coofhorc 
Which can purfue th’offender; how doft my Lord ? 

Glo. O Madam,my old heart is crack’d,it’s crack’d. 
Reg. What,did my Fathers Godfonnefeeke your life? 
He whom my Father nam’d,your Edgarf 
Glo. O Lady,Lady,ftume would haue it hid. 
•Reg-.Washenot companion with the riotous Knights 
That tended vpon my Father ? 

Glo- I know not Madam,’tis too bad,too bad. 

Taft. Yes Madam,he was of that confort. 

Reg. No maruaile then,though he were ill affeifted, 
’Tis they haue put him on the old mans death. 

To haue th’expenceand waft of his Reuenucs; 

I haue this prefenc euening from my Sifter 
Beene well inform’d of chem,and with fuch cautions, 
That if they come tofoioumc at my houfe, 
lie not be there. 

Cor. Nor J,afiure thee Regan; 


Edmund ,1 heare that you haue fiicwne yout Father 
A Child-like Office. 

Tail. It was my duty Sir. 

Glo, He did bewray his pra<ftife,and receiu’d 
This hurt you fee,ftriuing to apprehend him. 

Cor. Ishepuriued? 

Glo. I my good Lord. 

Cor. Ifhebetaken,hc {hall neuer more 
Be fear’d of doing harme,make your ownc purpofc. 
Hew in my ftrength you pleafe: for you Edmund , 

Whofe venueand obedience doth this inftant 
So much commend it felfe,you fhall be ours. 

Nature’s of fuch deepe truft,we fhall much need : 

You we firft feize on. 

Taft. I fhall ferue you Sir true!y,how eucr elfe. 

Glo. For him I thankc your Grace. 

Cor. You know not why we came to vilit you ? 

Reg. Thus out of feafon,thredding darke ey’d night, 
Occafions Noble Glofter of fome prize. 

Wherein we muft haue vfe of your adiiile. 

Our Father he hath writ/o hath our Sifter, 

Of differences, which I beft chough it fit 
To anfwcrefrom our home : the feuerall Meflengers 
From hence attend difpatch,our gu^d old Friend, 

Lay comforts to your bofome,and befiow 
Your needfull counfaile to our bufinefles. 

Which craues the inftant vfe. 

Glo, I ferueyou Madam, 

Your Graces are right welcome. Exeunt. Fleur if;. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Kent.aad Steward ftuerallj. 

Stew. Good dawning to thee Friend,art of this houfe ? 

Kent. f. 

Stew. Wheremaywc fet our horlcs? 

Kent. Ttb’myre. 

Stew. Prychee,ifthou!ou’ftme,tellme, 

Kent. I lone thee not. 

Ste. W hy then J care not for thee* 1 

Kent. If I had dice in Lifsburj Pinfold, I would make 
thee care for me. 

Ste. Why do’ft thou vfe me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow I know thee. 

Ste. What do’ft thou knew me for ? 

Kent. AKnaue,a Rafcall, an eater ofbroken meates,a 
bafe, proud, fhallow, beggerly, threc-fuited-hundred 
pound, filthy woofted-ftocking knaue,a Lilly-liuercd, 
aftion-taking.whorefon glaffe-gazing fuper-feruiceable 
fir.icall Rogue, one Trunke-inheriting flaue, one that 
would’ft be a Baud in way of good feruice, and art no¬ 
thing but the compofition of a Knaue, Bcgger, Coward j 
Pandar, and the Sonne and Heireof a Mungrill Birch, 
one whom I will beate into clamours whining, if thou 
•deny’ft theleaft fiFablc of thy addition. 

Stew. Why.whatamonftrous Fellow art thou, thus 
to raile on one, that is neither knowne of thee, nor 
knowes thee ? 

Kent. Whatabrazen-fac’d Varlet art thou, to deny 
thou knoweft me ? Is it two dayes fince I tript vp thy 
heeles,and beate thee before the King?Draw you rogue, 
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_ The Tragedie offing Lear. 

for though it be night,yet the Moone fhines,Iie make a 
fopoth’ Moorifliine of you, you whorefon Culiyenly 
Barbei-moiiger s draw. 

Stew. Away,I hauc nothing to go with thee. 

Kent. Dravvyou Ilafcal!, you conic with Letter*a- 
gainft the King,and take Vauitie the puppets parr, a- 
gainflthe Royaltieofher Father: draw you Rogue, or 
lie fo carbonado your jTianki, draw you Rafcali, come 
your waies. 

I Ste. Helpe 3 hOjinuriher 3 he!pe, 

Kent. Strike you flaue : # ftartd rogue, ftand you neat 
llaue,ftrike. 

Stew. Helpe hoa 3 murther,murthcr. 


Enter Bafiardfiornewad, Regan, Glofter ,Serr. ants. 

"Bnft. How now, what s the matter ?Part. 

Kent. With you goodman Boy, if you pIeafc 3 comc, 
lie flefh ye,come on yong Mafter. 

Glo, Weapons? Armes? what’s the matter here ? 

Cor. Keepe peace vpon your liucs, he dies that ftiikes 
againc 3 what is the matter? 

Reg. The MelTcngers from our Sifter, and the King ? 

Cor. What is y<^r difference, fpeake ? 

Stew, lam fcarce in breath my Lord. 

Kent. No Maruell,you haue fo beftir’d your valour, 
you cowardly RafcalLnature difclaimes in thee :a Taylor 
made thee. 

Cor. Thou art a ftrange fellow 3 a Taylor make a man? 

Kent. A Taylor Sir,aScone-cuttcr 3 or a Painccr 3 could 
not hauc made him fo ill, though they had bin but two 
yearesoth’trade. 

Cor. Speake yec,how grew your quarrell ? 

Ste, This ancient Ruffian Sir, whole life I hauc (par’d 
atfuteofhis gray-bcard. 

Kent. Thou whorefon Zed, thou vnneccfiary letter: 
nty Lord 3 ifyou willgiue mcleaue, I will tread thisvn- 
boultcd villaine into morter, and daube the wall of a 
lakes with him. Sparc my gray-beard,you wagtaile ? 

Cor. Peace firrah. 

You beaftly knaue,know you no rcuercnce ? 

Kent. Yes Sir,butanget hathapriuiledge. 

Cor, Why art thou angtie ? 

Kent. That fuch a flauc as this fliould wearc a Sword, 
Who weares no honefty : fuch folding rogues as thefe, 
Like Rats oft bite the holy cords ? a twaine. 

Which arc t’intrince, t’vnloofe : fmooth euery paffion 
That in the naturesof their Lords rcbell, 

Being oils to fire.fnow to the colder moodes, 
Rcuenge,affirme,and turne their Halcionbcakcs 
With euery gall,and vary of their Mafters, 

Knowing naught (like dogges) but following: 

A plague vpon your Epilepticke vifage, 

Smoilcyou my fpecches,as I were a Foole? 

Goofe,if I had you vpon Sarttm Plaine, 

Tld dritie yc cackling home to Camelot. 

Corn. What art thou mad old Fellow ? 

Glofi. How fell you out.fay that i 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 

Then I,and fuch a knaue. 

C<>rn. Why do’ft thou call him Knaue? 

What is his fault ? 

Kent. His countenance likesmenot. 

Cor. No more perchance do’s minc,norhis,nor hers! 

Kent. Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plaine, 

I haue ieene better faces in my time. 




Then ftands on any fihoulder that I fee 
Before mc,atthis inftant. 

(am. This is lome Fellow, 

Who hauing bccne prais’d for bluntneffe,d c ffi 8(f , 
A faucy roughnes,and conftraines the garb altc $ 
QuiEe from his Nature. He cannot flatter he 
An honeft mind and plaine,hc muft fpeake 
And they will take it fo.ifnot, hce’s plaine. 

Thefe kind ofKnaues I know,which in this nL- „ 

Harbour more craft,and more- « 

Then twenty filly-ducking obferuants, 

That ftrccch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir.in good faith.in fincere v^^ 

Vndcr th’allowance ofyour great afpcfP; ’ 

Whofe influence like the wr4Hgh ofradientfir. 

On flicking Pka'etu front. 

Corn. What mean’ft by this ? 

Kent. To go out of my dialed, which you difcom 
mend lo much; Iknow Sir,I am no flatterer he thV 
guild you in a plaine accent, was a plaine Knaue \ 
for my par. 1 will no. be, rhonghl Iho.Id i,“ 
difplcafurc to entreat me too’t. 

Corn. What was th’offcncc you gaue him? 

Ste . Ineucrgauehimany: 

It pleas’d the King his Mafter very late 
To ftrike at me vpon his mifconftru&ion 
When he comparand flattering his difp’leafure 
Tript mcbehind:being downe,infultcd,rail’d. 

And put vpon him fuch a deale ofMan, 

That worthied him,got praifss of the Kin®, 

For him attempting ,who was felfe-fubdued, 

And in the flefliment of this dead exploit. 

Drew on me here againe. 

Kent. None of thefe Rogues,and Cowards 
But Aiax is there Foole- 

Corn. Fecch forth the Stocks ? 

You ftubboine ancient Knaue.you reuerent Bragart, 
Wcc’l teach you* 

Kent, Sir.Iannooold tolearne: 

Call not your Stocks forme,! feruethe King. 

On whole imployment I was fent to you. 

You lhall doc fmall refpc<fts 3 fhow too bold malice 
Againft the Grace,and Pcrfon of my Mafter, 

Stocking his Meflcnger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stock-; 

As I haue life and Honour,therc (hallhe fit till Noone. 

Reg. Till noone? till night aty Loid.and all night too. 

Kent. Why Madam,if I were yout Fathers dog, 
You fhould not vfe me fo. 

T\eg> Sir,being his Knaue,I will. Stacks brought tut, 

Cor. This is a Fellow of the felfe fame colour. 

Our Sifter fpcakes of. Come,bring away the Stocks. 

<jlo. Lecmebcfecch your Grace,not to do fo, 

The King his Mafter,needs muft take it ill 
That he To flightly valued in his Meflenger, 

Should haue hirn thus reftraiiied. 

Cor. Jleanl’werethar. 

Reg. My Sifter may rccieue it much more worffe. 

To hauc her Gentleman abus’d,alfaultcd. 

Corn. Come my Lord,away. Exit. 

Glo. I am forry for thee friend,’tis the Duke plealnte, 
Whofe dilpofition all the world well knowes 
Will not be rub’d nor ftopt,Ileentreat for thee. 

KentMtty do notSir,I haue watch’d and trauaii’dhard, 
Some timelftiallfleepeout,thereftIlewhiftle: 

A good mans fortune may grow out at heeles: 
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Giueyo“g do<1 morrow. 

Glo. The Duke’s too blamein this. 

Twill be ill taken. Exit. 

gent.Good King s that muft approue the common law, 
fho'J our of Heauens benediftion com’ft 
po thewarme Sun. 

S oach thou Beacon to this vndcr Globe, 
by thy comfortable Beames I may 
perufethis Letter. Nothing almoft fees tnirade* 
g utI nitene I know’cis from Cordelia, 

\Vho Hath moft fortunately bccne inform’d 
0f lt) y obfc.ured courfe. And lhall findc time 
pro-n this enormous State,feekmg to giue 
Lode* their remedies .All weary and o’re-watch'd, 

•f,ke vantage heauie eves,not to behold 
phis (hi mefti lodging. Fortune goodnight. 

Same once more,cunic thy whecle. 

Enter Edgar. 

c> 

Bdgo I heard my felfe proclaim'd. 

And b y the happy hollow of a Ti ce, 

Reap’d the bunt. No Pert is free,no place 
That guard, and moft vnufali vigilance 
Do’s not attend my taking. Whiles 1 may feape 
I will preferue myfeke: and an) bethought 
To take the baicft,aiid moft pooreft ftiape 
That euer penury in contempt of man. 

Brought neere co beift; my face lie grime with filch* 
Blanket my loines,elfeall my ha ires in knots. 

And with prefented nakednefteotit-face 
The Windcs,and perfections of the sk«e; 

The Country giues meproofe.and preftdent 
0? Bedlam beggers > who with roaring voices. 

Strike in their num'd and mortified Armes, 
Pin^Woddcn-prickeSjMaylesiSprigs ofRolemarie : 

And with this horrible obieft/rom low Farmes, 
poorepelting Villages,Shecps-Coares^and Milles^ 
Sometimes with Lunatidce bans, ionic time with Piaicrs 
Inforce their charitic: poore Turlygod^ooct Tcm> 

That’s femethingyet: Sdgar I nothing am* Exit* 

E^tcr Lcetr JFoolc y ani Gentleman . 

Lea !Tis ftrange that they fliould fo depart from home* 
And not fend backe my Meffengers. 

Gent . As 11 earn'd, 

The night beforc,cherc was no purpofe in them 
Of this remoue. 

Kent. Haile to rhec Noble Mafter. 

Lear. Ha?Mak’ft thou this (hamcahy paftime/ 
font. No my Lord, 

Foole. Hah,ha, he wearesCrucll Garters Horfes are 
tide by the heads, Dogges and Bearcs a by’ih’necke^ 


Kent. By/nnoJ fwearel# 

Lear. They durftnot do*t: 

They could not, would not do*c: *tis worfe then murther. 
To do vpon relpeft fuch violent outrage: . 

Rcfolue me with all modeft hafte.which way 
Thou might’ft deferuc^or they impoic this vfage^ 
Commingfrom vs. 

Kent. My Lord, when at their home 
I did commend your Highneflc Letters to them. 

Ere I was rifen from the place,thac (hewed 
My duiie kneeling^cafne there a reeking Pofte, 

S:cw'd in hi* haftc,halfebreathle(Tc,painting forth 
From GoneriNhis Miftris/alutations; 

Delitier'd Letters fpighc ofintermiffion. 

Which prefcntly they read; on thofc contents 
They fuminon’d vp their memey,ftraighc cooke Hofrfe, 
Commanded me to folIow,and attend 
The leifurc of their anfwer,gaue me cold lookes 9 
And meeting heere the other Mcflimgef, 

Whofe welcome I perceiu’d had poifon'd mine^ 

Being the very fellow which of late 
Difpiaid lo faweily againft your Highncffe, 

Hauing more man then wit about mc,drew; 

He rais’d she houfe i with loud and coward cries. 

Your Sonne and Daughter found this trcfpafle worth 
The fhime which heere it fufFers. (way, 

Fecle. Winters not gon yet,if the wil 5 d Gecfe fly that 
Fathers that wcare rags, do make their Children blind, 
But Fathers that bearebags,fliall fee their,children kind. 
Fortune that arrant whore,ncre turns the key totlV poore. 
But for all this thou ‘fEalt h^ue as many Dolors for thy 
Daugh ters,as thou canft tell in a yeare. 

Lear. Gh how this Mother fwels vp toward roy heart! 
TTiftoncapajjio,downe thou climing forrow. 

Thy Elements below where is this Daughter? 

Ke*t. VVirh the Earle Sir 3 here within, 

Lear. Follow me not,flay here. Exit . 

Gen , Made you no more offence. 

But vwhac you fpeake of? 

Kent. None: 

w chance the the King comes with fo Amll a number? 

Rode. And thou haul! bccne fet i'th* Stockes for that 
queftioijjthoud’ft well deferu’d it. 

Kent. Why Foole? 

Foole, Wee’l fee thee to fchoole to an Ant, to teach 
ihec thcr’s no labouring i’th’winter. All that follow their 
nofes.are led by their eyes, but bhndemcn, and there’s 
not a oofe among twenty,bui can ltnellhim that’s flink- 
ing; let go thy hoId 3 whcn a greacwheclerufts dowriea 
hirl, leaftitbreake thy neckc with following. But the 
great one that goes vpward, let him drawthee after ♦ 
when a wifeman giues thee better cotinfellgme me mine 
againe,I wouldhause nonebut knaues follow it, fincea 
Foole giues it. 


Honkies by’th’loyr.es, and Men by’th’legs; when a man 1 That Sir.which ferues and feekes for gaine. 

And tcllowcsbuc for forme; 

Will packciwhen itbegins roraine^ 

And lcai^c thee in the ftorme. 

Bud v/ill tarry,ihe Foole will flay, 

And let the wifeman flic: 

The knaue ttirnes Foole that runnes avvay^ 
The Foole no^knaue perdie# 


ouerluftie ac legs^hca he weares woddeu acther-ftocks, 
Lear. What's he, 

That h3th fo much thy place miftooke 
To fet thee heere? 

Kent , it is both he and (he, 

Your Son ,and Daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No I fay. 

Fent. I fay yea, 

Lear* By inpiter I fwcare no. 


Enter Lear,And giofiet: 
Kent. Where learn’d you this Foole? 
hole. Not i’th’ Stocks Foole* 


rr 


Lear, 
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Lear. Deny to fpeake with me? 

They are ficke,thcy are weiary, 

They hauc crauaif d all the night ? mcerc fetches, 

The images ofreuolt and flying off. 

Fetch me a better anfwer. 

Glo. My deere Lord, 

You know the fiery quality ofthe Duke, 

How vnremoucabic and fixt he is 
In his owne courfe. 

Lear. Vengeance,Plague,Death,Confufion : 

Fiery? What quality ? Why Clofter.Cjlofter, 
l’ld fpeake with the Duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 

Glo. Weil my good Lord;I hauc inform’d them fo. 
Lear, Inform’d them ? Do’ft thou vnderftand me man. 
Glo, I my good Lord. 

Lear The King would fpeake with Cornwall, 

The deere Father 

Would with his Daughter fpeake,commands,tends,fer- 

a__• r. i _ r. i. ■ ^ w • * « , < . . • 
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Are they inform’d of this ? My breath and blood: (uice. 


Fiery? The fiery Duke,tcll the hot Duke that. 
No,b ut not yet,may be he is not well. 
Infirmity doth ftill neglcdt all office, 


Whereto our health is bound,we are not our felues 
When Nature being oppreft,commands the mind * 

To fuffier with the body; lie forbe3re, 

And am fallen out with roy more headier will 
To take the indifpos’d and fickly fit. 

For the found man. Death on my (fate : wherefore 
Should he fit heere i This a «51 perfwades me. 

That this temotion of the Duke and her 
Is pra&ife only, Giue me my Seruant forth; 

Goe tel! the Duke, and’s wife,ird fpeake with them .* 
Now,prefcntly: bid them come forth and hearc me. 

Or at their Chamber doore He beate the Drum, 

Till it crie fleepe to death. 

Glo. I would haueall well berwixt you. Exit. 

Lear. Oh me my heart 1 My rifing heart! But downe. 

Toole. Cry co it Nunckle, as the Cockney did to the 
Eelcs,when (he put ’em i’th’ Pafle aliue, fhe knapi ’em 
o’th’coxcombs wich a ffickc,and cryed downe wantons, 
downe; ’twas her Brother, that in pure kindneffe to his 
Horlc buttered his Hay, 


Enter CornewaS , Regan,,Glofter,Seruants. 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

Corn, Haile to yotirGrace. Kent here Jet at liberty, 

Reg. I am glad to fee your Highneflc. 

Lear. Regan,l thinke your are . I know what reafon 
Iihaue to thinke fo,if tlrou fhould’ft not be glad, 

I would diuorce me from thy Mother Totnbe, 
Sepulchring an Adulcrefle. O are you free ? 

Some other time for that. Beloued Regan, 

Thy Sifters naught: oh Regan, fte hath tied 
Sharpe-tooth’d vnkindnefie.likc a vulture heere, 

I can fcarce fpeake to thee ,thou’ltnotbeleeue 
With how deprau’d a quality. Oh Regan. 

Reg. I pray you Sir,take patience,! hauc hope 
You lefleknow how to value her defer:. 

Then fhe to fcant her dutic. 

Lear, Say ? How is that ? 

Reg. I cannot thinke my Sifter in the leaf! 

Would fade her Obligation. If Sir perchance 
She haue reft rained the Riots of your Followres, 

’Tison fuch ground,and to fuch wholclbmcend, 

As cleeres her from all blame, 

Lear, My curies on her. 


ng Ue 


Keg. O Sir,you are old. 

Nature in you ftands on the very Verp 
Ofhis confine: you fhould be rul’d arvfi j 

By fome diferction, that difeernes iour ft. 

Better then you your felfe : therefore I D J „ 

That to our Sifter, you do make returne y y ° U » 

Say you haue wrong’d her. 1 

Lear. Aske her forgiueneffe ? 

Do you but marke how this becomes. b.t, .. 

»«« daughter, 1 tonfelT. ,h« Xambul' 0 " 62 . 

Age is vnnecefiary: onmy knees I beppe 

That you*! vouebfafe me Rayment, Bed and P a 

Reg. Good Sir,no more :thefe are vnfo! i° 0d * 

Returne you to my Sifter. ni, g<Hly trickes; 

Lear. Neuer Regan: 

She hath abated me ofhaife'my Traine* 

Look’d blacke vpon me, ftrooke me with l v 
M oft Serpent-hke, vpon the very Heart. H T ° n 
AlUhe ftor d Vengeances of Heauen fall 
On her ingratetuU .op , Hrikc he, b 

You taking Ayres, with Lamencflc. 

Com. Fyefir.fic. 

Reg, OthebleftGods! 

So w ,11 you wifh on me, when the raft moode is on. 

Lear No Rcgan,thou fhalt neuer haue m y CUtl ° 
Thy tender-hefted Nature fhall not g iu e 7 ' 

Thee o’re to harfhnefle: Her eyes are fierr^ U,.v 
Do comfort, and not burne. ’Tis not in theJ ^ 

To grudge my pleafurcs, to cut offmy Traine 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fi zcs * 

And in conclusion, to oppofe the bolt * 

Againftmy comm.ng in. Thou better know’ft 
1 he Offices ofNature, bond of Childhood 
EtTedfs of Curtefie, dues ofQ-atltude; * 

Thy halfc o’th’Kingdome haft thou not foreot 
Wherein I thee endow’d. D ’ 

Reg. Good Sir. to’th’purpofe. Tucket Mthk. 
Lear. Who put my man i’th Stockes ? 

Enter Stewards 

Corn. What Trumpet’s that?. 

Reg. I know’t.my Sifters : this npprouesher Letter 
That fhe would loone be heere. Js your Lady come?' 

Lear. This is a Slauc, whofeeafic borrowed pride 
Dwcls in the fickly grace of her he followes. 

Out Varletjfromitny fight. 

Corn. What meaner your Grace? 

Enter Goner ill. 


Lear .W ho ftockt my Seruant? Reran .Ihauceoodhopi 
Thou did’ft not know on’t. 


Who comes here ? O Heauens! 

If you do loue old men j ifyour fweet fway 
Allow Obedience; if you your felues arc old, 

Make it your caufe: Send downe,and cake my part. 

Arc not alBam’d to looke vpon this Beard ? 

O Regan , will you take her by the hand ? 

Gon. Why not by’ch’hand Sir? How haue I offended? 
Alls not offence that indiferetion findcs. 

And dotage termesfo. 

Lear. O fide*,you are too tough! 

Will you yet hold ? 

How came my man i’ch’Scockes ? 

Corn • I fee him there,Sir: but his owne Diforders 

DelWd 
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peferu’d much leffc aduancement. 

Lear. You? Didyou? • 

Reg. I prayyou Father being weakc,fcetne fo» 
jftill tne expiration ofyour Moneth 
You will returne and foiourne with my Sifter, 
piftnilfing halfcyour traine, come then to me, 
lam now from homeland out of that prouifion 
\Vhich ffiall he necdfull for your entertainement. 

Lear. Returne to her? and fifty men difmils’d ? 

>Jo,rather labiure ail roofcs s and chufe 
To W*g e againft the enmity oth’ayre, 

Xo be a Comrade with the Wolfe,and Owle, 
jlcceffitie* fliarpe pinch. Returne with her ? 

Vhy l he hot-bloodied France ,that dowerleffe tookc 
Q Ur yongeft borne,I could as well be brought 
X 0 knee his Throne,and Squire-like penfion beg, 

Xo keepe bafe life a fooce; returne with her ? 
petfwade me rather to be flaue and fump ter 
Xothis detefted groome. 

Cm. At your choice Sir. 

Lear. 1 pry thee Daughter do net make me mad, 

I will not trouble thee my Child;farewell: 

VVcc’l no more mcete.no more fee one another, 
gut yet thou art my flefli,my blood.my Daughter, 

Or rather a difeale that’s in myflcfli. 

Which 1 muft needs call mine. Thou art a ByJc, 

A plague lore,or imbofled Carbuncle 

] n mv corrupted blood. But lie not chide thee. 

Let ffiame come when it will,I do not call it, 

I do not bid the Thunder-bearer fhoote. 

Nor tell talcs of thee to high-iudging loue. 

Mend when thou can’ft,be better at thy leifurc, 

I can be putient, I can ftay with Regan, 

I and my hundred Knights. 

Reg. Not altogether fo, 

I look’d not for you yet, nor am prouided 
For your fit welcome,giuc cate Sir to my Sifter, 

For thofe that mingle reafon with your paffion, 

Muft be content to thinke you old,and fo. 

But fhe knowes what flic doc's. 

Lear. Is this wcl 1 fpoken ? 

Reg. 1 dare auouch it Sir,what fifty Followers ? 

Is it not well? What fhotild you need of more ? 

Yca.or fo many ? Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speake ’gainft fo great a number ? How in one houfe 
Should many people,vndcr two commands 
Hold amity ? ’Tis hard,almoft impoffible. 

Caw.Why mightnotyou my Lord,rccciueattendance 
Fiom thofe that flic cals Seruants.or from mine ? 

Reg. YVhy not my Lord ? 

Ifthen they chanc’d to flacke ye. 

We could comptroll them; ifyou will come to me, 

(For now I fpic adanger)I cutreatc yon 
To bring buc fiue and cwcntic,to no more 
Will I giuc place or notice. 

Lsar. Igaueyouall. 

Reg. And in good time you gaue it, 

Lear, Madcyou my Guardians,my Depcfitaries, 

But kept a referuation to be followed 

With fuch a number ? What,muft I come to you 

With fine and twenty ? Regan ,faid you fo ? 

Reg. And fpcak’t ngainc my Lord, no more with me. 
Lea. Thofe wicked Creatures yet do look wel fauor’d 
When others arc more wicked ,not being the worft 
Stands in lomc ranke ofpraile,lle go with thee, 

Tby fifty yet doth double fiuc and twenty. 


And thou art twice her Loue. 

Gon. Hcarecnemy Lord; 

What need you fiuc and twenty ? Ten ? Or fiue ? 

To follow in a houfe, where twice fo many 
Haue a command to tend you ? 

Reg. What need one? 

Lear. O reafon not the need ; oUr bafeft Bcggcrs 
Are in the pooreft thing fupei fluous. 

Allow not Nature,more then Nature needs: 

Mans life is cheape as Beaftes. Thou art a Lady; 

1 f onely $ 6 go warme were gorgeous. 

Why Natui e needs not what thou gorgeous wear’ft, 
Which fcarcely keepcs thee warme,but for tiueineed: 
You Heauens,giue me thatpatience.patience I need. 
You fee me heere (you Gods)a poore old man. 

As full of griefeas age, wretched in both, 

I fit be you that flirre s thefc Daughters hearts 
Againft their Father,foole me not fo much. 

To beare it tamc!y:touch me with Noble anger. 

And let not womens weapons, water drops, 

Staine roy mans cheekes-No you vnnaturall Hags, 

I will haue fuchrcuengcs on you both. 

That all the world fhall-- 1 will do fuch things, 


What they are yet,I know not,but they fhalbe 
The terrors ofthc earth? you thinke He weepe, 

No,lIe not weepe,I haue full eaufe of weeping. 

' S tor me and Temp eft. 

But this heart fhal break into a hundred thoufand flawes 
Orercjie weepe; O Foole, lfii all go mad* | Exeunt. 

Corn, Let vs withdraw, ’twill be a Scornte. 

Reg. This houfe is lktlc.thc old man an’ds people, 
Cannot be well beftow’d, 

Gon. ’Tis his owne blame hath put himfclfe fr ora reft. 
And muft needs taftc his folly. 

Reg. For his particular,lle rccciue him gladly. 

But not one follower. 

Go#. So am 1 purpos’d. 

Where is my Lord ofG/ofter ? 

Enter CjLfter. 

Corn. Followed the old man forth,hc is return’d. 

(jlo. The King is in high rage. 

Corn. Whether is he going? 

Glo. He cals co Horfe,biu will 1 know not whether: 

Com. ’Tis beft to giuc him way,he leads himfelfe. 

Gon. My Lord.entrcate him by no meanes to ftay, 

Glo. Alackc the night comes on,and the high windts 
Do forely ruffie,for many Miles about 
There’s fcarce a Bufh. 

Reg. O Sir,to wilfull men. 

The iniuries that they themfclues procure, 

Muft be their Scheole-Mafters: fiiut vpyour doores. 

He is attended with a defperate traine, 

And what they may incenfe him too,bcing apt. 

To haue his eareabus’d,wifedomc bids ftare. 

Cor. Shut vpyour doores my Lord,’tis a wil’d night, 
My Regan cpunl'els wellf: come out oth’ftormc. Exeunt. 


Jclus Tt?rtius. Seem Trim a. 


1 


St or me fhll. Enter Kent,and a Gentleman,feuerallj . 


Kent. Who’s there befides foule weather ? 

Gen. One minded like the wcather,tnoft vnquietly. 

r r 2 Kent. 
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Kent . 1 know you: Where’s the King ? 

Cjent. Contending with the fretfull Elements 5 
Bids the windc blow the Earth into the Sea, 

Orfwell the curled Waters 'boue the Maine, 

That things might change,or ccafc. 

Kent. But who is with him? 

Gent . None but the Foole, who labours to out-ieft 
His hearc-ftrooke iniuries. 

Kent . Sir, 1 do know you. 

And dare vpo.n the warrant of my note 
Commend a deerc thing to you. There is diuifion 
(Although as yet the face ofit is coucr’d 
With mutuall cunning^’twixc Albany,and Cornwall: 
Who haue, a? who haue not, that their great Starres 
Thron’d and let high; Seruants,who feeme noleffe. 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin fecne. 

Either in fnuflfes, and packings of the Dukes, 

Or the hard Rcine which both of them hath borne 
Againft the old kindeKing ; or fomeching deeper, 
Whereof (perchance) theie are but furnifhings. 

Gent. I will talke further with you* 

Kent . No,do not: 

For confirmation that I api much more 
Then my out-wall; open this Purfe,and take 
What it containes. If you fball fee (fordeha 9 
(As feare not but you (hall) fticw her this Ring, 

And fhc will tell you who that Fellow is 
That yet you do not know* Fyc on this Stormc, 

I will go feeke the King. 

Gent. Giue me your hand, 

Haue you no more to fay ? 

Kent . Few words, but to effc<5l more then all yet; 
That when we haue found the King, in which your pain 
That way, lie this : He that firft lights on him. 

Holla the other* Exeunt • 


The Tragedie of.King L ear . 


Scena Secuncfa. 


Stormeft ill. Enter Lear,and Foole. 

Lear. Blow windes,& crack your cheek*; Rage,bIow 
You Catara&s, and Hyrncano’s fpout. 

Till you haue drench’d our Steeples,'drown the Codecs. 
You Sulph’rousand Thought-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-curriorsofOake-cleauing Thunder-bolt*, 

Sindge my whitehead. And thou all-lhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thicke Rotundity o’th’world, 

Cracke Natures moulds, all gei maincs fpill at once 
That makes ingratcfull Man. 

Foele. O Nunkle, Court holy-water in a dry boufe, is 
better then this Rain-water out o’doore. Good Nunkle, 
in, askethy Daughters blcfling, heerc’s a night pieties 
neither Wifemen, nor Fooles. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full: fpit Fire, fpowt Raine: 
Nor Raine, Winde,Thunder,Fire arc my Daughters j 
I taxc not you, you Elements with ynkindneife. 

I neuer gauc yon Kingdomc, call’d you Children,* 

You owe me no fubfeription. Then let fall 
Your horrible plcafure. HecreJ fland yourSlauc, 

A poore, infirme, weake, and difpis’d old naan: 

But yet I call you Scruile Minifters, 

That will with two pernicious Daughters ioyne 
Your high-engender’d Battaihs, 'gainft a head 


So old, and white as this. 6>oT^ti*fouig 

Foole. Hcthathasahoufctoput’sh^n- i 
Head-peece: P $head,n ^s ag0()| 

The Codpiece that will houfe,before the !«.„ j . 

The Head,and he fhall Lowfe: fo Beeeer« ^ a * a,1 y • 

The man y make* his Toe, what he his 

Shall ofa Come cry woe, and turne his fl eeD <ftoJd Met 

For there was neuer yet faire woman 1,,;^ Wal(f * 

mouthes in a glaffe. * ~ ut ltl ec ma( j ( 

Enter Kent. 

Lear. No,I will be the patterne of all 
I will fay nothing. patlCn <f, 

Kent. Who’s there? 

Foole. Marry here’s Grace, andaCodoi^ , 
Wifeman, and a Foole. ^ ecc » *hat*s 

Kent. AlasSirareyouherePThingsthatU . 

Loue not fuch nights as thefe: The wrathfull n ' 8,lt < 
Gallow the very wanderers of the darke S * le * 
And make them keepe their Caues: Since r » 

Such (hects ofFirc, fuch burfts of horrid Thund 
Such groancs of roaring Wmde, and Raine in * 
Remember to haue heard. Mans Nature ca L " 
Th’afflia.on, nor the feare. «»notc«iy 

Lear. Let the great Goddes 
That keepe this dreadful! pudder o’re our beads 
Fmde out their enemies now. Tremble thou w,„ u 
That haft within thee vndivulged Crime, tch > 
Vnwhipt of 1 uft.ee. Hide thee, thou Bloudv hand. 
Thou Periur’d, and thou Sisnular of Vertue ^ ’ 

That art Jnceftuous. Caytiffe, topecces fluke 
That vnder couert, and conuenient leaning 
Ha’? practis’d on mans life. Clofe pent- vpguilt, 
Rmeyour concealing Continents, and cry & * 

Thefe drcadfull Summoners grace. lama man 
More firm'd againft,then finning, 

Kent. Alackc, bare-headed ? 

Gracious my Lord, hard by hecre is a Houell, 
Somefriendfliip will i: lend you ’gainft he Temped • 

Repofeyou there, while I to this hard houfe, * 

(More harder then the ftones wheteof’tisrais’d 
Whi,ch euen but no w, demanding after you, * 
Deny’d me to come’in) returne, and force 
Their (canted curtefie. 

Lear. My wits begin to turne. 

Come on my boy . How doft my boy ? Art cold > 

I am cold my ielfe. Where is this ftraw,my Fellow? 
The Art of our Neceflitics is ftrange. 

And can makev.lde thing* preciour.Come,yourHouel 
Poore Foole, and Knauc,l haue one part in my heart 
That’s (orry yet for thee. 

Foole. He that has and a little-tyne wit, 

With heigh-ho, the Winde and the Raine, 

Muft make content with his Fortunes fit, 
Though the Raine it raincth etery day. 

Le. True Boy: Come bring vs to this Houell, Ixit 
Foole. This is a braue nigbr to code a Curtiaan: 
IlefpcakeaProphefieerel go: 

When Priefts are more in word, then matter; 

When Brewers marre their Malt with water; 

When Nobles arc their Taylors Tutors, 

No Hcretiques burn'd, but wenches Sutors; 

When euery Cafe in Law, is right; 

No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight; 

When Slanders do not Hue in Tongues; 

Nor Cut-purfes cocnf not to throngs; 

When Vfurcrs tell their Gold i’th’Field, 

Anc 
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T^Tiaudes.and whores, do Churches build. 

Then (hal the Rcalmc of Albion,c oroe to great confu'fion: 

Then comes the time, who hues to fee’e. 

That eoi°g ^ al ' je with feet. (time, 

this p'ropb'ecic Merlin {hall make, for TTtue before his 


Scant Tertia. 


Eater (jlojrsr^nd Edrxmd. 

v .: : ■ 

Glo. Alacke,alackc Edmund, I like not this vnnsturall 
(J^!iog;when I defired their Icsnechar - might pity him, 
they tooke from me the vfe ofmincowne houie, charg’d 
(neon paine of perpetuall difpleafurej Neither to fpcake 
ofbim entreat for hi in,or any way iuftainehim. 

Mod fauoge and vnnatisnsH. 

Gfo Go too; fey you nothing; There is diuifion be- 
twcenctheDijkes^anda worlTe matter then that: I haue 
received a Letter this night, ’c«s dangerous tobefpoken^ 
j haue lock’d the Letter in mvCloffet, thefe imurict the 
King now bcareSjWill bereuenged home; tl^cr is part 01 
a Power already footed, weraufi incline to the King, I 
willlooke him, and primly relieve him 5 goe you and 
maintaine ealke with the Duke,chat my charity be not of 
himpcrcciuedflf he askeforme, Iamill^ andgoneto 
bed, if I die for ir, (as no leffe is threatned n^e) the King 
my old Mailer mult be rclieued. There is ftrange things 
toward Edrmtnd. pray you be carcfull. Exit » 

Taft. This Curtefic forbid thce,{ha!I the Duke 
Inftancly know,and of that Letter coo; 

This feemes a faire defcruing,and moll draw me 
Thar, which tny Father loofes-no leffe then all. 

The yongcr rifesjwhen the old doth fall. Exit. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Lear Jfcent 7 and Foo/e, 

Kent a Here is the place my Lord, good my Lord enter. 
The tirrany ofthe open night’s too rough 
For Nature to endure* Storme fill 

Lear . Let me alone. 

Kent* Good my Lord enter hccre* 

Lear. Wilt breakemy heart i 
Kent. I had rather breake mine owne. 

Good my Lord enter. 

Lear. Thou think’ft *cis much chat this cctHentious 
Inwadcs vs to the skinfo :’tis to thee, (ftorme 

But where the greater malady ii fixe, 

Thcleflcr isfcarcefclc. Thou’dft flrun aBe3re r , 

But if they flight fay toward the roaring Sea, 

Thou’dft meecc the Beare i’th’ mouth,when the mind’# 
The bodies delicate j .cheternpeft in my mind, tree. 
Doth from my fences take fill feeling elfe* 

Sauewhatbeateschcre,Filliall ingraorudej • 

Isicnot asthisniomU fhouldtearcthis hand * » 

For lifeing food too’t; But I will puniflh home; 

No,I will weepe no more; in fuch a night, 


TofhucmeoucPPoureonJ will endure: 

In luch a night as this ? O Regari>(jweritt y 
Your old kind Fathcr/whofe franke heart gaue a4f, 

O that way madne(Telies,lct rx?e {Run that: 

No more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord enter here. 

Lear. Prytheego in thy felfeJeeke thine oWheeafe, 
This tempefl will not giue me leaue to ponder 
On things would hurt me more^buc lie goe in. 

In Boy,go firft. You houfelefle pouertie. Exit. 

Nay get thee m; He pray,and then He flrepe. 

Poore naked wretcHe^vvhere fo V° u arc 1 

That bide the pelting of this pit MV: fie ft or me. 

How fhall your Houfe-lcffcbead^^nd vnfed fides^ 

Your lop’d,and window’d raggednefle defend you 
From feafons fuch as thefe ? O i haue thnq 
Too little care of this: Take Phyficke, Pompe, 

Expofe thy felfe ro feele what wretchesfccle, 

That thou ma:ft fhakc the fuperflux to them, 

And fi\ew che Heaucm moteltUl. 

Enter Edgar mdEeoko 

Edg. Fathotn^rrd halfe.F^thom anc) halfe;poore Tom . 

Toole . Come not in heere Nundcjhcre 5 * a fp‘ricr,ht!pc 
mc,helpe me- 

Kent. Giue me thy hand,who’s there f 

Foole. Afpiritc, afpirite, he fayes his* name’s paorc 
Tom. 

Kent. What arc thou that doft grumble there i’th 
ftraw Come forth. 

Edg. Aw f ay,thcfou!e Ficndfollowcs me,through the 
fh^rpcHauthorne blow thewindts, Humh, gocto thy 
bed and warme thcr* 

Lear. Did’ft thou giue all to rhy Daughters ? And art 
thou come to this** 

Edgar. Who giues any thing to poore Tom? Whom 
the foole fiend hath led though Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword,and Whirte*Poole,o’re England Quag- 
mire,that hath laid Kniucs vnder his Pillow, and Halxtrs 
in hisPuc, fet Rats-bane by his Porrcdge, made him 
Proud of hcarr 5 vo ride on a Bay trotting Horie,ouer fourc 
tocht Bridges,to courfe his owne fhadow for a Traitor* 
BlifTc thy fiye Whs,Temsi cold* O do.de,do,de,do de 5 ; 
bldfc thee from Whirle-vVindes,StaiTe*blafting,and ta¬ 
king,do poore Tom fome charitue, whom the toule Fiend 
vexcx. There could 1 hauehirr. now,and there,and theie 
ag as ne,and there. StormeftifL 

Lear. Ha’s his Daughters brought him to chh pafle ? 
Coulcfft thou faue nothing? Would’ft thou giue ’em all? 

Foole. Nay,he referu’d a Blanket, eife we had bin all 
fihatn’d. 

Lea. Nowall the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated o’re mens faults,light on thy Daughters. 

Kent. He hath no Daughters Sir. 

Lear. Death Traitor, nothing could hsrue fubdu’d 
To fuch a lowheffe,but his vnkind Daughters. (Nature* 
Is it the fathi6n,that difearded Fathers, 

Should haue thus little mercy on their fldfo: 

Iiidicious puniOimecr, ’ewas this flefh begot 
Thofe Pelicane Daughters. 

Edg Pillicock fet on Piiiicock hilLalowralowdaOjloo, 

Toole. This cold mghc will turne vs all to Fooles, and 
Madmen. 

Edgar. Take heed oYh’foule Fiend, obey thy Pa¬ 
rents, keepe thy words luftice, fweare net, commit not, 

r r 5 with 





I I I I I |i I I I i | II II I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I 


LV 9fr W ZV W Ofr 6£ 8€ L£ 9£ 9E W ££ ZZ IS OS 6Z 82 LZ 92 92 *2 62 22 12 02 61 81 Li 91 SI frl SI 21 U 01 6 

nu mi Ainv/no nnne jn cqnviMqnw^ 


1111111111111111111111111111 i 1111111 

£9St£2lO 

SVOId 





















































































ip 8 


with mans fworne Spaufe • fiet not thy Swect-hcart on 
proud array. Tom's a cold. 

Lear. What haft thou bin? 

Sdg. A Seruingman ? Proud in heartland mindej that 
curl’d my hairc, worcGloucs in my cap; feru’d the Luft 
of my Miftn* heart, and did thcadic of daikeneflc with 
her. S.worp as many Oathcs, as I fpake words, St broke 
them in thp fvveet face of Hcauen. One, thatfleptin the 
contrioing of Luft, and wait’d to doeiti Winelou’dI 
deerely, Dice deerely; and in Woman, out-Paramour’d 
theTurke. Falic of heart, light of care, bloody of hand ; 
Hog in flothjFoxe in ftca.lth, Wcjfe in grcedineflc,Dog 
in madnes, Lyon in prey.bct npt the creaking of fhoocs, 
Nor the milling of Silkcs, betray thy poorc heart to wo¬ 
man.. Kcepc thy footeout of Brothels, thy hand out of 
Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and defye the 
foule Fiend. Still through theHauthorne blowcstbe 
cold winde :Sayes fumfi, mun,nonny,Dolphin my Boy, 
Boy Sejey /let him trot,by. Stormeft ill. 

Lear. Thou wert better in a Graue, thentoanlwcre 
with thy vneouer’d body, this extremitic of the Skies. Is 
man no more then this'? Confider him well. Thou ow’d 
the Worme no Silke; the Beaft, no Hide; the Sheepe.no 
W poll ;.the Cat, no perfume. Ha? Here’s three on’s arc 
fophifticated. Thou art the thing it lclfe; vnaccommo- 
dated man, is no more but fuch a poore, bare, forked A- 
nimallaschouart. Off, olf you Lendmgs ; Comc,vn- 
buttonbeerc. 

. Enter Glottcefter, with a Torch. 

Foole. Prythee Nuncklc be contented, ’tis a naughtie 
nigheto fwimme in. Now a little fire in a wildc Field, 
were like an'o{d Letchers.heart, a fmall fpark, all the reft 
on’s body,cold : Looke, heere comes a walking fire. 

Edg. This is the foule Flibbertigibbet; hec begins at 
Curfew, and walkesac firft Cocke : Hecgiucsthe Web 
aod the Pin, fquints the eye, and makes the Hare-lippc; 
Mildewcs the white Whcate, and hurts the poorc Crea¬ 
ture ofearth. 

Swithold footed thrice the old. 

He met the Night-Mare,and her nine-fold; 

Bid her a-light.and her troth-plight. 

And aroync thee Witch,aroynt thee. 

Kent.- How fares your Grace ? 

Lear. What’s he ? 

Kent. Who’sthcrc ? Whatis’t you feeke? 

Clou. What are you there ? Your Names ? 

Sdg. Poore T om, that eates the fwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-pole, t-be wall-Neut, and the water: that 
in the furie o fhis heart, when the foule Fiend rages, eats 
Cow-dung for Sailers jfwallotves the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dogge; drinkes the green Mantle of the (landing 
Poole: whoiswhiptfrem Tythingto Tything, and 
ftockc, punifiVd,and imptifon’d : who hath three Suites 
to his backc, fixe flnrcs to his body : 

Horie to ride, and weapon to weare: 

Buc Mice, and Rats,and fuch fmall Dcare, 

Hauc bin Toms food, forfeuen long yeare : 

Beware my Follower. Peace Sroulkin,peace thou Fiend. 
Clou. What, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Edg. The Prince of Darkenefle is aGentlemau .Modo 
he’s call’d, and c JWabu. 

Qhu. -Ourflefh and blood, my Lord, isgrownefo 
vilde, that it doth hare what gets it. 

Edg. Poore Tom’s a cold. 

Glou. Go in with me; my duty cannot fuffet 


s The Tragedie of KfngLear. 


*r. lie talke a word with this fame ierneHTi. 

:isyourftudy? ■ Theb; 


T’obey in all your daughter, l^rd^r^ n 
1 hough tbpir Iniun&ion be to barremy <j 0o ’ ’ 

And let this Tyrannous night take bol/vDont! 5 ’ 

Yet hauc I ventured to come feeke you out y ° U ’ 

And bring you where both fire, and food h r . 9 a 

Lear. Firft let me talke with this Philof^L 
What is the caufe of Thunder ? ^" er > 

Kent. Good my Lord take hi* offer 

Go into th’houfe. * 

Lear 

What isyourfludy 

Edg. How topreuent the Fiend, and to kill V„ •- 

Lear. Let me aske you one word in p r i uate n,lt 
Kent. Importune him once more to go mv »* r . 
His wits begin tvnfettlc. Y'-wd, 

gieu. Canft thou blame him? 

His Daughters feeke his death: Ah.tnat v 
He faid it would be thus : poorc banifb’dm^ ^ 
Thou fayeft the King growes mad, IJc tell thee Vr J 
I am almoft mad my felfe. I had a Sonne ” icn ^ 
Now ouc-iaw’d from my blood: hcfoug’ht mvlif. 
But lately: very late: I lou’d him (Friend) * 

No Father his Sonne deerer: true to tell thee 

The greefe hath craz’d my wits. What a night’s thiO 
I do befeechyour grace. ® ,s> 

Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir: 

Noble Philofopher, your company. 

Edg, Tom’s a cold. 

Clou. In fellow chere,into th’Houcljkeep thee warr 
Lear. Come, let sin all. 

Kent. This way,my Lord. 

Lear. With.him; 

1 will keepe ftill with my Philofopher. 

Kent. Go on my Lord, footh him: 

Let him take the Fellow. 

Glou. Take him you on. 

Kent. Sirr3, come on: go along with vs. 

Lear. Come, good Athenian, 
glou. No words.no words.hufh. 

Sdg. Childe Rowland to the darke Tower came, 

His word was ftill, fie, foh, and fumme, 

I fcnell the blood of a Brictifh man. Exeim 




Scena Quinta . 


■ > > 

Enter Cornwall,and Edmund. 

Corn. I will hauc my reuenge, ere I depart,his houfe 

’Baft. How my Lord, 1 may be cenfured, thatNatti 
thusgiucs way to Loyaltie, fomeching feares mee 
thinke of. 

Cornw. I nowperceiue, it was not altogether yo 
Brothers euill difpofition made him feeke his death: bi 
a prouokir.g meric let a- workc by a reprouable badncl 
inhimfelfe. 

"Baft. How malicious is rny fortune, that I muft r 
pent to be iuft? This is the Letter which heefpoakeo! 
which approues him an intelligent partie to the aduanc; 
gesofFrance. O Heaucns j that this Ticafon wereno! 
or not I the detetftor. 

Corn* GowithmetothcDutchefle, 

Baft. If thematterofthisPapcrbecertain,youhai 

mighty bufineffe in hand. 


Con 
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Corn. True orfalfe.lt hath made thee Ea rle of Glou- 

c e(ler: feeke out where thy Father is, that hee may bee 

ready for our apprehenfton.. • 

Baft. If I finde him comforting the King, it will fume 
[risfulpition more fully. I will perfeuer in my courfc of 
Loyalty. though the conflift be fore betweene that, and 
rpv blood.* ... 1 

ftom I will lay truft'vpon thee: and thou ftialt finde 
a deere Father in my louc. Exeunt. 


Scena Sexta, 


Enter Kent , and G/ouceJler. 

Clou. Heere is better then the open ay re,cake it thank¬ 
fully: I will pecce outthe comfort with what addition I 
(an: I will not be long fromyou. Exit 

Rent. All the powre of his wits.haue giuen way to his 
impatience; the Gods reward your kinduefle. 

Enter Lear , £dgar t and Foole. 

Edg. Fraterretto rals me, and tells me Nero is an Ang¬ 
ler jn the Lake of Datkncffe : pray Innocent, and beware 
the foule Fiend. 

Foole. Prythee Nunkie tell me,whether a madman be 
aGentlcman.or a Yeoman. 

Lear. A King,a King. 

Foole. No, he’s a Yeoman, that ha’s a Gentleman to 
hisSonne: for hee’s a mad Yeoman that fees his Sonne a 
Gentleman before him. 

Lear. To hauc a thoufand with red burning fpits 
Come hizzing in vpon ’em. 

Sdg. Bleffe thy fiue wits. 

Kent. O pitty : Sir,where is thepatience now 
That you fq oft hauc boafted to retainc ? 

Sdg. My teares begin to take his part fo much, 

They marre my counterfecting. 

Lear. The little dogges, and all; 

Trey, Blanch,and Swccc-beart: fee, they barke at me, 
Sdg. Tom, will throw his head at them: Auaunc you 
Curres, be thy mouth or blacke or white : 

Tooth that poyfons if it bite: 

Maftiffe,Grey-hound, Mongrill,Grirn, 

Hound or Spaniell, Brache,or Hym: 

OrBobtaile tight, orTroudle taile v 
Tom will make him weepe and waile. 

For with throwing thus my head; 

Dag* leapt the hatch,-and all arc fled. 

Do,de.de,de: fefe: Come, march to Wake* and Fayres, 
And Market Townes : poote Tom thy home is dry, 
Lear. Then let them Anatomize 'Rggan : Sec what 
breeds about her heart. Is there any caufe in Nature chat 
makerhefehard-hcarts. You fir, Icntertainefor one of 
my hundred; only, I do not like the fafhion ofyour gar¬ 
ments- You will fay they are Pcrfian; but let them bee 
chang’d. 

Enter Glofter. 

Kent, Now good my Lord,lye hcere,and reft awhile. 
Lear. Makenonoife,makcnonoifc, draw the Cur- 
taines: fo.fo.wee’l go to Supper l’th’morning. 

Foole, And lie go to bed at noone. rv-.'-srT 

Clou. Come hither Friend: 

Where is the King my Mafter? 

Kent. Here Sir,buc trouble him not,his wits are gon. 


Clou. Good friend; I prythee take him in thy arrtitfs; 
I hauc ore-heard a plot of death vpon him: v -- ; 

There is a Litter ready, lay him in’t, ' 

And driue toward Douer friend, where thou fbalt meetc 
Both welcome, and prote&ion. Take vp thy Mafter, 

If thou (hould’ft dally halfe an houre, his life 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, A 

Stand in afTured lofie. Take vp, take vp, 

And follow me, that will to fomeproujfion /; 

Giue thee quicke conduit. Come,come,aw ay. Exeunt 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gonerill, Baftard, " * 

andSeruantt. !j. " ’ 

Corn. Pofte fpcedily co my Lord your husband,’ ftiew 
hin this Letter, the Army of France is landed: feeke out 
the Traitor Gloufter. 

Reg. Hang him inftantly'. ^ 1- 

Con. Piucke out his eye*. 

Corn. Leauehimtomydifplcafure. Edmond, keepe 
you our Sifter company: the reuenges weeare bound to 
take vpponyuur Traitorous Father, are not fit for your 
beholding. Aduitc the Duke wherevou are going, toa 
moft fefttuatepreparation .-weateboundto thclike.Our 
Poftes.fhall befwift,and intelligent betwixt vs. Fare¬ 
well deere Sifter, farewell my Lord of Gloufter* 

Enter Steward. 

How 1 now ? Where’s the King f 

Stew, My Lord ofGIoufterhath ccnuey’d him hence 
Some fiue or fix and thirty of his Knights 
Hot Qiiefttlfts after him, met him at gate, 

Who, with fome other of the Lords, dependants, 

Are gone with him toward Douer; where they boaft 
To h3uc well armed Friends. 

Corn. Get liorfcs for your Miftris. 

Gon. Farewell fweet Lord.and Sifter. Exit 

Corn. Edmund farewell :go fcck the Traitor Glofter, 
Pinnion him like a Theefc, bring him before vs .: 

Though well we may not paffe vpon his life 
Without the forme ofluftice: yec our power 
Shall do a curt’fie to our wrath,which men 
May blame, but not comptroll. 

Enter Gloucefter^.nd Servants, 

Who’s there? the Traitor? 

Keg. IngratefullFoXj’ti*he. 

Corn. Binde faft his corky armes. 

Clou. What meanes your Graces? 

Good my Friends confider you are my Ghefts; 

Do me no foule play, Friends, 

Com. Binde him I fay. 

Reg. Hard,hard: O filthy Traitor. 

Glou. VnmetcifiiU Lady.as youare,I*nie uone« 

Com. To this Chairebinde nim, 

Villaine, thou (halt fi;ide. 

Glou. By the kindr Gods, ’tis moft ignobly 4 <S'ie 
To piucke meby the Beard. 

Reg. So white, and fuch a Traitor ? 
glou. Naughty Ladle, 

Thefehaires which thou doft rauifh from my chio 
Will quicken and accufe thee. I am your Hoft, 

With Robbers hands, my hofpicable fauours 

You 
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You ftiould not ruffle thu*. What will you do? 

Com, Come Sir. 

What Letter* had you late from France ? 

R-g. Be Ample anfwer’d, for we know the truth. 
Corn, And what confcderaciehaucyou with the Trai¬ 
tors, late footed in the Kingdome ? 

Reg. T© whofe hands 
You haue fent the LunatickeEing: Speake. 

Cleft, I haue a Letter gue/Iingly fecdowne 
Which came from one that’s of a newtrall heart. 

And not from one oppos’d. 

Corn. Canning. 

Reg. And falfe. 

Corn. Where haft thou fent the King ? 

Clou, ToDouer. 

Reg# Wherefore to Douer ? 

Was’t thou not charg’d at perill. 

Corn. Wherefore toDoucr? Let him anfwer that. 
Clou. lamtycd to’tb’Scakc, 

And I mull ftand ti?e Courfe. 

Reg. Wherefore to Douer ? 

Cjloti. Becaufe 1 would not fee thy crnell Nailes 
Plucks out his poore old eyes : nor thy fierce Sifter, 

In his Annointed flcfli, ftickeboarifti phangs. 

The Sea,with fuch a ftormc as his bare head. 

In Hell-blackc-nightindur’d, would haue buoy’d vp 
And quench’d the Stclled fires: 

Yet poore old heart, he holpe the Heaucns to raine. 

If Wolueshad at thy Gate howl’d that flerne time. 
Thou fhould!ft haue laid, good Porter turne the-Key : 
All Cruels elfc fubferkbe: but I (hall fee 
The winged Vengeance ouertake fuch Children. 

Corn, See’c fiialt tliou neucr.Fellowes hold y Chaire, 
Vpoa thefe eyes ofthine, Ik fee my foote. 

qiou. He that will chinke toliuc,till he be old,. - 
Giue me fornehelp-. ——Ocrucll! OyotlGods. 

Reg. One fide will roocke another: Th’other too. 
Corn. Ifyoufce vengcance. 

Scrtt, Hold your hand,my Lord: 

I haue leru’d you cuer fince I was a Childe: 

But better feruice haue I neuer done you. 

Then now to bid you hold. 

Reg. How now, you dogge ? 

Ser. If you did wcare a beard vpon your chin, 

I’ld (bake it on this quarrcll. What do you mcanc l 
C orn. My Villainc? 

J’^rv.Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 
Reg. Giue nae thy Sword. A pcaant ftand vp thus? 

K illes him. 

Ser. Oh I am (bine • my Lord,you haue one eye left 
To fee feme mifehefe on him. Oh. 

Corn. Left itfccmore.prcuentitjOutYildegelly: 
Where is chy.lufter now ? 

Close. All datke and comfcrtleffc ? 

Where’s my Sonne Edmund} 

Edmund, enkindle all the iparkcs of Nature 
To quur this horrid a£ic. 

Reg. Oat treacherous Villainc, 

Thou csll’ft on him, that hates thee. It was he 
That made the ciieTture of thy Trcafonstovs : 

Who is too good to pitty thee. *' 

qioti. O (ny Follies I then Edgar was abus’d, 

Kinde Gods, forgitie me thar,and profper him. 

Reg',- Go thruft hitii our at gates,and let him fmell 
His way to Douer. ■ ' Exit with Gtoufier. 

How is’t my Lord? Flow lookeyou ? < "J 
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Corn. I haue receiu’d a hurt: 

Turne out that cyeleffe Villaine: throw this <51? 5 
Vpon the Dunghill: 'Regan t 1 bleed apace Ue 

Vntiriiely comes this hurt, Giue me your ann e £ 




Mlus Quart us. Scena Trinia 


Enter Edgar. 

Edg. Yet better thus,and kuowne to be cnn.. ». 
T hen ftill contemn’d and flatter’d, to be worft 60111 
The loweft, and mofl deieacd thing of Fort** 
Stands (till m efperance, hues not in fearc ; ’ 

The lamentable change is from the bell, 

The worft returnes to laughter. Welcome then 
Thou vnfubftantiall ayre that I embrace: * 

The Wretch that thou haft blowne vnto the worft 
Owes nothing to thy blafts. "» 

Enter Cloutier,and an Oldman. 

But who comes heere ? My Father poorc'lv led > 
World, World, O world! 3 ' 

But that thy ftrange mutations make vs hate thee 
Life would not ycclde to age. * 

Oldm. O my good Lord, I haue bene your Tenant 
And your Fathers Tenant, thefe fou rcfcore yeares ’ 

' Cdcst. Away,get thee away; good Friend be gone 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all b } 

7 ’hee, they may hurt, 

Oldm* You cannot fee your way. 

Glou. I haue no way. and therefore want no eyes: 

I Bumbled when I taw- Full oit ’cis fecne. 

Our meanes Cecure vs, and our mcere defers 
Proue oar Commodities. Oh dseic Sonne Eds at 
The food of thy abufed Fathers wrath : 

Mig c I but line to fee thee in my touch, 

I’lci lay 1 had eyes againe. 

Oldm. How now ? who’s there ? 

Edg. O Gods! Who is t can lay I amatthe VYOtft? 

I am worfethen ere 1 was. 

Old. Tis poore mad Tom. 

Edg. And worfe I may be yet: the worft is not, 

So long as we can fay this is the worft. 

O/dm. Fellow,where goeft i 
Glou. Is it a Beggar-man ? 

Oldm. Madman,and beggar too. 

Clou. He has fome rcafon, clfc he could not beg, 
l’th’laft nights ftormc, I fuch a fellow faw; 

Which made me thinkc a Man,a Worme. My Senne 
Came then into my minde, and yet my minde 
Was then fcarfe Friends with him. 

I haue heard more fincc: 

As Flies to wanton Boyes, are we to th’Gods, 

They kill vs for their fport. 

Edg. Howflaouldthisbe? 

Bad is the Trade that muft play Foole to forrow, 
Ang’ring it felfe.and others. Blefle thee Mafter. 

Glou. Is that the naked Fellow? 

Oldm. I,my Lord. 

Glou. Get thee away: If for my fake 
Thou wilt ore-take vs hence a mile or ewaine • 

Pth’way toward Douer, do it for ancient Ioue, 

And bring fome couering for this naked Soule, 

Which lie intreate to leade me. 

Old. Alackefir,heismad. 

Glou. 




Qlttt. Tis the times plague. 

When Madmen leade the blinde: 

p 0 as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleafure; 

a bouc the reft, be gone. 

A Qldm. He bring him the beft Parr ell that I haue 
Come on’t,what will. Ex,t 

Glou. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg. Poore Tom’s a cold. I cannot daub it further. 
Clou. Come hither fellow. 

Edg. And yet I muft? 

Rleffc thy fwectc eyes, they bleede. 

Clou. Know’ft thou che.way to Douer ? 

Edg. Both ftyle.and gate j Horfeway,aniUbet-path: 
or eTom hath bin fcan’d out of his good wits. Blcfl'e 
thee good mans fonne, from the foule fiend. 

Glen .Here take this putfe,^ whom the hcao’ns plagues 
Haue humbled to all ftrokes: that I arn wretched 
Makes thee the happier: Heaucns deale fo ftill: 
j_et the fuperfluous, and Luft-dicted man. 

That fisues your ordinance, that will not fee 
gecaufe he do’s not feele,feele your powrc quickly : 
todiftribution (hould vndoo cxceffe, 

A nd each man haue enough. Doft thou know Douer? 
Edg. I Mailer. 

Glou. Tbere isaCIifte, whofe high and bending head 
Lookes fearfully in the confined Dcepe: 

Bring me but to the very brimme of it, 

And lie repayre the mifery thou do’ft beare 
With fomething rich about me: from that place, 

I (hall no leading ncede. 

Edg. Giuemethyarnte; 

Poore Tom (hall leade thee. Exeunt. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Cj oner ill, 2 ? a/lard, and Steward. 

Cost. Welcome my Lord.I mcrucll our mild husband 
Not met vs on the way. Now,where’* your Mafter ? 

Stew, Madam within, but neuer man fo chang’d ; 

I told him of the Army that was Landed: 

Hefmifdatit. I told him you were comming. 

His anfwer was, the worfe. OfGlofters Treachery, 

And of the loyall Seruice of his Sonne 
When I inform’d him, then he call’d me Sot> 

And told me I had turn’d the wrong fide out: 

What rood he (hould diflike, feemes pleafant to him j 
What like.offenfiue- 

Gon. Then (hall you go no further. 

It is the Cowifh terror of his fpirit 

That dares not vndertake : Hcc’l not feele wrong* 

Which tyc him to an anfwer: our wi(hes on the way 
May proue effedb. B2cke Edmond to my Brother, / 
Haften his Mufters,and condu& his powre*. 

I muft change names at home, and giue the Diflafte 
Into my Husbands hands. This truftieSeruant 
Shall pafle betweene v*: ere long you are like to hearc 
(If you dare venture in your owne behalfe^ 

A Miftrefles command. Wcare this; (pare fpeech. 
Decline your head. This kifle, if it durft fpeake 
Would ftretch thy Spirits vp intothc ayre: 

Conceiue, and fare thee well. 

Bajl, Yours in the rankes of death. Exit. 

Gon. My moft deereGlofter. 


Oh, the difference of man.and man. 

To thee a Womans feruices are due. 

My Foole vfurpes my body. 

Stew. Madam, here come’s my Lord. 

Enter jli h any. 

Gon. I haue been* worth the whittle. 

Alb. Oh Goner til, 

You arc not worth the duft which the rude winde 
Blowes in your face; 

Gon. Milke-Liuer’d man. 

That beat’ft a cheeke for blowes, a head for wrong*. 
Who haft not in thy browes an eye-difeerning 
Thine Honor, from thy differing. 

Alb. See thy leltediucji: 

Proper deformitie feemes not in the Fiend 
So horrid as in woman. 

Gon. Oh vaine Foole. 

Enter a LMefetfger* 

Mef. Oh my good Lord,the Duke of Cornwall dead, 
Slaine by his Seruant, going to put out 
The other eye of Gloufter. 

Alb. Gloufter* eye*. 

TAef. A Seruant that he bred, thrill’d with remorfe, 
Oppos’d againft the aift: bending his Sword 
To his great Mafter, who, threat-enrag’d 
Flew on him, and atuong’ft them fell’d him dead, 

But not without that harmcfull ftroke,which fince 
Hath pluckt him after. 

Alb, This (hewes you are aboue 
You Iuftices, that thefe our neather crime* 

So fpeedily can venge. But (O poore Gloufter) 

Loft he his other eye ? 

A fef Both, both, my Lord. 

This Letcr Madam, craucs a fpeedy anfwer: 

’Tis from your Sifter. 

Gon. One way llike this well. 

But being widdow, and my Gloufter with her,] 

M*y all thebuilding in my fancieplucke 

Vpon my hatefull life. Another way 

The Newcs is not fo tart. He read,and anfwer. 

Alb. Where was his Sonne, 

When they did take his eyes? 

Mef, Come with my Lady hither. 

Alb. He is not heere. 

7 Aef. No my good Lord, I metbimbacke againe. 
Alb. Knoweshethc wickednefle? 

Mef. I my good Lordi’twas he inform’d againft him 
And quit the houfe on purpofe, that their puniihfiaent 
Might haue the freer courfe. 

Alb. Gloufter,lliue 

To thankc thee for the loue thou (bew’dft the King, 


And to reuenge thine eyes. Come hithet Friend, 


Tell me what more thou know’ft. 


Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia . 


Enter with Drum and Colours , Cordelia, ^tutlemon, 
and Souldionrs. 

Cor . Alacke, ’tis he: why he was met caen now 
As mad as the vext Sea, finging alowd. 

Crown’d with ranke Fenifar, and furrow weeds. 

With Hardokcs, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo flowresj 

Darnell 
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Darnell, and all the idle wecdcs that grow 
In our fuftaining Corne. A Ccntcry fend forth; 

Search euery Acre in the high-growne field. 

And bring him to our eye. What can mans wifedome 
In the reftoring his bereaued Senle j he that helpcs him. 
Take all my outward worth. 

Cent. There is meanes Madam: 

Our fofter Nurfe of Nature, i» repofe. 

The which he lackcs: that to prouokeinhina 
Are many Simples operatiue, whofe power 
Will clofe the eye of Anguifh. 

Cord. All bleft Secrets, 

All you vnpublifti’d Vertues of the earth 
Spring with.my tcarcs; be aydant,and remediate 
In the Goodmans defircs: lecke. feckcfor him, 

Leaft his vngouern’d r3ge, diffolue the life 
That wants the meanes to leadc it. 

Enter tJMeffcr.gtr. 

Mef. Ncwcs Madam, 

TheBrittifti Powres are marching hitherward. 

Cor. Tis knownc before. Our preparation Bands 
In expectation of them. O deere Father, 

It is thy bufineffe that I go abouc:Therfore great France 
My mourning, and impori un’d teares hath pittied : 

No blownc Ambition doth our Armes incite. 

But loue, deere louc, and our ag’d Fathers Rite: 

Soone may 1 hearc, and fee him. Exeunt. 


Scena Qtiarta, 


Enter Regan .and Steward. 

Reg. But are my Brothers Powres fet forth ? 

Stew. I Madam, 

Reg - . Himfclfein perfon there? 

Stew. Madamwithtnuch ado: 

Your Sifter is the better Souldier, 

&g,Lord Edmund fpake not with your Lord at heme? 
Stew. No Madam. 

Reg. What n ight import my Sifters Letter to him ? 
Stew. I know not. Lady. 

Reg , Faith he is poatted ber.ee on ferious matter: 

It was great ignorance, Gloufters eyes being out 
To let him line. Where he arriuer, tie moues 
All hearts againft vs: Edmund , 1 thinke is gone 
In pitty of his mifery, to difparch 
His nighte d life: Morcouer to defery 
The ftrengtlr o’th’Eoemy. 

Stew. I muft needs after him, Madamjwith my Letter. 
Itgg, Our croopes fet forth to morrow, ftay with vs r 
The wayes arc dangerous. 

Stew. I may not Maflam : 

My Lady charg’d my dutie tn thisbufincs. 

Reg. Why fhould fhe write to Edmund} 

Might not you tranfport her purpolesby word ? Belike, 
Somethings, I know not what, ile louc thee much 
Let me vnfeale the Letter. 

Stew. Mad am, I had rather— 

Reg. I knowyour Lady do’s not louc her Husband, 

[ am lure of that: and at her late being heere, 

She gatie Orange Eliads, and moft fpeaking lookes 
T o Noble Edmund. I know you are of her bofome. 

Stew. IjMadam? 


Reg IIpeakeinirnderftanding 
Therefore! do aduife you rake this note; Wt * 
My Lord is dead : Edmond, and 1 haue talk'd 
And more conuenient is he for my hand * 

Then for your Ladies: You may gather more • 

If you do finde him, pray you giue him thi* ; 

And when your Miftris hearts thus much from vou 

I pray defire her call her wifedome to her, ^ U * 

So fare you well: 

1 f you do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor 
Preferment fah on him, that cuts him off. * 
Stew. Would I could meet Madam,I IhouWn,. 
What party I do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well. _ 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Gleueejfer, and Edgar. 

Clou. When fhall I come to th’top of that fame hill > 
You do climbe vp it now. Looih.*”,i 
Clou. Me thinkes the ground iieeuen. 

Edg. Horrible fteepe. 

Hearke, do you heare the Sea f 
<//«#. No truly. 

Edg. Why then yourothcr Senfes grow unperfeft 
By your eyes anguifli. r 

Clou. So may it be indeed. 

Me thinke* thy voyce is alter’d, and thou fpeak’ft 
In better phrafe, and matter then thou did'ft. 

Edg. Y’are much deceiu’d: la nothing am I chang’d 
Butin my Garments. 

Clou. Me thinkes y’are better fpoken, 

Edg. Come on Sir, 

Hcerc’s the place : Hand ftill: how fearcfufl 
And dizie ’tis,to caft ones eyes fo low, 

The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway avre 
Shew fcarfe fo groffc as Beetles. Halfe way downe* ' 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire: dreadfull Trade: 

Me thinkes he feemes no bigger then his head. 

The Fifliermcn, that walk’d vpon the beach 
Appeare like Mice: and yortd tall AnchoringBarke, 
Diminifh’d to her Cocke: her Cocke,# Buoy 
Almoft too fmall for light. The murmuring Sume, 
That on th’vnnumbred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard fo high. He looke no more, 

Leaft my braine turne, and,the deficient light 
Topple downe headlong. 

Clou. Set me where you ftand. 

Edg. Giue me your hand.* 

You are now within a footc of th’extrcme Verge: 

For all beneath the Moone would I not leape vpi ight. 

Clou. Let go my hand: 

Heere Friend’* another putfe tin it, a lewell 
Well worth a poorc owns taking. Fayries, and God* 
Profpcr it with thee. Go thou further off. 

Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going. 

Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. 

Clou. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his difpaire. 

Is done to cure it. 

Clou. O you mighty Gods! 

This world I do renounce,and in your fights 

Shake 
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Shake patiently my great affli&ion off : 
jfl could beare it longer, and not fall 
Toquarrell with your great oppofcleffe willes, 
tyjy fnuffe, and loathed part of Nature Ihould 
Buroe it fclfe out. If Edgar liue, O bleffc him : 
tfow Fellow, fare thee well. 

Rdg, Gone Sir, farewell: 

And yet 1 know not how conceit may rob 

The Treafury of life, when life it felfe 

yeelds to the Theft. Had he bin where lie thought, 

gy this had thought bin paft. Aliue,or dead? 

Hoa.you Sir: Friend,heare you Sir, lpeake: 

Thus might he paffe indeed: yet he reuiues. 

What arc you Sir ? 

Clou. Away,and let me dye. 

Edg. Had’ft thou beene ought 
gut Gozemore, Feathers, Ays e, 

(So many fathome downe precipitating) 

Thou’dft fhiuer’d like an Egge : but thou do’ft breath: 
Haft hcauy fubftancc, bleed’ft not, fpeak’fl.art found, 
y e u Malts at each, make not the alcitude 
Which thou haft perpendicularly fell. 

Thy life’s a Myraclc. Speake yet againe* 
glou. But haue I falne, or no ? 

Edg. From the dread Somnet of this Chalkie Bourne 
Looke vp a height, the (hrill-gorg’d Larke lotarre 
Cannot be feene, or heard : Do but looke vp, 

Glou. Alacke, 1 haue no eyes : 

Is wretchednefle depriu’d-that benefit 

To end it fclfe by death ? Twasyet forne comfort,) 

When mifery could beguile iheTyranrs rage, 
Andfruftratc his proud will. 

Edg. Giue me your arme. 

Vp, fo : How is’t l Fecle you your Lcggcs? You ftand, 
Glott. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is aboueall ftrangeneff**, 

Vpon the crowne o’tb’C liffe. What thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

glou. A poore vnforcunatc Beggar. 

Edg. At 1 flood heere below, me thought his eyes 
Were two full Moones: he had a thoufandNofcs, 
Hornes wealk'd, and waued like the enraged Sea: 

It wa* fome Fiend: Therefore thou happy Father, 

Thinke that the cleereftGods, who make them Honors 
Of mens Impolfibilities, haue prderued thee, 

Glou. I do remember now : henceforth lie beare 
Affli&ion, till it do cry ouc it felfe 
Enough, enough,and dye. That thing you fpeake of, 

I tooke it for a man: often’twould lay 
The Fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that place. 

Edgar. Beare free and patient thoughts. 

Enter Lear. 

But who comes heere ? 

The fafer feme will ne’rc accommodate 

His Matter thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying. I am the 
King himfclfe. 

Edg. O thou fide-piercing fight ! 

Lear. Nature’s aboue Art, in thatrefpefLTher’s your 
Preffe-money.That fellow handies his bow.like a Crow- 
keeper: draw mecajCloathiers yard. Looke, looke, a 
Moufe: peace, peace, thispeece of toafted Cheefc will 
doo’t. There’s my Gauntlet, Jleproue it on a Gyant. 
Bring vp the browne Billes. O well flowne Bird: i’th’ 
clout, i’th’clout: Hewgh. Giuethcword. 


Edg. Sweet Mariorum. 


Lear. Pafle. ' 

Clou. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha 1 Gonerill with a white beard ? They flatter'd 
me like a Dogge, and told mec 1 had the white hayres in 
my Beard, ere the blacke ones were there. To fay I, and 
no, to euery thing that I faid : I,and no too.was no good 
Diuinity. When the rainc came to wet me once, and the 
winde to make me chatter: when the Thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found ’em,therc I froelc ’em 
out. Go too, they are not men o’their words; they told 
me, I was euery thing: ’Tis a Lye, I am not Agu-proofe. 

Glou. The tricke of that voyce, I do well remember: 
Is’t not the King? 

Lear. I, euery inch a King. 

When I do flare, fee how the Subieift quakes. 

1 pardon that mans life. What was thy caufe ? 

Adultery ? thou (bale not dye: dye for Adultery ? 

No, the Wren goes too’t, and the fmall gilded Fly 
Do’s. letcher in my fight. L.et Copulation thriue: 

For Gloufters baitard Son was kinder to his Father, 

TIicd my Daughters got’tweenc thclawfull fheets. 
Too’t Luxury pell-men, for I lacke Souldiers. 

Behold yond fimprmg Dame, whofe face betweene- her 
Forkes prefages Snow; that minces Vcrtue,& do s (hake 
the head to heare of pleafurcs name. The Firchcw, nor 
thefoyled Horfegoes too’t with a more riotous appe¬ 
tite * Downe from the wafte they arc Centaures, though 
Women all aboue : but to the Girdle do the Gods inhe¬ 
rit, beneath is all the Fiends. There’s hell, there’s ciarke- 
nes,there ts the fulphurouspi:; burning, fcalding-ftench, 
confumpeion: Fye,fie, fie; pah, pah : Giue me an Ounce 
ofCiuet; good Apothecary fwceten my immaginacion: 
There's money for thee, 

Glou. O let me kiffe that hand. 

Lear. Let me wipe it fii fl. 

It fmclles of Mortality. 

Cleu. O ruin’d pcece of Nature, this great world; 
Shall fo weare out to naught. 

Do’ft thou know me i 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough: doft thou 
fquiny at me? No, doe thy worft blinde Cupid, lie not 
loue. Reaic thou thi»challenge, markc but the penniag 
ofit. 

Clou. Were all thy Letters Sunnes, I could not (ee. 

Edg. I would not take this from report. 

It is, and my heart breakes at ir. 

Lear. Read. 

Clou. What with the Cafe ofeyes? 

Lear. Oh ho, arc you there with me? No eies in your 
head, nor no mony in your purfc? Your eyes are in a hca- 
uy cafe, your purfe in a light, yet you fee how this world 


goes. 


Clou. I fee it feelingly. 

Xe.ir.What, art mad ? A man may fee how thi* world 
gocs.with no eyes. Looke with thine cares : Sec how 
yond Iufticerailes vp<ni yond fimple theefc. Hearke in 
thine care: Change places, and handy-dandy, which is! 
the luftice.which is the thcefe : Thou haft feene a Far¬ 
mers dogge barke at a Beggar ? 

CjloH. lSir. h 

Lear. And the Creature run from the Cur: there thou 
m’ight’ft behold the great imageofAuthoritie, a Dogg’s 
obey’d in Office. Thou, Rafcall Beadfe,hold thy bloody 
hand: why doft thou la fla that Whore ? Strip thy owne 
backe, thou hotly lufts to vie her in that kind, for which 
thou whip’ft her. The Vfurcr hangs the Cozener, Tho¬ 
rough 
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TbffTh^edieffffJngLear. 


rough tatter’d cloathcs great Vices do'appeare: Robes, 
and Futr’d gownes hide all. Place finnes with Gold, and 
theftrong Lance ©f iuftice.hurtleflebrcakes: Arme it in 
ragges, a Pigmies draw do’s pierce it. None do’s offend, 
none, I fa y none, lie able ’em; take that ofme my Friend, 
who haue the power to feale th’aceufcrs lips. Get thee 
glaffe-eyes, and like a feuruy Politician, feemc to fee the 
things thou doft not. Now, no w, now, no w. Pull off my 
Bootes; harder, harder, fa. 

Edg. O matter, and impertincncy mixt, 

Reafon in Madneffc. 

Lear. 1 f thou wilt weepe my Fortunes, take my eyes, 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloufter s 
Thou mull be patient ; we came crying hither: 

Thou know’lt, the firfttime that wefuicll the Ayre 
We wav/le,and crv. I will preach to thee: Marke. 

Clou. Alacke,alackethe day, 

Lear. When we are borne, we cry that we are come 
To this great flage ofFooles. This a good biockei 
It were a delicate ftratagem to {hoo 
A Troope of Horfe with Felt: He pue’e in proofe. 

And when I haue ftolne vpon thcfc Son in Lawes 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Cent. Oh hcere he is: lay hand vpon him,Sir, 

Your moft deere Daughter 


Lear. No refeue? What, a Prifoner? J am cuen 
The Naturall Foole of Fortune. Vfe me well. 

You (hall haue ranfome. Let me haue Surgeons 
I am cut to’th’Braines. 

Cent. You (hall haue any thing. 

Lear. No Seconds ? All my felfc? 

Why, this would make a man, a man ofSalt 
To vfe his eyes for Garden water-pots.I wil die brauely, 
Like a fmugge Bridegroome. What ? I will be Iouiall! 
Come,come, T am a King,Mailers, know you that ? 

gent. You are a Royall one, and we obey you, 

Lear. Then there’s life in’e. Come,and you get it, 
You (hall get itby running: Sa, fa,fa,fa. £ x j t% 

Cent. A light moll pittifull in the meaneft wretch 
PaftfpeakingofinaKing. Thou haffa Daughter * 
Who redeemes Nature from the gencrall curfc 
Which twaine haue brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle Sir. 

Cent. Sir/pced you: what’s your will ? 

Edg. Do you hcare ought (Sir)ofa Battcll toward. 

Cent. Moll fure, and vulgar: 

Euery oneheares that, which can diftinguifh found. 

Edg. But byyourfauour: 

How ncere’s the other Army ? 

Gent. Neere,and on fpeedy foot: the maine defery 
Stands on the homely thought. 

Edg. I thanke you Sir, that’s all, 

Gent. Though that the Queen on fpecial caufe is here 
Her Army is moil’d on. Exit. 

Sdg. I thanke you Sir. 

Glott .You euer gentle Gods, take my breath from me. 
Let not rr>y worfer Spirit tempt me againe 
To dye before you pleafe. 

Edg. Well pray you Father. 

Glott. Nov* good fir.what arc you ? 

Edg. A mod poore man,made tame to Fortunes blows 
Who, by thcArtofknowne.and feeling forrowes. 

Am pregnant to good pitty. Giue me your hand, 
lie leade you to fome biding. 

Glott. Heartie thankes: 


The bountie, and the benizon of Hcauen 
To boot, and boot. 

Inter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim’d prize: moft happi e 
That eyeleffe head of thine, was firft fram’d fl./. 

To raife my fortunes. Thou old, vnhatmv T • 
Breefely thy felfe remember: the Sword i,r! aU ° r ‘ 
That mull dcllroy thee. Ut 

Glott. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put llrength enough too’t. 

Stew. Wherefore,bold Pezant, 

Dar’ll thou fupport a publifh’d Trakor ? Hen 
Lead that th’infe&ion of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arme. 

Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 

Without vurther ’cafion. 

Stew. Let go Slaue, or thou dy’d. 

Edg. Good Gentleman goc your gate andU 
volkcpaffe: and ’chud ha’bin zwago-erd oumf tp °° rc 
•moufd „o« ha’bin zo long 
come not neereth’old man : keepeout chevorV ay ’ 


comCi,v/fc wci wiu man ; out chevor’ve /J 
try whither your Codard, ormyBaliow bethewV" 
chill be plaine with you, r< ^ er > 

Steve. Out Dunghill. 

foyna 1 ’.'. 11 P ‘ Ck ' ! '°“ tZi ' : ‘ 0nK >”° 

Stew. Slaue thou haft flaine me: Villain,take my DUt f, 

Ifeucrthou wilt thriue, bury my bodie, ,V c ’ 
And giue the Letters which thou find’ll about me 
To Edmund Earle of G lou Re r: feeke him out * 

Vpon the Englilh party. Oh vntimely death,death. 

Edg. I know thee well. A feruiceablcVillsine * 

As duteous to the vices of thy Miftris 
As badneffe would defire. 
giou. What, is he dead ? 

Edg. Sit you dovvne Father: reft you. 

Let’s lee thefe Pockets; the Letters that he fpeakesof 
May be my Friends: hee’s dead; J am onely forry 
He had no other Deathfman. Let vs fee: 

Lcaue gentle waxe, and manners: blame vs not 
To know our enemies mindes, we rip their hearts, 
Their Papers is more lawful!. 

‘Reads the Letter , 

L Et our reciprocall vowet be remembred. You haue menu 
opportunities to cut him off: if jour will want not,time and 
place will be fruitfully offer'd. There is nothing done. If bit 
returne the Conqueror , then am 1 the Prifoner,and hit bed,mj 
GaoUy from the loathed warmth whereof deltutr ms, andftp- 
ply the place for your Labour. 

Tour (trife,fo / wouldfay) affelfio . 
nateStruant. Goner ill. 
Oh indinguiflh’d fpace of Womans will, 

A plot vpon her vertuous Husbands life, 

And the exchange my Brother: heere, inrhefands 
Thee He rake vp, the poftc vnfan&ified 
Ofmurtherous Lccchers: and in the mature time, 

With this vngracious paper ftrike the fight 
Of the deach-pra&is’d Duke: for him ’tis well,'. 

That of thy death, and bufineffe, I can tell, 

Glou. The King is mad: 

How ftiffe is my vildc fenfe 

That I ftand vp, and haue ingenious feeling 

Of my huge Sorrowcs ? Better I were diftraft, 

So fliould my thoughts be feuer’d from my greefes, 

Drum afarrt off. 

And woes, by wrong imaginations loofe 


The' 
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TheTragedte ofKjngLear. 




Acknowledge of therofclues. 

£dg. Giue me your hand .• 

Pure offmethmkes I heare the beaten Drumme. 
Come Father.lle beftow you wich a Friend. 


Exemt . 


Sc ana Septima. 


Enter C. ordelia 3 Kcr,t an&\Gentleman. 


Cor. O thou good Kent , 
gow fhall I Jiue and workc 
To match thy goodoefle ? 

c will be too fhort, 

/^nci cucry meafurefaile me. 

Kent. To be acknowledg’d Madam is ore pai d* 
j\ll my reports go with tITc model! truth, 
hj 0 r morc,nbt clipc,buc fo. 

Cor. Be better fuued, 

Tnefc weedes are memories of chofc worfer hourcs ; 
j prythee put them off. 

Kent. Pardon deere Madam, 

Yet to be knownc fhorccns my made intent. 

My boonc I make it,tnat you know me not, 

Till time and ],thinke meet. 

Cor. Then bc’t lb my good Lord : 

How do’s the King i 

Cent . Madam fleepes flill. 

Cor . O you kind Gods! 

Cure this great breach in his abufed Nature. 

Th’vncun’d and iarring fcnfes a O windc vp, 
Ofthischildc-changed Father. 

Gent. So pleafe your Maiefty, 

That we may wake the King, he hath flept long? 

Cor. Be gouern’d by your knowledge,and proceedc 
I’chTway of your o wne will : is he array’d ? 


Enter Lear in a chaire carried by SerHants 


Gent . I Madam: in the heauinefle of flecpe. 

We put frcfii garments on him. 

Be by good Madam when wc do awake him, 

I doubt of his Tcmperance. 

Cor . O my deere Father,reftauratian hang 
Thy medicine on my lippes,and]et this kiffe 
Repaire thofe violent narme$,th 3 t my two Sifters 
Haue in thy Reuerencc made. 

Kent. Kind and deere Princefle. 

Cor . Had you not bin their Father, thefe white flokes 
Did challenge pitty of them. Was this a face 
To be oppos’d againft.thc iarring windes? 

Mine Enemies doggc>tbough he had bit me. 

Should haue flood (;iiac night againft my fire, 

Andwas’c thou faine (poore Father) 

To houell thee with Swineand Rogues forlorne, 

In {hort,and mufty ftraw? Alacke, alacke, 

Ti3 wonder that thy life and vy.its,at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes,fpeake to him. 

Gen. Madam do you/tisfitteft. 

Cor. How does my Royall Lord? 

How fares your M aiefty ? 

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o’ch’grauc. 
Thou art a Soule nbli(Tc,but I am bound 


Vpon a whecle offire,that mine owne ceares 
Do fcaPd,Iike molten Lead* 

Cor. Sir,doyouknowme? 

Lear. You arc a fpirit I know,where did you dye ? 
Cor. Still,ftill,farre wide* 

Gen. He’s fcarfe awake. 

Let him alone a while. 

Lear.. Where haue I bin? 

Where ami? Fairc day light ? 

I am mightily abus'd; I fhould eu’n dye with pitty 
To fee another thus. I know not what to fay : 

I will not fweare thefe are my hands: let’s fee, 

I fede this pin pricke,would I were a (Turd 
Of my condition. 

Cor. O looke vpon me Sir, 

And hold your hand in benedi&ion o’re me. 

You mull not kneele. 

Lear. Pray do not mocke me: 

I am a very foolifh fond old man, 

Fourefcoie and vpward, 

Not an houre more,nor lefle; 

And to dcaleplainely, 

I fcare I am not in my perfect mind. 

Me thinkes I fliould know you,and know this man. 
Yet I am doubtfull: For I am mainely ignorant 
What place this is and all the skill I haue 
Remembers not thefe garments: nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me, 
For(as 1 am a man)! thinkethis Lady 
To be my childe (ordelta. 

Cor . And fo 1 am : I am. 

Lear. Be your tcares wet ? 

Yes faith: I pray weepenor, 

Ifyou hauepoyfon for me,I will drinke it: 

1 know you do not lone me, for your Sifters 
Haue (as I do remcmber)done me wrong. 

You haue fome caufe,thcy hauenoc. 

Cor , No caufe,no caufe. 

Lear . Am I in France? 

Kent. InyourownekingdomeSir. 

Lear. Do not abufe me. 

Gent . Be comforted good Madam,the great rage 
You fee is kill’d in himidcfire him to go in. 

Trouble him no more till further feeling. 

Cor. Wile pleafe your Highnefle walke? 

Lear. You muft beare with me : 

' Pray you now forget,and forgiue, 

I am old and foolifb. 


Exeunt 


Actus Quintus. Scena Erima. 


Enter, nith'Drumme andColetsrs 3 Edmund,Regan^ 
Gentlemen ^and Sonldiert . 


TSafl. Know of the Duke if his laft purpofe hold. 

Or whether fince he is aduisM by ought 
T o change the courfejhe’s full of alteration. 

And felfereprouing,bring his conftant pleafure, 

Reg. Our Sifters man iscertamely mifearried. 

Baft. ’Tis to be doubted Madam. 

Reg. Now fweet Lord, 

_ff You 
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( TheTrageche ofRingLear. 


You know she g oodneflfe I intend vpon you; 

Tell me but truly,but t» en fpcakethe truth. 

Do you not loue my Sifter ? 

‘Bnft, In honour’d Loue. 

Reg. B it luue you neuer found my Brothers way, 
To the fore-fended place? 

Baft. No by mine hcnour^Madam. 

l\eg. 1 neuer (Tull endure her,deere my Lord 


DC not familiar with her. 


Baft. Fearc not,(he and the Duke her husband. 

Enter with Drum and Colours , Albany fioneriTl^Soldiers • 

Alb, Our very louing Sifter,well be-met: 

Sir > this 1 heard,the King is come to his Daughter 
W ith others,whom the rigour of our State 
Forc'd to cry out. 

Regan. Why is this reafond ? 

Cone. Combine together’gainft the Enemie ; 

For thcfedomeftickeand particular broiles* 

Are not the quefticn heere. 

Alb Let’s then determine with th’ancient of warre 
On our proceeding. 

T^g- Siller youle go with vs? 

Con. No. 

'Rgg. T \s moft conucnienc,pray go with vs. 

Con. Oh ho,I know the Riddle,! will goe. 

Exeunt both \kc Armies 9 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg Ax ere your Grace had fpccch with man fo poore, 
Hearc me one word. 

Alb . Ileouertakeyou/peake. 
idg. Before you fight the Battaile,ope this Letter: 
Ifyou haue vi<ftory,let the Trumpet found 
For him that brought it:wretched though Ifccme, 

I can produce a Champion,that will proue 
What is auouched there. Ifyou mifearry. 

Your bufineffe of the world hath foanend, 

And machination ceafes. Fortune loucs you. 
tAlb. Seay till I haue read the Letter. 

Edg. I was forbid it : 

When time fhall fcruc,lct but die Herald cry. 

And lie appeare againc. Exit. 

Alb . Why farcthee well,I will o’re-lookc thy paper. 

Enter Edmund ♦ 

Baft. The Enemy’s in view,draw vp your powers, 
Heere is the guefte of their true ftrength and Forces, 

By dilhgenc difcouenc,but your haft 
1$ now vrgV! on you. 

Alb . Wc will greet the time. Sxit. 

Baft. To both thefe Sifters haue I fwornemy louc; 
Each icaious of the other,as the flung 
Are of the Adder. Which of them ftiall I take ? 

Both ? One / Or neither ?Neither can be enioy’d 
If both remaine aliue : T o take the Widdow* 
Exifperates,makes mad her Sifter GoneriH * 

And hardly fhall I carry out my fide. 

Her husband being aliue. Now thcn,wee'l vfe 
His countenance for the B3itaile,which being done, 

Lee her who would be rid of him,deuifc 
His fpcedy taking off. As for themercie 
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, 

The Battailedone,and they within our power. 


^ Shall neuer fee his pardon : for my ftate 
Stands on me to defend,not to debate. 




Seem Secunda. 


Alarum wit kite. Enter with Drumme and Colour 
C or delta, and Soulebersetter the Stage, and Excm ** 1 

Enter Edgar,and Glofter. 

Edg. HecreFathcr,takctheftiafiowofthi s T r 

For your good hoaft: pray that the right m ay 
Ifeuer I icturneto youagainc, ' HC ‘ 

lie bring you comfort. 

Glo. Grace go with you Sir. 

Alarum and Retreat within *'* 

Enter Edgar. ' 

Egdar. Away oldroan.giuemethy hand, 3Way . 
King Lear hath loft,he and his Daughter tane 3 
Giue me thy hand .• Come on. 

Glo. No further Sir,a man may rot euenheere. 
Edg. What in ill thoughts againe * 

Men muft endure 

Their going hence,euen as their comming hither 
Ripencflc is all come on. 

Glo . And that’s true too. E xem 


Scena Tertia, 


Enter in eonqueft with Drum and Colours ,Edmund t Lear, 
and Cordelia,aspnfioners fiouldisrs , Captaine. 

Baft. Some Officers take them away: good guard, 
Vnull their greater pleafurcs full be knowne 
That are to cenfurc them. 

Cor . Wearcnotthcfirft, 

Who with bell meaning haue incurrM the worft: 

For thee opprefled King I am caft downe. 

My felfe could elfe out-frow nc falfe Fortunes frowne. 
Shall we not fee thefe Daughters,and thefe Sifters r 
Lear . No,no,no,no : come let's away to priion, 
We two alone will finghke Birds TtlVCage: 

When thou doft aske me bleffing,lle kneeledowne 
And aske of thee fiorgiuenefle: So wee’! line, 

And pray,and fing,and tell old tales^and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies : and heere (poore Rogues) 
Talke of Court newes,and wee 9 l ta Ike with them too, 
Who loofc$,and who wins; who's in, who’s out; 

And take vpon’s the myftery of things, 

AHfwc wereGodsfpics: And wee’l wearcout 
In a wall’d prifon^packs and fefts of great ones, 

That ebbe and flow by tii'Moone# 

Baft . Take them away. 

Lear . Vpon fuch facrificcs my Cordelia, 

The Gods rhemfclucs throw Inccnfe. 

Haue I caught thee? 

He that parrs vs, fhall bring a Brand from Heauen, 
And fire vs hence,like Foxes: wipe thine eyes, 

The good yearcs /hall deuoure themjflc/b and fell, 
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r^eyfhallmakcvswecpe? 

vVerle Ice e’m flaru’d firft : come. £xtt - 

' Haft. Come hither Captaine,hearke. 

Tjke thou this note.go follow them to prifon. 

One ftep 1 liauc ac5u3nc ’ d chcc >tf choU do’ft 

as this inftru&s thee,thou doft make thy way 
t 0 Noble Fortunes : know thou this,that men 
, te a* the time is; to be tender minded 
po’s not become a S word,thy great imploy ment 
\Vill not bearc queftion:either fay thou’lc do’t, 
Otthriueby other mcanes. 

Catt. lie do’t my Lord. 

Baft. About it.and write happy .when th’hall done, 
Clarke I fay inftantly.and carry it fo 
A s I haue f:t it downe. Exit Captaine. 

Flottrijh. Enter Albany,GoneriH^ Regan,Soldiers. 

* 

Alb. Sir,you haue fhew’d to day your valiant ftrainc 
A nd Fortune led you well: you haue the Captiues 
Who were the oppofites of this dayes ftrife: 
idorccjuirc them of you fo to vfe them, 

Bi wc fhall find their mcrites,and our fafety 
May equally determine. 

Baft. Sir,l thought it fit, 

fo fend the old and milerableKingto feme retention, 
Whofe age had Charmes in it,whofc Title more. 

To plucke the common bofome on his fide, 

And turnc our impreftLaunccs in our eics 

Which do command them. With him I fent the Queen: 

My reafon all the fame,and they are ready 

To morrow,or at further fpace,t’appcare 

Where you (hall hold your Scflion. 

Alb. Sir.byyonr patience, 

1 hold you but a fubieft of this War re, 

Not as a Brother. 

Reg. That’s as we lift to grace him. 

Metbinkes our pleafure might haue bin demanded 
Ere you had fpoke fo farre. He led our Powers, 

Bore the Commiflion of my place and perfon, 

The which immediacic may well ftand vp, 

And call it felfe your Brother. 

Cjen. Not fo hot: 

In his owne grace he doth exalt himfclfe, 

More then in your addition. 

Reg. In my rights. 

By me inserted,he compeeres the beft. 

Alb. That were the moft, if he fhould husband you 
Reg. Iefters do oft proue Prophets. 

Gon. HoIa,hoIa, 

That eye that told you fo,look’d but a fquint. 

Rega. Lady I am not well,elfe I thould anfwere 
From a full flowing ftomack. Generali, 

Take thou my Souldiers.prifoncrs,patrimony, 

Difpofe of them, of me, the walls is thine: 

Witncfle the world,that I create thee heere 
My Lord,and Mafter. 

Gon. Meaneyoutoenioyhim? 

Alb. The let alone lies not in your good will. 

Baft. Nor in thine Lord. 

Alb. Halfe-bloodcd fellow,yes. 

Reg. Let the D turn ftrike,and proue my title thine’. 
Alb. Stay yet,hcare reafon: Edmund t \ arreft thee 
On capital! Treafon; and in thy arreft, 

This guilded Serpent: foryour claimc faitc Sifter*, 

I bate it in the intcreft ofmy wife. 


’Tis (he i* fub-concra£ted to this Lord, 

And I her husband contradict your Banes. 

If you will marry,make your loucs to me. 

My Lady is befpoke. 

Gon. Anentcrlude. 

Alb. Thou art armed Ghfter, 

Let the Trmpct found : 

If none appeare to proue vpon thy perfon, 
Thyheynous,mamfeft, and many Treafons, 

There is my pledge : He ma ke it on thy heart 
Ere I tafte bread,thou art in nothing lefle 
Then I haue heere proclaim’d thee. 

Reg. Sickc ,0 ficke. 

Gon. If not. He ncre cruft medicine. 

Haft. There’s my exchange,what in the world hes 
That names me Traitor, villain-like he lies, 

Call by the Trumpet; he that dares approach; 

On him,on you,who not, I will maintainc 
My truth and honor firmcly. 

Enter a Herald. 

Alb. AHerald,ho. 

Truft to thy Angle vertuc.for thy SouldlerS 
All leuied in my name,haue in my name 
Tooke their difeharge. 

Regan. My ficknefle growes vpon me. 

Alb, She is not well,conuey her to my Tent. 

Come hither Herald,let the Trumper lound. 

And read out this. A Tumpet founds. 

Herald reads. 

I F any man of qualitie or degree ith in the lift s of the Ar - 
mr 9 wi&maintatne vpon Edmund, fuppofed tarle cfGlofter , 
that he is a manifold Traitor , let htm appeare by the third 
found of the Trumpet: he is bold in his defence ♦ t Trumpet' 
Her. Againc. 2- Trumpet. 

Her, Againc, 3 Trumpet. 

7 rumpet an fivers within. 

Enter Edgar armed. 

Alb . Aske him his purpofes,why hcappeares 
Vpon this Call o’thTrumpct. 

Her . What are you? 

Your name,your quality,and why you anfwer 
Thi s prefent Summons? 

Edg. Know my name is loft 
By Treafons tooth: bare-gnawne,and Canker-bit, 

Yet am I Noble as the Aduerfary 
I come to cope. 

.Alb. Which is that Aduerfary ? 

Edg.Wh&t's he that fpeakes for Edmund Earle ofGlo- 
r Baft , Himfclfe,what iaift thou to him i (fter ? 
Edg, Draw thy Sword, 

That if my fpcech offend a Noble heart. 

Thy arm e-may do theeluilic^hecre is mine : 

Behold it is my priuiledge. 

The priuiT'dge of mine Honours, 

My oatlv.id my profeflRon. 1 proteft, 

Maugrc thy ftrength.-dace^youthjand eminence, 
Defpife thy vi6lor-Sword .nd fire new Fortune, 

Thy valor,and thy heart,r>ou art a Traitor: 

Falfe to thy Gods,thy Brother,and thy Father* 
Confpirant 'gainft this "high ifluftirotis Princc 2 
Ana from th’estremeft vpward ofthy head* 

To the difeent and dull below thy foote/ 
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A moftToad-fpottcd Traitor. Say thou no. 

This Sword,chis arme.and my beft fpirits arc bent 
Toproue vpon thy heart,whereto I fpeakc. 

Thou lyeft. 

Baft. In wifedome I ftiould aske thy name. 

But fince thy out-fide looke* fo faire and Warlike, 

And that thy tonguc(fome lay) of breeding breathes, 
What fafe.and nicely 1 might well delay. 

By rule of Knight-hood,} difdaine and fpurne.- 
Backedo ItoflcchefeTreafonscothy head. 

With the hell-hated Lye.ore-whelmcthy heart, 
Which for they yet glance by,and lcarcly bruile. 

This Sword of mine dial] guie them inftant way, 

Where they lhall reft for euer. Trumpet* fpeakc. 

Alb. Sane him,faue him. Alarums. Tights. 

Gon. This is pradife Glofter, 

By th’law of Warre,thou waft not bound toanfwer 
An vnknownc oppofite.-thou art not vanquish'd, 
j But cozend,and beguild. 

Alb. Shut your mouth Dame, 

Or with this paper (hall I flop it: hold Sir, 

Thou worfe then any name.reade thine owne cuill: 

No tearing Lady,I perceiue you know it. 

Gon. Say ifl do,the l awes are mine not thine. 

Who can araigne roe for’t ? Exit. 

Alb. Moft monftrous! O.know’ft thou this paper? 
"Baft. Aske me not what 1 know. 

Alb. Go after her,(he’s defperate,gouerne her. 

Baft. What you haue charg’d me with. 

That haue I done. 

And more.much more,the time will bring it out. 

’Tis pait.and fo am I: But what arc thou 
That haft this Fortune or. me ? If thou’rt Noble, 

I doforgiue thee. 

Edg. Let’s exchange charity: 

I am no lefle in blood then thou art Edmond, 

If more, the more th’haft wrong’d me. 

My name is Edgar and thy Fathers Sonne, 

The Gods are iuft.and of our pleafanc vices 
Make inftruments to plague vs: 

The darkc and vitious place where thee he got, 

Coft him his eyes. 

Baft. Th’haft fpoken right/cistrue, 

The Wheeie is come full circle,I am hecre. 

Alb. Me thought thy very gate did prophefie 
A Royail Nobleneffe: I mull embrace thee, 

Let forrow fplit my heart,ifeuer I 
Ihd hate thee, or thy father. 

Edg. Wortliy Prince I kr.ow’c. 

Alb. Where haue you hid your fclfc ? 
low haue you knowne the miieries of your Father? 

Edg. By Surfing them my Lord. Lift a breefe tale. 
And when ’tis told ,0 that my heart would burft. 

The bloody proclamation to efcape 
That follow’d me fo necre ,(0 our Hues fweetneffe. 

That we the paine of death would hourely dye, 
lather then die at once)tatight me to Ihifc 
Into a mad-mans rags.t’aflume a fcmblance 
hat very Dogges difdain’d rand in this habit 
Met I my Father With his bleeding Ring* , 
heir precio'iiSr Stones new loft.-becamc his guide, 
Ledhim.begg’d forhim,fau’d him from diipairc. 
Ncuer(0 fiulfjreueal’d my felfe vnto him, 

V ntill fomc balfe hourc paft when I was arm’d. 

Not fure,though hoping ofthis good fucceffc, 

I ask’d hts blcffing,and from firft to laft 
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Told him our pilgrimage. But hisfl^^T: 
Alacke too wcake the confha to fupp 0rt \ * rt 
Twist two extremes ofpafliondov am* r 
I Burft fmilingly. 7 greffe > 

Baft. This fpecch ofyourshathmou’d mp 

’ And fhall perchance do good,but fpeakc' C> 

You looke as you bad fomething more to fo ° n * 
Alb. If there be more,more woful! hoi/* • 
Forlamalmoftreadytodiflolue, ' V ltln > 
Heating ofthis. 

i 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gen. Hclpe.helpc: O hclpe. 

Edg. What kinde ofhelpc ? 

Alb. Spcakeman. 

Edg. What meanes this bloody Knife ? 

tf—O " CanK 

os 4 lb. Who dead ? Speake man. 

gen. Your Lady Sir,your Lady; and her Sifter 

By her is poyfon’d : Ihe confeffes ir. 

Baft. I was contraded to them both.all thr P . 
Now marry in an inftant. 

Edg. Here comes Kent, 

Enter Kent. 

Alb. Produce the bodies,be they aJiue or dead • 

. . f , ConenHandRegan, bodiesbronL, 

This lodgement of the Heaucns that makes vs tremble 
Touches vs not with pitty ; 0,is this he ? 

The time will not allow the complement 
Which very manners vrges. 

Kent. I am come 

To bid my King and Maficr aye good night. 

Is he not here? 

Alb. Great thing of vs forgot, 

Speake where’s the King ?aod where's’ Ctrdtlii 

Seeft thou this obiciftjfew? 

Kent. Alacke,why thus ? 

Baft. Yet Edmund was belou’d: 

The one the other poifon d for my fake. 

And after flew herlelfe.j 

Alb. Euen fo.-coucr their faces. 

Baft. Ipant for life : fome good I meanetodo 
Delpight of mine owne Nature. Quickly fend, 
(Bcbriefein it) to’th'Caftlc,for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia: 

Nay,fend in time. 

Alb. Run,run,Orun. 

Edg. To who my Lord ? Who ha’s the Office ? 
Send thy token of rep recue. 

Baft. Well thought on,take my Sword, 

Giue it the Captaine. 

Edg. Haft thee for thy life. 

Baft. He hath Commiflion from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Cordelia in theprifon,and 
To lay the blame vpon her owne difpaire. 

That fhe for-did her felfe. 

Alb. The Gods defend her,bearehim hence awhile. 

Enter Lear with Cordelia in his arnet. 
Lft*r.Howle,howIc,hovvIe: O your are men of ftonei 
Had I your tongues and eyes, Il’d vfe them fo. 

That Hcauens vault Ihould crack: Ihe’s gone for euer. 
I know when one is dead.and when one Hues, 

She’s dead as earth :Lend tne a Looking-glaffe, 
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fthat her breath will mift or ftaine the ftone, 

pfby then fbe Hues. 
gent. Is this the promis’d end ? 

Edg. Or image of that horror. 

Jib. Fall and ceafe. 

j - - This feather ftirs.fheliuesuf it be fo, 

is a chance which do’s redeeme all forrowes 
phateuerl haue felt. 
gent. O my good Mafter. 

Lear. Prytheeaway. 
gdg. ’Tis Noble Kent your Friend. 
gear. A plague vpon you Murdcrors.Traitors all, 
lm ighchaue fau’d her,now flic’s gone for euer: 
r^deHa Cordelia, fay a little. Ha: 
whac is t thou faift ? Her voice was euer fofc, 
Gentle.and low,an excellent thing in woman. 

Tkill'd the Slaue that was a hanging thee. 

Cent. ’Tis true (my Lords)'nedtd. 
lear. Did I not fellow? 

I haue feene the day, with my good bitingFaulchion 
t would haue made him skip : 1 am old now. 

And thefe fame crofics fpoile me. Who arc you ? 

Mine eyes are not o’th'beft,lle tell you flraight. 

Kent. If Fortune brag of two,fhc lou’d and hated, 

Oneofthem we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull figb t ,are you not Kent ? 
gent. The fame : your Seruant Kent, 

Where is your Seruant Cains i 

Lear. He’s a good fellow,I can tell you that, 

He’le ftrike and quickly too,he’s dead and rotten. 
gent. No my good Lord,I am the very man. 

Lear, llcfcethac ftraight. 

Kent. That from your firft of difference and decay, 

Haue follow’d your fad fteps. 

Lear. Your are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no tnanelfe: 

All’s cheerleffe,darke,and deadly, 

Your cldeft Daughters haue fore-done themfclues. 
And defperatcly are dead 
Lear. Ifolthinke. 

Jib. Hekno wes not what he faies,and vaine is it 
/*— ’ . ■ ■ ---' 


That we prefent vs to him. 

Enter a Afejfenger. | 

Edg. Very bootleffe. 

(Jllef. Edmund is dead my Lord. 

Jib. That's but a trifle heere : 

You Lords and Noble Friends,know our intent,' 

What comfort to this great decay may come. 

Shall be applied. For vs we will refigne. 

During the life of this old Maicfty 

To him our abfolute power, you to your rights, 

With boote,and fuch addition as your Honours 
Haue more then merited. All Friends ftiall 
Tafte the wages of their vettuc.and all Foes 
The cup of their deferuings: O fee,fee. 

Lear. And my poore Foole is bang’d: no,no,nolifc? 
Why fhould a Dog,a Horfc.a Rat haue life. 

And thou no breath at all ? Thou’lt come no more, 
Neuer,neuer,neuer,neuer,neuer. 

Pray you vndo this Button. Thankc you Sir, 

Do you fee mis? Looke on her? Looke her lips, 

Looke there,looke there, Hedies, 

Edg. He faints,my Lord,my Lord. 

Kent. Breake heart, I pry thee breake. 

Edg. Looke vp my Lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghoft ,0 let him paffe,he hates him. 
That would vpon the wracke ofthis tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. He is gon indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur’d fo long. 

He but vfurpt his life. 

Aib. Bearc them from hence.our prefent bulineffe 
Is generall woe : Friends of my loulc, you twaine. 

Rule in this Realme,and the gor’d ftatc fuftaine. 

Kent. I haue a iourney Sir.lhortly to go. 

My Mafter calls me,I muft noc fay no. 

Edg. The waight ofthis fad time we muft obey, 

I Speake what we fcclc,not what we ought to fay: 

The oldeft hath borne moft,we thatareyong, 

< Shall neucr fee fo much, nor Hue fo long. 

] Exeunt with a dead March. 
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The Trage die of Othello 



THE T R A G E D IE Of 

Othello, the Moore ofVenice. 


aA'clus Trim us. Sewn a Trim a. 



Enter Rodorigo ^and lago. 

Rodir/go, 

Euertell roe,f cake u much vnkiocMy 
Th3tthou (Iago) \v ho haft had mypurfe. 

As lfy firings were chinc,fboulcTft know of this, 
la *But you! noc hearemc. Ifeucr I did dream 
Offuch amatter, abhoriemc. 

Rodo. Tlioutold’ft me. 

Thou did’ft hold him in thy hate# 
lago. Defpifeme 

Ifldonot. Three Great-ones of the Cittie, 
(Inpcrfonall fuitetomake mehis Licucenanr) 

Off-capt to hitrv, and by the faith of man 
I know my price, I am worth no worfle a place. 

But he (aslouing his owne pride,and purpofes) 

Euades therewith a bumbaft Circumftance, 

Horribly ftuflrt with Epithices of warre, 

Non-fuitcs my Mediators For cerces,faies he, 

I haue already chofe my Officer, And what Wai he ? 
For-footh,a great Aritbmatician, 

One Afichaefi Caffio, a Florentine , 

(A Fellow almoft damn’d in a faireWife) 

That neuer fet a Squadron in the Fieid, 

Nor the dctiifion of a Battaile knowes 

More then a Spinfter. Vnleffe the JBookifli Thcoricke : 

Wherein the Tongued Conluls can propofe 

As Mafterly as he, Mecre pratle (without pra$ifc) 

Is all his Souldierftiip. But he(Sxr)had th’ele&ionj 
And I ( of whom his eics had feene the proofc 
At Rhodes, at Ciprus,and on others grounds 
Chriftcn d,and Heathen)muft be be-Ieed,and calm'd 
By Debitor,and Creditor. "This Countcr-cafter, 

He (in good time) muft his Lieutenant be. 

And I (blefle thcmarfce)hi5Moorefhips Auntient. 

Rod. By heauen,I rather would haue bin his hangman, 
lago. Why,there’s no remedie. 

’Tis the cufficofSeruice; 

Preferment goes by Lettered affe£fion, 

And noc by old gradation,where each iecond 
Stood Heire to’th’firft, Now Sir, be iudge your felfc, 
Whether I in any iuft termc am Affin’d 
Tolouc the Afocre? 

Rod. I would not follow him then# 

I ago. OSircontcnr you. 

I follow himjto ferue my turne vpon him. 

We cannot all be Mafters,nor all Mafters 


Cannot be truely follow’d. You (hallmark* 

Many a durious and knee-crooking knaue* 

That (doting on his owne obfequious bondage) 
Wcaresouthis time.much like his Mafters.Aflc 
For naugho.but Proucnder, & when he's old rX - 
Whip me fuch honeft knaues. Others there ate ^ 
Who trym’d in Formes,3nd vifage* of Dutie 
Keepc yet their hearts attending « n themfciucs 
And throwing but fliowes of Scruicc on their Lord. 
Doe well thriue by them. 

And when they haue lin’d their Coates 
Doe them fellies Homage. 

Thefe Fellowes haue Lome foule. 

And Inch a one do I profefte my felfc. For (Sir) 
it is as fure as you are Rodorigo , 

Were I die Moore,! would not bc lago ; 

In followinghim 3 l follow but a,y fetfe. 

Heauen is my Iudge.not 1 for loue and dutie, 

But fee ruing fo, for my peculiar cud ; 

For when my outward A-Sion doth demonltrau 
The natiuc aift, and figure of my heart 
In Complement externe, ’tis not long after 
But I will wcare my heart vpon my fleeue 
For Dawes topeckeat; I am not what 1 am. 

Rod. What a fall Forcune do’s the Thicks-Iipsowe 
If he can carry’t thus ? 

lago. Call vp her Father: 

Row !e him,make after him,poyfon his delight, 
Proclaimc him in the Streets. Jncenfe her kmfraen, 
And though he in a fertile Cly mate dwell, 

Plague him with Flies:though that hisloy beloy, 

Yet throw fuch chances of vexation on'c. 

As it may lcofe fomc colour. 

Redo. Heere is her Fathers houfe,lle call aloud, 
l*go. Doc,with like timerous accent,and dire yell. 
As when (by Nrght and Negligence) thcFire 
Is fpied in populus Citties. 

Rodo. What hoa : fBretb<t»tio£\g\nox Erabantio, hoa. 
Ugo. Awakerwhat hoa fBrabmio :Thecues,Thecues 
Looke toyour houfe,your daughtcr,andyour Bags 
Theeues,Thteues. 

Bra. AJ/ohc. What is the reafon of this terrible 
Summon* ? What is the matter there ? 

Rodo. Signior is all your Familie within ? 

I ago. Are your Doores lock’d ? 

Bra. Why? Wherefore ask you this ? 

I Ago. Sir,y’are rob’d,for flramc put on your Gow 
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Your heart is burft, you haue loft halfc your foule 
g u cn now,now* veryjnow,an old blackc Ram 
Is tuppi°gy our ^hice Ewe. Anfe,arife, 

^vvake chc fnorcing Citizens with the Bell, 

Or clfe the deuill will make a Grand-firc of you. 
£ r ifelfay. 

Bra* WhaCjhaucyouloftyour wits ? 

Rod* Moft reueren.d Sigmor/loyou know my voice? 

Bra. Not I: what are you? 

Rod. Mynameis^^T^. 

Bra. The wcrSer welcome : 
j j^ue charg’d dice not to haunt about my doores: 

In honeft plaincndVc thou haft heard me lay, 

My Daughters not for thee. And now inmadnefle 
(Being full ofSupper,and diftempring draugtites) 

Vpon malitious knaueiic^doft thou come 
joftart my quiet. 

Rod. Sir^Sir^Sir. 

Bra. But thou muft needs be lure, 

My fpirits and my place haue in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rodo, Patience good Sir. 

Bra. What tell'ft thou me of Robbing ? 

This is Venice: my hoiftc is not a Grange. 

Rodo. Moft graue Brabantio, 

In Ample and pure foule, \ come co you. 

la* Sir :you are one of chofe that will not ferue God, 
if the deuill bid you. Becanfc wc come to do you fentice, 
and you chinke wc arc Ruffians.you’ic haue your Daugh¬ 
ter coucr\i with a Barbary horfc, you’le haue your Ne- 
pfiewes neigh to you, you 1c haue Courfers for Cozens: 
and Gennets for Germaines. 

2 Ira. What prophane wretch art thou? 

la. I am oneSir,that comes to tell you,your Daugh¬ 
ter and the Moore,are making the Bcaft wick two backs* 

Bra. Thou art a Villaine. 

I ago. You arc aSenator, 

Bra. This thou (halt anfwere. I know thee Rodorigo. 

l\od. Sir, I will anfwere any thing. But I befcech you 
If t be your pleaiure, and moft wife content, 

(As partly I find it is ) that your faux Daughter, 

Ac this odde Euen and dull watch o’th’night 
Tranfported with no worfe nor better guard. 

But with a knaue ofcofnmon hire.a Gundelier, 

To the grofle clafpes of a Lafciuious Moore: 

If this be knowne to you,and your Allowance, 

We then haue done you bold,and faucic wrongs. 

But ifyou know noc thorny Manners tell me. 

We haue your wrong rebuke. Do not bclceue 
That from the fence ofall Ciuilitie, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerencr. 

Your Daughter (ifyou haue not giuen Ucr leaue) 

I fay againe,hath made a grofle rcuolr. 

Tying her Duzie^BcautiCjVYit^nd Fortunes 
In an excrauagant,and wheeling Stranger, 

Of here,and cuery where: flraight latisfie your felfc. 

If file be in her Chamber,or your houfe, 

Let loofc on me the Iuftice of the State 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the Tinder,hoa: 

Giue me a Taper: call vp all my people, 

This Accident is not vnlikc my dreame, 

Beleefeofit oppreflesme alreadie^ 

Light, I fayjight. Exit . 

Jag. Farewell: for I muft leaue you. 

It ieemes not mecte,nor whoiefome to my place 


To be produced, (as if I ftay, I (hall,) 

Againft chc Moore. For I do know the State, 

(How euer this may gall him with fome checkc) 

Cannot with fafctic caft.him. For he's embark’d 
With fuch loud rcafon co the Cyprus Warres, 

(Which cuen now (lands in A£l)tnat for their foules 
Another ofhis Fadomc,they haue none. 

To lead their Bufincfle. In which regard, 

Though I do hate him as I do hell apines, 

Yet,for ncceflitie ofprefent life, 

I muft fliow out a Flag^nd figne of Loue, 

(Which is indeed but figne)that you dial iurely find him 
Lead to the Sagicary the railed Search: 

And there will! be with him. So farewell# Exit* 

Enter Brabantio } witb Servants and Torches . 

Bra. It is too truean euill. Goneflicis, 

And what’s to come of my defpiled time. 

Is naught but biuernefle. Now' Rodorigey 
Where didft thou fee her ? (Oh vnhappie Girle) 

With the Moore faift thou? (Who would be a Father ?) 
How didft thou know Twas (he? (Oh (he deceaues me 
Part thought:) what faid (he to you ? Gc t moe Tapers: 
Raifeall my Kindred. Arc they married thinkeyou? 
Rodo. Trudy I thinke they are. 

Bra. Oh Heauen: how got fhc out ? 

Oh treafon of the blood. 

Fathers,from hence cruft not your Daughters minds 
By what you fee them a£l. Is there not Charmcs, 

By which the propertie of Youth^and Maidhood 
May be abus’d ? Haue you not read Rodorigo , 

Of feme fuch thing ? * 

Rod . Ye$ Sir: 1 haue indeed. 

Bra. Call vp my Brother: oh would you had bad her. 
Some one way,fomc another. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her,and the Moore ? 

Rod. 1 thinke I can difeouer him,ifyou pleafe 
To get good Guard,and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you lead on. Ac euery hcufellecall, 

(I may command at moft)get Weapons (hoa) 

And raife fomc fpeciall Officers of might; 

On good Rodorigo .1 will deferue your paines. Extant 


Scena Secunda . 


Enter Othello J.fgo^Aitendants } with Torches. 

la. Though in the trade of Warre I haue flaine men. 
Yet do I hold it very ftuffe o’lh’confcience 
Todonocontriu’d Murder: Ilackelniquitie 
S ometime to do me fcruice. Nine,or ten times 
I had thought t’haue yetk’d him here vndet the Ribbcs, 

Othello. ’Tis better as it is. 

I ago. Nay but he prated. 

And Ipoke fuch feuruy, and prouokiog termes 
Againft your Honor.that with the little godlincfle I haue 
I did full hard forbeare him. But I pray you Sir, 

Are you faft married ? Be aflut’d of this. 

That the Magnifico is much beloud. 

And hath in his cffeift a voice potentiall 
As double as the Dukes: He will diuorce you. 

Or put vpon y ou,what reftraint or greeuance, 
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TbeTragedieoJ Othello 


The Law (with all his might^o cnforcciton) 

Wul giue him Cable. 

Othel. Lethimdohisfpight; 

My Setuices, which I hauc done the Signorie 
Shall out-tongue his Complaints. Tis yet to know. 
Which when 1 know,that boafting is an Honour, 

1 fhali promulgate. I fetch my life and being. 

From Men of Roy all Seige. And my demerites 
May fpeake (vnbonnettcd)to as proud a Fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d., For know lago y 
But that I loue the gentle Defdemona, 

1 would not my vnhoufed free condition 
Put into Circumfcription,and Confine, 

For the Seas worth. But looke,what Lights comeyond? 

Enter Cajfto, with Torches. 

logo. Thofe ate the raifed Father,and his Friends: 
You werebeft go in. 

Othel. Not 1 :1 muft be found. 

My Parts, my Title,and my perfedl Soule 
Shall manifeft me rightly. Is it they? 

Iago. By Iantu, I thinke no. 

Othel. The Seruants of the Dukes? 

And my Lieutenant? 

The goodneffeof the Night vpon you (Friends) 

What is the Newes ? 

Cajfto. The Duke do's greet you (Generali) 

And he requires your hafte,Poft-hafte appearance, 

Enen on the inftant. 

Othello . What is the matter,thinke you ? 

Cajfto. Something from Cyprus,as I may diuinc i 
It i$.a bufineffe offomc heate. The Galiies 
Haue fent a dozen fequent Meffengcrs 
This very night.at one anothers heeles: 

And many of the ConfuIs,rais’d and met. 

Are at the Dukes already. You haue bin hotly call’d for. 
When being not at your Lodging to be found. 

The Senate hath fent about three icucrall Quells, 
Tofearch you out. 

Othel. Tis well I am found by you : 

I will but fpend a word here in the houfc. 

And goewith you. 

Cajfto. Aunciant.what makes he heere? 

Iago. Faith,he to night hath boarded a Land Carraft, 
Ifit proue lawfull prize,he'• made forcucr. 

Cajfto. Idonotvnderftand. 

Iago. He’s married. 

Cajfto. To who? 

Iago. Marry to-Come Captainc,will you go? 

Othel. Haue with you. 

Cajfto. HerecomesanotherTroope to feekefor you. 

Enter Braiantio,Rodorigo } with Officers,andTorehes. 

Iago. It is BrahantioiGcnenll be aduis’d. 

He comes to bad intent. 

Othello. Holla,ftand there, 

Rodo. Signior,it is the Moore. 

’Bra. Downe with him.Theefe. 

Iago. You, Rodorigoc? CmeSir,Iamforyou. 

Othe. Keepe vp your bright Swords, for theidcw will 
ruft them. Good Signior,you fhalhmorc command with 
ycaresjthcn with your Weapons. 

Bra. Oh thou foule Thecfc, 

Where haft thou flow’d my Daughter { 

Damn’d as thou art,thou haft enchaunted her 


For lie referre me to all things of fenfe, 

(If (he in Chaines of Magick were not bound ) 
Whether a Maid.fo tender,Faire,and Happ^ 

Sooppofiteto Marriage,that Ihcfhun’d * ’ 

The wealthy curled Deareling of our Nation 
Would cuer hauc (t’encurre a generall mockV) 

Run from her Guardageco the lootie bofome * 

Of fuchathing as thou: to fcare,not to delight 

Iudge me the world, if'ti* not groffe in f cn fc 
That thou haft practis’d on her with foule Char 
Abus’d her delicate Youth,with Drugs or 
That weakens Motion. He haue’t difputcdon **** 
’Tis probable,and palpable to thinking; * 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 
For an abufer of the World, a praefifer 
Of Arts inhibited,and out of warrant; 

Lay hold vpon him, if he do refift 
Subdue him,at his peril!. 

Othe. Hold yout hands 
Both you of my inclining,and the reft. 

Were it my Cue toftght,I fliould haueknowneit 
Without a Prompter. Whether will you that 1 po« 

To anfwerc this your charge ? 

Bra. To Prifon,tiIl fit time 
Of La w,and courfe of dire& Seffion 
Call thee to anfwer, 

Othe. What if do obey ? 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfi’d, 

Whofe Meffengcrs are heere about my fide, 

Vpon fome prefent bufineffe of the State, 

To bring me to him. 

Officer. Tis true moft worthy Signior, 

The Dukes in Counfell,and your Noble tclfe, 

I am fure is fent for. 

Bra. How ? The Duke in Counfcll ? 

In this time of the night 4 Bring him away; 

Mine’s not anidleCaufe. The Duke himfelfe, 

Or any ofroy Brothers of the State, 

Cannot but feele this wrong,as ’twere their owne: 

For if fuch Aftions may haue paffage free, 
Bond-flaues,and Pagans fliall our Statefmen be, Exeunt 


Sctena Tertia . 


Enter DukeSenators,and Officers* 

7 ) nke. There’s no cornpofition in this Newes, 

That giues them Credite, 

i. Sen. Indeed,they are difproportioned; 

My Letters fay,a Hundred and feuen Galiies. 

Duke. And mine a Hundred fortie. 

Sena* And mine two Hundred: 

But though they iumpe not on a iuft accompt, 

(As in thefe Cafes where the ayme reports, 

Tis oft with difference)yec do they all confirme 
A Turkifh Fleete,and bearing vp to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay>it is poffiblc enough to judgement,* 

I do not fo fecure me in the Error, 

But the maine Article I do approuc 
In fearefull fenfe. 

So)lor within. What hoa,what hoa, wbat hoa* 
Enter Sailor* 

Officer* I 
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''Officer. A Mcffenger from the Galiies. 
puke. Now ? What s the bufineffe ? 

Sailor. The Turktfli Preparation makes for Rhode*, 
$ 0 was I bid report here to the State, 
gy Signior Angelo* 

Duke* How fay you by this change? 
l*Scn. This cannot be 
By no affay of reafon. Tis a Pageant 
To keepe ** in falfe gaze,when we confider 
ph’importancic ofCyprus corlieTurkc; 

\nd let our felues againe but vndcrftand, 

Th3t as is more concernes the Turke then Rhodes, 
Soo^ay he with more facile qtieflion bearc it, 
for that it (lands not in fuch Warrelike brace, 

Buc altogether hckesth’abilities 

That Rhodes is drefs'din. if we make thought of this, 

VVe muft not thinke thcTurkc is fo vmkillful). 

ToIcauc that lateft^which concernes him fir ft, 

Neglecting an attempt ot cale.and game 
Towake,and wage a danger profitleffc. 

Duke. Nay % in all confidence he's not for Rhodes, 
Officer - Here is more Newes. 

Enter aMeffer/ger. 

Mrjfen. The O tt trait esf&zuetetid.mo Gracious- 
Steering with due courfe coward the He ofRhodcs, 

Hauc there inioynrcd them with an after Flccte* 
l .Sen* I,fo I thought: how many ,asycu gueffe? 
Mcjf* Of thirtie Sailc : and now they do rc- item 
Their backward courfe,bcaring with frank appearance 
Their purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano, 

Your truftie and moft Valiant Serunour, 

With his free dutie,recommends you thus. 

And prayes you to bclecue him. 

Duke* Tis ccrcaine then for Cyprus ; 
yiarcui Luccicos is not he inTowne ? 

1 .Sen. He’s now in Florence. 

Duke. Write from vs, 

To him^oft^Poft-haftCjCiifpatch. 

1.4 Sen. Here comes Xrabantio^ and the Valiant Moore. 

Enter By abantio, Othello.Caffio^ Ltgo i Rodorigo i 
and Officers . 

Duke* Valiant Othello y vic muft firaight employ you, 
Againft the generall Enemy Ottoman . 

Ididnotfecyou: welcomegentlc Signior, 

Welack’c your Counfaile 5 and your helpe to night. 

Bra . So didl yours; Good yotir Grace pardon me. 
Neither my plafcc,hor ought 1 heard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from my bed; nor doth the generall care 
Take hold on me. For my pcrticnlar griefe 
Is of fo fiood-ga:e,andore“be 8 ring Nature, 

That it engliKSjSnd fwaliowcs other forrowes. 

And it is ft ill it felfe, 

Duke. Why ? What’s the matter ? 

Bra. My Daughter: oh my Daughter f 
Sen. Dead i 
Bra* I, tome. 

She is abus’djftolne from me^nd corrupted 
By Spels,and Medicines fought of Mountebanks; 

For Nature,fo prepoftroufly to errr, 

(Being not defieicntjblind^r lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witch-craftcrotild not. 

Duke 0 Who ere he be,that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguii’d your Daughter ofher felfe, 


And you ofher; the bloodic Booke of Law, 

You (ball your iclfe rcad,inthc bitter letter, 

After your ownc fenfe: yca^though our proper Soil 
Stood in your A&iorn 

Bra* Humbly J thanke your Grace, 

Here is the man; this Moore,whom now it fcemca 
Your fpeciall Mandate,for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

uAll We are verieforry fdf’r. 

Duke. What in vonr owne part,can you fay to this ? 

Nothing, but this is fo. 

Othe. Moft Potenc^raue^and Reueren’d Sigriiors, 
My very Noble, and approu'd good Mafteis; 

That i haue tanc away this old mans Daughter, 

It is moft true : cruel haue married her; 

The verie headland front of my offending, 

Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I,in my fpcech, 
And little blefsd with the fofc phraic of Peace; 

Forfincc thefe Armcs of mine, had feuen ycares pith, 

Till nowJomc nine Moones wafted,they hauc vs'd 
Their deereft aflion^n the Tented Field : 

And little of this great world can I fpeake, 

More then pertaines to Feats of Broiles,and Baitailr, 

And therefore little fhali I grace my caufc. 

In fpeakingformy felfe. Yet,(by your gracious jpatience) 
j will a round vn-varnifti’d ul ale deliuer. 

Of my whole courfe of Louc.| 

What Drugges,what Charmes, 

What Coniuration^nd what mighty Magicke > 

(For fuch proceeding I am charg'd wsthall) 

1 won his Daughter. 

Bra A Maidcn,neuer bold: ** 

Of Spirit fo (Jill,and quiet,tbat her Motion 
Blnth’d at her fclfe,and fhe,in fpight of Nature, 

Of Ycarcs,of Country, Credite,eucry thing 
To fall in Loue,wuh what flic fear’d to looke on; 

Icis a iudgcmcncmain'd,and moft imperfect. 

That will confeflc Perfection fo could erre 
Againft all rules of Nature^jmd muft b: driuen 
To find out pratftifes of cunning hell 
Why this fliould be. I therefore vouch againe, 

That with fome Mixtures,powrcfull o’re the blood. 

Or with fome Dram,(coniur’d to this cffc£f) 

He wrought vp on her. 

T o vouch thi$,is no proofe, 

Without more wider,and more ouer Teft 
Then thefe thinhabics,and poore likely-hoods 
Ofmoderne Teeming,do prefer againft him* 

Sen. ButOrW/^,fpeakc, 

Did you,by indireft,and forced courfes 
Subdue,and poyfon thisyong Maidesaffeftions? 

Or came it by requeft,and fuch faire queftion 
As foule,to foulc aftbrdech ? 

Othel. I do befecch you. 

Send for the Lady to the Sagitary, 

And let her fpeake ofmebeforeherFather; 

If you do finde me foule,in herreport. 

The Truft,the Office,! do hold of you. 

Not oncly take away, but let your Sentence 
Eucn fall vpon my life, 

Duke. Fetch Defdemona hither. 

Othe . Aunciant,condu£l them: 

You beft know displace. 

And tell fhe corners truely as to heauen, 

I do confeffe the vices of my blood, 

So iuftly to your Graue carcsjle prefent 

How 
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TbeTragedicof Othello 


How I did thriuc in this faire Ladies loue, 

And (he in mine. 

Duke. Say it Othello. 

Othe . Het Father lou’d mCjoft inuited me: 

Still queflion’d me the Storie of my life, 

Fromyeare toyeare: the Battaile,Sieges,Fortune, 

That I hauepaO. 

I ran it through, eiien from my boyifh daies, 

Toth’very moment that he bad me tell it. 

Wherein I fpoke ofmoO difaOrous chances : 

Of mouing Accidents by Flood and Field, 
Ofhaire-breadth feapes i'th’immincnt deadly breach} 
Ofbcing taken by the Infolcnc Foe, 

And fold to flauery. Of my redemption thence. 

And portance in my Trauellours hiftoric. 

Wherein of Antars vafl.and Defarts idle, , 

Rough Quarries,Rocks,Hills,whole head touch heauen, 
It was my hint to fpeake. Such was my Procefle, 

And ofthe Canibals that each others cate. 

The jintrepofhague ,and men whofe heads 

Grew beneath their fhouldcrs. Thefc things to heare. 

Would Defdemoua ferioufiy incline : 

But Rill the houfe Affaires would draw her hence: 
Which cuer as (he could with haftc difpatch, 

SheTd come againe, and with a greedie earc 
Dsuoure vp my difeourfe. Which I obferuing, 

Tooke once a pliant houre,and found good meanes 
T o draw from her a prayer of earned heart, 

That I would all my«pilgrimage dilate,« 

Whereof by parcels (he had fomething heard. 

But not inftin&iucly: I did confent, 

And often did beguile her ofher teares, 

When I did (peakcoffomediftreflefull flrokc 
That my youth fufter’d: My Scorie being done. 

She gauc me for my paines a world ofkiffes: 

She fwore in faith ’ewas Orange : ’twas palling Orange, 
Twas pittifull: ’twas wondrous pittifull. 

She wiflh’d (he had not heard it,yet (he wifh’d 

That Heauen had made her fuch a man. She thank’d me, 

And bad me.ifl had a Friend that lou’d her, 

I fliould but teach him how to tell my Story, 

And that would woocher. Vpon this hint I Ipake, 

She lou’d me for the dangers I had paO, 

And I lou’d her .that (he did pitty them. 

This oncly is the witch-craft I haue vs’d. 

Here comes the Ladic : Let her witnefleit. 

£nter Defdemona,lago^Attendants. 

Du\e. I thinke this talc would win my Daughter too. 
Good "Brafantiojakc vp this mangled macterat the beO: 
Men do their broken Weapons rather vfe. 

Then their bare hands. 

Hr a. I pray you heare her fpeake? 

If (lie confefie that (he was halfethe wooer, 

DeOru&ion on my head,if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle Miflris, 

Do you percciuc in all this Noble Companie, 

Where moO you owe obedience? 

Def. My Noble Father, 

Ido perceiuclieerca diuideddutie. 

Toyou I am bound for life,and education: 

My life and education both do iearue me, 

How to refpeft you. You aretheLordof duty, 

I am hitherto your Daughter. But heere’s my Husband; 
And fo much dutie,as my Mother (hew’d 


To you,preferring you before her Father : 

So much I challenge,that Imay profeffe * 

Due to the Moore my Lord. 

Bra. God be with you : I haue done. 

Plcafc it your Grace,on to the State Affaires; 

I had rather to adopt a Child,then get it. 

Come hither Moore; 

I here do giuc thee that with all my heart 6 
Which but thou haO already,with all my heart 

I would kcepc from thee. For your fake flewell\ 

I am glad at foule,I hauq no other Child; V 
For thy efcape would teach me Tirranie 
To hang clogges on them. I haue done my Lord 
Duke. Let me fpeake like your felfc: 

And lay a Sentence, 

Which as a grife,or Ocp may hclpe thefe Loners 
When remedies arc paO, the griefes are ended ’ 

By feeing the worO,which late on hopes depended 
To mourne a Mifcheefe that is paO and gon, * 

Is the next way to draw new mifehiefe on. 

What cannot be prefcrn’d,when Fortune takes: 
Patience ,hcrlniury a tnock’ry makes. 

The rob’d that fmiles,fleales fomething from theTh f 

He robs himfelfc.that fpends a bootelefle griefe. ** 
Bra. So let the T urke of Cyprus vs beguile, 

We loofc it not fo long as we can fmile: 

He bc3rcs the Sentence well.that nothing beares 
But the free comfort which from thence he hearcs. 

But he beares both the Sentencc,and the forrow 
That to pay griefe,muff ofpoore Patience borrow. 
Thefe Sentences,to Sugar,or to Gall, 

Being Orong on both (idcs,are Equiuocall, 

But words are words,I neuer yet did heart:} 

That the bruized heart was pierc’d throughtheearci. 

I h umbly befcech you proceed to th’Aftahes of State. 

Duke. The Turkc with a mofl migf.ty Preparation 
makes for Cyprus: Othello, the Fortitude of the place is 
beO knowne to you. And though we haue there a Subfli. 
tutc of mpfl allowed fufficiencic; yet opinion, amore 
foueraigne MiOris of EfteiOs, throwes a more lifer 
voice on you: you tr.uff therefore be content to (lubber 
the gloffe of your new Fortunes,with this moteftub. 
borne.and boyflrous expedition. 

Othe. TheTirant Cuftome.moflGraue Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and Steele Coach of Warre 
My thrjee-driuen bedofDowne, Ido agnize 
A Namrall and prompt Alacartie, 

I fi nde in hardnefle: and do vndertake 
This prefent Warres againO the Ottamites. 

MoO humbly therefore bending to your Slate, 

I crane fit difpolition for my Wife, 

Dereference of Place,and Exhibition, 

With fuch Accomodation and before 
As leuels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why at her Fathers ? 

Bra. T will not haue it l'o, 

Othe. Nor I, 

Def. Nor would I thererecide. 

To put my Father in impatieot thoughts . 

By being in his eye. MoO Grcaious Duke, 

To my vnfolding, lend your profperous eare, 

Andlec me finde a Charter in your voice 
T’affiO my fimplenefle. 

Duke. What would you Defdemona'l 
Def. That I loue the Moore,to hue with him, 

My downe-right violence,and florme of Fortunes 
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crumpet to the world. My hear t’s fubdu’d 

p ac n to the very quality of my Lord; 

j few Othello's vjiage in his mind, 

y^nd to his Honour* and his valiant parts. 

Did I my f° u ^ c anc * fortunes confccrate. 

So that (deere Lords)if I be left behind 
^ Moth of Peace,and he go coche Warre, 
yhe Rites for why I loue him,arc bereft me: 

And I a heauie interim fhall fupport 

his decre abfence. Let me go with him. 

Othe . Leu her haue your voice. 

Vouch with me Heauen,I chereforebeg it not 
fo pleafe the paliate of my Appetite: 

^or to comply with heat the yong affects 
In my defiinft,and proper facUfaftion. 
gut to be free, and bounteous co h**r minde: 

And Heauen defend your good (boles,that you thinke 
l will your ferious and great bulineffe fcanc 
\Vhen fhe is with me. No,when light wing'd Toycs 
Of feather’d Cupid ft cle with wanton dtilnefle 
My fpeculatiue,and uffic’d Inftrumenc : 

That my Difporcs corrupt,and taint my bufitieflc • 

Let Houl'e-wiues make a Skillet or my Helme, 

And all inthgne,and bafe aduerficies, 

Make head againft my Eftinjation. 

Duke Beit as you (hall priuatcly determine? 

Either for her flay,or going : th’Affairc cries hall: 

And (peed muft anfwer it. 

Sen . Youmuftaway tonight* 

Othe. With all my heart. 

Duke. At nine i’chmorning, here wee*l meete againe. 
Othello .Icaue feme Officer behind 
And he fhall our Commiffion bring to you: 

And fuch things elfe of quahtie and refpecSt 
As doth import you. 

Othe. So pleafe your Grace,my Ancient, 

A man he is ofhonefty and truft : 

To his conueyance laflignemy wife. 

With what eli'e nccdfull,your goodGrace fhall think 
To be fent after me. 

Duke. Let it be fo* 

Good night to eucry one. And Noble Signior, 

IfVertue no delighted Bcautie lacke, 

Your Son-in.law is farre more Fatre then Blacke. 

Sen. Adieu braue Mooie,\\c Dejdemontt well. 

Br Locke to her(Moore)ifihou hart des to fee: 
She ha*s deceiu’d her Fatherland may thee. Exit. 

Othe. My life vpon her faith. Hone [\hgo } 

My Defdewona mufti leaueto t’nce : 

I prychcc let thy wife attend on her. 

And bring them after in the beft aduantage. 

Come Defdemona^ 1 haue but an houre 
Of Loue. o.fwordjy matter, and direction 
To fpend with thee. VVe muft obey the the time. Exit. 
Bod. Iago % \ v > 

Ugo. thou Nobleheart? 

Rod. What will I do,chink’ll thon ? 

Inga. Why go to bed and jfleepe, 

Rod. I will incontinently drovvne my fclfe. 
lago. Ifchoudo'ftjfhali neuer loue thee after. Why 
thou filly Gentleman ? 

Rod. lus.(illync(fe co liue* when to liue is torment: 
and then nauc vy*e a r picfcription to dye, when deathis 
ourPhyfirion* 

Iago. Oh vjlianous : I haue fook^ vpori the world 
for fourc times feuen yeares^and fince I could djftinguifh 


betwixt a Benefit,and an Iniurie :I neuer found man that 
knew howto louehimfelfe. Ere I would lay, 1 would , 
drowne my fclfe for the loue of a Gynney HeoJ would 
change my Humanity with a Baboone. 

Rod. What fliould I do? i confeffe it is my frame 
to be fo fond,but it is not in my vertufc ro amend u. 

/ago. Vertue? Afigg e , Vis in our ielaes that we are 
thtr,or thus. Our Bodies arc our Gardens, to the which, 
our Wills are Gardiners. So that if ,wc will plant Nec- 
tels, or ioweLcctice : SctHifopc, and weeds vp Time: 
Supplic it with one gender of He3<*be$,or d«iira6t it with 
many : cither to haue it (Terrill with idlenefie, or manu¬ 
red with Induftry, why the power, and Corrigeable au- 
thoricie of this lies in our Wills, if the braine of our lines 

had not one Scale ofReafon,ro poize another cfSentu- 

alitie, the blood, and bafenefle otour ;\atures would 
condudt vs to moft prepoftrous Concldfions. but we 
haueReafonto coole our raging Motions, our carnall 
ScingSjOr vnbitted Lufts: whereof I take this^thatyou 
call Louejo be a Sect,or Seyen. 

Rod . I: cannot be. 

I Ago. It is mcerly a L.uft of the blood,and a per minion 
ofthe will. Come, be a man: drovvne thy fclfe ? Drown 
Cacs;and blind Puppies. ) haue proteft me thy Friend, 
and I confefie me knit to thy defcruing,with Cables of 
perdurable toughnefle. I could neuer better fieed thee 
then now. Put Money in thy pur(e .* follow thou the 
Warres,defeate thy fauour, with an vfurp’d Beard, I fay 
put Money in thv purfe.Ic cannoibe long that Defaewonei 
fliould continue her loue to the Moore. Put Money in 
thy purfe: nor he his to her. It was a violent Commence¬ 
ment in her, and thru (halt fee an anfwerablc Scque- 
flration, put but Money in thy pude. Thefe Moores 
are changeable in their wils: fill thy purie with Money. 
The Food that to him now is as lufhious as Locofts, 
fhalbc to him fhortlv, as bitter as Coloqeintida. She 
muft change for youth : when fhe is fated with his body 
file will find the errors ot her choice. Therefore.put Mo¬ 
ney in thy purfe. Ifchouwilc needs damnethy felfe, do 
it a more delicate way then drowning. Make all the Mo¬ 
ney thou canft : If Sandtimonic, and a fraile vow, be¬ 
twixt an erring Barbarian, and fuper-fubtle Venetian be 
not too hard for my wits,and all the Tribe of hell, thou 
fhalt enioy her: therefore make,* Money : a pox of drow¬ 
ning thy fclfe,it is clcane out ofthe way. Sceke thou ra¬ 
ther to be bang’d in Compafling thy ioy, then to be 
drown’d^and go without her. 

Rodo. Wilt thou be faft to my hopes, if! depend on 
theifiue? 

I ago . Thou art fureofme: Go make Money : I haue 
told thee often, 3n x d I re-tell theeagame, and (againe, I 
hate the Moore. My caufe is hearted; thine hath no leffe 
reafon. Let vs be coniunftiue in our reuenge, againft 
him. If thou canft Cuckold him, thou doft thy felfc a 
plcafure, me a fport. There are many Eucntsinthe 
Wombeof Time^which wilbe deliuered. Trauerfe, go, 
prouide thy Money. Wc will haue more of this to mor¬ 
row. Adieu, - 

%od. Where fballwe meete i*th morning ? 

/ago. A tiny Lodging. 

Rod. He be with thee betimes* 

1 Go too,farewell. Doyouheare Rodorlgo} 

Rod. lie fell all my Land. Exit, 

/ago. ThusdoIeuermakcmyFoole,my purfe; , : 

For ! mine owne gain’d knowledge fhould prqphane 
1 fi would cimeexpcnd with luchSnpe, 

But 
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® u t for my Sport,2nd Profit: I hate the Moore, 

And it is thought abroad, that ’ewixt my Chcets 
She ha’s done my Office. I know not it t be true, 
But I, for meerc fufpition in that kindc. 

Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well, 

The better fhall my purpofe worke on him : 

Cajfio's a proper man: Let me fee now. 

To get his Place, and to plume vp my will 
In double Knaucry. How? How? Let's fee. 

After fomc time, to abufe Othello's eares. 

That he is too familiar with his wife: 

He hath a perfoo, and a fmooth difpofe 
To be fufpc&ed: fram'd to make women falfe. 

The Moore is of a frce,and open Nature, 

That thinkes men honeft, that but feeme to be fo. 
And will as tenderly be lead by’th'Nofe 
As Affes are: 

I haue’e: it is engendred : Hell, and Night, 

Muft bring this monftrous Birth, to the worlds light. 


Alius Secundus, ScenaTrima . 


Enter Montan.,and two (j entlemen, 

Mtn, What from the Cape, can you difeerne at Sea? 

1 .Gent, Nothing at all, it is a high wrought Flood: 

I cannot’twixt the Heautn, and the Maine, 

Defcry aSaile. 

Mon. Me thinks,the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaft ne’re ftiooke our Battlements: 

If it hath ruffiand fo vpon the Sea, 

What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them. 
Can hold the Morties. Wbat {hall we heare of this? 

2 A Segregation of the Turkilh Fleet: 

For do but {land vpon the Foaming Shore, 

The chidden Biilow feemes to pelt the Clowds, 

The winde-fhak’d-Surge, with high & monftrous Maine 
Seemes to caft water on the burning Bcare, 

And quench the Guards of ch’euer-fixcd Pole; 

I neuer didlikemolleftationview 
On the enchafed Flood, 

Mtn. ifthattheTurkifhFleete 
Be notenftielcer’d, and embay'd, they are drown’d. 

It is impoflible to besre it out. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

3 Newes Laddes: our warres are done: 

The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Turkes, 

That their defignement halts. ANoble {hip of Venice, 
Hath feene a greeuous wracke and fufierance 
On moft part of their Fleet, 

Tilon. H6w? IsthistrSef 

3 The Ship is hecre put in.* A VerenneffaJMicbaelCajfio 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moore, Othello, 

Is come on Shore . the Moore himfelfe at Sea, 

And is in full Coramiffidri’hecre for Cyprus. 

Mon, Iamgladon’c: 

’Tis a worthy Gouerndutv " 

3 But thSsfame Cajfio, though helpcake of comfort. 
Touching the Turki{h Ioffe, yet he lookes fadly. 

And praye the Moore be fafe; for they were parted 
With fovide andvtolent Tempeft, 

Mon. Pray Heauens he be: 
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For I haue feru’d him, and the man 
Like a full Soldier. Let’s to the Sea-fide fu \ 

As well to fee theVeffcll that’s come in ^ ° 3 ' 

As to throw-out our eyes for braue Othello 
Eucn till we make the Maine, and th’Eriall blew 
An indiftinci regard. Vyr » 

Gent. Come,let’s do fo; 

For euery Minute iscxpc&ancie 
Of more Arriuancie. 

Enter Cajfio. 

Cajfi. Thankesyou, the valiant of the wariit,™ 
That io approoue the Moore: Oh let the Hea , ; * 

Giue him defence againft the Elements Uen * 

For I haue loft him on a dangerous Sea* 

Mon, Is he wcllffiip'd? 

Cttjfio. His Barke is ftoucly Timber’d,and his Pv1„ - 
Ofveric expert, and approu’d Allowance; y ot 

Therefore my hope’s (not furfetced to dea’thi 
Stand in bold Cure, ^ 

Within. ASaile,aSaile,aSaile, 

Cajfio. What noiie ? 

Gent. The Towne is empty; on the brow o’th’S, 
Stand rankes of Pcoplc.and they cry,aSaile. ° Ca 
Cajfio. My hopes do {Rape him for tbeGouernor 
Gent. They do difeharge their Shot of Courted' 
Our Friends, at leaft. * 

C a Jf 10 - I pray you Sir, go forth. 

And giue vs truth who ’tis that is arriu’d. 
gent. I (ball. Exit. 

Mon. But good Lieutenant, is your Genehll wiu’d> 
Cajfio. Moft fortunately: he hath atchieu'd a Maid 
That paragons defcription,and wildeFaroe: 

One that excels the quirkes of Blazoning pens, 

And in th’effentiall Vefture of Creation, 

Do’s tyre the j ngeniuer. 

Enter Gentleman. 

How now? Who ha’s put in? 

gent. ’Tis on dago, Auncient to the Generali. 
CaJJlo. Ha’s had moft fauourable,and happiefpeed: 
Tempells themfclues, high Seas, and howling winder, 
The gutter’d-Rockes,and Congregated Sands, 
Traitors enfteep’d, to endogge the guiklefle Keele, 

As hauing fence ofBeautie, do omit 
Their mortall Natures,letting go fafely by 
The Diuine Defdemona. 

Mon. What is fhe ? 

Cajfio. She that I fpake of: 

Our great Captains Captaine, 

Left in the condudt of the bold lage, 

Wnoftfooting heereanticipatcs our thoughts, 

A Senights fpeed. Great loue, Othello guard. 

And fwell his Saile with thins owne powreful! breath, 
That he may blcffe thisBay with his tall Ship, 
Makeloues quicke pants in Defdemonaes Anr.cs, 

Giue renew’d fire to our extinded Spirits. 

>. : : i niwiffi •• ■ 

Enter Defdemona, Ituro , Rodori^o,md tsEmilia. 

Oh behold, •• * ■ 

The Richesofthe Ship is come on fhore ; 

You men of Cyprus, let her haue your kneesi 
Haile to thee LadiS’i and the grace of Heiiuen 1 , 

Before, behinde thee, and on euery hand 
Enwhecle thee round. 

Def. I thanke you. Valiant Cajfio, 

What tydings can you tell ofrny Lord? 


Cajfio 


liii 
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Ca[* He is not.yec arriu’d,nor know I ought 
gut that he's wcll,and will be (horcly hecre. 

J)cf, Oh,buc Ifeare : 

How loft y°u company ? 

Cajfio. The great Contention of Sea, and Skies 
parted our fellowftiip. But hearken Saile. 

Wtthin. A Saile,a Saile. 

gent. They giue this greeting to the Cictadcll .• 

Xhis likewife is a Friend. 

Cajfio* Sec for the Newes: 

Good Ancient,you are welcome. Welcome Miftris: 
Let it not gaule your patience (good dago) 

That I extend my Manners. Tis my breeding, 

Thatgiucs me this bold (hew of Curcefie. 

lago. Sir, would flic giue you fomuch of her lippes, 

As of her tongue flic oft beftowes on me, 

•You would haue enough. 

T)cf. Alas: fhe ha's no fpcech. 

Iago. Infaith too much : 

I findc it ftill,wbcn I haue leauc to fleepe. 

Marry before your Ladyfliip,I grant, 

She puts het tongue a little in her h^arc. 

And chides with thinking. 

t/Emi/, You haue little caufe to fay fo. 

Iago. Come on, - come on: you are Pictures out of 
doore: Bells in your Parlours : Wilde-Cats in your Kit¬ 
chens -.Saintsin your Iniuries: Diucls being offended : 
Players in your Hufwiferie, and Hufwiucs in your 
Beds. 

Def Oh,fie vpon thee,Slanderer. 

Iago. Nay,itistrue :or elfel amaTurke, 

You rife to play,and go to bed to worke. 

lALmiL You fhall not write my praife. 

Iago • No,let me not. 

c Dejde . What would’ft write ofmc,ifthoufliould'ft 
praife me? 

Iago. Oh,gentle Lady,do not put me too,t, 

Fori am nothing, if not Critical!. 

Def. Cocnc on, aflay. 

There's one gone to the Har hour? 

Iago . I Madam. 

Def. I am not merry : but I do beguile 
The thing I am,by Teeming otherwile. ' 

Come,how would'^I thou praife me ? 

Iago. I am about it,but indeed my inuention comes 
from my pate, as Birdlyme do*s from £rceze,it pluckes 
out Braines and all. But my Mufe labours, and thus fhe 
is deliuer’d. 

If [be beforehand wife: faireneffe,and wit. 

The ones for vfc y the other vfeth tt. 

Def Well prais’d: 

How if fhe be Blacke and Witty ? 

Iago. If fhe be blacke y and thereto hatte a wit; 

Sheie find a whitest hat foil her blackpejfe fit. 

Def. Worfe,and worfe. 

i/EmiL HowifFaire.atid Foolifliy 

Iago. She retteryet wasfooli[h that was fore , 

For eucn her folly he/pt her to an heirc . 

Defde. Thefc are old fond Paradoxes y to make Fooles 
laugh ftlVAlehoufe. What miferable praife haft thou 
for her that's Foule,and Foolifh, 

Iago. There s none fo fettle andfoolifh thereunto , 

But do's fotilepranksyvhich forehand wife-oncs do. 

Defde . Oh heauy ignorance: thou praifeft the worft 
heft. But what praife could’ft thoubeftowon adefer- 
uing woman indeed ?One, that in the authorichy of Tier 


meric, did iuftly put on the vouch of very malice 
fclfc. 

Iago. She that was ever fore >and neuer proud. 

Had Tongue at wilfandyet was neuer loud : 

Neuer lacks Gold^andyet went neuer gay f 
Fled from her wijb y andyet fodnow I may . 

She that being angredher reuenge being nie y 
Tad her wrong flay y and her dtjpleafure flic : 

She that in wifedome neuer was fofraile y 
To change the Cods-he ad for the Salmons taile : 

She that could thinke^d neur difclofe her wind, 

See Suitors following^and not looke behind: 

She was a wight,(tf euerfitch wightes were ) 

Def To do what ? 

Iago. To fuchje Footes . and chronicle fmallBecre . 

Defde. Oh moft lame and impotent condufion. Do 
not Iearne of him ty£millia y though he be thy husband. 
How fay you {Cajfio) is he not a moft prophanejand li- 
berall Counfailor ? 

Cajjio. He fpeakes home (Madam) you may rcllifh 
him more in the Souldier,theii in the Sclioiler. 

Iago . He take* her by the palme ; I, well laid, whif- 
per. With as little a web as this, will I enfnare as great 
a Fly as Cajfio. I fmile vpon her, do: I will giue thee 
in chine owne Courtfhip. You fay true, 'tis fo indeed. 
Iffuch tricks as thefc ftrip you out ofyour Licutchan- 
trie,it had beene better you had not kifs’d your three fin¬ 
gers fo oft,which now againe you are moftapt to play 
the Sirjn, Very good : wellkifs’d, and excellent Curc- 
fie : *tis fo indeed. Yet againe, your fingers to your 
lippes ? Would they were Cluftcr-pipes for your 
fake. 

The Moore I know his Trumpet. 

Cajfit i, Tis truely fo. 

Def. Let’s meetehim, and rrcieuehim. 

Cajfio. Loe,vvhere he comes. 

Enter Othello } and Attendants. 

Orb. 0 ,my faire Warriour. 

*Dcfi My deexe Othello. 

Othe. It giues me wonder great,as my content 
To fee you hecre before me. 

Oh my Soules Ioy .• 

If after euery Tempeft,come fuch Calmcs, 

May the windes blow,till they haue waken’d death : 
And let the labouring Barke climbe hills of Seas 
Olympus high : and duck againe as low. 

As hell’s from Heauen. If it were now to dye, 

Twcre now to be moft happy. For Ifcare, 

My Soule hath her content lb abfoluce, 

That not another comfort like to this, 

Succeedes in vnknowne Fate. 

Def. The Heauens forbid 
But that cur Loues 
And Comforts fhould encreafe 
Euen as our dayes do grow. 

Othe . Amen to rhac(fweet Powers) 

I cannot fpeake enough of this content, 

I e ftoppes me heere; it is too much of ioy. 

And this,and this the greateft difeords be » 

That ere our hearts (hall make. 

Iago. Oh you are well tun’d now: But lie fet downe 
the peggs that make this Muficke,as honeft as I am. 

Othe. 
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Othe. Come: let vs to the Cattle. 

Newts (friend*) our Warres arc done : 

The Tui kea arc drown’d. 

How do’s my old Acquaintance of this Hie? 

(Hony)yoa fhail be well defir’d in Cyprus, 

1 haue lound great louc among’it them. Oh my Sweet, 

I prauleout ot tafhton,and I doatc 

in mine owne comforts. I prythee,good lago, 

Go to the Bay,and dilimbarke my Coffers: 

Bong thou the Matter to the Cittadell, 

he s a good one,and his worthyneffe 

Do's challenge much refpect. Come Defdemona, 

Once more well met at Cyprus. 

Exit Othello and Defdemona. 
lago. Do thou meet me prcfently at the Harbour. 
Come thither, if thou be’ft Valiant,(as they fay bafe men 
being in Loue,haue then aNobilicie in their Natures, 
more then is natiue to them) litt-me; the Lieutenant to 
night watches on the Court of Guard. Firft,I mutt tell 
thee this: Defdemon.t, is dire&ly in loue with him. 

Rod. With him ? Why, ’tis not poflible. 

I ago* Lay thy finger thus: and let thy foule be in- 
ttru&ed. Markemewith what violence fhe firft lou’d 
the Moore,but for bragging^and telling her fantafticall 
lies. To loue him ftdl for prating, let not thydifereet 
heart thinke it. Her eye mutt be fed. And what delight 
(hall Ibe haue to looke on the diuell? When the Blood 
is made dull with the A<tt of Sport, there (houldbe a 
game to enflame it,and togiue Satiety a frc(h appetite. 
Louelincffe in fauour, fimpathy in yeares. Manners, 
and Beauties: all which the Moore is defe&iue in. Now 
for want of thefe requir’d Conucniences, her delicate 
tenderneflewilfindc it felfc abus’d, begin tohcaue the, 
gorge,difrelliflh and abhorre the Moorc,very Nature wil 
i nftruift her in it,and compel! her to fornc (ecpnd choice. 
Now Sir, this granted (as itisamoft pregnant andvn- 
forc’d pofition) who (lands fo eminent in the degree of 
this Forune, as Caffio do’s : a knauc very voluble .• no 
further confcionable,then in pucting on the meere forme 
of Ciuill.and Humaine feeming, for the better compaffc 
ofhis falt,and mod hidden loofe Affe&ion? Why none, 
why none: A flipper, and fubtle knauc ,<* finder of occa- 
fion: that he’s an eye can flampc, and counterfeit Ad- 
uantages,though true Aduantagc neuerprefent it felfc. 
A diuelifh knaue:bsfides,the knauc is handfome,young: 
and hath all thofc requifites in him, that folly and greene 
mindes looke after. Apeftilent compleat knauc,and the 
woman hath found him already, 

Rodo. I cannot belecue that in her, (he’s full of moft 
blefs’d condition. 

lago. Blefs’d figges-end. The Wine (hedrinkes is 
made of grapes. Iftfhee had beene blefs’d, fhee would 
neuer haue lou’d the Moore-.BIefs’d pudding. Didft thou 
not fee her paddle with the palme of his ( hand? Didft not 
marke that ? 

Rid. Yes.thatl did: but that was but curtefie. 

I ago, Leacherie by this hand: an Index, and obfeure 
prologue to the Hiftory ofLuft and foule Thoughts. 
Thcv met fo necrc with their lip,pcs, that their breathes 
embrac’d together. Villanous thoughts Rodorigo , when 
thefe mutabilities fo marlhall the way, hard at hand 
comes the Matter, and maine cxercifc,lh’incorporate 
conclufion ; Pifh. ButSir.beyou rul’d by me. I haue 
brought you from Venice. Watch you tonight: for 
the Command, lie lay’t vpon you. Caffio knowesyou 
not; lie not be farre from you. Do you finde fome oc- 
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cafion to anger Cafio, either by (>eakhj^ 1 7 - 
tainting hi* difcipline, or from What” oth ° Ud ’ ° r 
you plcafc, which the time fliall more fau Of 'l, <0Utf ' 

nitter. ° tat %i»i. 

Rod. Well. 

I ago. Sir,he’s rafh, and very fodaine in Choll 
happely may flrike at yoo,prouoke him that he T ' ant! 
euen out of that will 1 caufe thefe ofCy prus ; / 0r 
Whofe qualification (hall come into no true 
gaine, but by the dilplanting oi Caffio. So fy, a ' 
haue a fhortcr journey to your defues, by the A ^° u 
fhail then haue to prefer^ them. Andtheimp^ 3 ^ 1 
moft profitably remoueef, without the which ih QUl11 
noexpe&ationofour profperitie. Crcvv 

Bgdo. I will do this,ifyou can bring it to anv 
tunity. ^°Ppot. 

/ ago. I warrant thee. Meete me by and bv 
Cittadell. I mutt fetch bis Neceffaries a Shore 7 R 
well, ’ h3IC * 

Rodo. Adieu. 

I ago. That Cajfto louesherj do well beleeu’t - W ‘ 
That (he loues him, ’tis apt,and ofgreac Credite. 

The Moore (how beit that I endure him not) 

Is of a conftant,louing,Noble Nature, 

And I dare thinke,he’lcprouc to Dtfdemona 
A moft deerc husband. Now I do loue her too 
Not outofabfolute Luft, (though peraduenture 
I (land accomptant for as great a fin) 

But partely led to dyctmy Reuenge, 

For that I do fufpefi the luttie Moore 
Hathleap’d into my Seate. The thought whereof 
Doth (like a poyfonous Minerall)gnawmylnwardej: 
And nothing can,or (hall content my Soule 
Till T am eeuen’d with him,wife,for wift. 

Or fayling fo,yet that I put the Moore, 

At leaf! into a Ielpuzie fo (Irong 

That iudgement cannot cure. Which thing todo, 

If this poor? Trafh of Venicc,whom I trace 
For his quicke hunting,ttand the putting on, 
JlehaOcour Michael (fajfio on the hip, 

Abufc him to the Moore, in the right gatbe 
(For I feare Caffio wich my Night-Cape too) 

Make the Moorethankeme,loueme,and rewardrae, 
for making him egregioufly an Afle, 

And pra&ifing vpon hispeace,and quiec, 
Eucntomadnefle. ’Tisheere : but yet confus’d, 
Knaueries plaine facets neuer feene,till vs’d. Exit, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello s 9 Herald with a Proclamation. 

Herald. Ic is Othello V plcafurc, ourNoble andVai 
aru General!* That vpon certaine tydingsnov • -iud,| 
importing the mccre perdicionof the T r ift ?t€ | 
cuery man put himfelfe into Triumph. Some to nec; 

fome to make Bonfires, each man, to what Spert and j 
Reuelshis addition leatkhim. For b<hde .i ic J 
ficiall Newes,ic isthc Celebration of hisNup ah 
much was his plealureHiould be proclaimed. A-h tti* 
ccs are opcn,&there is fuiilibertieorFeafijf r ' 


the <&/£om of,Venice . 


'=7^7houtc of fiue, till the-Bell haue told eleuen. ’ 
glcft tbe Cyprus,and our Noble Generali Othel- 

Exit • 
le* 

Enter OtheRo,befdtmona. Caffio and Attendants. ^ 

Othe. Good Michael, looke youto the guard to nignt 
Let’s teach our fclues that Honourable flop, 
jvjot to out-fport diferetion. 

Caf Z*g0,hath direction what to dp. 
gut notwitbftanding with my perlonall eye 
VV»I11 looke to’t. 

Othe. lagoon moft honett : 

CMtchael, goodnight. To morrow with your earlieft, 

Let me haue fpcech with you. Come my deetcLouc, 
phepurchafe made,the fruites are to enfue, 

That profit’s yet to come ’tweene me,and you. 

Goodnight. £xt1. 

Enter I ago . 

Caf. Welcome Iagotyit mutt :o the Watch. 
lago. Not this houre Lieutenant : ’tis not yet ten 
o’th’clocke. Our Generali caft vs thus carely for the 
loue ofhis Defdemona : Who,let vs not therefore blame; 
hehath not yet made wanton the night with her :and 
(he is fport for lone. 

Caf. She’s a moft exquifite Lady. 
lago. And lie warrant her .full of Game. 

• Caf. Indeed (hes a n ett frefh,anddelicatccreature. 
lago. What an eye fhe ha’s ? 

Methinkes it founds a parley to prcuocation. 

Caf. An inuitingeye: 

And yet me thinkes right modeft. 

lago. Ana when fhe fpcakes. 

Is it not an Alarum to Loue ? 

Caf. She is indeed perfe&ion. 

lago. Well: h 3 ppincfle to theirShectes. Come Lieu¬ 
tenant,! haue a ftope of Wine, andheerewithoutarea 
brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would faine haue a mca- 
fure to the health of blacke Othello. 

Caf. Not to night, good lago, I haue very poorc, 
andvnhappie Braines for drinking. I could well wifli 
Curtefie would inuenc foroe other Cuftomc of enter¬ 
tainment. ■ 

lago. Oh, they are our Friends: but one Cup, lie 
diinke foryo u. 

Cajfio. 1 haue drunke but one Cup to night,and that 
was craftily qualified too ;and behold whac inouation 
it makes heere. lam infortunate in the infirmity, and 
dare not taske my weakenefie with any more. 

lago. What man ? ’Tis anight ofReuds, the Gal¬ 
lants defire it. 
faf. Where are they ? 

lags. Heere,at the doore .* I pray you call them in. 
Caf. lie do’c,but it diflikes me. Exit, 

lago. If I can fatten butone Cup vpon Hina 
With that which he hath dfunkc to night alrcadie, 

He’l be as full of Quarrell.and offence 
As my yong Miflris dogge. 

Now my ficke Foole Rodorigo, 

Whom Loue hath turn’d aimoft the wrong fide out, 

To Defdemona hath to night Carrows’d. 
Potations,pottle-deepe; and he’s to watch. 

Three elfe of Cyprus,Noble fwelling Spiritcs, 

(That hold their Honours in a wary diftance. 

The very Elements of this W arrehke lfle) 1 
Haue I to night flutter’d with (lowing Cups, 

And they Watch too. 
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Now’mongft this Flocke of drunkards 
Am I put to our Caffio in fome A&ion 
That mav offend the Ifle. But here they come. 

i 

Enter Caffio,Montano,md Gentlemen* 
IfConfequencc do but approuc my dreame, . 

My Boate fades freely,both with windc and Srrcamc. 

Caf. ’Fore heauen,they haue giuen me a rowfc already - 
Mon . Good-faith a litle one: not pall a pint,as Tam a 
Souldier. 

lago. Some Wine hoa. 

And let me the C/wnakin clinic flwke r 
And let tnethe Cannakw cltnkg, 

A Souldiers a man : Ghjnavs Itfe's but a fpan, 

Why t hen let a Souldter drinke. 

Some Wine Boycs. 

Caf* Tore Hearten: an excellent Song# 
lago. Ilearndic in England : where indeedthey 
moft^potent in Potting. Tour Dane, your Germaine, 
and your fwag-belly’d Hollander, (drinke hoa) are 
nothing to your Englifh. 

Cajfio* Is your Enghibmen foexquifite in his.urin- 
king ? 

Ugo. Why, hedrinkes you with fiicillitie^yoir Dane 
dead drunke. He fweates nor to ouetthrow your Al- 
maine. Hegiuesyour Hollander a vomit, ere the next 
Pottle can be fill’d. 

Caf. To the health ofour Generali, 

Mon . I am for it Lieutenant; and lie do you Iuftice* 
Jxgo Oh iweet England. 

Ktng Stephen was and^a worthy Peere } 

His Breeches cofi him hut a Crown *, 

He held them Six pence all to da ere, 

With that he cafdthe Tat/or howne % 

He was a wight of high Renowne, 
tAhidthou art hut of low degree : 

’Tis Pride that pulls the Country downe. 

And take thy aw I'd Cloake about t bee* \ 

SomeWinehoa. ? . ./ {■: If 

Caffio . Why this is a more exquifite Song then the o- 
ther. 

lago. Will you heare’tagainc? 

Cafi No: for I hold him to be vnworthy ofhis Places 
that do’s thofe things# Well: beau ns aboue all : and 
there be foules muft be faued, and there be ioulesmuft 
not be failed. 

lago. It’s true,gooa Lieutenant. 

Caf. For mine owne part, no offence to the General!, 
nor any man ofqualitic : I hope robe faued# 
lago. And fo do I too Lieutenant. 

Caffio . I:(but by your leauc)not before me. The 
Lieutenant is to be laued before the Ancient. Let’s haue 
no more ofthis: let'sto our Affaires, Forgiue vs our 
finnes: Gentlemen let’s looke to cut bufinefle. Do not 
thinke GcntlemcnJ am drunke: this is my Ancienc,this 
is my right hand, and this is my left. I am not drunke 
now : I can ftand well enough,and I fpcak’c well enough. 
Gent. Excellent well. 

Cafi Why very well then : you muft not thinke then, 
that I am drunke. 

7/louta. Toch J Platformc (Maficrs)coroe, let’s fee the j 
Watch. 

lago * You fee this Fellow,that is gone before? 

He’s a Souldier, fit to Band by Cafar, 

And giue dire<ftion# And do but fee his vice* 

’Lis to his rertue,a iuft Equinox, 

c c 3 The 
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T he 'Tragedie of Othello 


The one as long a* th’othcr. 'Tispictie of him: 

I feare. the rruft Othello put* him in. 

On fome odde time of hi* infumitie 
Will fhikc this Jfland- 

Mont. But ii he often thus ? 
logo. 'Tis eufcrraore his prologue to his fleepe, 
He’le watch the Horologe a double Set, 

If Drinhe rocke not his Cradle. 

Mont. It were well 
The Generali were put in mind of it: 

Perhaps he fees it not,or his good nature 
Prizes the vertuc that appeares in Cojfie, 

And lookes not on his euills: is not this true i 
Enter Rodorigo. 
logo. How now Rcdorigo ? 

I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Men. And *cis great pitty,that the Noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a Placets his owne Second 
With one of an ingraft lofirmitie. 

It were an honett Action,to fay fo 
To the Moore. 

logo. Not ?,for this faire Ifland, 

I do loue Cajfio well: and would do much 
To cure himofthis euill, Buc hearke whatnoife ? 
Enter Cajjio purfmvg Rodorigo , 

Caf, You Rogue: you Rafcall. 

Mon. What’sthe matter Lieutenant? 

C<tf. AKnaue teach me n>y dutie? lie beatc the 
Knaue intoa Twiggen-Bottle. 

Rod. Beateme? 

Caf. Doft thou pratc,Roguc? 

Mon. Nay,good Lieutenant J 
I pray you Sir,hold your hand. 

Cajfn .Let me go(Sir) 

Or He knocke you o re the Mazard. 

(JMon. Come,come :you’re drunke. 

Cajfio. Drunke? 

logo. Away I fay: go out and cry a Mutinie# 

Nay good Lieutenant. Alas Gentlemen: 

Helpehoa. Lieutenant. Sir Montano : 

Helpe Matters. Heere’s a goodly Watch indeed. 

Who’s that which rings the Bell* Diablo,hoa: 

The Towne will nfe. Fie,fie Lieutcnanc, 

You le be aftiam’d for euer. 

Enter OtkeRo,and Attendants. 

Othe. What is the matter heeic? 

• Mon. I bleed ftill, r am hurt to th’death. He dies, 
Othe. Hold tor your Hues, 

/ao-.Hold hoa: Licu;enant, Sir Montano, Gentlemen: 
Haue you forgot all place of lenfe and dutie? 

Hold. The Generali fpeaks to you : hold for Ihame, 
Oth. Why how now hoa ? From whence arifeth this? 
Are wc turn’d Turkcs ? and to our felues do that 
Which Heauen hath forbid the Ottamittes. 

For Cbrittian fhame,put by this barbarous Brawle: 

He that ttirs next,tocarue for his owne rage. 

Holds his foule hghcr He dies vpon his Motion. 
Silencetlut drcadfull Bell,it frights the ifle. 

From her rropriety. What is the matter,Matters? 
Honett logo that lookes dead with greeuing, 

Speake.- who began this ? On thy loue I charge thee? 

lago. I do not know: Friends all,but now,euennow> 
In Quarter,and in termes like Bride, and Groome 
Deacfling them for Bed: and then,but now: 

(As if fome Planet had vn witted men) 


\ 



Swordsout,and tilting one at others breaftc, 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake 
Any begining to this pccuiflh oddes. 

And would,in Action glorious,! had loft 
Thofe legges.that brought me to a part of it. 

Othe. How comes n(Michae R)you are t j, - 

Caf. I pray you pardon me,I cannotfpcalc *° r 8 0t ? 

Othe. Worthy TAontanofjnu were wont to b* - 
The grauitie,and fiillncfle of your youth : 

The world hath noted. And your name is p rcat 
In mouthes of wifeftCenfure. What’s the matt 
That you vnlace your reputation thus, Cr 

And fpend your rich opinion,for the name 
Of a night*brawler ? Giue me anfwer to it, ’ 

Mon. Worthy Othello,l am hurt to danger 
Your Officer Iago.an mfoimc you. 

While I fparefpeech which fometh'menowoff^j 
Of all that Ido know,nor know I ought Smf ‘ 

By me,that’s faid,o r dene amifle this night, 

Valette lelfe-charine be Tomet'imes a vice 
And to defend our felues,it be a finne 
When violence aflailes v*. 

Othe. Now by Heauen, 

My blood begins my fafer Guides to rule, 

And paflion(hauing my beft iudgemeutcollied) 
Affaics toleadethcway. Iflonccftir, 

Or do but lift this Arme, the beft of you 
Shall fmke in my rebuke. Giue me to know 
How this foule Rout began: Who fet it on. 

And he that is approu’d in this offence, 

Though he had twinn’d with mc,both at a birth, 

Shall loofe me. What inaTowneofwarre, 

Yet wilde,the peoples hearts brim-full offeare, 

To Manage priuate,and domeftickcQaatrell > 

In night, and on theCourt and Guard of fafelic? 
’Tismonftrous: Aj^whobegan’c ? 

Mon. IfpartiallyAffin’d.or league in office, 

Thou dofl deliuet more,or Icflc then Truth, 

Thou art no Souldier. 

lago. Touch me not fo neere, 

I had rather haue this tongue cut from my mouth, 

Then it fliould do offence to MtchaeRCajfit. 

Yet 1 perfwade my fclfc,to fpeake the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it isGenerall; 
Montano and my felfc being in fpeecb. 

There comes a Fcllow.crying out for hclpe, 

And Cajfio following him with determin’d Sword 
To execute vpon him. Sir,this Gentleman, 

Steppes in to Cajfio, and entreats hispaufe: 

My felfc,the crying Fellow did purfue, 

Leaft by hisclamour (as it fo fell out) 

The Towne might fall in fright. Hc,(fwift offoote) 
Ouc-ran my purpofe : and I return’d then rather 
For that I heard the clinke.and fall of Sword s, 

And Cajfio high in oath : Which till to night 
I nere might lay before. When Icamebatke 
(For this was bsiefc)! found them dole together 
At blow,and thruft,euen as againe they were 
When you your felfc did part them. 

More of this ma: ter cannot I report, 

But Men are Men : The beft loneetimes forget, 

Though Cajfio did fome little wrong to him. 

As men in rage ftnke thofe that-wifh them beft, 

Yetfurely Cajfio I beleeuc rcceiu’d 

From him that fled,fome flrange Indignitie, 

Which patience could not paffe. 


Othe. 


the <*5hfoore ofVmice . 


in 


Othe. I know lago 
f j,y honeftie,and loue doth mince this matter, 
piking it light to Cajfio : Cajfio, \ loue thee. 

But neucr more be Officer of mine. 

Enter Defdcmona attended. 

Looke if my gentle Loue be not rais’d vp: 
lie make thee an example. 

Dtf What is the matter (Deere?) 

Othe. AH’# well.Swecting: 

Come away to bed. Sir foryour hurts. 

My felfc will hey our Surgeon. Lead him off: 

Iago,\ 6 oVc with care about the Towne, 

And filencc thofe whom this vil’d brawle diftra&ed. 

Co me Dcfdemona y ’tis the Soldiers life, 

Toihauctheit Balmy {lumbers wak’dt with ftiife. Exit* 
lago . What are you hurt Lieutenant ? 

Caf. I ,paft all Surgery. 
lago . Marry Heauen forbid. 

Caf. Reputation,Reputacion^Reputaticn:Ohlhaue 
loft my Reputation. 1 hauc loft the immortall part of 
(nyfelfe,and what remaincs isbeftiall. My Reputation, 
IagOytny Reputation. 

*Ugo* As I am an honeft man 1 had thought you had 
receiucd fome bodily wound; there is more fence in that 
then in Reputation. Reputation is an idle,andmoft falle 
impofition;oft got without merit, aud loft without de¬ 
feating. You haue loft no Reputation at all,vnlefle you 
repute your fclfe fuch a loofer. What man,there arc 
morewayes to recouer the Generali againe. You arc 
but now caft in his moode,(a punifhment more in poli- 
cie,thenin malice )euen foas one would beatehisof- 
feDceleffe dogge.ro affright an Imperious Lyon. Sue to 
him againe,and he’s yours. 

Caf I will rather fuc tobedefpis’d,thcn todcceiuc 
fo good a Commander, with fo flight,fo drunken,and fo 
indifcrcct an Officer. Drunke ? And fpeake Parrat ? And 
fquabble?Swagger ? Sweare ? And difeourfe Fuftian 
with [ones owne flhadow ? Oh thou invifible fpirit of 
Wine,if thou haft no name to be knowneby, let vs call 
theeDiucll. 

lago. What was he that you follow^ with' your 
Sword ? What had he done to you i 
Caf I know not. 
lago . Is’tpoffible ? 

Caf I remember amaffc ofthings, but nothing di- 
ftin&ly: a Quarrell, but nothing wherefore. Oh,that 
menfhould put an Enemic inthcirmouthes,toftc3lea- 
way their Braincs? that we ihould with ioy, pleafancc, 
reuell and applaufe,transformcour felues into Bcafls. 

lago. Why? Buc you arc now well enough : how 
came you thus rccouered ? 

Caf It hath pleas’d the diuclldrunkenneffe, to giue 
place to the diuell wrath,one vnperfeilncfle, fliewes me 
another to make me frankly defpife my fclfe, 
lago. Come, you are too feuerea Morallcr. As the 
TimCjthe Place,& the Condition of this Country ftands 
I could hartily wifh this had not befalne :but fincc it is,as 
it is, mend it for your owne good. 

CaJ. I will a^ke him for my Place againe,he (hall tell 
me, I am a drunkard : had I as many mouthes as Hydra, 
fuch an anfwer would flop them all. To be now a fen- 
fible man, by and by a FooIc,and prciently a Betft. Oh 
ftrangejEucry inordinate cup is vnblcfs’djand thelngre- 
dicm is a diuell. 




lago. Come, come: good wine, is a good fami!l ar | 
Creature, if it be well vs’d :cxdaimc no more againft if' j 
And good Lieutenant, 1 chinkc, you thinke I lou^ j 
you. 

Cajfio. I haue well approued it, Sir.I drunke? 
lago . You, or any man liuing, m^y be drunke at a 
time man. I tell you what you fhall do : Our General s 
Wifc,is nowthe Generali. J may fay lo ? in this refpedtj 
for tlmhchath deuoted, and giuen vphrmlelte to the 
Contemplation, marker and denotement of her parts 
and Graces. Confeffeyour lelfe freely to her: Impor¬ 
tune her helpe to put you in your place againe. She is 
of lo free, lo kinde, fo apt, fo bleffed a difpofitio^ 
fheholdsita vice in her goodneffe, not to do more 
then flic is requefted. This broken ioynt betweene 
you, and her husband, entreat her to fplincer. And my 
Fortunesagainft any lay worth naming, thiscracke oi‘ 
your Loue, (ball grow ftonger, then it was before. 

You aduifemeweli. * 

lago. I proteft in the finccritie of Loue, and honeft 
kindueffc# ! 

Cajfio . I thinke it freely: and betimes in the mor- 
ning f f will bcfcech the vercuous Dejdemona to vndertake 
for me: I am delperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 

lago « You arc in the right: good night Lieutenant,I 
muft to the Watch. 

Cajfio. GoodnightjhoneftAtg;#. 

Exit Cajfio . 

lago. And what’s he then. 

ThatTaies I play the Villainc? 

When this aduife is free I giue,and honeft, 

Proball to thinking,3nd indeed the courlc 
To win the Moore againe. 

For 'tismoft cafie 

Th’inclyning Dcfdemona to iubduc 

In any honeft Suite. She’s fram’d as fruitefull 

As the ffee Elements. And then for her 

To win the .Moore,were to renownce hisBaptifme, 

All Sec.les,and Simbols ofredeerped fin: 

His Soule is fo enfetter’d to her Loue, 

That fhe may make,vnm.akc 3 do what Ihc lift, 

Euen as her Appetite (hall play the God, 

With his weakcFun&ion. How am I then a Villainc, 

To Counfcll Cajfio to this paralcll courfc, 

Diretftly to his good? Diuinitie of hell. 

When diuds will the blackeft finnes put on. 

They do fuggeft atfirft withheaucnly fhewes. 

As I do now. For whiles this honeft Foole 
Plies Defdcmona, to repaire his Fortune, 

And fhe for hirR,plcades ftrongly to the Moore, 
lie powre thir^eftilencc into hiseare : 

That fhc repeales him,for her bodies Luft f 
And by how much fhc ftriues to do him good, 

She fhall vndo her Crcdite with the Mooie* 

So will I turne her vertuc into pitch. 

And out of her owne goodneffe make the Net, 

That fhall cn-mafb them all. 

How now Rodorigo } 


Eater ‘Rgdorigo* 

Rodorigo . I do follow hcerc in the Chace, not j 
like a Hound that hunts, but one that fillcs vp the j 
Crie. My Money is alwioft fpenr; I haue bin tonight j 
exceedingly well Gudgell’d: And I thinke the iffuc ] 

t t 3 will ( 
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The Tragedie of Othello 


will bee* I fha 11 hauc fo much experience for my paines; i 
Andfo, with no money at all, and a little more Wit, re- ! 
turne againe to Venice. 

I ago. How poorc are they that hauc not Patience ? 
What wound did cuer heaie but by degrees? 

Thou know’ll we workc by Wit,and not by Witchcraft 
And Wit depends on dilatory time: 

Dos’c not go wdl ? Caffio. hath beaten thee, 

And thou by that fmali hurt hath cafheer’d Caffio: 

Though other things grow faire againft theSun, 

Yet Fruices that bloflbmc firft, will firft be ripe : 

Content thy felfe, a-while. 1 ntroth ’tis Morning; 
Pleafure, and A6Hon,Tnakc thehoures feemc fhorr. 

Retire thee, go where thou art Billited ; 

Away, I fay, thou (bait know more heercafter : 

Nay get thee gone. Exit Rodorigo. 

Two things are to be done : 

My Wife muft moue for Ca/fto to her Mi (iris: 
lie fet her on my felfe, a while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him iumpe, when he'may Caffio findc 
Soliciting his wife: ^that’s the way : 

Dull not Dcuice, by coldncffe,and delay. Exit. 


oJctus Tertius. Seen aT rim a. 


Procure me fome accefle. - 

lago. He fend her to you prefently • 

And He dcuife a meane to draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your conuerfe and btifi nc{ r. 
Maybe more free. 

CaJfiB. I humbly thankc you for’t. Itfcuerknew *** 
A Florentine more kindc,and honeft.j 
Enter ty£mtlta. 


v£mil. Goodmorrow(good Lieutenant 1 ) I am r 

For your difpleafure: but all will fure be well. 0tt * { 

The Generali and hit wife are talking of it 

And (he fpeakes for you ftoutly. The Moore renl’ 
That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus P ^ 
And great Affinitie : and that in wholfomc tyjf ec | 

He might not but refufe you.But he proteftshe 1 0 ^ 
And needs no other Suitor, but his likings Ucs you 
To bring you in againe. 

Caffio. Yet I befecch you. 

If you chinkc fir, or that it may be done, 

Giueme aduantageeffome brecfcDifcourfe 
Whh'Defderxon alone. 

t ALmd. Pray you come in: 

I will beflow you where you dial! haue time* 
Tofpeakeycut bofomcfrecly* 

Caffio . I am much bound to you. 


Enter Caffio y MnJttians>and Clown *, 

Caffio. Mailers,play heere,I wil content your paints, 
Something that’s briefe: and bid,goodmorrow Gener al. 

Clo. Why Matters,haue your Inftrumencs bin in Na¬ 
ples, that they fpeakc fch’Nofe thus ? 

Afttf How Sir? how? 

Clo. Are thefel pray you,winde Inftruments? 

Irluf I marry are they fir. 

Clo. Oh,thereby hangs a tale. 

Muf. Whereby hangs a tale, fir ? 

Clow. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrument that I 
know. But Matters,hcere’s money for you :and the Ge¬ 
nerali fo likes your Mufick, that he defircs you for loues 
fake to make no more noife with it. 

Muf. WeilStr,we will not. 

Clo. If you haue any Muficke that may net be heard, 
too’c againe. But (as they fay)to heare Muficke,the Ge¬ 
nerali do’s not greatly care. 

Afuf. We h3ue none fi:ch, fir. 

Clow. Then put vp your Pipes in your bagge, for lie 
away. Go,vanifh into ay re,away. Exit Mu. 

Caffio Daft thou heare me, mine horfefbFriend ? 

Clo. No, l heare not your honed Friend : 

I heare you. 

C«ffio. Pry thee keepe vp thy Quillets, thcr’s a pcore 
peececfcGold tor thee: if the Gentlewoman that attends 
the Generali be ftirring, tell her, there’s one Caffio en¬ 
treats her a little fauour of Speech. Wilt thou do this? 

Clo. She is ftirring fir: if fhe will flirre hither, I (ball 
feemc to notific vnto her. Exit Clo . 

Enter I ago. 

In happy time, I ago. 

Jago. You haue not bin a-bed then? 

Caffio .Why no : the day had broke before we parted. 

I haue made bold (lago) to fend in to your wife : 

My fime to her is, that fhe will to yerivou*Defdemona 


Scoena Secunda. 


Snter Othello, lago^and Gentlemen. 

Otbe. Thcle Letters giuc {lago) to the Pylot, 

And by him do my duties to the Senate: 

That done, I will be walking on the Workes, 

Repaire there to mee. 

Iitgo. Well,rny good Lord, lie doo’t. 

Oth. This Fortification (Gentlcmen)(hallv»efee , t? 
Cent. Well waite vpon your Lordihip. Exeunt 


Sccena Terlia. 


Snter Defdemona . CaJfo,and ^Emilia. 

Qef. Be thou a (lur’d (good Caffio) I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

tsEmil. Good Madam do : 

I warrant it greeues my Husband, 

As if the^caufe were his. 

Def Ob that’s an honeft Fellow,Do not doubt Caffio 
But I will haue my Lord, and you againe 
j As friendly as you were. 

1 Caffio. Bounteous Madam, 

What euer (hall become of tJMichaeiCaffio, 

He’s neuer any thing but your true Seruant. 

Def. I know’t: I thanke you: you do louemy Lord: 
You haue knownc him long,and be you well affur’d 
He (hall in ftrangenefle ftand no farther off. 

Then in a politique diftance. 

Caffo. I, but Lady, 

That policie may cither laft fo long. 

Or feede vpon filch nice and watcrifh diet. 

Or breede it felfe fo out of Circumftances, 

That I being abfent, and my place fupply’d. 

My Generali will forget my Loue,and Seruice. 

Def. Do not doubt thatj before vEmilia here. 
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1^555 warrant of thy place. Affure thee, 
do vow a friendfifip, Ue perfprme it 
roche laft Article. My Lord iliall neuer reft, 
j. him tame, and talke him out of patience j 

His Bed (hall feemc a Schook, hi$ Boord a Shrift, * •. 

He intermingle cuery thing he do’s 
VVith Cajm*fy\t c,: Therefore be merry Cajfio , 
por thy Solicitor (hall lather dye* 

Then giuc thy caufcjaway* 

Enter Othello.and I/qpu 
Madam,hecrc comes my^.urd, - 
Caffio. MadamjU tak£ my leau^ . »'■ 

Why ft ay,and heare me fpcakr. 

Caffo* Madam,not now: 1 am very ill at cafe, 

Vnfit for mine ownc purpofes. :■ 

ff)ef. Well, do your d.fcretion. Exit Cdffur. 

Jago . Hah? Hike not that, 

Oihel. Whacdoft thou fay ? 

Jago. Nothing my Lord; or if —^*1 know not what. 
Oihel. Was not that Caffio parted from my wife ? 

Jago. Cajfo my Lord? No furej cannot chinkc it 
That he would fteale away fo guiity-likc. 

Seeing your camming. 

Oth , I do belceue ’tvvas he. 

Def How now my Lord ? 

I haue bin talking w’th a Suitor hcerc, 

A man that languifhcs imyowr difpleafure. 

Otht Whois'c you meane? 

Def. Why your Lieutenant C a jf lQ: Good my Lord, 
if 1 haue any grace,or power to moue you. 

His prefent reconciliation take. 

For if he be not one, that truly louesyou. 

That erres in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
lhaue no judgement in an honeft face. 

I prythee call him backe. 

Oth. .Went he hence now? 

Def. I footh j fo humbled. 

That he hath left part of his greefe with mce 
Tofuffcr with him. Good Loue, call him backe. 

Othel. Not now (fweet Defdemon) fomc other time. 
Def But {hall’c be fhortly ? 

Oth. The fooner (Sweet) for you. 

Def. Shairt be to night,at Supper? 

Oth. No,not tonight. 

Def. To morrow Dinner then ? 

Oth. I (hall not dine at home: 

ImcetetheCaptaincsat thcCittadcll. 

Def. Why then to morrow night,on Tuefday morne, 
On Tuefday noonc, or night; on Wenfday Morne. 

1 pry thee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes. Infaith hcc’s penitent: 

And yet his Trelpafle, in our common reaion 
(Sauc that they fay the warres muft make example) 

Out of her bed, is not aimoft a fault 

Tcncurre a priuate chccke. When fhall he come ? 

Tdlm t Othello. I wonder in my Soule 
What you would aske me, that I fhould deny, 

Or ftand fo manuring on? What ? Michael Caffio. 

That came a woing wirh you ? and lo many a time 
(When lhaue fpokeofyou difpraifingly) 

Hath tane your part, to hauc fomuch to do 
To bring him in?Truft me, 1 could do much. 

Oth. Pry thee no more; Let him come when he will: 
I will deny thee nothing, * 

Def. Why, this is not a Boone: 


Tis as I (hould entreate you wcare your Glcucs, 

Or feede on nourifhing di(he$, or keepe you warme* 

Or fue to you,to do a peculiar profit 
To your owne perfon. Nay, when I hauc a iuitc 
Wherein I mc3ne to touch your Loue indeed, 

}c fhall beffill.of poize, and difficult Waight, 

And fca;c^u!l CQ be granted. 

Oth'. i will deny thee nothing. 

Whereon, I do beieech thee, grant me this. 

To leaueme but a little to my felfe. 

Def Shall I deny you ? No; farewell my Lord. 

Oth. .Farewell my Defdemona^ lie come to thee ftrait. 
T>ef Emilia come; be as your Fancies teach you ; 
What ere you be, I am obedient. Exit. 

Oth. Excellent wretch ; Perdition catch my Soule 
But I do loue thee: and when ] loue thee npt. 

Chaos is come againe. 

I a go. My Noble Lord. 

Oth. What deft then fa yjagofi 
I ago. Did Mtchacl Caffio 
When he woo’d my Lady, know ofyeur loue ? 

Oth. He did, from firft to laft :• 

Why doft thou aske ? 

I ago. But for a fatisfa£lion ot my T heught, 

No further harme. 

Oth. Why of thy thought Jago'i 

Iago. 1 did not thinkc he had acquainted with hir. 

Oth. Oycs^nd went bccwccne vv very olt. 

I age. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed?! indeed. Difccrn’lUhou ought in that? 
Is he not honeft ? 

Iago. Honeft, my Lord C 
Oth. Honeft/1,Honeft. 

I ago. My Lord, for ought I know. 

Oth. What do’ft thou thinke ? 
lago. Thinke, my Lord ? 

Oth. Thinke,my Lord? AHs>thoi!ecchos’t me ^ 

As if there were iome Monftcr in thy thought 

Too hideous to be fhe wne. Thou doft mean fomthing : 

I heard thcc fay euen now, thou lik’ft not that, 

When Caffio k(i my wife. What didd’ft not like ? 

And when I told thee, he was of my Counfadc, - 
Ofmy whole courfe of wooing; thou criecfft, Indecde ? 
And didd’ft contrail, and purle^hy brow together. 

As if thou then hacbfft fhut vp in thy Braine 
Some horrible Conceite. Ifthou do’fl loue me. 

Shew me thy thought. 

lago. My Lord,you know I loueyou. 

Oth. I thinke thou do’ft : 

And for I know thou’rt full of Loue, and Honeftie, 

And weigh’d thy words before thou giu’ft them breath, 
Therefore thefe ftops of thine, fright me the more: 

For fuch things in a falfc difloyall Knaue 
AvecrickesofCuftome: but in a man that’s iuft, 

T’neyTe clofc dilations, working from the heart. 

That Paflion cannot rule. 

lago. For Michael Cafsio, 

I dare be fworne, I thinke that he is honeft. 

Otb . I thinke lo too. 

lago. Men (hould be what they feemc, 

Or thofe that be nor, would they might feemc none. 

Oth. Certainc, men fhould be what they feemc. 

Jago. Why then I thinke Cafstos an honeft man. 

Oth. N 3 y,yct there’s more in this? 

Tprythcefpeake to me, as to thy thinkings, 

As thou doftruminatc,and giuc thy woifl ofthoughes 

The 
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TbeTm gedie of Othello 


The worft of words. 

lago Good my Lord pardon me. 

Though T am bound to cucry A 61 e of autic, 

I am not bound to that: AHSiaues arc free: 

Vttcr my Thoughts? Why fay,they arcvild,and falcc? 
As where’s that Palace, whereinto foule thing* 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who ha’s that breah fo pure. 
Wherein vncleanly Apprehenfions 
Keepe Lectes, and Law-dayes, and in Seffions fit 
With meditations lawfull ? 

Oth. Thou do’ft confpire againft thy Friend [/ago') 
Ifthou but think’ft him wrong d, and mak’ft his eare 
A ftranger to thy Thoughts. 

lago. I dobefeech you. 

Though I perchance am vicious in my guefle 
(As I confeffe it is my Natures plague 
To fpy into Abufes, and of my icaloufie 
Shapes faults that are not) that your wifedome 
From one, that fo impcrfeftly conceits, 

Would take no nocice, nor build your felfe a trouble 
Out of his fcattcririg, and vnfure ebferuance: 

1 It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my Manhood, Honefty, and Wifedome, 

To let you know my thoughts. 

Oth. What doft thou meane ? 
lago. Good name in Man, & woman(decre my Lord) 
Is the immediate lewel! of their Soules; 

Who fteales my purfe, fteales crafh: 

’Tis fomething,nothing; 

Twas mine,'tis hi*, and has binfiaue tothoufands: ■ 

But he that filches from me my good Name, 

Robs me of that,which not enriches him. 

And makes me poorc indeed. 

Oth. He know thy Thoughts. 

lago. You cannot, lfmy heart were in your hand. 

Nor (hall not, whil’ft *cis in my cuftodie. 

Oth. Ha/ 

lago. Oh, beware my Lord, of icaloufie, 

It is the greene-ey’d Monfter, which doth mocke 
The meate it feeds on. That Cuckold Hues in blifle. 

Who ccrtaine of his Fate, loues not his wronger; 

But oh, what damned minutes >els he ore. 

Who dotes, yet doubts: Sufpe£ts,yet foundly loues ? 
Oth. O miferie, 

lago, Poore, and Content, is rich, and rich enough, ( 
But Riches fincleffc, is as poorc as Winter, 

To him thaceuerfcareshefhatlbe poore.* 

Good Hcauen, the Soules of all my Tribe defend 
From lealoufie. 

Oth• Why? why is this ? 

Think’ft thou, rid make a Life of Icaloufie; 

T o follow ftill the changes of the Moone 
Withfrefh lufpitions ? No : to be once in doubt. 

Is to be refolu’d : Exchange me for a Goat, 

W hen l (hall turne the bufinefle of my Soule 
To fuch exufflicate, and blow’d Surmifcs, 

Matching thy inference. Tis not to make me Iealious, 

To fay rny wife is faire, feeds well, loues company. 

Is free of Speech, Sings, Piayes,and Dances: 

Where Vcrcuc is, thefc are more vertuous. 

Nor from mine owne weake nierites,will I draw 
The fmallcft feare, or doubt ofher reuolt. 

For fhe had eyes, and chofc me. No lago, 
lie fee before I doubt; when I doubt, proue; 

And on the proofe, there is no more but this. 

Away at once with Loue,or Icaloufie. 


la- I am glad of this: For new J ft,ali i 
To Ihew the Loueano Duty that I bearc v*'" Cte, k |J 
With banker fpitit. Theref6rr(asl ambeuU 
Receiuc it from me. I fpeake not yet ofproof 
Looke to your wife, obferuc her well with Cr 
Weare your eye?, thus: not Iealious, nor *tcu ’ 

1 would not haueyour free, and Noble NamJ* ' 

Out of felfe-Bounty, be abus’d : Looke too’t 

I know our Country difpofition well-:* 

In Venice, they do let Heaucn fee theprankes 
They dare noc Ihcw their Husbands. 

Their beft Confcience, 

Is not to leauc’t vndone, but kept vnknowm* 

Oth. Doft thou fay fo? * 

/ago. She did deceiueher Father, marrying vo.. 
And when Ihc feem’d to fhake.ar.d feareyom u 0 l ’ 
She lou’d them moft. KtI * 

Oth. And fo fhe did. , 

lago. Why go too then: 

Shcethat fo young conld giueoutfuchaSeeming 
To feele her Fathers eyes vp, clofc as Oake, 8 
He thought ’twas Witchcraft. 

But I am much too blame: 

1 humbly do bcfeech you of your pardon 
For too much louing you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee for cuer. 

lago. I fee this hath a little dalh’d.your Spirit*; 

Oth. Notaiot,notaiot. 

lago. Trull rae,I feare it has: 

I hope you will confider what is fpoke 
Comes from your Loue. 

But I do fei y’are rnoou’d : 

I am to pray you, not to ftraine my fpecch 
To groflet iflues, nor to larger reach. 

Then to Sufpition. 

Oth. I will not. 

lago, Should you dofo(my Lord) 

My ipeech fhould fall into iiich vilde lucceffe. 

Which my Thoughts aym’d noc. 

C.JJto 'smy worthy Friend: 

My Lord. I fee y’are mou’d. 

Oth N‘>,not much mou’d: 

I do not thinke but Defdemona s honeft. 

lago Long Hue fhe fo; 

And long hue you to thinke fo. 

Oth. And yet how Natuic erring from it felfe. 
logo. I, there’* the point: 

As (to be bold w thyou) 

Not to affeiftmany propofed Matches 
Ot her owne Clime, Complexion, and Degree, 
Whercio wr fee in all thing*,Nature tends: 

Fob, one may find in luch,a will moft ranke, 

Foule difpr ©portions, Thoughts Vnnaturall. 

But (pardon roe) I do not in pofition 
DiftinfUy fpeake of her, though 1 may feare 
Her will, rccoyling to her better iudgetnenc, 

May fal to match you with her Country formes. 

And happily repent. 

Oth . Farcweli,farewell: 

If more thou doft perceiue, let me know mate: 

Sec on thy wife to obferue. 

Leaue me lago. 

lago. My Lord,I take my leaue. 

Othtl. Why did 1 marry? 

This honeft Creature (doubtleffe) 

Secs,tnd knowes more,much more then he vnfblds. 

Uft 
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lago. My Lord, I would 1 might incrcat your Honor 
fo fcan this thing no farther: Leaue it to time, 
Although.’tis fit that Cajfto haue his Place ; 
p 0 r fure he filles it vp with great Ability; 
yet if you pleafe, to him off a-while: 

You (ball by that perceiue him,and hismeanes: 
fjote if your Lady ftraine his Entertainment 
With any ftrong, or vehement imporcunitie, 

Much will be feene in that: In the meane time. 

Let me be thought too bufie in my feares, 

(As worthy caul'el haue to feare I amj 
And hold her free, I do befccch your Honor. 

Oth. Feare not my gouernment. 

lago. I once more take my leaue. Exit. 

Cth. This Fellow’s of exceeding honefty. 

And knowes all Quantities with a learn’d Spirit 
Of humane dealings. If I do proue her Haggard, 
Though that her Seflcs were my deere heart-lirings, 
fid whiftle her off, and let her downe the winde 
Jo prey at Fortune. Haply, for I am blacke, 

And haue not thofe foft parts ofConuerfation 
ThatChamberers haue -.Or for I am declin’d 
Into the vale ofycares (yet that’s not much) 

Shee’s gone . I am abus’d, and my releefe 
Muft be to loath her. Oh Curfe of Marriage! 

That wc can call thefe delicate Creatures ours. 

And not their Appetites? I had rather be a Toad, 

And liue vpon the vapour of a Dungeon, 

Then keepe a corner in the thing I loue 

For others vfes. Yet ’cis the plague to Grcat-ones, 

Prerogatiu’d ai e they lefle then the Bafe, 

’Tis deftiny vnihunnable, like death: 

Euen then, this forked plague is Fated to vs. 

When we do quicken. Looke where fhe comes: 

£ titer Dejdemona and esEmilia* 

Iffbe be falfe, Heaucn mpek’d it felfe: 
lie not bcleeuc’c. 

Def. How now, my dectcOthello} 

Your dinner, and the generous Iflanders 
Byyouinuited, do attend your prefence. 

Oth. I am coo blame. 

Def. Why do you fpeake fo faintly ? 

Are you not well? 

Oth. 1 haue a paine vpon my Forehead, hcere. 

Def. Why that’s with watching, ’twill away againe. 
Let me but binde it hard, within this houre 
It will be well. 

Oth. Your Napkin is too little: 

Letitalone: Come,lIe go in with you. Exit. 

Def. 1 am very forry that you are not well. 
v£mil. I am glad I haue found this Napkin: 

This was her firft remembrance from the Moore, 

My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo’d me to fteale it. But (he fo loues the Token, 

(For he coniur’d hcr,fhe fhould cuet keepe it) 

That fherefetues it euermore about her, 

To ki(Te,and talke too. lie haue the worke tane out, 

And giu’t lago: what he will do with it 
Heaucn knowes, not I: 

I nothing, but to pleafe his Fantafie. 

Enter lago. 

lago. How now ? What do you heere alone ? 
t/£>nil. Do not you chide: I haue a thing for you. 


lago. You haue a thing for me? 

It is a common thing —— 

Hah? 

lago. Tohaueafoolifh wife. 
ts£mil. Oh, is thac all ? What will you giue me now 
For that fame Handkerchiefe. 
lago. What Handkerchiefe? 
ts£mil. What Handkerchiefe ? 

Why that the Moore firft gaue to Defdemona , 

That which fo often you did bid me tteaje. 
lago. Haft flolne it from her ? 
ts£mil. No: but fhe let it drop by negligence. 

And to th’aduantage, I being heere, took’t vp: * 
Looke, heere ’tis. 

lago. A good wench, giue it roe. 
ts£mil. What will you do with’t, that you h2ue bene 
fo carneft to haue me filch it ? 

lago. Why,whac is chat to you? 
tsEmil. If it be noc for fome purpofe of import, 
Giu’t me againe. Poore Lady,fhee’l run mad 
When fhe fhalllackeit. 

lago. Be nor acknowne on’t: 

I haue vfe for it. Go,leaue me. Exit tsEmil. 

I will in Caffids Lodging loofc this Napkin, 

And let him finde it. Trifles light as ay re, 

Arc to the iealio'ts, confirmations ftrong, 

As proofes of holy Writ. This rosy d# fomething. 

The Moore already changes with my poyfon : 
Dangerous conceites, are in their Natures poyfons. 
Which at the firft are fcarfe found to diftafle: 

But with a little a£le vpon chc blood, 

Burne like the Mines of Sulphure. I did fay fo. 

Enter Othello. 

Looke where he comes: Not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the dro wfie Syrrups of the world i 
Shall euer medicine thee to that fweetefleepi 
Which thou owd’ft yefterday. 

Oth. Ha,ha,f3!fetomce? * 1 

lago. Why how now Genera 11 ? No more of that. 
Oth. Auant,be gone; Thou haft fee me on the Rackc-' 
I fwearc’tis better to be much abus’d. 

Then but to know t a little. 
lago. How now,my Lord? 

Oth. What fenfe had I,in her ftolne houres ofLuft? 

I faw’t Dot, thought it not :it harm’d not me : 

1 flept the next night well,fed well, was free, and metric. 
I found not Caffto's kiffes on her Lippes: 

He that is robb’d,nor wanting what is ftolne, 

Let him noc know’t,and he’s not robb’d at all, 
lago. I am fo rr y t o hea re thi s ? 

Oth. 1 had beene happy, if the generall'CaropCjl 
Pyoners and all, had rafted her fweerBody, ( . 

Sol had nothing knowne. Oh now,for euer ' 

Farewell the Tranquil! minde; farewell Content; 
Farewell the plumed Troopes, and thebigge Warref, 
Thavmakcs Ambition, Vertue t Oh farewelh, 

Farewell the neighing Steed, and the Airill Trurope, 

The Spirit-flirting Drum, th’Eare-piercing Fife, 

The Royall Banner.and all Qualitie, 

Pride, Pompe,and Circumftance of glorious Warre; 
And O youmortall Engines, whofe rude throttes 
Th’immortall loues dread Clamours, counterfet. 
Farewell: Othello's Occupation’s gone. 
lago. Is’cpofltblc.my Lord? 

Oth. Villaine, be fure thou proue my Lone a Whore; 
Be fure of it: Giue me the Occular proofe. 

Or 
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The Tragedie of Othello 


Or b y the worth of mine eteraall Soule, "f 
Thou had’ft bin beater hauc bin borne a Dog 
Then anfwer my wak’d wrath. 

Iago. Is’c come to this ? 

Oth. Mak&metofec’t: or (atthelcaft) foproucit. 
That the probation beare no Hindge,nor Loopc, 

To hang a doubt on: Or woe vpon thy life. 

Iago, My Noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doft flanderhcr, and torture me, 

Neuer pray mote: Abandon allremorfe 
On Horrors head, Horrors accumulate: 

Do deeds to make Hcaucn weepe, all Earth amaz’d} 

For nothing canft thou to damnation adde. 

Greater then that. 

Istgo. OGrace! O Heaucn forgiue me! 

Are you a MtytfHaue you a Soule? or Senfe ? 

God buy you: take mine Office. Oh wretched Foole, 
That lou’ft to make thine Honcfty,a Vice! 

Oh monftrpiis world! Take note, take note (O World) 
To be dire& and honeft, is not fafe, 

I thanke you for this profit, and from hence 
lie Ioue no Friend, fith Louc breeds fuch offence. 

Oth. N?y flay : thou ftiould’ft be honeft. 

Iago. I ftiould be wife; for HoncftieVa Foole, 

And loofes that it workes for. 

Oth - By the World, 

I thinke my Wife be honeft, and thinkeihe is not: 

I thinke that thou art iuft, and thinke thou art not: 

He haue foroe proofe. My name that W2$ as frclh 
As Diant Vifage,is now begrim’d and blacke 
Asmineowneface. IftherebcCords,orKniues, 
Poyfon,or_Fife,or fuffocating ftreames, 
lie not indurc it. Would I were fatis fied. 

. Iago. Lfee you are '•aten vp with Paffion: 

I do repent me, that I ptit it to you. 

You would be Satisfied ? ! 

Oth. Would? Nay, and I will. 

Iago. And m 3 y: but how? How fatisfied, my Lord ? 
Wouid yoitebe fuper-vifion groffely gape on ? 
Beholdher-top’d ? 5 

Oth. Death,anddamnation. Ob! 

Iago. It were a tedious difficulty ,1 thinke. 

To bring them to that Profpoft: Damne them then. 

If euctteoccali eyes do fee them boulfter 
More then their owne. What then?How then ? 

.What fjhdli fay? Where’sSatisfa£lion? 

It is impoffible you ftiould fee this. 

Were they .as prime as Goates, as hot as Monkeyes, 

As fait as Wolues in pride, and Fooles as groffc 
As Ignorance, made dtnuke. But yet ,1 fay, 

If imputaabhijandftreng circumftances, 

Which leadc’chrcfyy to'the doore ofTruth, 

Will giue you'fatisfadliori, you might haue’t. 

Oth. Giue me a liuing.reafon fine’s difloyall, 

. Iago.il ftp not like the Office. 

But fuh I affi entred -i nth is caufe fo farre 
(Prick’d fle'S’Lby foohfli Honcfty, and Loue) 

I will go oh, I lay with Caffio lately, Y 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, 

I conlchWtlleepe. There are a kinde of men. 

So loofe of Soule, that in their fleepes will mutter 
Their Affayres: one of this kinde is Caffio : 

In fleepe I heard him fay, fwcet Defdemona , 

Let vs be wary, lee vs hide our Loues, 

A ndthen (Sir)would he gripe, and wring my band : 

Cry, oh fweet Creature: then kiffemc hard, 


As if he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes, 

That grew vpon ray lippes, laid his Leg 0remvT ,. , 
And figh,anci kiffc, and then cry curfed Fate 7 * 

That gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O monftrous ImonftrousJ 
Iago. Nay, this was but his Dreame. 

Oth. But this denoted a fore-gone conclufio 
’Tis a fhrew’d doubt, though it be but a Dreame* 

Iago. And this may helpe to thicken other JLc 
That do demonftrate thinly. ” P roof «, 

Oth. He teare her all to peeces. 

Iago. Nay yet be wife; yet we fee nothing done 

She may be honeft yet: Tell me but this, * 

Haue you not fonictimcs feene a Handkerchicfe 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your wiues hand ? 

Oth. I gaue her fuch a one: ’twas my firft 
Iago. 1 know not that: but fuch a Handkerchief 
(I am fureit was your wiues) did I to day 
See Caffio wipe his Beard with, 

Oth. Ifitbethat. 

Iago. If it be that, or any, it was her*. 

It fpeakes againft her with the other proofes. 

Othel. O'that the Slaue had forty thoufandliuet • 
One is too poore, too weake for my reuenge. 

Now do I fee ’tis true. Lookc bcere Iago, 

All my fond Ioue thus do I blow to Htauen. ’Tis g on 

Arife blackc vengeance, from the hollow hell, ° ‘ 

Yeeld vp (O Louc) thy Crowne, and hearted Throne 
Totyrannous Hate. Swell bofome with thy fraught 
For ’tis of Afpickes tongues. 

Iago. Yet be content. 

Oth. Oh blood, blood, blood, 

Iago. Patience I fay : your rnindc may change, 

Oth. Neaer Iago. LiketothePonticke Sea, 
Whofe Icie Current, and compulfiue courfe, 

Ncu’r keepes retyringebbe, but keepcs due on 
T o the Proponticke, and^^^lellefpont: 

Euenfomy bloodyth$ugBts» with violent pace 
Shall neu’r lookc bafi&^#^>be to humble Loue, 
Till tlfat a capcablc, and wide Reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond Marble Hcauen, 

In the due reuerence of a Sacred vow, 

1 hecre engage my words. 

Iago. Do not rife yet: 

Witneffeyou euer-burning Lights aboue. 

You Elements, that clip vs round about, 

Witncffe that hcere Iago doth giue vp 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 

To wrong’d Othello’s Seruice, Let him command,! 
And to obey fihall be in me remorfc. 

What bloody bufineffe euer. 

Oth. I greet thy loue, 

Not with vaine thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will vpon the inftant put thee too’t, 

Within thefe three day.es let me heatc thee fay, 

That Caffio'f, ootaliue. 

Iago. My Friend is dead j 
’Tis done at your Requeft. 

But let her line. 

Oth. Damne her lewde Minx: 

O damne her, damne her. 

Come go with me a-part, I will withdraw 
To furnifh me with fome fwife mcanes of death 
For the faire Diucll. 

Now art thou my Lieutenant. 

Iago. I am your owne for euer. 
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Sccena Qmrta* 


Enter Defslcmona, i&milta.and Cloven. 
j)ef. Do you know Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caffio 

lyes ? 

’ Clow. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Def. Why man? 

Clo. He’s a Soldier, and for me to fay a Souldier lyes, 

-cisftabbing. 

JJef. Go too : where lodges he? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tel you where 

I lye. 

Def Can any thing be made of this? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for mee to de- 
pife a Iodging,.and fay he lies hcere, or he lies there,were 
t0 lye in mine owne throat. 

Def. Can you enquire him out ? and be edified by re¬ 
port? 

r Clo. I will Catechize the world for him,that is,tnake 
Qucftions,and by them anfwer. 

Def. Scekc him, bidde him come hither ; tell him, I 
hauemoou’d my Lord on his bchalfe, and hope all will 
be well. 

Clo. To do this,is within the compafie of mans Wit, 
and therefoie I will attempt the doing it. Exit flo. 

Def Where ftiould I loofe the Handkerchief:, 
milial 

^/Emil. I know not Madam. 

Def. Belecue me, I had rather haue loft my purfe 
Full of Cruzadocs. And but my Noble Moore 
Is true of minde, and made of no fuch bafeneffe, 

As iealious Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill-thinking. 

^ mil. Is he not iealious? 

Def. Who,hc? I thinke the Sun where he was borne, 
Drew all fuch humors from him. 

Looke where he comes. 

Enter Othello. 

Def. I will not leaue him now, till Caffio be 
Call’d to him. How is’t with you, my Lord? 

Otb. Well my good Lady.Oh .hardncstodiffemblcI 
How do you, Defdemona ? 

Def. Well,my good Lord. 

Oth. Giue me your hand. 

This hand is moift my Lady. 

Def. It hath felt no age, nor knowne no forrow. 

Otb. This argues fruitfulneffc, and libcrall heart: 

Hot, hot,and moyft. This hand of yours requires 
A fequeftcr from Liberty: Fading,and Prayer, 

Much Caftigaiion, Exercifc deuout, 

For heerc’s a yong, and fweating Diuell hecre 
That commonly rebels’. ’Tis a good hand, 

Afrankeone. 

Def. You may (indeed) fay fot 
For ’twas that hand that gaue away my heart. 

Otb. A libcrall hand. The hearts of old,gaue hands: 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts, 

Def. I cannot fpeake of this : 

Come, now your promife. 

Oth, What promife, Chucke? 

Def. I haue fent to bid Caffio come fpeake with you. 
Oth. I haue a fait and forry Rhewme offends me: 
Lend me thy Handkerchicfe. 


Def. Hcere my Lord, 

Oth. That which I gaue you. 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not? 

Def. No indeed, my Lord. 

Oth. That’s a fault: That Handkercbiefc 
Did an /Egyptian to my Mother giue: 

She was a Charmer, and could almoft read 
The thoughts of people. She told hcr,whi!e five kept it, 
’T would make her Amiable,and fubduemy Father 
Intirely to hcrloue: Botiffhe loft it. 

Or made a Guifc of it, my Fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits fhould hunt 

After new Fancies. She dying, gaue it me, 0 

And bid me (when my Fate would haue me Wiu’d) 

To giue it her. I did io; and take heede on’t, 

Make it a Darling, like your precious eye : 

To loofe’t, or giue’t away, were fuch perdition, 

As nothing clle could match. 

Def Is’t poffible ? 

Oth. ’ Tis true : There’s Magicke in the web of it: 

A Sybill that had numbred in the world 
The Sun to courfe, two hundred compaffes. 

In her Prophcttickc furie fow’d the Worke : 

The Wormes were hallowed, that did breede the Silke, 
And it was dvdc in Mummey, which the Skilfull 
Confero’d of Maidens hearts. 

Def, Indeed? Is’c true? 

Oth. Moft veritable, therefore looke too’t weli. 

Def. Then would to Heauen.thatl had neuer lecne’t? 
Oth. Ha? wherefore ? 

Def Why do you fpeake fo ftartingly.and rafti ? 

Oth. Is’t loft? Is’t gon? Speak,is’t out o’th’way ? 

Def. Bleffevs. 

Oth. Say you ? 

Def. It is not loft: but what and ific were? 

Oth. How? 

Def. I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fetcht.letme fee’r. 

Def. Why fo I can : but I will not now: 

This is a tricks to put me from my fu>te. 

Pray you let Caffio be receiu’d againc. 

Oth. Fetch me the Handkercbiefc, 

My minde mif-giues. , 

Def. Come, come: you’lneuer meete a morelufhci- 

enrrnan. 

Otb. The Handkerchicfe. 

Def A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your louc; 

Shar'd dangers with you. 

Oth. The Handkerchicfe. 

Def. Infooth.youarc too blame. 

Oth. Away. 

ts£mil. Is not this’man iealious? 

Def. I neu’r faw this before. 

Sure, there’* fome wonder in this Handkerchikfe, 

I am moft vnhappy in the Ioffe of it. 

t/ ^mil. ’Tis not a yeare or twofnewcsvsaman: 
They are all but Stomackcs, and we all but Food, 

They eate vs hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch vs. 

Snt0t age, and Caffe. 

Lookerou, C<*y7Z»an5 my Husband._ t 

Dgo. There is no other way: ’tis file rouft doo t: 
Andlocthchappinefle: go,and importune her. 


Exit Othello, 
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Def. How now (good Cajfio ) what’s the newes with 
you? 

CaJJio. Madam, my former fuite. I do befecch you. 
That by your vertuous meancs, 1 may againc 
Exift.and be a member of his loue. 

Whom I, with all the Office of my heart 
Imircly honour, I would not be delayd. 

If my offence, be of fuch mortall kindc. 

That nor my Scruice part, nor prcfentSorrowes, 

Nor purpos’d meric in futurity, 

Can ranfome me into his louc againc. 

But to know fo, mufl be my benefit: 

So (hall I cloath me in a forc’d content, 

And fhut my felfc vp in fomc other courfc 
To Fortunes Aimes. 

*Def. Alas (thrice-gentle Cajfio) 

My Aduocation is not now in Tnne; 

My Lord, is not my Lord ; nor (hould I know him, 

Were he in Fauour, as in Humour alter’d. 

So helpc me euery fpiric fan&ified. 

As I hauc fpoken for you all my beft. 

And flood within the blanke of his difpleaftire 
For my free fpeech. You mufl awhile be patient: 

What I can do, 1 will: and more I will 
Then for my felfc, I dare. Let that ILfnce you. 
lago, Is my Lord angry ? 
vASmtl. He went hence but now: 

And certainly in ftrange vnquietneffe. 

logo. Can he be angry? I hauc feene the Cannon 
When it hath blowne his Rankes into the Ayre, 

And like the Diuci! from his very Armc 
Puff’t his owne Brother: And is he angry ? 

Something of moment then: I will go meet him. 

There’s matter in’c indeed 1 , if he be angry. Exit 

Deft Iprytheedo fo. Something lure of State, 

E ther from Venice, or feme vnhatch’d pradhfe 
Made dcmonftrable heerc in Cyprus, to him. 

Hath pudled his cleare Spirit: and in fuch cafes, 

Mens Natures wrangle with inferiour things, 

Though great ones are their obie£t. ’Tiseucnfo. 

For let our finger akc, and it endues 
Our other healthfull members,euen to a fenfe 
Of painc. Nay,we mufl thinke men arc not Gods, 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuancic 
As fits the Bridall. Bcflirew me much, fy£mtlia > 

I was (vnhandfome Warrior, as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindneffe with my foule: 

But now I finde,l had fubom’d the Witneffc, 

And he’s Indited falfely. 

ts£wil. Pray heauen it bee 

I State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception, 

Nor no lealiousToy, concerning you. 

Z yef Alas the day, I neucr gauchim caufe. 
sAEmil. But lealious.foules will not be anfwer*d fo; 
They are not eucr icalious for the caufc. 

But ieajioiis; for they’re icalious. It is a Monfter 
Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. 

J)ef Heauen keepe the Monfter from Othello's mind. 
cy£^/ 7 . Lady,Amen. 

Deft I will gofeekehim. Caffio, walkehccreabout:. 

If I doe finde him fit, lie moue your fuite. 

And feeke to eftcA it to my vttermoft. Exit 

CaJ ♦ I humbly chanke your Ladyftdp. 


Enter Bianca* 
Btan *Saue you (Friend C*fF*') 


The Tragedte of Othello 



Caffio. What make you from home^ 

How is’t with you, my moft fairc Bianca > 

Indeed (fweet Loue) I was comming t0 V011 r k 
B,a» And I was going to your Lodging C T fe ‘ 
What? keepe a weekeaway? Seuendav es ?n , 
Eight fcore eight houres ? And Lcuers abU d ^‘ 8llt 
More tedious then the Diall, eight fcore tim,V> ei 
Oh weary reck’ning. cs f 

Caffio. Pardon m e.Biancn: 

I hauc this while with leaden thoughts be*„ 

But I fliall in a more continuate time c P te ^j 
Strike off this fcore of abfencc. Sweet 
Take me this worke out. 

Bianca. Oh Caffio, whence came this ? 

This is fomc Token from a newer Friend 
To the felt-Abfence: now I feelc a Caufe’- 
Is’t come to this ?Well,well. 

Caffio. Go too, woman: 

Throw your vilde geffes in the Diuels teeth 
From whence you haue them. You arc iealL. 

That this is from feme Mifti is, f ome remembrance!'’ 
No,m good troth Bianca. nce > 

Bian, Wny,who’s is it? 

Caffio. I know not neither ; 

I found it in my Chamber, 

I like the worke well; Ere it be demanded 
( A s like enough it will) I- would haue it coppied * 
Take it, and doo t,and lcaue me for this time. 

Bian, Lecue you ? Wherefore ? 

Caffio. I do attend heere on the Generali 
And thinke it no addition normywifh * 

To haue him (ee me woman’d, 

' Bian. Why,lptayyou? 

Caffio. Not that I loue you nor. 

Bian. But that you do not loue me. 

I pray you bring me on the way a little,' 

And fay, if J fhall Ice you foone at night? 

Caffio, Tisbut a little way that I can bring you 
For 1 attend heere: But lie fee you foone. * 
Bian, ’Tis very good; I mufl becireumftancU 

Exeunt omes. 


Actus Quartus. Scena Frima, 


Enter O‘hello, and I ago. 

Jago. Will you thinke fo? 

Oth. Thinke fo, lags? 

I*go. What,to kifle in priuate ? 

Oth. An vnauthoriz’d kifle? 

I ago. Or to be naked with her Friend in bed. 

An houre, or more, nor meaning any harme i 
Oth. Naked in bed {Jago) and not meancharme? 

It is hypocrifie againft the Diucll: 

They that meanc vertuoufty,and yet do fo, 

TheDiuell their vertue tempts, and they tempt Heauen. 

l*go. Jt they do nothing,’tis a Veniall flip: 

But it I giue my wife aHandkcrchiefc. 

Oth. What then? 

Jago. Why then ’tis her$(my Lord)and being hers, 
She may (I thinke) beffow’ton any man. 

Oth. She is Proce&reffe of her honor too: 

May file giue that? 
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Dgo. Her honor is an Effence that’s no: feene, 

They haue it very ofe,tha: haue it not. 

But for the Handkerchief:. 

Otbcn By heauen,I would raoft gladly hau« forget it: 
thou faidfl (oh,ic comes ore my metnorie. 

As doth the Rauen o’re the infcAinus hottfe : 
goading to all) he had my Handkerchiefc. 

/ago. 1: what of that ? 

Othe. That’s notfo good now. 

/^.VVhanfl had faidj had feene him do you wrong? 
Or heard him fayf as Knaues be fuch abroad, 

Who hauing by their owne importunate fuir. 

Or voluntary dotage of fome Mfftris, 

Conuinced or fupply’d them cannot chufc 
gut they m\ift blab.) 

Oth* Hath he fiid any thing ? 
lags. H e hath (my Lord)but be you well alftlrM, 
flo more then hc’ie vn-fvveare. 

Oth, Whar hath he faid ? 

I ago, \Vhy,t!uche did : I know not what he did. 

Othe. VVnat?What? 

Iagou Lye. 

Oth . With her? 

Jago, With her ?On her : what you will. 

Othe a Lye with her? lye on her ? We fay Ive on her, 
when they bedye-ber. Lyc with her : chat’s fullfome: 
Handkerchiefe : ConfeiTions*: Handkerchiefc, To con- 
feffo and be hang*d for his labour. Firfty cobchang’d, 
andthcntoconfeffe: I tremble at it. Nature would not 
inuefl her felfe in fuch fhadowing palfion, without fomc 
IuftruAion. jtisnotwords that fhakes me thus,(pith) 
Nofes,Earcs,and Lippcs: is't poffible. Ccnfeffe? Hand¬ 
kerchiefe ? O diuci]. Falls in a Trainee, 

I ago, Worke on. 

My Medicine workcs.Thus credulous Fooles are caught, 
And many worthy,and chaft Damca eucn thus, 

(All guiltlcffe)mccte reproach: what hoa ? My Lord ? 

My Lord,I fay : Othello. 

Enter Cajfio. 

How now Cr(fto? 

Caf, What's the matter ? 
lago. My Lord is falnciftco an Epilepfic, 

This is his fccond Fit: he had one yefterday. 

Caf, Rub him about the Temples. 
lago. The Lethargic mufl haue his quyet courfc: 
Ifnotfficfoamesat mouth : and by and by 
Brcakcs out to fauage madneffe. Looke, he ftirre^r 
Do you withdraw your felfe a little while. 

He will recouer ftraight: when he is gone, 

1 would on great occafion,fpeake with you. 

How is it Generali ? Haue you not hurt your head? 

Othe . Doft thou mocke me ? 

Jago, I mocke you not, by Heauen: 

Would you would bcarcyour Fortune like a Man. 

Othe . Horned man's a Monfter,and a Bead. 
lago, I her s many a Bcait then in a populous Citty 
And many a ciuill Monfter. 

Othe . Did heconfeff#it? 
lago. Good Sir, be a man : 

Thmkc eueiy bearded fellow that’s but yoak’d 
May draw with you. There’s Millions now aliue, 

That nightly lyc iifthofe vnproper beds, 

^ hich they dare iwearc peculiar. Your cafe is better. 

Oh, tis the Ipight of hell,the Fiends Arch-mock^ 

To lip a wanton in a fecure Cowch; 


I And to iuppofe her chaft. No,let me know, 

| And knowing what I am,I know what fhc fliallbe. 

Oth, Oh, thou art wife: *tis cercainc. 
lago, Stand you a while apart, 

Confine your felfe but in a pitient Lift, 

W hifft you were heere, o’re-wiielmed with your griefe 
(A pafiion moft refusing fuch a man) 

Cajjio came hither. I fhifted him away, 

And layd good fcufesvpon your Extafie, 

Bad him anon returne: and heere fpeake with me. 

The which he promis’d. Do bur tncaue your felfe, 

And markethe Flecres, the Gybes, and notable Scornes > 
That dwell in cuery Region olhis face. 

For I will make him tell the Tale anew;. 

Where,how,how ofc,how long ago, and when 
He hath,and is againc tocopc your wife. 

I fay,but markchis gefturc: marry Patience^ 

Or 1 (lial! fay y’are all in all in Splcent, 

And nothing of a man. 

Othe . Do’ft thou hearc,/^^, 

I will be found moft cunning in my Patience: 

Buc(do’ft thou hcarc)moft bloody. 

} lago. That’s not amilfe. 

But yet keepe time in all: will you withdraw ? 

Now will 1 queflion CaffiooiBianca, 

AHufwife that by felling her defires 
Bnyesher felfe Bread.and Cloath. It is a Creature 
That dotes on Cajjio f as *tis the Strumpets plague 
Tobc-guilcmany.andbc be-guifd by one) 

He,when he heares of her,carmot reftraine 
From the exccffe of Laughter. Heere he comes. 

Enter Cajfio, 

As he dial! fmi! c,Othelh fhall go mad: 

And his viibookifh .eloufiemufl conlerue i 

| Poore Cajfio’s fmiles, geftures,andlight behsu'our3 
Office in the wrong. How do you Lieutenant ? 

Caf. The wcrfer,chat you giue me the addition. 
Whole want euen kiiies me. 

lago. Ply Deflemona well,and youar« fuxeco'r; 
i Now,iftliisSiiic by in Biancas dovvre, 

How quickely (ltould you fpecd? 

Caf. Alas poore Caitiffc. 

Oth, Looke how he Hughes already. 
lago. I neuer knew woman loue man fo. 
f C4- Alas poorc Rogue,I thinke indeed fhclouesnae. 
Oth. Now he denies ic faintly; and laughes it out* 
lago . Do you hearc Caffto ? 

Oth Now he importunes him 
To tel! it o’rc: go too,wellfaid^well faid. 

Jago. She glues it out,thatyou fhall marry her. 
i Do you intend it? 

Caf, Ha,bnjha. 

Oth. Doyc triumph,Romaine? do you triumph? 

Caf 1 marry. What ? A cuftomer sprythfce beare 
| Some Charitie to my wit,do not thinke it 
So vowholefome. Ha,ha,ha, 

Oth. So,fo,fo,fo : they laugh .that winnes. 
lago. Why the cry goes,that you marry her. 

Caf Prytbec fay true. 

lago. I am a very VUlaine elfe.. ; 

Oth . Haue you fcoar’d me ? Well j 

Caf This is the Monkeys owne gluing out : i 

She is perfv/aded I will marry her 
Out tifher owne loue & flattery,not out of my promife. 

^ v v Othe} 
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TbeTirage die of Othello 


Oth. Iago becomes me: now he begins the ftory. 

Cajfio, bhe was hccrc euen now : fhe haunts me in e- 
uery place. I was the ether day talking on the Sea- 
banke with rename Venetians, and thither comes the 
Bauble 3 and falls me thus about my neck. 

Oth. Crying oh deere Cajfio 3 as it were: his icfture im¬ 
ports it. 

Cajfio. So hangs,atid lolls,and weepcsvpon me: 

So (hakes, ana pulls me. Ha,ba,ha. 

Oth. Now he tells how (he pluckt him to my Cham¬ 
ber : oh, 1 fee that nofe ofyours,but not that dogge, I 
(hall throw it to. 

Cajfio. Well,I muft leaue her companie. 

Iago. Before me: lookc where (he comes. 


Enter ’Bianca. 

Caf Tis fuch another Fitchew:marry a perfum'd one? 
What do you meane by this haunting of me ? 

Bian. Lee thediuell, and his dam haunt you : what 
did you meane by that Ca.iK Handkerchiefc,you gaue 
me euen now ? 1 was a fine Foole to take it: 1 mull take 
out the werke ? A likely piece of woike,that you (hould 
1 fiude it in your Chambcr,and know not who left it there. 
This isfomc Minxes token,Sc I muft take outthe works? 
There,giue ityourHobbey-horfe, wherefoeuer you had 
u,Tie take out no worke on’t. 

Cajfio. How now,my fweete 'Bianca ? 

How now? How now ? 

Othe. By Heauen,that (hould be my Handkerchiefs.^ 
Bian. Ifyon’le come to fupper to night you may, if 
you will not,c ame when you are next prepar’d for. Exit 
lacs. After her : after her. 

Caf. I muft/heel rayle in the ftrccts elff. 

I ago. W 4 iyoufup there ? 

Cajfio. Yes, I intend fo. 

I ago. Well, I may chance to fee yon: for I would ve¬ 
ry fame foeake with you. 

Caf. Prythee come: will you ? 

Iago. Go too ; fay no more. 

Oth. How (hall I murther him./rf£0. , 

Jago. Did you perceiuc how he laugh’d at his vice ? 
Oth. Oh ,Iago. 

Iago. And did you fee the Handkerchiefe ? 

Oth. Was that mine? 

laqo. Yours by this band : and to fee how he prizes 
the rooltfh woman your wife: (he gaue if him,land he 
hath giu’n it his whore. 

Oth, 1 wouldjiaue him nine yeeres a killing : 

A fine woman,* faire woman, a fweete woman ? 
lanp. Nay,you muft forget that. 

Othello. J,iet her lotand pcri(h,and be damn’d to 
night, for fhe fhall not line. No, my heart is turn’d to 
ftonail ftrike ic*and if hurts my hand. Oh,the world 
bathnoralweeter Creature : (lie might lye by an Em- 
perours fide.and command him 1 askes. 
iago. Nay,that’s not your way. 

Othe. Hang her, 1 co but fay what (lie is :fo delicate 
with hei Needle: an admirable Mufitian. Oh fhe will 
ftng the S3uagene(fe out of a Bcare: of fo high and plen¬ 
teous wit. and innention? 

Iago. She’s the worfe for all this. 

C Othe. Oh,a -hotifanti, a thoufand times: 

And then of fo gentle a condition ? 

Iago. I too gentle. 

Othe, Nay that’s certaine: 

| But yet the piety of it, Iago: oh Iago, the pitty o* it 




Iago. 


i 


Iago. If you arefo fond ouerher iniquitie: p‘ me v 
pattern to offend, for ifittoucfiiiotyoUjic conics nec er 
nobody. 

Oth. I will chop her into Mcffes: Cuckold me ? 
Iago. Oh,’tisfouleinher. 

Oth. Wnh mine Officer? 

Iago. That’s fouler. 

Othe. Get ire fume poyfon,/<?£<?, this night. jj eno 
expoftulate with her: lcaft her body and beamiey npr * 
uide my mind againe : this night logo. 

logo. Do it not with poyion, (bangle her in her bed 

Euen the bed fhe hath contaminated. ’ 

Oth. Good,good : 

The lufticeof’itplcafes : very good. 

Iago. And for Cajfio ,let me be his vndertaker: 

You lhall heare more by midnight. 


Enter Lodouico 3 Dcfdemona } and Attendants. 


O: 


i :he . Excellent good: What Trumpet is that fame t 
Iago. I warrant lomcthing from Venice, 

’Tis Ledottico, this, comes from the Duke. 

See,your wife’s with him. 

Ledo> Saue you worthy Generali. 

Othe With all my heart Sir. 

Lod.The Duke,and the Senators of Venice greetyog, 
Othe. 1 kiffe the Inftrument of their pleafures, 

Def. And what’s the ncwes, good cozen LodmcCt 
Iago. 1 am very glad to fee you Signiot: 

Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thanke you: how do’s Lieutenant Cajfio} 
Iago. LiuesSir, 

Def, Cozen,there’s falnebetweene him, 5 c my Lord, 
An vr.kind breach: but you (hall make all well, 

Otoe. Are you fare of that ? 
r I)ef. My Lord ? 

Othe. This faile you not to do,as you will — 

Lod. He did not call: he’s bufie in the paper, 

Is there deuifion ’twixt my Lord,and Cajfio ? 

Def. A moft vnhappy one : I would do much 
T’attoneJthem,for the loue I bcarc to Cajfo. 

Oth. Fire,and brinieftone. 

Def. My Lord, 

Oth. Areyouwife? 

Def. What isheangrie? 

Lod. MaybethLcttermou’dhim. 

For as l thinke,they do command him home. 
Deputing Cafsio in his Goucrnme'nc. 

Def Truftme,I am glad on’t. 

Othg. Indeed? 

Def My Lord ? 

Othe. I am glad to fee you mad* 

Def Why,fweete Othello ? 

Othe. Duiell. 

Def I hauc not deferu’d this. 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be beleeu’d in Venice, 

Though I (hould fweare 1 faw’t, ’Tis very much, 
Make her amends: fhe weeper 
Othe. Oh diuell,diuell: 

Ifthat the Earth could teeme with womansteares. 
Each drop (he falU,would prouea Crocodile: 

Out of my fight. 

Def I willi not flay to offend you. 

Lod. Truely obedient Lady: 

Idobefeechyout Lordfhip call her backe. 


Ot 
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Othe. Miftris. 

<j)ef MyLord. 

Othe. What would you with her.Sir ? 
fod. Who I,my Lord? 

Othe. I,you did wi(h,that I would make her turne: 
Sir,(he can turne,and turne : and yet go on 
^nd turne againe. And (he can weepe,Sir,weepe. 

And (he’s obedient: as you fay obedient. 

Very obedient i proceed you in your tcares. 

Concerning this Sir,(oh well-painted paffion) 

1 am commanded home : get you away : 
lie fend for you anon. Sir I obey the Mandate, 

And will returne to Venice. Hence,auaunt: 

Cajfio (hall haue my Place. And Sir,to night 
I do entreat,that we may fup together. 

You are welcome Sir toCyprus. 

Goates,and Monkeys. Exit. 

Lod. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufficient ? Is this the Nature 
Whom Paffion could not (hake? Whofefoiid vertue 
The (hoc of Accident,nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze,nor pierce? 

Iago. He is much chang’d. 

Lod. Are his wits fafe ? Is he not light of Braine ? 
Iago. He’s that he is: I may not breath my cenfure. 
What he might bc:if what he might,he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What ? Strike his wife ? 

’Faith that was not fo well: yet would I knew 
That ftroke would proue the word. 

Lod. Is it his vfe ? 

Or did the Letters.worke vpon his blood. 

And new create his fault ? 

Iago, Alas,alas: 

It is not honeftie in me to fpeake 

What I haue feene.and knowne. You (hall obferue him, 

And his owne courfes will deonte him fo. 

That I may faue my fpeech: do but go after 
And marke how he continues. 

Lod. I am forry that I am deceiu’d in him. Exeunt. 


Seem Secunda. 


$nttr OthcRo and zSEmilia. 




Oth*. You haue feene nothing then? 
ty£mil. Nor euer heard: nor euer did fufpedh 
Othe. Yes,youhaiie feene Cajfio ,and flic together. 
t/Emi. But then I faw no harme: and then I heard. 
Each Syllable that breath made vp betweene them. 

Othe. WhatfDidthcyneucrwhifper? 
ts£mil. Ncuer my Lord. 

Othe. Nor fend you out o’th’way ? 
v£mil. Neucr, 

Othe. To fetch herFan, herG!oues,her Mask,uorn»- 
*y£mil. NeuermyLord, ('thin« ? 

Othe. That’s ftrange. 

v£w//. I durft(my Lord)t© wager,flic ishoneft: 

Lay downe my Soule at flake: If you thinke other, 
Remouc your thought. It doth abufc your bofome: 

If any wretch haue put this in your head , 

Let Heauen requit it with the Serpents curfe. 


For if fhe be not honeft,cha Ae.and true. 

There’s no man happy. Thepureft of their Wiues 
Isfoule as Slander. 

Othe. Bid her come hither : go. Exit lALmilia. 
She faics enough : yet (lie’s a Ample Baud 
That cannot fay as much. This is a fubtile Whore : 
ACloflet Lockeand Key of Villanous Secrets, 

And yet (hc’le 4 £neelc,and pray .-1 haue feene her do’c. 


Enter Defdemona. t ahd tAimilia. 


Def My Lord,whatis your will ? 

Othe. Pray you Chucke come hither. 

Def What is your pleafure ? 

Oth. Let me fee your eyes rlooke in my face, 

Def What horrible Fancie’s thi s ? 

Othe. Some of your Fun&io n Mi (Iris: 

Leaue Procrcants alone,and fhu t the doore: 

Cough,or cry hem; if any bodycome : 

Your Myftcry,yourMyftery:Maydifpaccb,£wf ty£«oi. 

Def. Vpontny knee,what doth your fpeech import? 

I vnder(land a Fury in your word*. 

Othe. Why ? What art thou ? 

Def. Your wife my Lord: your true and loyall wife. 
Othello. Come fweare it : daenne thy lelfe, lcaft 
being like one of Heauen, the diuells themfclue s fboufd 
feare to ccaze thee. Therefore be double damn’d: fweare 
thou art honed. 

Def Heauen doth truely know it. 

Othe .Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 
Def. To whom my Lord ? 

With whom ? How am I falfe ? 

Othe. Ail Defdemon, away,away,away. 

Def Alas the heauy day : why do you weepe? 

Am 1 the motiue ofthefe teares my Lord ? 

If hap^ely you my Father do fufpedl. 

An Inftrument of this your calling backe, 

. Lay not your blame on me: ifyou hauc loft him, 

I haue loft him too. 

Othe. Had it pleas’d Heauen, 

To try me with Affli&ion,had they rain’d 
Ail kind ofSores,and Shames on my bare-head: 

Steep’d mein pouertieto the very Iippes. 

Giuen to Captiuitie,me,and my vemefi hopes, 

I fliould haue found in fome place of my Soule 
A drop of patience. But alas,to make me 
The fixed Figure for the time of Scorne, 

To poinchisflow.and mouingfinger at. 

Yet could 1 bearc that too,well,very well : 

But there where ili3uegarnerdvp my heart, 

Where cither I muft Iiue,or beare no life. 

The Foumaine from the which my currant runne*, 

Or elfe dries vp : to be difearded thence. 

Or keepe it as a Cefterne,for fouleToadcs 

To knot and gender in. Turne thy complexion there :‘ 

Patience,thou young and Rofc-Iip’d Cherubin, 

I hecre looke grim as hell. , 

Def I hope my Noble Lord efteemes me honed. 
Othe. OhI.as SommerFlyes are in the Shambles, 
That quicken euen with blowing. Oh thou weed: 

Who art fo louely faire,and fmell’ft fo fweete, 

That the Senfe akes at thee. 

Would thou had'ftneuer bin borne. 

Def. Alas,what ignorant fin haue I committed? 
Othe.Wxs this faire Paper ? This mod goodly Booke 
Made to write Whore vpon? What cominited, 

v v a Com. 
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The Tragedie of Othello 
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Committed ? Oh,thou publicke Commoner, 

I fhould make very Forges of my chcekes. 

That would to Cynders burne vp Modeftie. 

I Did I but fpeake tby^eedes. What commited ? 

Heauen ftoppes the Nofc at it,arid the Moonc winks: 
The baudy winde that kifles all it mcetes, 

Is hufh’d within the hollow Mync ofEarth 
And will not hear’t. What commited i 
Def. By Heauen you do me wrong. 

Othe. Are not you a Strumpet? 

Def. No, a* 1 am aCnriftian. 
iftoprcfcruethisveflcll for my Lord, 

From any other foule vnlawfuil touch 
Be not to be a Sttumpct,I am none. 

Othe. What.not a Whore ? 

Def. No,asHhallbefau'd. 

Othe. Is’t poflible ? 

Def Oh Heauen forgiue vs. 

Othe. I cry you mercy then . 

I tooke you for that cunning Whore ofVenicc, 

That married with Othello. You Miftris, 

Enter t/Emilia. 

That haue the office oppofice to Saint Peter, 

And kecpcs the gate of hell. You, you : I you. 

Wc haue done our courfe:therc’s money for y6ur paines: 
I pray you turae the key,and keepe our counlailc. Exit. 

ojEmil. Alas,what do’» this Gentleman conceiue ? 
How do you Madam ? how do you my good Lady? 

Def. Faithjhalfeaflecpe. 

Good Madam, 

What’s the matter with my Lord ? 

Def. With who? 

tsEmil. Why,with my Lord,Madam ? 

Def Who is thy Lord ? 

tsEmil. He that is yours,fweet Lady. 

Def. I haue none: do nottalke to me ,tx£mili* t 
I cannot weepe :nor anfwcres haue I none, 

Bnt what fhould go by water. Prychec to night. 

Lay on nay bedtmy wedding fheetes,remember. 

And call thy husband hither. 

i/Emil. Heere’s a change indeed. Exit. 

Def. ’Tis meete I fhould be vs*d fo : very mcctc. 
How haue 1 bin behau'd,thathc miahcfticke 
The fmall’ft opinion < n nv leaftm f/ic? 

Enter luge ,and ./Emilia. 

Iago. What is your plcafure Madam ? 

How is’t with you? 

Def. I cannot tell: thofethat do teach yong Babes 
Do it with gentle meancs,and eafie taskes- 
He might haue chid me fo : for in good faith 
I am a Child to chiding. v 

law. What is the matter Lady? 
iAwil. Alas(/^)my Lord hath fo bewhor’d her, 
Throwne fuch drfpight.and heauy ccrmes vpon ber 
That true hearts cannot beare jt. 

Def. Am I that name,/ 4 *o? 

Iatro. What name,(faire Lady?) 

Def Such as (he faid my Lord did fay I was. 
ts£mil. He call’d her whore :a Beg ger in his drinkc t 
Could not haue laid fuch termes vpon his Callcc. 
la^o. Why did he lo? 

Def I do not know : I am fure I am none fuch. 

/ago. Do not weepe,do not weepe: alas the day. 
t /Emil. Hath (lie forfooke fo many Noble Matches? 
Her Father ? And her Country ? And her Friends l 


To be call’d Whore ? Would it not make one wVr s * 
Def. It is my wretched Fortune. . P e> 

Iago. Befhrew him for’t: 

How comes this Trickc vpon him? 

Def. Nay,Heauen doth know. 
tsEmi. I will be bang’d,iffqmc eternall Vitlaijic 
Some bufie and infinuating Rogue, * ’ 

Some cogging,cozening Slaue.to get Come Office 
Haue not deuis d this Slander: I will be hang’u c ij c 

Ittge. Fie,thereisnofuchman.:itisimpoffiol e 

Def. If any fuch there bc,Hcauen pardon him.' 

A halter pardon him: 

A nd hell gnaw his bones. 

Why fhould he call her Whore f 
Who keepesher companie? 

What Place? What Time i . 

What Forme ?Whatliklyhood ? 

The Moore's abus’d by fome moft villanous Knane 

Some bafe notorious Knaue/omefcuruy Fellow, * 

Oh Heauens, that fuch companions thou’d’ft vnfold 
And put in euery honeft hand a whip 
To lafli the Rafcalls naked through the world, 

Euen from the Eaft to th’Weft. 

Iago. Speake within doore. 
t/Emil. Oh fie vpon them? fome fuch Squire be was 
That turn’d your wic,the fetmy-fide without, 

And made you to fufpcdl me with the Moore. 

Iago. You are a Foole: go too. 

‘Def. Alas Iago, 

What (hall I do to win my Lord againe ? 

Good Friend,go to him: for by this light ofHeauen, 

I know not how I loft him, Heere I kneele: 

If ere my will did trefpafle ’gainft hi* Loue, 

Either in difeourfe of thought,or a&uall deed, 

Or that mine Eyes,mine Earcs,or any Scnce 
Delighted them: or any other Forme. 
Orthatldonot yet, andeuerdid,' 

And euer wil!,( though he do (hake me off 
T o beggerly diuorcetnent)Louc him deerely. 
Comfort forfweare me. Vnkindnefle may do much, 
And his vnkindnefle may defeat my life, 

But neuer taynt roy Loue, I cannot fay Whore, 

It do’s abhorre me now I fpeake the word, 

To do the Act,that might the addition earne, 

Not the worlds Mafle of vanitie could makeme. 

Iago. I pray you be content: ’tis but his humour: 

/ The bufinefle of the State do’s him offence. 

Def. If’t were no other. 

Iago. ltisbutfo,lwarrant, 

Hearke how thefe Inftruments fummon to fupper: 

The Meflcngers of Venice ftaies the meate, 

Go in,and weepe not: all things lhall be well. 

Exeunt Deft man a and lEwdit 

Enter Rodorige. 

How now ‘Pgdotigo? 

Red. Idonotfinde 
That thou deal'll iuftly with me. 

Iago. What in thecontrarie ? . 

Rodori. Euery day thou dafts me with lotne deuut 
Iago, and rather, as itfeemesro me now, keep Ittrom 
ine all conueniencie, then fupplieft roe with the 
uantage ofhope; I will indeed no longer endure it. °j 
am I yet perfwadedto put vp in peace, whatakea y 
haue fooli(hly fuffred. 

Iago, Will you hcate me Redorigt ? 


the a/Moore of Venice. 
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Rodori. I haue heard too much.* and your words and 
performances arc no kin together. 

Iago, You charge me moft vniuftly. 

%odo. With naught but truth: I haue wafted my 
fclfc out of my mcancs. ThcJcwcls you haue had from 
mecodcliuer Defdemona, would halfc haue corrupted a 
Votarift. You haue,told me flie hath recew'd them, 
and return’d me expectations and comforts of fodaine 
rc fpcft,andacquaintance,but I finde none. 

/agoa Well,go too : very well. 

' Rod. Very well, go too: I cannot go too, (man) nor 
tis not very well. Nay I think it is feuruy : and begin to 
finde my felfe fopt in it. 

Iago. Very well. 

Rodor. I tell you, 'tis not very weil: I will make my 
fdfe knowne to Defdemona. If (he willi rcturnc me my 
Iewel8,I will giue oucr my Suit, and repeat my vnlaw- 
full folicitation. If not, allure, your fclfcj I will feckc 
fatisfadionofyou. 

Iago . You haue faid now, 

Rodo. I .-andfaid nothing but what Iproteft intend¬ 
ment of doing. 

Iago. Why, now I Ice there’s mettle in thee: ana 
cuen from this inftant do build on thee a better o- 
pinion then euer before: giue me thy hand Rodorigo. 
Thou haft taken againft me a moft iuft excepti¬ 
on: but yet IproteftI haue dealt moft directly in thy 
Affaire. 

Red. It hath not appeer’d. 

Iago a I grant indeed it hath not appeer’d : and 
your fufpition is not without wit and iudgemenc. 
But Rodorigo y if thou haft ihatin thee indeed, which 
I haue greater reafon to beleeue now then euer ( I 
meanc purpofc, Courage, and Valour ) this night 
fliew it. If thou rhe next night following cnioy not 
Defdemona , take me from this world with Trcachc- 
rie, and deuife Engines for my life. 

Rod. Well: what is it ? Is it within, reafon and com- 
pafle ? 

Iago. Sir, there is efpeciall Commiffion come from 
Venice to depute Cajfio in Othello's place. 

Rod. Is that true/Why then Othello zwiDeflemona 
returnc againe to Venice. 

Iago. Gh no :he goes into Mauritania and takech 
away with him the faire ‘Defdemona, vnlcfle his a- 
bodc be lingred heere by fome accident. Where¬ 
in none can be fo determinate, at the remouing of 

Cajjro . 

Rod. How do you meanc remouing him ? 

Iago . Why, by making him vncapable of Othello's 
place: knocking out hisbraines. 

Rod. And that you would haue me to do. 

Iago. I: if you dare do your felfe a profit, and a 
right. Hefups to night with a Harlotry: and thither 
will I go to him. Hcknowcs not yet of his Honourable 
Fortune, if you will watch his going thence (which 
I will fafhion to fall out betweene twelue and one) 
you may take him at your pleafnre. I will be neere 
to fecond your Attempt, and he fhall fall betweene 
vi. Come, ftand not amaz’d at it, but go along with 
me: I will fhewyou fuch a neceftitieinhis death, that 
you {hallthinke your felfe bound to put it on him. It 
is nowk high fupper time: and the night growes to waft. 
About it. 

Ityd. I will heare further reafon for this, 

Iago. And you (halbe fatisfi’d. Exeunt. 


i 


Scena Dertia. 


Enter Othello,Lodouico,Defdemona.vEmilia, 
andisftendants. 

Lod.\ do bcfccch you Sir.troublc your felfe no further. 
Oth. Oh pardon me: 'twill dome good to walkc. 
Lodoui. Madam, goodnight: I humbly thankeyour 
Ladyship. 

Def. Your Honour i* moft welcome. 

Oth. Will you walke Sir ? Oh Defdemona. 

Def My Lord. 

Othello. Get you tobedon th’inftant, I will be re- 
turn’d forthwith: difmiffc your Attendant there : look’c 
be done. Exit. 

Def I will my Lord. 

t/£w*.How goes it now? Helookes gentler then he did. 
Def. He faies he will returnc incontinent,. 

And hath commanded me to go to bed. 

And bid me to difmifle you, 
ty£mi. Dilmiflemc? 

Def. It was his bidding: therefore.good <tALmilia t 
Giue me my nightly wearing.and adieu. 

We muft not now difpleale him. 

f/Emil. 1, would you had neuer fecne him. 

Def. So would not 1 : my loue doth lb approuc him. 
That euen his flubborneflc,his checks,his fiowncs, 

(Pry thee vn-pin tr>e)haut grace and fauour. - 
i/Emi. I hauedaid thofe Sheetes you bad me on the bed. 
‘Def. All’s onc:good Father, how foolilh are our minds? 
If I do die before, prythce fnrow'd me 
In one of thefe fame Sheetes. 

t/Emil. Come,come: you talke. 

Dtf. My Mother had a Maid call’d 
She was in loue : and he (he lou’d prou d mad, 

And didforfakeher. She had a Song of Willougb, 

An old thing’twas; but itexprei's’d her Fortune, 

! Andfhedy’dlinging it. That Song tonight, 
j Will not go from my mind : 1 haue much to do, 

1 But to go hang my head all at one fide 

And fing it like pootc ‘Braharie : pry thee difpatch. 
vEmi. Shall I go fetch your Night-gowne ? 

Def. No,v.i.pinmehere, 

This hodottico is a proper man. 
tsEmil. A very handfomc man. 

Def. He fpeakes well. 

t s£mil. I know a Lady in Venicewouldhaue walk’d 
barefoot to Paleftine for a touch of his nether lip. 

Def. The p tore Soule fat fngiugjhj u Sicamour tree • 

Sing all a green e t Hough : 

Her hand on her bo fome her head on her knee. 

Sing Willougb,Willough,Wtllough. 

The frefh Streames ran by her ,and murmur'd her moanes 
SingUfi Hough, &c. 

Herfait t tarts fell from her,andfoftned the fonts. 

Sing mllough, &c. (Lay by thefe) 

WilloughjWillough. (Prythcehigh thee: he’le come anon) 
Sing allagreene Willougb muft be mj Garland. 

Let no body blame him.his fcorne I approae. 

(Nay that’s not next. Harkc,who is’t that knocks ? 
fEmil. It’s the wind. 

Def. Icall’dmy Louefalfc Lone : but what faid he then ? 
Sing Willougb,drc. 

If I court mo women,you'le couch with mo men. 
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334 . The Tragedie of Othello 

So get tlicc gone, good night: mine eyes do itch: 

Doth that boadc weeping ? 

t/Emil, ’Tis neythcr heere, nor there* 

Def. I haiie heard it faid fo. O thefe Men,thefe men’. 

Do’tt thou in confcience thinke(tcll me tsEmilia) 

That there be women do abufe their husbands 
In fuch grofle kinde ? 

ts£mil. There be fome fuch, no queftion. 

Def. Would'ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world ? 
vEmil. Wily, won Id not you ? 

'Def No,by this Hcauenly light. 
csEmil. Nor I neither, by this Hcauenly light: 

I might doo’t as well i’th’darkc. 

Def Wouid’ft thou do fuch a deed for al the world ? 
tsEmtl. The'world’s a huge thing : 

It is a great price, for afm 3 ll vice- 

Def. Introth, I thinke thou wouid’ft not. 
tALmtl. Introth I thinke I fhouid, and vndoo’t when 
I had done. Marry, I would not doe fuch a thing for a 
ioynt Ring, nor for meafures ofLawne,nor forGownes, 

Pecncoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. But for 
all the whole world: why,who would not make her hus- 
banda Cuckold, to make him a Monarchal fliculd ven¬ 
ture Purgatory for’e. 

Def Befhrew me, if I would do fuch a wrong 
For the whole world, 

t/Emil. ■ Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’ch’world; 
and hauing the world for your labour, *tis a wrong in 
your owne world, and you might quickly make it right. 

Def. I do not thinke there is any fuch woman* 
vEmil. Yes,a dozen -.and as many to’th’vantage, as 
would ftore the world they plaid for. 

But I do thinke it is their Husbands faults 
If Wiues do fall: (Say, that they flacke their duties. 

And powreour Trcafures into forraigne laps; 

Or elfe breake out in peeuifh Icaloufics, 

Throwing reftraint vpon vs: Oz lay they ftrike vs. 

Or fcant our former hauing in defpight) 

Why we haue galles: and though wc haue fome Grace, 

Yethauc we fome Reucnge. Let Husbands know. 

Their wiues haue fenfe like them: They lee, and fmeli. 

And haue their Palats both for fweet,and fowrc, 

As Husbands haue, What is it that they do. 

When they change vs for others ? Is it Sport? 

1 thinke it is: and doth Affection breed it ? 

I thinke it doth. Is’c Frailty that thus cri es ? 

It is fotoo. Andhaucnotwe Affc&ions? 

Defires for Sport? and Ft ailty,as men haue ? 

Then let them vfe vs well: elfe let them know, 

The illcs we do, their illcs inftruft vs fo. 

Def. Goodnighc,goodnight: 

Heauen me fuch vfcs fend. 

Not to picke bad, from bad 5 but by bad,mend. Exeunt 
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Alius Quintus. Scena Trim a. 


Inter Iago .and Rodorigo. 

Iago. Heere,ftand behinde this Barke, 

Straight will he come: 

^Vcavc thy good Rapier bare, and put it home: 
Quicke,quicke, fcare nothing; lie be at thy Elbow, 
It makes vs, or ic marres vs, thinke on that. 

And fixe moft firme thy Resolution, 


Rod, Be neere at hand, I may mifearry 

Iago. Heere,at thy hand ; Be bold, & take thvfl 

Rod. I haue no great deuocion to the deed Y nanQ ' 
And yet he hath giuennae Satisfying Reafons*; 

’Tis but a man gone. Forth my Sword: he dies 

%o.I haue rub'd this yong Quatalmoft to iheff - 

And he growes angry. Now, whether he kill CafT . ' 

Or Cajfio him, or each do kill the other, 

Euery way makes my gaine. Liuc Rodorigo, 

He calles me to a reftitution large 
Of Gold,and Iewels,that I bob’dfrom him 
As Guifts to Defdemom 1 . 

It muftnotbe; If Caffio do reniaine. 

He hath a dayiy beauty in his life. 

That makes mi vgly : and befides, the Moore 
May vnfold me to him : there ftand I in much peril! • 

No, he mufl dye. But fo,I heard him comming. 

Enter Caffio. 

‘Rgd. I know his gate, ’tis he; Villaine thou dyeft 
Caf That thruft had beene mine enemy indeed* ' 
But that my Coate is better then thou know’ft; * 
Iwillmakcpioofeof thine. 

Rod. Oh,I am flaioe. 

Cajfio. Iammaym’dforeuer: 

Hclpe hoa; Murther, murther. 

Enter Othello. 

Oth. The voyce of Caffio, Iago keepes his word. 

Rod. O Villaine that i am. 

Oth, Itiseucnfo. 

Caf Oh hclpe hoa: Light,* Surgeon. 

Oth. ’Tis he: O braue Iago, honeft,and iuft, 

That haft fuch Noble fenfe of thy Friends wrong, 
Thou teacheft me. Minion, your deerc lyes dead, 

And your vnblell Fate highes: Strumpet 1 come s 
For of my heart, thofe Charities thine Eyes, are blotted 
Thy Bed luft-ftain’d, (hall with Lulls blood bcefpocted. 

Exit Othello. 

Enter Lodoutco and Gratiano. 

Caf What hoa? no Watch? No paffage ? 
Muuhcr,Murther. 

Gra. Tis fome mifchance,thc voyceis very direfull. 
Caf Oh heipe. 

Lido. Hearke. 

Rod. Oh wretched Villaine. 

Lod. Two or three groane. ’Tis hcauy night; 

Tbele may be counterfeits: Lee’s think’t vnfafe 
To come into the cry, without more heipe. 

Rod. Nobody come: then (hall i bleed to death. 
Enter Iago. 

Lod. Heatke, 

<fra. Here’s one comes in his {hire, with Light, and 
Weapons. 

Iago. Who’s there ? 

Who’s noyfe is this that cries on murther? 

Lodo. We do nor know. 

Iago, Do nor you heare a cry ? 

Caf Heere,heere; for heauen fake heipe me. 

Iago, What’s the matter ? 

Gra. This i. Othello's Ancient,as I take if. 

Lodo. The fame indeedc, a very valiant FelloW) 

/ago. W hat are yon heere, that cry fo greeuoutly? 
Caf. Iago} Oh I am fpoyl’d, vodone by Villaines; 
Giue me fome heipe. 

Iago. Omee, Lieutenant! 

What Vdlaines haue done this ? 

Caf, I thinke that one of them is hecreabout, 
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And cannot make away. 

Iago. Oh treacherous Villaines: 

\Vhat are you there ? Come in, and giue fome heipe. 

Rod. O heipe me there. 

Caffio. That’s oneofthem. 

Iago. Oh murd’rousSlaue! O Villaine * 

Rod. O damn’d Iago ! O inhumane Dogge 1 
logo. Kill men i’th’darkt? 

Wbc re thefe bloody Theeues ? 

Howfilenc is this Towns? Hoi,rourther,mutther. 

Wftiat may you be? Are you of good,or euill? 
l,od. Asyoufhallprouevs,prailevs. 

Jago. Si gmor Lodouko ? 

Lod. He Sir. 

Iago. I cry you mercy: here’s Cajfio hurt by Villaines. 

Gra. Cajfio l 

Iago. How is’t Brother? 

Caf. My Lcgge i$ cut in two. 

Iago. Marry heauen forbid : 

Light Gentlemen, 11c binde it with my fhirt. 

Enter 'Bianca, 

Bian. What is the matter hoa? Who is’t that cry’d ? 
Iago. Who is’t that cry’d? 

Bian. Oh my decre Cajfio, 

My fweet Cajfio: Oh Cajfio,Cajfio,Cajfio, 

Iago. O notable Strumpet. Cajfio, may you fu(pe£l 
Who they flaould be, that haue thus mangled you ? 

Caf. No. 

Gra. I am forry to finde you thus; 

I haue beene to feeke you, 

Iago. Lend me a Garter. So:--Oh for a Chairc 

To beare him eafily hence. 

Bian, Alas he faints. Oh Caffio,Caffio,Caffio.' 
logo. Gentlemen all, I do fuipe«51 this Tralh 
To be a party in this Iniurie. 

Patience awhile, gooa Cajfio. Come,come; ) 

Lend me a Light: know we this face, or no ? 

Alas my Friend,and my deerc Countryman 
Rodorigo ? No :Ycs fure: Yes,’tis Rodorigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice? 

Iago. EuenheSir: Did you know him? 
fra. Know him? I. 

Iago. Signior Gratiano ? I cry your gentle pardon : 
Theic bloody accidents muft excufemy Manners, 

That fo neglefted you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

Iago, How do you Cajfio} Oh.aChaire,aChaire. 

Cra. Rodorigo ? 

Iago. He,he,’tishe: 

Oh that’s well laid, the Chaire. 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 
lie fetch the Generali’s Surgeon. For you Miftris, 

Saue you your labour. He that lies flainc heere ( Cajfio ) 
Was rny deere friend. What malice was between you i 
Caf. None in the world : nor do 1 know the man ? 
Iago. What? looke you pale?Oh beare him o’th’Ayre, 
Stay you good Gentlemen. Looke you pale, Miftris? 
Do youperceiuethe gaftnelfe of her eye ? 

Nay,if you ftare, we fhall heare more anon. 

Behold her well: I pray you looke vpon her: 

Do you fee Gentlemen ? Nay,guiUincfTc will fpeake 
Though tongues were out of vfe. 

*y£mil. Alas,wh^t is the matter? 

What is the matter,Husband ? 

Iago. Cajfio hath heere bin fet on in the darke 
By Rodorigo, and Fellowes that are fcap’d: 


He’s almoftflaine, and Rodorigo quite dead; 

ts£mil. Alas good Gentleman : ajas good (fafsio. 

Iago. This is the fruits of whoring. Pryshe ^/Emilia 
Go know of Caffio where he tope to night. 

What, do you fhakc at that r 

Bian. He fupt at my houfc,but I therefore fhakenot 
Iago, O did he fo ? I charge you go with me. 
ts£mil. Oh fie vpon thee Stt umpec. 

Bian. I am no Strumpet, but ol life 3 s honeft, 

As you that thus abufe me. 
ixEmtl. As I? Fie vpon thee. 

Iago. Kinde Gentlemen : 

Let’s go fee poorc Cajfio dreft. 

Come Miftris, you muft tel’s another Tale. 
tsEmilia, run you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady ,what hath happ’d; 

Will you go on afore ? This is the night 
That cither makes me, or foredoes me quight. .Exeunt. 


Scam Secunda. 
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Enter Othello J and Dcfdezyiona in her bed. 

Otb. It is the Caufe, it is the Caufc (my Soule) 
Let me not name it to you, you chafte Staire?* 
itisthcCaufe. Yet lie not (bed her blood, 

Nor icatre that wlmet skin of hers, then Sao>v f 
Andfmoochas Monumental! Alablattcr: 

Yet fhc muft dye, elfe fhee’l betray mote ment 
Put out the Light, and then put out the Light; 

If I quenchthee, thou flaming Minifter, 

I can againe thy former light rcftorc, 

Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunning’ft Patterne of excelling Nature, 

I know not where is that ProTKetht M hcate 
That can thy Light re-Lume, 

When I haue pluck’d thy Rofe, 

I cannot giue it *icall growth againe. 

It needs muft wither. lie fmeli thee on the Tree* 

Oh Balmy breath, that deft ahnoft perfwade 
Tuftice to breake her Sword. One more, one more; 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 

And Imie thee after. One more, and that’s the laft # 
So fweet, was ne’re fo fscall. Imuft weepe. 

But they are cruell 1 eares : This forrow*s hcauenly, 
Ic ftrikes, where it doth loue. She wakes* 

Def, Who’s there ?Othello} 

OtkeL I Def demon a, 

Def Will you come to bed, my Lord? 

Oth. Haue you pray’d to night fDcfdemen^ 

Def I my Lord. 

Oth, If you bechinke your felfe of any Crime 
Vnreconcil’d as yet to Heaueiymd Grace, 

Solicitc for it ftraight. 

Def Alacke,my Lord, 

What may you meane by that ? 

Oth - Well, do it,and be breefc, I will walke by % 
I would not kill thy vnprepared Spirit, 

No, Heauens fore-fend ) I would not kill thy Soule* 

Def Talke you of killing? 

Oth. I,I do. 

Def Then Heauen haue mercy onmee. 
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Oth. Amen,with all my heart. 

Def. If you fay, I hope you will not kill roe. 

Oth. Humh. 

Def And yet I fcare you: for you’re fatall then 
When your eyes rowle fo. 

Why I (hould feare, I know not. 

Since guiltineffc I know not: But yet I fecle I fcare. 
Oth. Thinkc onthyfinnes. 

Def. They are Loues I beareto you, 

Oth. I,and for that thou dy’ft. 

Def. That death’s vnnacurall, that kils for louing. 
Alas } why gnaw you fo your nether-lip ? 

Some bloody pafiion (hakes your very Frame: 

Thefc are portents: but yet I hope,I hope, 

They do not point on roe. 

Otb. Peace.andbefhll. 

Def. I will fo: What’s the matter? 

Oth. That Handkerchicfe 

Which Ifolou’d,and gauethee, thou gau'ft to Cajfio. 
<Def. No by my Life, and Soule: fend for the man, 

Andaskehiro. 

Oth. Sweet Soule, take heed,take heed of Periury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I, but not yet to dye. 

Oth. Prefcntly. 

Therefore confeffc thee freely of thy (inne: 

For to deny each Article with Oath, 

Cannot remoue,nor choake the ftrong Conception 
That I do grone withall. Thou art to dye. % 

Def. O Heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay. Amen. 

Def. And haue you merey too. I neucr did 
Offend you in my life: neuer lou’d 'Cajfio, 

But with (uch gencrall warrantie of Heauen, 

As I might loue. I neucr gaue him Token. 

Oth. By Heauen I faw my Handkerchicfe in’s hand. 
O periur’d woman, thou do’ft ftone my heart, 

And makes me call, what I intend to do, 

A Murther,which I thought a Sacrifice. 

I faw the Handkcrchiefc. 

Def. He found it then : 

I neuer gaue it him: Send/or him hither: 

Let him cohfeffe a truth. 

Oth. Hchathconfcft. 

Def. What,myLord? 

Oth. That he hath vs’d thee. 

Def. How? vnlawfully? 

Oth. I. 

Def. He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No: his mouth is flopp'd t 
Honeft Iago hath 'tane order for’t. 

Def Oh,my feare interprets. Whatishcdead ? 

Oth. Had all his haires bin Hues,my great Reucnge 
Had ftomacke for them all. 

Def. Alas, he is betray’d, and I vndone. 

Oth.Out Strumpet: weep’ft thou for him to my face? 
Def. O banifh me, my Lord,but kill me not. 

Oth. Downe Strumpet. 

Def. Kill roe to morrow, let me liue to night. 

Oth. Nay,ifyouftriue. 

Def But halfe an houre. 

Oth. Being done, there is no pawfe. 

Def. But while I fay one prayer. 

Oth. It i* too late. Smothers her, 

tAmilia *t the doore. 

tAmil. My Lord, my Lord? Whathoa ?< 
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My Lord, my Lord. ~~~~~—- 

Oth .What noife is this? Not dead?not yet ou' 

I that am crucll, am yet mercifull, ” 

I would not haue thcelingerin thy paine? 

So,fo. 

tAmiLwithin. What hoa? my Lord.mv T n .A , 
Oth. Who's there? ' td 

tAmil. Oh good my Lord, I would f De aU. 
with you. Ia w °ti 

Oth, Yes: ’Tis tAmilia : by and by, Shee’sd 
’Tis like (he comes to fpeake offaffiot death • **"’ 

The noife was high. Hah, no more moouing ? 

Still as the Graue. Shall (he come in? Wer’f g0o j 
I thinke (he ftirres againe. No,what’s beft to do^ ? 

If (lie come in, (hcc’l fure fpeake to my wife; 

My wife, my wife: what wife ? I haue no wife. 

Oh inlupportable! Oh heauy houre! 

Me thinkes, it (hould be now a huge Eclipfe 1 
OfSunnc, and Moone; and that ch’aftrightcd Glob 
Did yawne at Alteration. 

tAmil. I do befeech you 
That I may fpeake with you. Oh good my Lord 
Oth. 1 had forgot thee : oh come in tAmilia. ’ 

Soft, by and by, let me the Curtaines draw. 

Where art thou? What’s the matter with thee now? 

Enter tAmdta. 

tAmil. Oh my good Lord, yonders foule MiittW, 
done. 5 

Oth. What?now? 
tAmil. But now, my Lord, 

Oth. Iris the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neercr Earth then (he was wont 
And makes men mad. 

tAmil. (,'ajfio, «ny Lord,hath kill’d 
A young Venetian, call’d Rcdorigo. 

Oth. Rpdorigo kill’d?and Cajfio kill'd? 
tAmil No. Cajfo is not kill’d. 

Oth. Not Cajfio kill’d? Then Murther’i out of tune, 
And fweet Reuenge growes harfih. 

Def O tallely, falfely murder’d. 
tAmil. Alas! what cry is that ? 

Oth. That? What ? 

tAmil. Out and alas, that was my Ladies voice, 
Helpe,helpehoa,hclpe. Oh Ladicfpeake againq 
Sweet Defiemonttjoh fweet Miftris, fpeake. 

Def. A guiltleffe death, I dye. 

^Amil Oh who hath done this deed ? 

Def No body: 1 my felfe, farewell: 

Commend me to my kinde Lord: oh farewell. 

Oth. Why,how (hould (he be murdred ? 
tAmil. Alas: who knowes ? 

Oth. You heart her fay her felfe, it was not I. 
tAmil. She faid fo: I muft needs report the truth, 
Oth. She’s like a Liar gone to burning heli, 

*Twas I that kill’d her. 

tAmil. Oh the more Angell (he, and you the black. 
erDiuell.i 

Oth. She turn'd to folly: and fhe was a whore. 
tAmil. Thou do’ft bely her,and thou art a diuell.- 
Oth. She was falfe as water. 
tAmil. Thou art ra(h as fire, to fay 
That fhe was falfe. Oh (he was heauenly true, 

Oth. Caffe did top her: Ask thy husband elfe. 

O, l were damn’d beneath all depth in hell: 

But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this extremity. Thy Husband knew it all. 
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~Ts.mil. My Husband? ' r • 

Emil. Villapy.villany, villany r 

i 


Oth. Thy Husband. :-.nJ .t::v % . 

I thinke vpon’t, I thinkc: I fmel’t: O Villany; 



tAmil. That (he wa* falfe to’Wedldcke ? ?1(! ; 

I thought fo then: lie kill my felfe for greefe. 



Oth. I) with Cajfio: had TBfe Bin true. 

O villany! villany! 



if Heauen would make me fuch another world. 

Iago. What, are you mad? 



Of one entyre and perfeil Chryfolite, 

I charge you gee yon home. 



I’ld not haue fold her for it. 

Emil. Good Gentlemen, let me haue leaufe to (peakc: 



t/.Emil- My Husband? 

’Tis proper I obey him; but not now: 



Otb. I^twaslve cihattold meon herfirft. 

Perchance lago, I will ne’re go home. 



An honeft man he is, and hatesthe (lime 

Oth Oh,oh,oh. 



Jhat flickes on filthy deeds. 

Emil. Nay, lay thee downc.and roare: 



tAmil. My Husband ? : u •' 

For thou haft kill’d the fwectc'ft innocent. 



Oth. What needs this htcrance, Woman? 

That ere did lift vp eye. 



I fay, thy Husband. 

Oth. Oh (he was fowle l 



tAmil. Oh Miftris, 

I fcarfe did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece, 



Villany hath made mockcs with loue? 

Whofe breach (indeed) thefe hands haue newly flopp’d : 



My Husband fay : (he was falfe? 

I know this adte fhewes horrible and grim. 



Oth. He,Woman; 

Cra. Pocfe Defdemon : 



Ifay thy Husband: Do’ft vndrrftand the word ? 

I am glad thy Father’s dead. 



My Friend, thy Husband; honcft,honeft/*£(?. 

Thy Match was mortall to him: and pure greefe 



tAmil. If he fay fo, may hispcrnicious Souje 

Shore his old thred in twaine. Did he liue now. 



Rot halfe a graine a day : he ly.es to’th’heart. 

This fight would make him do a delperate turne : 



She was too fond of her moft filthy Bargained 

Yea, curfe his better Angell from his fide. 



Oth. Hah? 

And fall to Rcprobance. 



t/.Emil . Dothywotft: 

Oth. ’Tis pittifuli: but yet Iago knowes 



This deede of thine is no more worthy Heauen, 

That fhe with Cajfio, hath the A6t of (hamei 



Then thou was’t worthy her. 

A thoufand times committed. Cajfio confcft it. 



Oth. Peace, you were beft. ’ 

And (he did gratifie his amorous workes 



tAmd.T hou haft not halfe that powre to do me harm. 

With that Recognizance and pledge of Loue 



As 1 haue to be hurt. Oh Gull,oh dole. 

Which Ifirft gaucher: I faw it in his hand : 



As ignorant as durt: thou haft done a deed 

It was a Handkerchiefe.an Antique Token 



(I care not for thy Sword) lie make thee known. 

My Father gaue my Mother. 



Though I loft twenty hues. Helpc,he!pe,hoa, helpe: 

Emtl. Oh Heauen ! oh heauenly Powres 1 



The Moore hath kill’d my Miftris. Murther,murthcr. 

lago. Come,hold yourpeace. I 



. * - - 1 ’ V 

Emil. ’Twill out,’twill out. I peace ? 



Enter Montanofiratiano, and Iago. 

No,I will fpeake as liberall as the North; 




Let Heauen,and Mcn,and Diuels, let them all. 



Mon. What is the matter? How now Generali ? 

Alfall, crie fhame againft tne, yet He fpeake. 



iA.mil. Oh,are you come,/*fv.- you haue done well, 

Iago. Bewife.aod get you home. 



That men muft lay their Murthers on your necke. 

Emtl, Iwillnoc. 



Cra. What is the matter? 

Gra. Fye, your Sword vpon a Woman. 



tAmil. Difproue this Villaine,if thou bee’ft a man: ' 

Emil. Oh thou dull Moore, 



Helayes,thou told’fthim that his wife was falfe: 

That Handkerchiefc thefti fpeak’ft of 



I know thou did'flnot :thou’rtnot fuch a Villain. 

I found by Fortune, and did giue my Husband: 



Speake, for my heart is full. 

For often, with a (olemne eameftneffe. 



Iage. I told him what I thought, 

(More then indeed belong’d to fuch a Trifle) 



And told no more 

He begg’d of me, to ftealc’t. 



Then what he found himfelfc was apt,and true. 

Iago. Villanous Whore. 



tAmil. But did you cuer tell him. 

Emil. She gii e it Cajfio} No, alas I found it. 



She W 3 s falfe? 

And I did giu’tmy Husband. 



la go. J did. 

Iago. fihh, thou Iyeft. 



tAmil. You told a Lye.an odious damned Lye: 

Emil. By Heauen I do not, I do not Gentlemen s 



Vpon my Soule, a Lye; a wicked Lye. 

Oh murd'rous Coxcombe, what thould fuch a Foote 



Shcc falfe with Cajfie ? 

Do with fo good a wife ? 



Did you fay with Cajfio ? 

Oth, Are there no ftones in Heauen, 



Iago. With Cajfio, Miftris? 

But what ferues for the Thunder ? 



Go too, charme your tongue. 

Precious Villaine. 



Emil. I will not charme my Tongue; 

Gra. The woman falles: 



I am bound to fpeake. 

Sure he hath kill’d his Wife. 



My Miftris heere lyes murthered in her bed. 

Emil. 1,1: oh lay me by my Miftris fide. 



Elll. Oh Heauens.forcfend. 

Cra. Hee’s gone, but his wife’s kill’d. 



Emil. And your reports haue fet the Murder on. 

Mon. ’Tis a notorious Villains take you this weapon 



Othtlle. Nay ftarenotMafters, 

Which I hauerecouer’d from the Moore: 



It is true indeede. 

Come guard the doore without, let him not pafle, 



Gra. ’TisaftraingeTruth. 

But kill him rather. lie after that fame villaine. 



VHont. Omonftrous A&e. 

For 'tis a damned Slaue. Exit. 




Otb. 
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Oth. I am not Valiant neither ^ 

Buteuery Punie whipftcr gets my Sword, u j 

But why fhould Honor out-liueHonefiy ? 

Let it go all. r: 

ts&mit. What did thy Song boad Lady r 
Hearkc,cantt thou heatc me ? 1 will play the Swan, . 
And dye in Muficke : Willough,V'illougk,lFilloHgh. 

Moote, fhe was chaftc : She lou’d thec,cruell Moore, 

So come my Soule to blifle,as I fpeake true: 

So fpcakingas 1 thinke, alas,I dye. 

Oth. I haue another weapon in this Chamber, 

It was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice btookes temper: 

Oh heerc it is: Vnkle I muft come forth- 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coft thee decre; 

Thou haft no weapon.and perforce muft fuffer. y, - 

Oth. Looke in vpon me then, and fpeake with nic. 

Or naked as I am I will aflaultthee. 
gra. What is the matter? 

Othel. Behold,I haue a weapon : 

A better neuer did it fclfe fuftame 

Vpon a Soldiers Thigh. J h.aue feenc the day. 

That with this little Armc, and this good Sword, 

I haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your flop. But (oh vainc boaft) 
Who can controll his Fate ? Tis not fo now. 

Be not affraid, though you do fee me weapon’d: 

Hecreis my iournics end,hccrcis my butt 
And verie Sea-marke of my vtmoft Sailc. 

Do you gobackedifmaid? ’Tisaloft fearct 

Man but a Rulh againft Othello's breft, / 

And he retires. Where fhould OtheRo go ? 

Now: how doft thou looke now? Oh ill-Starr’d wencl^. 
Pale as thy Smocke: when we fhall meetc at comp:, 

This looke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heauen, 
And Fiends will fnatch at it. Cold,cold,my Girlc? 

Euen like thy Chaftity. O curfed, curfed Slaue! 

Whip me yeDiuels, 

From the pofleffion of this Hcauenly.fight: 

Blow me about in windes, roaft me in Sulphure, 

Walh me in ftcepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire. 

Oh Defdemen ! dead Defdemon : dead. Oh,oh! 

Enter Lodouico, CaJJlo , Montano, And Iago y 
with Officers. 

Lod. Where is this ra(h,and mod vnfottunatc man ? 
Oth. That’s he that was Othello: heere I am. 

Lod. Where is that Viper? 

Bring the Villainc forth. . 

Oth. Wook down towards his feet; but that’s a Fable, 
if that thou bec’fta Diuell,I cannot kill thee, 
hod. Wrench his Sword from him. f - 
lago. I bleed Sir,but not kill’d. 

Othel. I am not lorry neither, lTd haue thee Hue: 

For in my fenfe/tis happineflfe to die. 

Lod. Oh thou Othello, that was once fo good, 

Falne in the praftife of a curfed Slaue, 

What fhall be faide to thee. 

Oth. Why any thing: 

An honourable Murderer,if you will s 
For nought I did in hate, but all in Honour. 

Led. This wretch hath part confefthis Villaoy: 

Did you and he confent in Cajfto’s death. 

Oth. 7. 

Caf. Deere Generally neuer gaue you caule. 

Oth. 1 do bclceue it, and I aske your pa r don: 

Will you,I pray,demand that deroy-Diucll, 
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Why he hath thus enfnar’d my Souje and Body 
/^.Demand me nothing: what you know vou t ! 
From this time forth, I neuer will fpeakewora •. 
Lod. What? not to pray? • 

(yr4. Torments wiUopc your iipv- 
Oth. Well, thou doft beft. 

Led. Sir, 

You ftiall vnderftand what hath befalne, 

( Which.as I thinke,you know not) hecre js a Lett 
Found in the pocket of the flaine Ro donga, er 

And heere another, the one of them imports 
The death of Caffio, to be vndertooke 
By Rodorigo. 

Oth. O Villaine! 

Caffio. Moft Hcathenifh,and moft groffe. 1 

Lod. Now,heere’s another difeontented pap er 

Found in his pocket too: and this it feemes " 

Rodorigo meant t’haue fent this damned villaine: 

But that (belike)/*™ in the interim 
Came in, and fatisfi’d him. 

Oth. Oh thou pemitious Caitiffe j 
How came you ( Caffio ) by thatHandkerchiefe 
That was my wiucs ? 

Caffio. I found it in my Chamber: 

And he himlelfe confeft it but euen now. 

That there he dropt it for a fpeciall purpofe. 

Which wrought to his defire. . 

Othel. O Foole,foole,fpolc! 

Caffio. There is befides, in Rodorigo's Letter, 

How he vpbraides Iago, that he made him 
Brauemc vpon the Watch : whereon it came 
That I was caft: and euen but now he fpake 
(After long feetning dead) lago hurt him, 

Iagofe .t hin? on. ,• • ; 

Lod. You muft forfake this roome.and go withyj: 
Your Power,and your Command is taken off, 

And Caffio rules in Cyprus. For this Slaue, 

If there b.c any cunning Crueltie, 

That can torment him much,and hold him long. 

It fhall be his. You fhall clofcPrifonerreft, 

Till that the Nature of your fault be kpowne 
To the Venetian State. Come,bring away. 

Oth, Sofr you; a word ontwo beforeyou goe: 

I haue done the State fame fcruice, and they know’t: 
No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 

When you fhall thefe vnlurkie deeds relate, 

Speake of ine,as I am. Nothing extenuate, 

Nor fee downc ought in malice. 

Then muft you fpeake, 

Of one that lou’d not wifely, but too well s 
Of one, noteafily lealious, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in the extreame: Ofone.whofe hand 
(Like the bafe ludean) threw a Pearle away 
Richer then all his Tribe: Of one,whofe fubdu'dEyes, 
Albeit vn-vfed to the melting moode, 

Drops teares as faft as the Arabian Trees 
Their Medicinable gumme. Set you downc this: 

And fay befides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant, and a Tutbond-Tutke 
Beate a Venetian, and traduc’d the State, 

I tooke by th’throat the circumcifedDogge, 

And frnoace him, thus. 

Lod. Oh bloody period. 

Gra. All that is fpoke.is marr’d. 

Oth. Ikift thee, ere I kill’d thee: No way but this, 
Killing my fclfe, to dye vpon a kifle. 
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Caf This did I feare* but thought he had no weapon: 
for he was great of heart. 

lod. OhSpartonDogge: 

More fell then Anguilh, Hunger, or the Sea r 
Looke on tiujlYagickc Loading of this bed: 

This is thy W&fke ': 

TheObieitpoyfons Sight, 


Let it be hid. Gratiano,)ieepe the houfe. 

And feize vpon the Fortunes of the Moore, 

For they iuccecde on you. To you,Lord Gouernoi, 
Remaines th cCenfure of this heililh villaine: 

The Time, the Place,the Torture,oh inforce 11: 

My felfe will ftraight aboord.and to'the State, 

This hcauic Act, with heauic heart relate. 




Exeunt. 


FINIS. 


The Names of the Ac5tors. 
(:***••> 

M^KThdlo, the Moore. 

Brabantio, Father to Def,'demon*. 
gvJpSgjjg Caffio, an Honourable Lieutenant. 

Iago, a Villaine. 

Rodorigo, a gulfd Gentleman . 

Luke of Venice. 

\ 

Senators. 

Montano, Goner no ur offCyfrits. 

Gentlemen offCyprus. 

Lodouico/W Gratiano, two Noble Venetians. 
Saylors. 

Clowne. 

Defdemona, wife to Othelle. 
iTi^ilia, wife to lago. 

Bianca, a Curtezan. 
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HETRAGE D IE 

Anthonie, and Cleopatra. 


OF 


Ailus Trim us. Scccna Trima . 


Demetrius and Philo * 



Philo. 

Ay, but this dotage ofour Generals 
Ore-flowes the meafurc: thofc his goodly eyes 
That o*re the Files and Mufiers of the W arre, 
Haue glov/d like piated Mars : 

Now bend, now turnc 

The Office and Deuotion of their view 

Vpon a Tawny Front. His Captaincs heart. 

Which in the feuffles of great Fights hath bur ft 
The Buckles on his breft, reneages all temper, 

And is become the Bellowes and the Fan 
To code a Gypfies Luft. 

Ehurifb* Enter Anthony 9 Chopatra t her Ladies , the 
Traive y with Eunuchs fanning her. 

Lookc where they come: 

Take but good note, and you fhall fee in him 
(The triple Pillar of the world) transform’d 
Into a Strumpets Foole. Behold and Ice* 

Cleo. If it be Loue indeed, tell me how'much. 
j 4 *t< There’* beggery in the loue that can be reckon’d 
Cleo. He fet a bourne how farre to be belou’d. 

Avt< Then muft thou needesfinde out new Heaucn, 
new Earth, 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef Ncwes(my good Loid)from Rome. 

Ant, Grates me,thcfumme. 

Cleo. Nay heare chcm Anthony. 

Fuluia perchance is angry: Or who knowes. 

If the fearfe-bearded Cafiir haue not fent 
Hispowrcfull Mandate to you.Do this,or this; 

Take in that kingdome,and Infranchife that: 

Perform Y or dfe we damne thee. 

Ant. Bow,my Loue ? 

Cleo . Perchance? Nay ; and mod like: 

Youmuft not flay heere longer, your difmiflion 
Is come from Cafar, therefore hearc it Anthony 
Where’s Ftiluias ProceiTc? (Cafars I would fay) both ?; 
Call ;n the Mcflcngcrs : As I am Egypts Quccnc, 

Thou bluflbeft Anthony, and that blood of thine 
Is C*/*™ homager: clfe fo thy cheeke payes Thame, 
When ihrill-tongu’d Fuluia fcolds, The Meffengers. 

Ant . Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
OftheraingM Empire fall: Heere is my fpace, 
Kingdbmes are clay; Our dungie earth alike 


Fcetls Beaft as Man; the NobJenefTe oflife 
Is to do thus: when iuch a mutuall paire, 

* And fuch a twain* can doo’s, in which I bindc 
One paine ofponifhmcntjthe world to weete 
Wc ftand vp Peerelefie. 

Cleo . Excellent falfhood : 

Why did he marry FhIhm , and not loue her? 
lie icccne the Foolc l am hot. Anthony will be himklk 
Ant Butftirfd by fhopatra. 

Now forth* loue ofLpue,and liar fofr houres, 

Let’s not confound the time with Conference barfh- 
There’s not a minute of our hues fhould Itrctch * 

Without fomeplcalurenow. What (port to night? 
Cleo, Heare the Ambafl'adors. 

Ant, Fye wrangling Q^eene : 

Whom euery thing becomes, to chide.to laugh, 

To weepe: who euery palfiqn fully flriucs 
To make it felfe (in Thce)fairc,and admir’d. 

No Meffenger but thine, and all alone, to night 
Weel wander through the ftrects,and note 
The qualities of people. Come my Quecne, 
Laftnight you did defire it. Spcake not to vs. 

Exeunt with the Traine, 

Bern, Is Cafar with Anthonins priz’d lb flight ? 

Philo . Sir fometimes when he is not Anthony , 

He comes too fhort of that great Property 
Which ftill fhould go with Anthony. 

Dem, I am full forry, that hee spproucs the common 
Lyar,who thus fpcakes ofbim at Rome; but I will hope 
of better deeds to morrow. Reft you happy, Exeunt 

Enter EnobarbuSy Lamfriiu^ South foyer, Rannius , Lmtti* 
HStCharmian, Iras , Mardian the Eunuch, 
and Alexas . 

Char. L. Alexaiy fweet Alexas, mod any thing Alexas, 
almeft moft abfolu Alexas, where’s the Soothlayer 
that you prais*d fo ro’th’Queene ? Oh that I knev/e this 
Husband, which you fay, muft change his Hornes with 
Garlands, 

Alex. Soothfaycr. 

Sooth . Your will? 

Char . Is this the Man ? Is’t you fir that know things ? 
Sooth. In Natures infinite bookc of Sccrccic,alittUI 
can read. 

Alex. Shew him your hand. 

Enob . Bring in the Banket quickly: Wine enough, 

Cleepa 


(Anthony and Qenpatra. 


W 


Cleopatra's health to drinks. 

Char. Good fir,giuc me good Fortune. 

Sooth . I make not, but forefee. 

Char . Pray then, forefee me one. j 

Sooth, You fhall be yet farre fairer then you arc. 

Char . Hemeanes iaflcfh. 

Iras. No,you fhall paint when you are old* 

Char . Wrinkles forbid. 

e Alex. Vex nothisprefciencc, be attcntii*e. 

Char. Hufti. 

Sooth. You (hall be more belou:ng,then beloucd. 

Char. I had rather heate my Liucr with drinking. 

Alex. Nay,hearehim. 

Char. Good now feme excellent Fortune: Let mee 
be married to three Kings in a forenoone, and Widdo w 
them all: Let me haue a Childe at fifty, to whom Herode 
oflewry may do Homage. Finde me to morric me \a iih 
Ottauius C*f ar i and companion me with my Miftris. 

Sooth. You fhall ouc-liue the Lady whom you ferue. 

Char. Oh excellent, I loue long life better then Figs. 

Sooth. You haue feene and proued a fairer former for¬ 
tune, then that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children (Kail haue no names: 
prythee how many Boycs and Wenches muft 1 haue. 

Sooth. Ifeuery of your wifhes had a vvombe, & fore¬ 
tell euery wifh, a Million. 

Char. Out Foolc,I forgiue thee for a Witch. 

Alex . You thinke none but your (hccts arepriuie to 
your wifhes. ; 

Char . Nay come,tell Irashexs. 

Alex. Wee’l know all our Fortunes. 

Enob. Minc,and moft of our Fortunes tonight, Ciall 
bedrutike to bed. 

Iras. There’s a Palme ptefages Chaftity,if nothing els. 

Char. E’ncas thco’re*flowing Nylus prefageth Fa¬ 
mine. 

Iras • Go you wilde Bedfellow,you cannot Soothfay. 

Char . Nay, if an oy ly Palme bee not a fruitfull Prog- 
nofticacion, I cannot fcratch mine care. Prythee tel her 
but a worky day Fortune, 

Sooth. Your Fortunes arc alike. 

Iras. But how, but how, giueme particulars. 

Sooth. Ihouefaid. 

Iras. Am I not an inch of Fortune better then (lie ? 

Char. Well, ifyou were but an inch or fortune better 
then I: where would you choofe it. 

Iras. Not in my Husbands nofe. 

Char. Our worfer thoughts Heauens mend. 

Alexas. Come,hisFortune,his Fortune. Ohlethim 
mary a woman that cannot go,fweet IJis J befeech thee, 
and let her dye too ,\ and giue him a worfe^and let worfe 
follow worfe, till the worft of all follow him laughing to 
his graue, fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good IJis heare me this 
Prayer, though thou denic me a matter of more waight: 
good lfis I befeech thee. 

Iras. Amen,deere Goddcfle, heare that prayer of the 
people. For, as ici? ahearc-breaking tofee ahandfome 
raanloofc^Wiu’djfbit isadcadly forrow, tobeholdea 
foulc Knauc vncuckolded: Therefore deere lfis keep do - 
command Fortune him accordingly. 

Char. Amen. 

Alex. Lo now, if it hy in their hands to make mee a 
Cuckold, they would make themfelues Whores, but 
thcy’ld doo’t. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Enob. Hufl^heere comes Anthony . 


Char. Not he^the Quecne. 

Cleo. Saucyou,my Lord# 

Enob . No Lady. 

Cleo. Was he not heere? 

Char. No Madam. 

Cleo . He was dilpos’d to mirth, but'on thefodaine * 
A Roroane thought hath ftrooke him. 

Enobarbus ? 

Snob. Madam, 

C/dtf.Scekchim.and bring him hither: wher’s Alexias} 
Alex • Heere at your feruice. 

My Lord approaches. 

Enter Anthony^ith a tJMeffenger. 

Cleo . We will not looke vponhim : 

G o w i t h v s. Exeunt. 

Alejfen. Fuluia thy Wife, 

Firft came into the Field. 

Ant. Againft my Brother Lucim ? 

Mejfen. I; but too ne that Waire had end. 

And the times Rate 

Made friends of them, icynting their force ’gainft C<efar J 
Whofe better iffue in the warre from Iraly, 

Vpon the firft encounter drnue them. 

Ant* Well, what worft. 

Mejf. The Nature of bad newes infers theTeller. 
Ant . When it concerncs the Foole or Coward: On. 
Things that are paft,are done,with me. ’Tis thus. 

Who tels me true, though in hisTaleJyedcath, 

I heare him as he flatter'd. 

Mef. Labienus (this is ftiffc-newes) 

Hath with h’S Parthian Force 

Extended Afia : from Euphrares his conquering 

Banner fhooke, from Syria to Lydia, 

And to Ionia,whiPft—— 

Ant. Anthony thou would’ft fay. 

Adef. Oh my Lord. 

Ant. Speakcto me home. 

Mince not the generall tongue, name 
Cleopatra as flic is call'd in Rome : 

Raiic thou in FiduieCs phrafc,and taunt my faults 
With fuch full Licenfe, as both Truth and Malice 
Haue power to vclcr. Oh then wc bring forth weeds, 
When our quicke windcs lye ftill, and our files told vs 
Is as our earing : fare thee well awhile# 

Mef. At your Noble pleafure.' Exit Mejfenger. 
Enter another Mejfenger. 

Ant From Sctcion how the newes ? Speakc there. 

1. Mef Tne man from Sctcton y 
Is there fuch an one? 

2. Mef He ftayes vpon your will. 

Ant. Let him appearc: 

Tbefe ftrong Egyptian Fetters I muft breake, 

Or loofe my felfe in dotage. 

Enter another (Jttejfenger with a Letter . 

What are you? 

3. C JMef. Fuluia thy wife is dead. 

Ant. Where dyed flhe. 

Mef. In Scicionj her length of fickncfle. 

With what elfe more ferious, 
jpv^orteth thee to know, this b cares* 

An the. Forbeareme 

There’s a great Spirit gone, thus did I defire it: 

What our contempts doth often hurle from vs, 
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We wifi* it ours againe. The prefent pleafure. 

By reuolution lowring, does become 
The oppofite ofic fdfc: (he’s good being gon. 

The hand could plucke her backe,tlnt fhou'd her on. 

I muft from this enchanting Queene brcake off. 

Ten thoufand harmes, more then the illes I know 
My idlcneflc doth hatch. 

Enter Enobarbtu. 

How now Enobarbvu. 

Eno. What’s your pleafure,Sir ? 

Anth. 1 muft with hafte from hence. 

Eno. Why then we kill all our Women. Wc fee how 
mnrtflli an vnkindneffe is to them, it thcv luffer our dc - 


TkeTragedie of 


Till his deserts arepaft, begin to throw ~ 
Pompey the great, and all his Dignities 
Vpon his Sonne, who high in Nameand Power 
Higher then both in Blood and Life,ftandsyp * 
For the maine Souldier. Whofe quality going 0 
The fides o’th'world may danger. Much is breed 1 ’ 
Which like the Courfers heirc, hath yet but life 
And not a Serpents poyfon. Say our pleafure * 
To fuch whofe places vnder vs,rcquire 
Our quicke remoue from hence. 

Enob. Iftialldoo’t. 


parture death’s the word. 

Ant . T muft be gone. 

Eno. Vnder a compelling an occafion,let women die. 
It were piety to caft them away for nothing, though be- 
tweene them and a great caufe, they fhould be efteemed 
nothing. Cleopatra catching but the lcaft noy fe of this, 
dies inftantly : I haue feenc her dye twenty times vppon 
fatre poorer moment: 1 do think there is mettle in death, 
which commits fome louing a<ftc vpon her.lhe hath luch 
a celerity in dying. 

Ant . She is cunning paft mans thought. 

Eno. AlackcSir no, her paflions are made of nothing- 
but the fineft part ofpure Loue.Wc cannot cal her winds 
and waters, fighes and teares : They are greater ftormes 
and Tempefts then Almanackes can report. This cannot 
be cunning in her; if it be, (he makes a (howre of Raine 
as well as loue. 

Ant. Wouldlhad neuerfeeneher. 

Eno. Oh fir,you had then left vnfecne a wonderful! 
peece of worke, which not to haue bcenc bleftwithall, 
would haue diferedited your Trauaile. 

Ant. Fuluia is dead. 

Eno. Sir. 

Ant. Palma is dead. 

Eno. Valuta r 

I Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why fir, giuetheGodsa thankefullSacrifice: 
when it pleafeth their Deities to take the wife of a man 
from him,it fhewes toman the Tailors of the earthicom- 
forting therein, that when olde Robes are iworne out, 
there are members to make new. If there were no more 
Women but Talma, then had you indeede a cut. and the 
cafe to be lamentcdjThis greefe is crown’d with Confo- 
lation, your old Smocke brings foorth a new Petticoate, 
aud indeed the teares Hue in an Onion, that fhould water 
\his forrow. 

Ant. The bufinefle (he hath broached in the State, 
Cannot endure my abfcnce. 

Eno. And the bufineffe you haue broach’d heere can¬ 
not be without you, efpecially that of CYeep.srna’s,. which 
wholly depends on your abode. 

Ant. No more light Anfweres: 

Let our Officers 

Haue notice what wepurpofe. I lhall breake 
The caufe of our Expedience to the Qucene, 

And get lm ioue to part. For not alone 
The death of Fuluia^ with more vrgent touches 
Do ftrongly fpcake to vs: but the Letters too 
Of many our contriuing Friend* in Rome, 

Petition vs at home. Sextus Pompeitu 
Haue giuen the dare to Cafar, and commands 
The Empire of the Sea. Our flippery people, 

Whofe Loue is neucr link’d to the deferuer. 


Cleo. Where is he? 

Char. I did not fee him fince, 

Qto. See where he is, 

’Whofe with him, what heroes: 

1 did not fend you. Ifyou hnde him fad. 

Say lamdauncing: if in Myrtb, report 
That I am fodainc ficke. Quicke,and returnc. 

Qiar Madam,me thinkes ifyou did loue himdeerlv 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 
The like from him. 

Cleo. What fhould I do, I do not ? 

Ch. In each thing giuehimway,croflehimin nothinc, 
Cleo. Thou teacheft like afoolc:the way tolofehmj. 
Char. Tempt him not fo too farte. Iwifhforbejrc 
In time we hate that which we often feare. 

Enter Anthony. 

But heere comes Anthony. 

Cleo. I am fickc,and fallen. 

An. I am forty to giue breathing to my purpofe, 
Cleo. Helpeme away deerc Charmian, I (hall fall, 

It cannot be thus long, the fides ofNature 
; Will notfuftaineit. 

Ant. Now my deereft Qucene. 

Cleo. pray you fland farther from mee. 

Ant. What’s the matter? 
fcleo.l know by that fame eye ther’s fome good news, 
What fayes the married wopian you may goe ? 
Would (he had neuer giuen youleaucto come. 

Let her not fay'tis I that keepe you heere, 

I haue no power vpon you: Hers you are. 

Ant. The Gods beft know. 

( Cleo. Oh neuer was there Queene 
' So mightily betrayed : yet at the fitft 
I faw thcTreafonsplanted. 

Ant. Cleopatra. 

Cleo. Why (hould I thinke you can be mine, & true 
(Though you in fwearing (hake the Throancd Gods) 
Who hauebecnefalfe to Fuluia} 

Riotous raadneffe. 

To be entangled with thofe mouth-made vowes. 
Which breake themfelues in fwearing. 

Ant. Moft fwtet Queene. 

Cleo. Nay pray you fccke no colour for your goingi 
But bid farewell, and goe s 
When you fued flaying. 

Then was the time for words: No going then, 

Et ernity was in our Lippes, and Eyes, 

Bliffe in our browes bent: none our parts fo pooie, 
But was a race of Heauen. They are fo ftill, 

Or thou the greateft Soulaier of the world, 

Art turn’d the greateft Lyar. 

A»u How now Lady? 


i 
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Cleo. I would I had thy inches, thou (hould’ft know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

Ant. Hcare me Qucene : 

Theftrong neceffity ofTime, commands 
Our Seruiclcs a-while: but my full heart 
Rcmaines in vfc with you. Our Italy, 

Shines o’re with ciuill Swords ; Sexto* Pomptiut 
Makes his approaches to the Port ofRome, 

Equality oftwo Domefticke powers, 

gvecd fcrupulous fatftion : The hated growne to lrrengtb 

^re newly growne to Loue :The condemn'd Pompey, 

Rich in his Fathers Honor.creepes apace 

]nto the hearts of fuch.ashaueoot thriued 

Vpon the prefent ftate,whofe Numbers threaten. 

And quietnefie growne ficke of reft,would purge 
By any defperatc change: My more particular. 

And that which moft with you fhould fafe my going, 

\s fulaiaf death. _ 

C/w.Though age from folly could not giuc me freedom 
It does from childiflmefle. Can Palma dye? 

Ant . She’s dead my Queene. 

Looke heere, and at thy Soueraigne leyfure read 
TheGaiboyles fhe awak d : at the laft,beft. 

See when,and where (lice died. 

Cleo. O moft falfe Loue j 
Where be the Sacred Viollcs thou fhould'ft fill 
With forrowfull water ?NowI fee, I fee, 

In Fuluiae death,how mine receiu’d ftiall be. 

Ant. Quarrell no more, but bee prepar’d to know 
The purpol'cs 1 beare: which are,or ceafe, 

Asyou fhall giue th’aduice. By the fire 
That quickens Nylus flime, 1 go from hence 
Thy Souldier, Scruant, making Peace or Warre, 

As thou aflfeZfs. 

Cleo. Cut my Lace, Charmian come, 

But let it be,I am quickly ill,and well, 

So Anthony loucs. 

Ant. My precious Queene forbesre, 

And giue true cuidcnce to his Loue, which ftancls 
An honourableTriall. 

(teo. So Faluia told me. 

1 prythee tu«ie afide s and weepe for her. 

Then bid adiew to me, and fay the teares 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Of cxcellent~difrembling,and let it looke 
Likepcrfe& Honor. 

Ant. YouT heat my blood no more? 

Cleo. You can do betteryct: but this is meetly. 

Ant. Now by Sword. 

Cleo. And Target. Still he mends. 

But this is not the beft. Looke prythee Charmian , 

How this Herculean Roman do’s become 
The carriage of his chafe. 

Ant. IleleaueyouLady. 

Cleo. Courteous Lord, one word: 

Sir, you and I muft part, but that’s not if: 

Sir, you and I haue lou’d, but there’s not it: 

That you know well, fomething it is I would : 

Oh, my Obliuion is a very Anthony, 

And I am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your Royalty 
Holds Idlenefie your fubieft, I fhould take you 
Forldlcnefle it felfe. 

Cleo. ’Tis fweating Labour, 

To beare fuch Idlenefle foneere theheart 
As Cleopatrathit. ButSir,forgiueme. 


Since nay becommings kill me, when they do nos 

Eye well to you. Your Honor calles you hence. 

Therefore be deafe to my vnpittied Pblly, 

And all the Gods go with you, Vpon your Sword 
Sit Lawrell vi&ory, and fmooch fuccefle 
Be ftrew’d before your fecte.; 

Ant. Let vs go. 

Come: Our fepararion fo abides and flies. 

That thou reciding heere, goes yet with mce; 

And 1 hence fleeting, heere remaine with thee. 

Away. Exeunt. 

Enter Qttauius reading a Letter , Left dm, 
and their 7 raine. 

You may lee Lepidae^nd henceforth know? 

It is not Cafars Naturall vice, to hate 
One nreat Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the newer: He fifties, drinkcs,and waftes 
The Lanipes ofnight in reuell: Is not more naanlike 
Then Cleopatra : nor the Queene of Ptolomy 
More Womanly then he. Hardly gaue audience 

Or vouchfafeto thinke he had Partners. You 

Shall finde there a man, who is th’abflra£h of all faults. 
That all men follow. 

Lep. I muft not thinke _ 

There are, euils enow to darken all his goodneujrs 
His faults in him, feeme as the Spots of Heauen, 

More fierie by nights Blackneflc; Hereditarie, 

Rather then purchafte: what he cannot change^ 

Then what he chootes. 

Caf. You are too indulgent. Let’s graum it U nor 
Amifle to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy, 

To giue « Kingdoine for a Mirth, to fit 
And keepe the turne of Tipling with a Slauc, 

To recle the ftreets at noone, and fland the Buffet 
With knaues that finch of fweate : Say this becortis him 
( As his compofure muft be rare Indeed, 

Whom thefe things cannot blemifti) yet muft osftitheny 
No way cxcufe his foylcs,when we do beare 
So great waight in his lightneffe. Ifhe fill'd 
His vacaftcic with his VoluptuoufnefTe, 

Full furfets, dnd the drinefte ofhis bones. 

Call on him for’t. But to confound fuch time. 

That drummes him tromhis fpoit,and fpeakes as lowd 
Ashis ownc State.and ours, ’tis to be chid : 

As we rate Boycs, who being mature in knowledge, 
Pawne their experience to their prefent pleafure. 

And fo rcbcll to iudgement. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Lep. Hcere’s more newes. 

Mcf Thy biddings haue beene done, & eueriehoure 
Moft Noble Cafar, (halt thou haue report 
How ’tis abroad. ^Pompey is ftrong at Sea, 

And it appeares,he is bclou’d of thofe 
That only haue feard Cafar: to the Ports 
The difeonteats repaire,and mens repous 
Giue him much wrong'd. - 

Caf. I (hould h3ue knowne no le£fc. 

It hath bin taught vs from the primall ftate 
That he which is was wifht, vntill he wtrei 
And the ebb’d man, 

Ne’re lou’d, till ne re worth loue, 

Comes fear’d, by being lack’d. This commonbodie, 
Like to a Vagabor. d Flagge vpon the Str c arae. 

Goes too,and backe, lacking the vatrying tyde 

T s_ To' 
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To rot it felfe with motion, 

Mcf. Caftr I bring thee word, 

SAcnacrates and Menas famous Pyraces 
j Makes the Sea ferue them, which they care and wound 
| Withkeelesofcuerykinde. Many hot inrodcs 
| They make in Italy, the Border* Maritime 
Lack* blood to thinke on’t, and flufli youth reuolt, 

No Veffell can pcepe forth : but’tisas foonc 
Taken as feene : for Pompejes name ftrikes more 
j Then could his Warrc refilled. 

Caftr. Anthony, 

Leaue thy lafeiuious Vaflailes. When thou once 
Was beaten from CMedena, where thouflew’ft 
Hirjitu, and Paufa Confuls, at thy heele 
Did Famine follow, whom thou fought’ft againft, 
(Though daintily brought vp) with patience more 
Then Sauages could fuffer. Thou did’ft drinkc 
The ftale of Horfe*,and the gilded Puddle 
Which Beafts would cough at. Thy pallat the did dainc 
The roughefl Berry, on the rudeft Hedge. 

Yea, like the Stagge,when Snow the Paftui'e fiieets, 

The barkes of Trecs thou brows’d. On the Alpes, 

It is reported thou did’ft cate ftrange flefti, 

Which fomc did dye to looke on: And all this 
(It wounds thine Honor that I fpeakc it now) 

Was borne fo like a Soldiour.that thy checke 
So much as tank’d not. 

Lep, "Tis pitty of him. 

Caf. Let his fliames quickely 
Driue him to Rome,'tis time we twaine 
Did (hew our felues i’th’Field, and to that end 
Afifcmble me immediate counfell, Vompey 
Thriues in our Idlenefte. 

Lep- Tomorrow Cafar, 

I (hall be furniftit to informe you rightly 
Both what by Sea and Land I can be able 
To front this prefent time. 

Caf. Til which encounter,it is my bufincs too.Farwell. 

Lfp.Farwell my Lord.what you Qial know mean time 
Offtirres abroad,I (hall befccch you Sir 
To let me be partaker. 

Cafar. Doubt not fir,I knew it for my Bond. Extmt 
Enter (fleopatra, Charmt 4 n,lras,& Mardian. 

Cleo, Charmian. 

Char. Madam. 

Cleo. Ha,ha,giuemeto drinke Mandragoru. 

Char, Why Madam? 

Cleo, That I might fleepc out this great gap of time: 
My Anthony is away. 

Char. You thinke ofhim too much. 

Qeo. O’tisTreafon. 

Char. Madam, I truft not fo. 

Cleo. Thou, EunuchcJT/4^/<f»? 

Afar. What’s your Highneffe pleafure ? 

Cleo. Not now to heare thee ling. I take no pleafure 
In ought an Eunuch ha’s: Tis well for thee. 

That being vnfeminar’d, thy freer thoughts 
May not Bye forth ofEgypt. Haft thou Affe&ions ? 
Alar. Yes gracious Madam. 

Cleo. Indeed? 

Afar. Not in deed Madam, for I can do nothing 
But what in deedcis honefttobedonc: 

Yet haue I fierce Affc£tions,and thinke 
What Venus did with Mars. 

Cleo. Oji Char mien : 

Where think’ft thou he is now? Stands he, or fits be? 
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j Or does he walke? Or is he on bis Horlc? 

1 Oh happy horfe to bcare the weight of . 

Do brauely Horfe, for wot’ft thou whomfi * 1 
The demy Atlas ol this Earth, the Artne * ° l0ou ’ft 
And Burganet of men. Hce’s fpcakino now 
Or murmuring, where's my Serpent of old Nyl, 

(For fo he cals me:) Now I feede my Tclfe 7 C ’ 

Withmoftdelicious poyfon. Thjnkeon m e 
That am with Phoebus amorous pinches bla l- 
And wrinkled deepe in time. Broad-fronted' Cr 
When thou W3s*t heere aboue the ground T «, * **' 

A morfell for a Monarke: and great Pompn ** 
Would ftand and make his eyes grow in my brow 
There would he anchor his Afpe&.and dye * 
With looking on his life. 

’ Enter Alexasfrom Cafar. 

Alex. Soueraigne ofEgypt,haile. 

Cleo. How much vnlikeart thou Marke Anthm> 
Yet comming from him, that great Med’cinehath 
With his Tina gilded thee. 

How goes it with my braue Marks Anthonie> 

Alex. Laft thing he did (deere Qu ene) 

He kift the laft of many doubled kifies 

This Orient Pcarle. His fpcech ftickcs in my heart. 

(fleo. Mine care muftpluckc it thence, 

Alex . Good Friend,quoth he: 

Say the firme Roman to great Egypt fends 
This treaiurc ofan Oyfter: at whofe foote 
To mend the pecty prefent, I willpecce 
Her opulcnc Throne,with Kingdomes. All theEaft 
(Say thou) shall call her Miftris. Sohcnoddc^, * 
And foberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Steede,’ 

Who neigh’d fo hyc, that what I would haue fpoke. 
Was bcaftly dumbe by him. 

Cleo. What was he fad, or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o’th’ycarc,between J extremes 
Of hot and cold, he was nor fad normerrie. 

Cleo. Oh well diuided difpofition: Note him, 

Note him good Charmian,’ tis the man; but note him. 

He was not fad, for he would Ihine on thofc 
That make their lookes by his. He was not merrie, 
Which (eem’d to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his ioy, but becweenc both. 

Oh heauenly mingle! Bee'ft thou fad,orrnerrie, 

The violence of either thee becomes, 

So do’s it no mans elfe. Met’ft thou my polls? 

Alex. I Madam, twenty feuerall Meffengers. 

Why do you fend fo thicker 

Cleo, Who’s borne that day, when I forget to fend 
to Anthonie, lhall dye a Begger. Inke and paper Char- 
mian. Welcome my good Alexat. Did I Charmm ) c- 
uer louefa/arfo ? 

Char. Ob that braue Cafar ! - 

Cleo. Be choak'd with fuch another Emphafis, 

Say the braue Anthony. 

Char. The valiant Cafar. 

Cleo. By Ifit, I will giuc thee bloody teeth, 

Jfthou with Cafar Parago nagaine: 

My man of men. 

Char. By your moft gracious pardon, 

I fing but after you. 

Cleo. My Sallad d 3 yes. 

When I was greeneiniudgement.coldinblood, 

To fay, as I faidc then. But come,away. 

Get me Inke and Paper, 
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he (hall haue cuery day a feuerall greeting, or Jlevnpeo- 
plc Egypt* Exeint 

EnterPompey, Mexecrates,and Men as y in 
warlike mdnnir. 

poma Ifthc greatGodsbciuftjthey fhallaffift 
The deeds of iufteft men. 

Mene. Know worthy Fompey, that what they do de¬ 
lay, they not deny* 

Pom. Whiles we are Tutors to their Throne, decayes 
the thing we fuefor. 

xJWcne, We ignorant ofour felues, 

Be^ge often our ownc liarmes.which the wife Powres 
Deny vs for our good : fo finde we profit 
By looting of our Prayers. 

Tom. 1 (Trail do well: 

The people ioue me, and the Sea is mine; 

My powers are Creffeiit, and my Auguring hope 
Saycs it will come to'ch’fulh Marke Anthony 
In Egypt fits at dinner, and will make 
No warres without doores. Ctfar gets money where 
He looles hearts : Lefidus flatters both. 

Of both is flatter’d : but he neither loucs. 

Nor cither cares for him# 

Mene . Cafar and Lcptdtu are in the field, 

A mighty ftrength they carry. 

Pom. Where haue you this? Tis falfe. 

JAcnc. From Stltwu, Sir. 

Pom .He dreames: I know they arc in Rome together 
Looking for Anthony : but all the charmcs of Louc, 

Salt Cleopatra (often thy wand lip, 

Let Witchcraft ioyne with Beauty, Luft with both, 

Tye vp the Libertine in 3 field of Fcafts, 

Keepe his Braine fuming. Epicurean Cookes, 

Sharpen with cloyleffe fawee his Appetite, 

That fleepe and feeding may prorogue his Honour* 

Eucn till a Lcchied dulneflc— —- 
Enter Varrim. 

How now Varritt* ? 

Far. This is moft certainc, that I (ball dcliucr: 
CMarke Anthony is cucry houre in Rome 
Expe&ed. Since he went from Egypt, Vis 
A (pace for farther Trauaiic. 

Pom. I could haue giuenlefle matter 
A better care. 7 vtenM y I did not thinke 
This amorous Surfetter would haue dorkfd his Helmc 
For fuch a petty Warre ; His Souldierfhip 
Is twice the other twaine: But let vs rcare 
The higher our Opinion, that our ftirring 
Can from the lap of Egypts Widdow, plucke 
The neerc Luft-wearied Anthony. 

Mene . I cannot hope, 

Cafar and Anthony (ball well greet together; 

His Wife that's dead,did trelpaffesto Cafar f 
His Brother wan’d vpon him,although I thinke 
Not mou*d by Anthony. 

Pom . I know not Menas , 

How leflcr Enmiries may giue way to greater, 

Wcrc’t not that we ftand vp againft them all : 

Twer pregnant they fhould fquarc between themfelucs, 
For they haue entertained caufe enough 
To draw their fwords: but how the fcare of vs 
May Ciment their diuifions, and binde vp 
The pecty difference, we yet not know: 

Bee'c as our Gods will haue’t; it oncly ftands 

Our Hues vpon,to vfc our ftrongeft hahds 

Come Menas. Exeunt. 


Enter Enobarbu* and Leptdut . 

Lep. Good EnobarbuSy ’tis a worthy deed. 

And (hall become you wclI,t«o increat your Captainc 
To fofc and gentle fpeech. 

Enob. I (ball increat him 
To anfwer like himfelfe : if Caftr moue him. 

Let Anthony looke oner Caftrs head, 
AndlpcakeaslowdasMars. Bylupiter, 

Were I the wearer o f Anthonio's Beard, 

I would not {haue’t to day. 

Lep. 'Tisnoc a time for priuatcftomacking. 

Eno. Eucty time ferues for the matter that is then 
borne inV 

Lep. But fmall to greater matters muft giue way. 

Eno. Nor ifthe fmall come firft. 

Lep. Your fpeech is paffion : but pray you ftirre 
No Embers vp. Hcerc comes the Noble Anthony. 

Enter Anthony and Fentid/W. 

Eno. And yonder Ctfir. 

Enter Cafar , Mecenas , and Agrippa. 

Ant . If wecompofe well heere, toPanhia s 
Hcark zFentidiui. 

Cafar. I do not know Mecenas , aske Agripp*. 

Lep. Noble Friends; 

Thac which combin’d vs was moft great,and let not 
A leaner aftion rend vs. What’s amifle. 

May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our triwiall difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds, Then Noble Partners* 

The rather for I carneftly bcfeech. 

Touch you the fowreft points with fwectCft tca'rlres, 
Nor curftncfTe grow co’thVnatter# 

c Ant. Tisfpoken well; 

Were we before our Armies^a’nd to fight* 

I (bould do thus, Flottrsfh. 

Caf Welcome to Rome. 

Ant . Thankeyou. 

Caf Sit. 

Ant, Sit fir. 

Caf. Nay then. 

Ant . 1 learne, you take things iff,which are not fo: 
Or being,concernc you not, 

Caf. I muft be laught at,if or for nothing,or a little, I 
Should fay my felfe offended, and with you 
Chiefely i’th’world. More laught ai,tbat I fhould 
Once name you derogatdy: when to found your name 
It not concern’d me. 

Ant. My being in Egypt Cdfar, what was’t to you? 

Caf. No more then my redding heere at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt: yet if you there 
Did pradlile on my State,your being in Egypt 
Might be my queftion. 

cAnt. How intend you, practis’d? 

Caf. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent. 

By what did heere befall me. Your Wife arid Brother 
Made warres vpon me, and their contention 
Was Thcame for you, you were the word of warre. 

Ant. You do miftake your bufine^ my Brother neuer 
Did vrge me in his Aft : 1 did inquire it. 

And haue my Learning from fome true reports 
Thac drew their fwords with you, did he not rather 
Difcredit my authority with yours. 

And make the warres alike againft ray ftomacke, 

Hauing alike your caufe. Of this, my Letters 
Before did fatiific you. Ifyou’l patch a quarrell* 

As matter whole you haue to make it with, 
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Jtmuftnotbe wichthis. | Wc fhall rcmaioe in lriendlhip,out conduiouT" 

Cxf You praifc your felfe.by laying defers ofiudge-/ Sodiffringinthtiraifts. YctifJkncw, 


ment co me :bi»t you pacchr vp your excufcs. \ 

Anth, Nocfo,notfoi 

I know you could not lacke,l am certaine on’t. 

Very neceffity.of this thought,that I 

Your Parcnet in the caufc ’gainft which he fought, 

Could not with grac<tfull eyes 3ttend thole Warres 
Which fronted mine ownc peace. As for my wife, 
i would you had her fpint,in fuch another, 

Thethird oth'wcrld is yours .which with a Snaffle, 
Youmaypace eafie,but not (ucha wife. 

Enobar. Would we had all fuch wiucs, that the men 
might go to Warrcs wich the women. 

Anth. So much vncurbable ) herGarboi!es(Ccy<*r) 
Made out of her impatience: which not wanted 
Shrodetnfle ofpolicie to : I greening grant, 

D.d you too much difquiet,lor that youimuft, 

Buc fiiy I could not helpe it. 

Cxfar. I wrote coyou.when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket vp my Letters: and with taunts 
D id gibe my Mifiue out of audience. 

A»t. Sir,he fell vpon me,ere admitted,then : 

Three Kings I had newly feafted,and did want 
Of what I was i’th’morning.-but next day 
I told him of my fclfe, which was as much 
A» to haue askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our ftrife: if vve contend 
Out ofourqueftion wipehim. 

Cxfar. You haue broken the Article of your oath, 
which you (hall neuer haue tongue co charge me with. 

L;p. Soft Cxfar. 

Ant. No Lepidue, let him fpeake, 

The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, 

Suppofing that I lickc it: but on Cxfar, 

The Article of my oath. 

Cxfar. To lend me Aim:s, and aide when I requir'd 
them,the which you both denied. 

Anth. Negle&cd racher: 

And then when poyfoned houres had bound me vp 
From mine owne knowledge's ncerely as I may, 
lie play the pemtenc to you. Buc mine honefty. 

Shall not make poorc my grcatnc(Te,noi my power 
Worke Without it, Trurius,that Fuluia, 

To haue me out of Egy pt.made Warres heere. 

For which my felfe,thc ignorant motiue,do 
So farreaske pardon,as befits mine Honour 
To ftoope in fuch a cafe. 

- Cep. Tis Noble Ipokcn. 

Meet. ]fit might plcafe you,to enforce no further 
The griefes beewcene ye: to forget them quite. 

Were to remember s that the prefent neede, ( 

Speakesto attoneyou. 

Lep. Worthily fpoken Mccenat. 

Enobar. Or ifyou borrow one anothers Loue for the 
inftanr, you may when you heare no more word* of 
Pompey teturne it againe: you fhall haue time to wrangle 
in, when you haue nothing elfc to do. 

Antb. Thou art a Souldier,onely fpeake no more. 

Enob. That trueth fhould be filent, 1 had almoft for¬ 
got. 

Aitth. You wrong this prefence,therefore fpeake no 
more. 

Enob. Go too then : your Confederate Rone. 

Cxfar. 1 do not much diflike the matter,but 
The manner of his fpecch: for’t cannot be. 


WhatHoopefhouldhold vs ftaunch from^ n -. 
Afh’worid : 1 would perfue it. ^ 

Agri. Giuc me leaue Cxfar. 

Cxfar. Spcake Agrippa. 

Agri. Thou haft a Sifter by the Mothers fid, . 
Ottawa 5 Great CM ark. Anthony is now a widdo '* 11 ' 

Cxfar. Say not,lay Agnpparf Qleopater heard yS 
proofc were well deferued olrafhnelTc, J u, ' 0t 

Antb. I am not marryed Cxfar-. let me he#,, w 
further fpeake. * 

Agri. To hold you in perpctuall amide. 

To make you Brothers, and to knit your heart* 

Wich an vn-flipping knot.take Anthony , 

Ottawa to his wife: whofe beauty claimes 
No worfc a husband then the beft of men ; whofe 
Vettue ,and whofe generall graces, fpeake 
That which none elfe can vtter. By this marriage 
All little Ieloufies which now feeme great 5 * 

And all great feares, which now import their dangers 
Would then be nothing. Truth’s would be tales 8 * 
Where now halfe tales be truth’s s her loue to bo*th 
Would each to other,and alllouesto both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I haue (poke, 

For ’tis a ftudied not a prefent thought. 

By duty ruminated. 

Antb. Will Cafar fpeake ? 

Cafar. Not till he heares how Anthony is toucht 
With what is fpokc already. 

Antb. What power is in Agrippa , 

Iff would fay Agrippa be it fo. 

To make this good? 

Cxfar. The power of Cxfar , 

And his power,vnto Ottawa. 

Antb. May I neuer 

(To this good purpofe,that fo fairely fhewes) 
Dreame ofimpedrmenc :lct me haue thy hand 
Further this a<ft of Grace: and from this houre, 

The heart of Brothers gouernc in our Loues, 

And fway our great Defigncs. 

Cxfar. There’s my hand; 

A Sifter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did euer loue fo decrely. Let her Hue 
To ioyne our kingdomes,and our hearts, and neuer 
f lie off our Loues againe. 

Lept. Happily, Amen.* 

Ant. I did not think to draw mySword ’gain ffPomptj, 
For he hath laid ftrange courtcfies.and great 
Of late vpon me. I rouft chanke him onely, 

Leaf! my remembrance,fuft'er ill report: 

At heele of that, defie him. 

iLepi. Time cals vpon’s. 

Of vs moft Pompey prcfeutly be fought, 

Orclfehe feekes out vs. 

Antb. Where lies he? 

Cafar. About the Mount-MefeHa. 

Antb. Whatis bis ftrength by land ? 

Cxfar . Gieat.andcncreafiiig: 

But by Sea he is an abfolute Mafter. 

Antb. So is the Fame, 

Would we had (poke together. Haft we for it* 

Y't ere we put our felues in Armes,difp»tch we 
The bufinefle we haue talkt of. 

Cafar . With moft gladnefTe, 

And do inuice you co my Sifters view* 
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Whether ftraight lie lead you. 

Antb. Let vs Lepidtes not lacke your companie. 

Cep. Noble Anthony, not fickencffc fhoulddctaine 
me. 

Elcunjb. Exit omnes. 

Manet Enobar bus > Agrippa , Mtccnat. 

Mec. Welcome from /Egypt Sir. 

Sno. Halfe the heart of Cxfar, worthy Mccenas. My 
honourable Friend Agrippa. 

o/igrt . Good Enobarbui. 

Mece. We haue caufe robe gladjth3t matters are fo 
well difgefted: you (laid wril by’t irf Egypt. 

Enob. 1 Sir,we did flecpe day out ofcountcnaunce : 
and made the night lighuvith drinking. 

Meet. Eight WilcU-Boares rolled whole at a break- 
faft : and but cwclue perfons there. Is chi s trut ? 

jEi?*.This was but as a Flyc by anEagle.'wehadmuch 
more monftrous matter ofFeafi, which worthily defer¬ 
ued noting. 

Mecenat. She’s a moft triurophanr Lady, if report be 
fquaretoher. 

Enob. When fhcfirft met Marke Anthony , fhepurft 
vp his heart vpon the Riuer of Sidnis, 

Agri. There Ihe appear’d indeed: or my reporter dc- 
uis'dwcll for her. 

Eno. I will tell you, 

The Barge Ihe fat in, like a burnifihe Throne 
Burnt on the water: the Poope was beaten Gold, 
purple the Sailes :and fo perfumed that 
The Windes were Loue-ficke. 

With them the O wers were Siluer, 

Which to the tune of Flutes kept flroke,and made 
The water which they beate,to f >llow fafler; 

As amorous of their ftrokes. For her owne perfon. 

It beggerd all difcriptlon.fiie did lye 
In her Pauillioo,cloth ofGold,ofTifliie, 

O’re.pi&uring that Venns,where we fee 
The fancic out-worke Nature. On each fide her. 

Stood pretty Dimpled Boy es,like finding Cupids, 

With diuers coulour’d Fa nnes whofe winde did iccme, 
To gloue the delicate checkes which they did coole, 

And what they yndid did. 

A grip • Oh rare for Anthony. 

Eno. Her G entl cwoman .like the Nereides, 

So manyMer-maides tended her i’th'eyes, 

And made their bends adomings. At the Hehne. 

A freming Mer-maide ffeeres: The Silken Tackle, 

Swell with the touches ofthofe Flower-foft hands. 

That yarely frame the office. From the Barge 
A ftrange inuifible perfume hits the fenfe 
Of the adiacent Wharfes. The Citty caft 
Her people out vpor. her: and Anthony 
Enthron’d i’th’Market.place.did fit alone, 

Whifling to’th’ayre : which but for vacancie, 

Had gone to gaxe on Cleopator too. 

And made a gap in Nature. 

Agri. RareEgiptian. 

Eno. Vpon Anthony fentto her, 

limited her to Supper: fhe replved. 

It ftiould be better,he became her gueft: 

Which (he entreated,our Courteous Anthony , 

Whom nere the word of no woman hard f^ake. 

Being barber'd ten times o*re,goes to the Fcafl $ 

And for his ordinary, paies his heart, 

For what his eyes eatc onely. 

Agri. Roy all Wench ; 


She made great Cxfar lay hisSword to bed. 

He ploughed her, and Ihe cropt. 

Eno. I law her once 

Hop forty Paces through the publieke ftreete. 

And hauing loft her breath,(hc fpolce,and panted, 

That (he did make defe<ft,perfe(ftion. 

And breaihleflc powre breath forth,' 

Mece. Now ^Aeajynuft ieaue her rcccrly. 

Eno . Neuer he will not .* 

Age cannot wither her, nor cuflome ftale 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
The appetites they feede,but ft>e makes hungry, 

Where moft fhe fatiifies. For vildeft things 
Become thcmfelues in her.that the holy Pricfts 
BIcflc hcr.whenfheisRiggilh. 

Mece if Beauty,Wiiedome.Modefty,can fete le 
The heart of Anthony : Ottawa is 
A blefled Lottery to him. 

Agrip. Let vs go. Good Inelarbru, make your felfe 
my gueft,whilft you abide heere. 

Sno. Humbly Sir I thanke you. Exeunt 

Enter Anthony ,Cafar , Ottawa betwetne them. 

A nth. The world,and my great office, will 
Sometimes dcuidc me from your bofome. 

Otta. All which time.beforethcGodsmy knee fhall 
bowe my ptayers to them for you. 

Anth. Goodnight Sir. My Ottawa 
Read notmy blcnuftics in the wotldsreport: 

I haue not kept my fqusre,but that to com' 

Shall all be done byth’Rulc :gcod night dcft£ Lady: 
Good night Sir. 

Cxfar. Goodnight. Exit. 

Enter Sooth faier. 

Anth. Now firrah: y ou do wilh your felfe in Egypt ? 

Sooth. Would l had ncu^r come from thence,nor you 
thither. 

Ant. Ifyou can, yourreafon? 

Sooth.I fee it in my motion thaue it not in r»y tohgce, 
But yet hie you to Egypt againe. 

Antho. Say to me, whofe Fortunes fhall rife higher 
Cxjars or mine ? 

Soot. Cxfars. Thcrefare(oh Anthony)fay not by hi* fiae 
Thy Dsmon that thy fpiric which keepes thee,is 
Noble,Cotiragious.high vnmatchable, 

Where Cxfars is not. But neere him,thy Angell 
Becomes a fcare : as being o’re-powr’d,therefore 
Make fpace enough betwccncyou. 

Anth. Spcake this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee no m ore but: when to thee* 
If thou doftplay with him at any game, 

Thou art fore to looie: And of that N- turall luckc. 

He beats thee ’gainft the oddet. Thy Luftef thickens, 
When he fhincs by : I fay againc,thy Ipirit 
Is all affiraid to gouernc theencetc him; 

But akvay ’tis Noble. 

Anth. Get thee gone: 

Say loPentigiHs I would fpeake with him. Exit. 

He Hi all to Parthia,be it Art or hap, 

He hath fpoken true. The very Dice obey him. 

And in our fports my better cunning faint*, 

Vnder hi* chance, if we draw lots he Cpeedr, 

His Cocks do winne the Bittaile, (Till of mine, 

When it is all to naught: and his Qnailes euer 
Beate minc(in hoop:) at odd’s. 1 will to Egypte: 
_ __ Ar.dj 
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id though 1 make this marriage for roy peace, 
th’Eaft my pleafure lies. Oh come Fentigius. 
hotter Fentigius. 

You muft to Parthia, your Commiffions ready: 

Follow me,and reciuc't. Exeunt 

Enter Lcpidus, Mccenas And Agrippa. 

Leptdus. Trouble your felues no further: pray you 
haften your Generals after. 

Agr. Sit,Mark* Anthony /will c’nc but kiffe Ottauia, 
and weele follow. 

Lepi. Till l (ball feejyou in your Souldiers dreffe. 
Which will become you both: Farewell. 

Uifece. We (ball*, as I conceiue the iourncy, beat 
Mount before you Leptdus. 

Lepi. Your way is (horter.my purpofes do draw me 
much about.you’Ic win two dayes vpon me. 

Eoth. Sir good fucceffe. 

Lepi, Farewell. Exeunt. 

Enter Cleopater,Charmian,Iras,and Alexas. 

Cleo. Giuc me feme Muficke;Mnfickc,moody foodc 
of vs that trade in Loue. 

Omnet. ThcMuficke,hoa. 

Enter Mardian the Eunuch. 

Cleo. Let it alone,lcc’s to Hillards: come Charmian. 
Char. My arme is fore,bcft play with IMardian. 
Cleopa. As well a woman with an Eunuch plaide, as 
with a woman. Come you'le play with me Sir ? 

Mardi . As well as I can Madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is (hewed, 
T’nough’tcome to fhorc 
The A&or may pleade pardon. He none now, 

Giueme mine Angle,wee!eto’th’Riucrrhere 
My Muficke playing farre off. I will betray 
Tawny fine filhes,my bended hookc (hall pierce x 
Their (limy iawes: and as I draw them vp, 

He tbinke them euery one an Anthony, 
Andfay,ahha;y’arc caught. 

Char. ‘Twas merry when you wager'don your Ang¬ 
ling, when your diuerdid hang a fait fi(h on his hooke 
which hewichfcruencie drew vp. 

Cleo. That time? Oh times: 

I laught him out of patience: and that night 
I laught him into patience,and next morne. 

Ere theninth houre,I drunkehim to his bed: 

Then put my Tires and Mantles on him,whilft 
I wore his Sword Phillippan. Oh from Italic, 

Enter aMeffenger. 

Ramme thou thy fruitcfull tidings in mine eares. 

That long time haue bin barren. 

CMef Madam,M adain. 

Cleo. Anthony o's dead. 

If thou fay fo Villaine, thou kil’ft thy Miflris : 

But well and free,if thou foyeildhim. 

There is Gold,and hecre 

My bleweft vaines to kiffe: a hand that Kings 

Haue !ipt,and trembled killing. 

Mef Ftrft Madam,he is well. 

Cleo. Why there’s moreGold. 

But firrah markc,we vfe 

To fay,the dead are well: bring it to that, 

The Gold I giuc thee, will I melt and powr 
Downe thy ill vtcering throate. 

TrUf Good Madam heart me. 
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Cleo. Well,go too I will: 

But there’s no goodneffe in thy face ii Anther, 

Be free and healthfulljfo tart a fauour ^ 

To trumpet fuch good tidfftgs. I fnot well. 

Thou (bouldft come like aFurie crown’d c . 
Not like a formal! man. Sn »kt5 } 

Mef Wilt pleafe you heare me ? 

Cleo. I haue a mind to ftrike thee ere thou r„. . .« 
Yet if thou fay Anthony hues, *tis well, P e *k fl: 

Or friend* with Cafar,ov not Captiue tohinj 
lie fet thee in a (hower ofGoId,andha^e * 

Rich Pearles vpon thee. 

( JWtf. Madam,he’s well. 

Cleo. Wellfaid. 

Mef. And Friends with Cafar. 

Cleo. Th’art an honeft man, 

Mef. Cafar ,and he,are greater Friends then ttier 
Cleo. Make thee a Fortune from me. 

Mef But yet Madam. 

Cleo. I do not like but yet,it does alay 
The good precedence.fir vpon but yet, 

Bur yet is as a laylor to bring foorth 
Some monftrous Malefactor. Pry thee Friend 
Powrc out the packe of matter to mine care, * 

The good and bad together: he’s friends with Cfer. 

In (fate of heal th thou fai(t,and thou faift,frec. * 
Mef Free Madam,no: I made no fuch report. 
He’s bound vnto Ottawa. 

Cleo. For what good turne ? 

Mef. For the beft turne i’th’bed. 

Cleo l am pale Charmian. 

Mef M-»dam,He’s married to Ottauie, 

Cleo. The mo ft tnfcCHous Pcftilence vpon thee. 

Strike} him dome. 

(Jllef Good Madam patience. 

Cleo, What fay you? S trikes him. 

Hence horrible Villainc,or He fpurne ihine eyes 
Like balls before me: lie vnhairc thy head, 

She hales him vp anddomt. 
Thou (halt be whipt with Wyer,andttew’d in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 

Mef. Gratious Madam, 

I that do bring the newes,madenotthe match. 

Cleo. Say ’ti* not fo,a Prouince I will giuc thee, 
Andmakithy Fortunes proud: the blow thouhsd’ft 
Shall make thy peace/or mouing me to rage, 

And I will boot thee with what guift befide 
Thy modeftie can begge. 

cMef He’s married Madam. 

Cleo. Rogue,thou haft liu'd too long. Draw* knife, 
Mef Nay then lie runne; 

Whatmeaneyou Madam,, haue made no fault. Exit, 
Char.G ood Madam keepeyour fclfe within your felfe, 
The man is innocent, 

Cleo. Some Innocents feape not the thunderbolt: 
Melt Egypt into Nyk: and kindly creatures 
Turoc all to Serpents. Call the flaue againe, 

Though [ am mad,I will notbyte him :C all? 

Char. He is afeard to come. 

Cleo . I will not hurt him, 

Thefc hands do lacke Nobility,that they (hike 
A meaner then my felfe: fince I my felfe 
Haue giuen my felfe the caufe. Come hisher Sir. 

Enter the Meffenger againe. 

"bough it be honeft.it is neucr good 
To bring bad newes .* giuc to a gratious Meffage 
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An hoft oftongues.but let jll tydings tell 
Themfelues,when they be felt. 

Mef. I haue done my duty* 

Cleo. Is he married ? 

I cannothate thee worfer then I do. 

If thou againe fafyes. 

t_Mef He’s married Madam. 

Cleo. The Gods confound thee, 

Doft thou hold there ftill ? 

Mef Should I lye Madajne? 

Cleo. Oh,I would thou didft: 

So halfe my Egypt were fubmerg’d and made 
A Cefteme for fcal’d Snakes. Go get thee hence, 

Had’ft thou Narcijfui in thy face to me. 

Thou would’ft appeere moff vgly-.He is married ? 

Mef I crane your Highneffe pardon. 

Cleo. He is married? 

TAef Take ho offence,that I would not offend you, 
Tbpunnifhmefor what you make me do 
Secmes much vnequall,he’s married ro Ottauia. . 

Cleo. Oh that hisfaulc (bould make a knaue ofthee, ) 
That art not what th’arcfure of. Get thee hence, ’ 

The Marchandize which thou haft broughc from Rome 
Are all too deete forme: 

Lye they vpon thy hand,and be vndone by em. 

Char . Good your Highneffe patience. 

Cleo. In pray fin g Anthony ,1 haue difpra'u’d Cafar. 
Char. Many times Madam. 

Cleo, I am paid for’t now.-lcad me from hence, 

I faint,oh Iras,Charmian : *tis no matter. 

Go to the Fellow, good Alexas bid him 
Report the feature of Ollauia : her yeares. 

Her inclination,let him not leaue out 

The colour of her haire. Bring roe word quickly. 

Let him for cuer go,!ct him not Charmian, 

Though he be pajpted one way like a Gorgon, 

The ocher wayes a Mars. Bid you Alexas 
Bring me word,how tall (he is: pitty me Charmian, 

But do not fpeake to me. Lead sic to my Chamber. 

Exeunt. 

tlouriflo. Enter Pompey,at one doore with Drum and Trum- 
pet-.at another Cajar,Lepidttt,Anthony, £nob,vbus,A{e~ 
cenaSyAgrippa,Menas with Souldiers Marching. 

Pom. Your Hoftagcs I haue,fo haue you mine; 

And we (hall talkc before we fight. 

Cafar. Mod meete that firft we come to words. 

And therefore haue we 

Gur written purpofes before vs fent. 

Which if thou haft confidered,lec vs know, 

If’twill tye vp thy difeontented Sword, 

And carry backe to Cicclic much tall youth. 

That elfcmuft perifh heerc. 

Pom. To you all three, 

The Senators alone of this great world, 

ChiefeFa&ors for the Gods. Ido not know. 

Wherefore my Father fliould reuengers want, 

Hauing a Sonne and Friends.fince lu/itu Cafar, 

Who at Phillippi the good 'Erutus ghofted. 

There faw you labouring for him. Whac was’c 
That mou’d pale Coffins to confpire ? And whac 
Made all-honor’d, honeft, Romaine! Brutus , 

With the arm dreft,Coutticrsofbeautiousfrecdome, 

To drench thcCapitoll,but that they would 
Haue one man but aman.and that hi % it 
Hath made me rigge my Nauie. At whofe burthen, 
i be anger’d Ocean fome»,with which I meant 


T 


Tofcouige tlungratitudcjtljatdefpightffullRome • 
Caft on my Noble Fathct: 

Cafar. Take your time. ' ‘ > 

Ant. Thou can’ft not feare vs with thy failes 

Weele fpeake with thee at Sea. At land thou know'ft 
How much we do o’re-count thee. 

Pom, At Land indeed 

Thou doft orecount me of my Fatberrs houfe: 

But fince the Cuckoo buildes not for himfclfe, 

Remaine ink as thou maift. 

Lepi. Be pleas’d to tell vs, 

For this is from the prelcnc nowyou take) 
he offers we haue fent yott. 

Cafar. There’* the point. 

Ant. Which do not be entreated too. 

But waigh what it is worth imrbrac’d 

Cafar. And what may.follow to try a larger Fortune. 
Pom. You haue made me offer 
OfCicelie,Sardinia: and ImiiS 
Rid all the Sea of Pirats. Then,to fend 
Meafurcs of WheatetoRome: this greed vpon, 

To part with vnhackt edges’,and bearc backe 
Our Targes vndinted. 

Omnes. That’s our offer. 

Pom. Know then I came before you beerc, 

A man prepar’d 

To take this offer. B ut Marke Anthony, 

Put me to fome impatience : though 1 loefe; 

The praifeofit by telling. Youmjftknow 
When Cafar and your Brother were at blowes. 

Your Mother came to Cicelie,and ciid finde 
Her welcome Friendly. 

Ant. I haue heard it Pompey, 

And am well ftudied for a liberal! thank 
Which I do owe you# 

Pom. Let me haue your hand: 

I did not thinke Sir,to haue met you hcere. 

Ant. The beds i’th’Eaft are foft,and thanks toydu, 
That cal’d me timelier then my purpofe hither: 

For I haue gained by’t. 

Cafar. Since I faw you Jaft,thcr’s a change vpon you. 
Pom. Well,I know not, 

What counts hatfh Focune call’s vpon my face, 

But in my bofome (hall (lie neuer come, 

To make my heart her vaffaile. 

Lep. Well met herre. 

Pom. 1 hope fo Lepidus, thus we are agreed j 
I craue our compofion may be written 
And feal’d betwecnc vs, 

Cafar. That’s the next to do. 

Pom. Weele feaft each other,ere we part,and lett’s 
Draw lots who (hall begin. 

Ant, That will 1 Pompey. 

Pompey. No Anthony take the lot: but firft orlaft, 
your fine Egyptian cookerie (hall haue the fame, I haue 
heard that Irtlitu Cafar ,gre\v fat with feafting there. 

A nth. You h aue heard much. 

Pom. I haue fairc meaning Sir. 

Ant. And fairc words tothem. 

Tom, Then much haue I heard. 

And I haue heard Appolodorus carried * . . 

Eno. Nomorerhac jhedid fo. 

Pom. What I pray you? 

Eno . A certaine Qnecne to Cafar in a Mattis# 

Pom. I know thee now,how far’d thou Souldier? 
Eno. Well and well am like to do,for I perccine 

Fourc 
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Fourc Feafts *rc toward. 

Pom. Let me (hake thy hand, 

1 neucr hated thee : 1 haue feenc thee fight, 

When I haue enuied thy behauiour. 

Enob. Sir,I neuer lou’d you much,but 1 ha’prais’d ye. 
When you haue well defetu’d ten times as much. 

As I haue faid you did. 

Pom. Inioy thy plainneffe. 

It nothing ill becomes thee: 

Aboord my Gaily, I inuite you all. 

Will you leade Lords ? 

All. Shcw’s the way,fir. 

Pom. Come. Exeunt. Aland Snob,O' Menas 

Men, Thy Father Pompey would nc’re haue made this 
Treaty. You,and I haue knownc fir. 

Enob. At Sea, I thinke. 

\JFe». We haue Sir. 

Snob. You haue done well by water. 

Men . And you by Land. 

Enob. I will praife any man that will praife me,thogh 
it cannot be denied what 1 haue done by Land. 

tMen. Nor what 1 haue done by water. 

Enob. Yes fomc-thing you can deny for your ownc 
fafety: you haue bina great Theefe by Sea. 

Men. And you by Land. 

Enob. There I deny my Land feruice: but giue mee 
your band Menas, if out eyes had authority, hecre they 
might take two Theeues killing. 

Men. All mens facet arc true,whatfomere their hands 

are. 

Enob. But there is neuer a fayre Woman, ha’s a true 
Face. 

Men. No flander, they fteale hearts. 

Enob, We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my parr, J am forry it is turn’d to a Drink¬ 
ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 

Enob. If he do, fure he cannot wcep’t backe againe. 

C Men. Y’haue faid Sir, we look’d not for Marine yin. 
tbonyhette, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 

Enob. Cafars Sifter is call’d Oclauia. 

• Men. True Sir,(he was the wife of Cains A-farcellus. 

Enob. But (he is now the wife of Marcus Antborsius. 

Men. Pray’yefir# 

Snob. Tis true. 

Men. Then is Cafar and he, for euer knit together. 

Enob. If I were bound to Diuine of this vnity, I wold 
not Prophefie fo. 

Men. I thinke the policy of that purpofe,madc more 
ihvthe Marriage, then the Joueoftheparties. 

£nob. I thinke fo too. But you (hall fmde the band 
that feemes to tyc their friendfhip together, will bee the 
very flrangler of their Amity: Ottawa is of a holy, cold, 
and (till conucvfation. 

Men. Who would not haue his wife fo ? 

Eno. Npt he that himfelfc is not fo : which is Marks 
Anthony : he will to his Egyptian di(h againe: then (hall 
the fighes of Ottawa blow the fire vp in Cafar, and (as I 
faid before) that which is the ftrengthof their Amity, 
(hall prouc the immediate Author of their variance. An. 
tbsny will vie his affe&ion where it is. Hecmarried but 
his occafion hecrc. 

1 Afen. And thus it may be,Come Sir,will you aboord? 
I haue a health for you. 

Snob. I (hall take it fir : we haue vs’d our Throats in 
Egypt.;: - 

Men, Comcjlct’s away. Exeunt. 


Muficke playts . 

Enter two or three Servants with a £a»kct 


no 


1 Heercthey’lbe man: femeo’th’thcirP]a ni . 

rooted already, the leaft winde i’th’world wilblowth^ 

2 Ltpidus is highConlord. 

1 They haue made him drinke Aimes drink e 

2 As they pinch one another by the dif po f n j on , 

cries out,no more; reconciles them to his cntr^.i ’ " ee 
himfelfc to’th’drinke. Ue ’ Snd 

1 But it raifes the greatet warre betweenehim * u- 

diferetion. K h!s 

2 Why this it is to haue a name in great mens F 
lowlhip: I had as liue haue a Reede that will d oeta * * 
fcruice, as a Partizan I could not hcaue. 

I To be call’d into a huge Sphere,andnottobefeen 
to moue in’t.are the holes where eyes (hould bee JZf 
pittifully difafter the chcekes. 

A Sennet founded. 

Enter Cafar,Ant bony, Pomfey,Lepidus, Agripf^Mtcmu 
Enob ar bus, Menes t with other Captaines, 

Ant. Thus do they Sir: they take the flow o’th’Nyle 
By cectaine feales i’th'Pyramid; they know 
By’th’height ,the lowntffc,or the meane: If dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilusfwcls, 

The more it promifes :as itebbes,the Seedfman 
Vpon the (lime and Ooze fcatters his graine, 
Andlhoitly comes toHarueft. 

Lep. Y’haue ftrange Serpents there ? 

Attth, I Lepidus. 

Lep, Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now ofyourmud 
by the operation ofyout Sun :fo is your Crocodile, 

Ant. They are fo. * 

Pom. Sit,and fome Wine: A health to Lepidut. 

Lep. I am not fo well as I (hould be: 

But llene’rcout. 

Enob. Not till you haue flept: Ifearcme yoti’lbccin 
till then. 

Lep. Nay certainly, I haue heard the Ptolemies Pyra- 
mifisare very goodly things : without contradi&ion I 
haue heard that. 

Menas. Pompey ,2 vtoxd. 

Pomp. Say in mine eare,what is’t. 

Men. Forfaketby feate I do befeech theeCaptaine, 
And heare me fpeake a word. 

Pom. Forbeare me till anon. Whiffets in's Bare. 
This Wine for Leptdus. 

Lep. Whar manner o’ching is your Crocodile? 

Ant. It is (hap’d fir like it felfe, and it is as broad as it 
h ath bred th; 1 1 is iuft fo high as it is, and mooues with it 
ownc organs. It liues by that which nourilhethit, and 
the Elements once out of it, it Tranfmigtates. 

Lep. What colour is it of? 

Ant. Ofitowne colour too. 

Lep ♦ Tis a ftrange Serpent. 

Ant . Tis fo, and the teares of it are wet. 

Caf. Will this defeription fatisfie him? 

Ant, W i ch the Health that Pompey giues him, tilt lie 
is a very Epicure. 

Pomp. Go hang fir,hang: tell me ofthat ? Away. 
Do as I bid you. Where’s this Cup I call’d for ? 

Men. If for the fake ofMcrit thou wilt heart 
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Rife from thy ftoole. 

pom. I thinke th’art mad .• the matter ? 

(JUtn. I haue euer held my cap off to thy Fortunes. 
pom. Thou haft feru’d me with much faith : what’s 
elfe to fay ? Be iolly Lords. 

Anth. Tbcfc Quickc-fands Leptdus, 

Keepe off,them for you finke. 

Men. Wilt thou be Lord of a^l-the world? 
torn. What faift thou? 

Men , Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world ? 
that’s twice. 

pom. How (hould that be i 

eJMen. But enrercainc it,and though thouthinkeme 
poore, I am the man will giue thee all the world. 

Pons. Haft thou drunke well, 
c Men. No Pompey ,! haue kept me from the cup. 

Thou art ifthou dar’ftbe.the earthly lone : 

What ere the Ocean pales,or skie inclippes. 

Is thine,if thou wilcha’t. 

Pom. Shew me which way? 

Met*. Thefe three World-fharers,thefc Competitors 
Are in thy veffell, Let me cut the Cable, 

And when we are put off,fall to their throates: 

All there is thine. 

pom. Ah,this thou fhouldft haue done, 

And not haue (poke on’t. In me ’tis villanie. 

In thee,'t had bin good feruice : thou muft know, 

’Tis not my profit that does lead mine Honour: 

Mine Honour it,Repent that ere thy tongue, 

Hath fo betraide thine a$e. Being done vnknowne, 

I (hould haue found it afterwards well done, 

But muft condemne it now : defift,and drinke# 

Men. For this, lie neuer follow 
Thy paul’d Fortunes more. 

Who feckes and will not take,when once *tis offer’d. 
Shall neuer finest more. 

Pom, This health to Lepidus, 

Ant. Bearehimalhore, 
lie pledge it for him Pompey. 

Eno. Heere’s to thee Menas. 

Men. Enobarbus, welcome. 

Pom. Fill till the cup be hid. 

Eno. There’s a ftrong Fellow Menas, 

Men. Why? 

Eno. Abeares the third part of the world man : feeft 
not ? 

Men. The third part,then he is drunk: would it were 
all,that it might go on wheeles. 

Eno. Drinke thou: encreafe the Reelcs. 

Men Come. 

Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian Feaft, 

Ant . It ripen’s towards it: (hike the Veffells hoa. 
Hcere’s to Cafar. 

Cafar. I could well forbear’t, it’s monftrous labour 
when I wa(h my braine,and it grow (ouler. 

Ant, Be a Child o’th’time. 

Cafar. Poflefleit,Ilemake anfwer/but I had rather 
faft from all,foure dayes,thcn drinke lo much in one. 

Enob. Ha my braue Empeiour, (hall we dauncenow 
the Egyptian Backenals,3nd celebrate our drinke ? 

Pom. Let’s ha’c good Souldier. 

Ant. Come, let’s all take hands, 

Till that the conquering Wine hath ftecp’t our fenfe, 

In feft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. Ail take hands: 

Make battery to our eares with the loud Muficke, 


The while.lJc place you, then the Boy (hall fing. 

The holding euery man (hall beate as loud. 

As his ftrong (ides can volly. 

Muficke Playes. Snebarbsts places them band in hand. 

The Song. 

Come thou Monarch of the Fine, 
plumpie "Bacchus, withpinkeeyne : 

In thy Fattes our Cares be drown’d. 

With thy Grapes our baires be Crown’d. 

Cup vs tiH the world go round , 

Cup vs tsll the world go round. 

Cafar. What would you more? 

Pompey goodnight. Good Brother 
Let me reqoeft you of our grauerbufineffe 
Frownesatthisleuitie# Gentle Lords let’s part. 

You fee we haue burntour cheekcs. Scrbng Encbarbt 
Is weaker then the Wine,and mine owne tongue 
Splecc’s whar it fpeakes: the wildc difguife hath almoft 
Antickt vs all. What needs more words^ goodnight. 
Good Anthony your hand. 

Pom. lie cry you on the (bore. 

Anth. And (hall Sir.giues your hand. 

Pom; Oh Anthony; you haue my Father houfe. 

But what,we are Friends? 

Come downe into the Boate. 

Eno. Take heed you fall not Menas'. He not on (hose, 
No to my Cabin : thefe Drummes, 

Thefe Trumpets,Flutes: what 
Let Neptune heare.we bid aloud farewell 
To thefe great Fcllowes.Sound and be bang’d,found out, 
Sound a Floursfb with Drummes, 
Fnor. Hoo faies a there’s my Qap. 

Men, Hoa,NoblcCaptaine,come. Exeunt . 

Enter ’Ventidiut as it were in triumph, the dead body of Paco- 
rus borne before him. 

Fen. Now darting Parthya art thou flroke,and now 
Pleas’d Fortune does of Marcus Crafftu death 
Make me reuenger. Bcare the Kings Sonnes body. 

Before our Army thy Pacorus Grades, 

Pairs this for Marcsu Crajfus. 

Ptomaine. Noble GentiditiS, 

Whil’ft yer with Parthian blood thy Sword is warme, ' 
The Fugiciue Partisans follow. Spurrc through Media, 
Mefapoumia,and the (belters,whether 
The routed flie. So thy grand Captame Anthony 
Shall fet thee on triumphant Chariots,and 
Put Garlands on thy head. 

Fen. Oh Silliusfotllius, 

I haue done enough. AJower place note well 
May make too great an a<3. For Icatne this .SiUiut, 

Better to leauc vndonc,thcn by our deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we femes away# 
Cafar and &Antbony,\\zuc euer wonne 
More in their ©fficer.then perfon. S offttu 
One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 

Forquickc accumulation ofrenowne. 

Which he atchiu’d by ’ch’mi nute,loft his fauour. 

Who does i'th’Warres more then his Capcaine can. 
Becomes his Captaines Captaine: and Ambition 
(The Souidiers vertue)rather makes choife of Ioffe 
Then g?ine,which darkens him. 

I could do more to do Anthonius good. 

But 'twould offend him. And in hi* offence, 

Shoul^ j 
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S hould my performance perifh. 
j Rotn. Thou halt Fentidius that, without the which a 
j Souldierand his Sword grauntsfcarcediftin&ion : thou 
| wilt write to Anthony. 

| Ven. lie humbly fignifie what in his name, 

• That magicall word of Warre wc haue effe&cd. 

How with his Banners,and his well paid ranks. 

The ncte-yec beaten Horfe of Parthia, 

Wfhaue iaded outo’th’Field. 

Rom, Whcfc is he now ? 

Ven. He purpoleth to AthenSjWhither with what haft 
The waight we rnuft conuay with’s,will permit: 

Wc (hall appearc before him. On thcrejpafl'c along. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Agrippa at one doore, Enobarbus at another. 
a4gri. What are the Brothers parted ? 

Eno. They haue dilpatcht with Pompey t he is gone. 
The other three are Sealing. Ottawa wccpes 
To part from Rome: Cafar is fad,and Lepidtes 
Since Pompey's feaft, as Menas faies,is troubled 
With the Greenc-Sicknefle. 

Agri. ’Tisa Noble 

Eno. A very fine one: oh,how he loues Cafar . 

Agri. Nay but how deerely he adores lilarfAnthony, 

Eno. Cafar ? why he’s the Iupiter of men. 

Ant. What’s Anthony t the God of lupitcr ? 

Eno. Spake you of Cafar ?How,the nou-pareill ? 

Agri. Oh Anthony t oh thou Arabian Bird! 

Eno. Would you praile Cafar,(ay Caftngo no further. 

Agr, Indeed he plied them both with excellent praj fes» 

Eno. But he loues Cafar beft.y et he loues Anthony i 
Hoo ,Hearts,T ohgues,Figure, 

Scribes,Bards, Poet s,cannot 

Thinke fpeake, caft,tvrite,fing,nurober: hoo. 

His louc to Anthony. ’But as for Cafar, 
KnecIedowne,kncele downe,and wonder* 

Agri. Both he loues. 

Eno . They are his Shards,and he their Bcetle.fo: 

This is to horfe: Adieu,Noble Agrippa. 

Agri. Good Fortune worthy Souidier,and farewell. 

Enter Cafar,.Anthony, Lepidtes ,andOttawa, 

Antho. No further Sir. 

Cafar. You take from me a great part of my felfe: 
Vfeme wellin’c. Siftcr.prouelucha wife 
As my thoughts make thee,and as my fartheft Band 
Shall paffc on thy approofc : moil Noble Anthony, 

Let not the peece of Vcrtue which is fet 
l^etwixt vs,as the Cymenc of our loue 
To bcepe it buiidcd,be the Ramme to batter 
TheFortrcfie ofitifor better might we 
Haue lou’d without this tneanc,if onboth parts 
This be not cherifln. 

Ant. Make me not cffendcd,in your diftruft. 

Cafar. Ihaucfaid. 

I Ant. Youfhallnotfinde, 

Though you be therein curious,the left caufe 
For what you feeme to fearc.fo the Gods keepe you. 

And make the hearts of Romaines ferue your ends: 1 
We will hcere part. 

Cafar. Farewell my dccreft Sifter/are thee Well, 

The Elements be kind to thee,and make 
Thy fpirits all of comfort: fare thee well. 

Otta. My Noble Brother. 

Anth. The A prill’s in her eyes, it is Loues fpring, 
And thefe the {Lowers to bring it on : bccheerfull. 


TheTragedie of 

Otta. Sir.Iooke well to my Husbands h^ r^V 

Cafar. What Ottawa ? Ulc * a "d- 

Otta. lie tell you in your eare. • 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her hi^r. 

Her heart informfher tongue. 7 
The Swanncs downc feather 
That Hands vpon the Swell at the full of Tide*, 

And neither way incline!. 

£no. Will C&far welpe? 

Agr. He ha's a cloud in’s face* 

Eno. He were the worfe for that were he a Horf* r * 
he being a^man. n *>Ioi 

Agri. Why Enobarbus : 

When Anthony found Iultm Cafar dead. 

He cried almoft to roaring: And he wept. 

When at Philhppi he found Trutus 

Eno. That yearindced,he was trobJed with a th 
What willingly he did confound,he wail’d * URle 

Belceu’t till 1 weepe too. 

Cafar. No fweet Ottawa* 

You (hail hearc from me ftill: the time flhall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

isfnt. Come Sir,come, 

1 le wraftlc with you in my flrength of louc, 

Looke Hcere I haue you,thus I let you go, * 

And giue you to the Gods. 

Cajar. Adieu^be happy* 

Lef. Let ail the number of the Scarrcs giue light 
To thy faire way, 

Cafar. Farewcll,farewell* Kiffcs Ottafa. 

•Ant. Farewell* Trumpets found. £mm 


Enter Cleopatra fttharmtan^lras^and Alexas * 

O eo Where is the Fellow ? 

Alex. Halfe afeard to come* 

Cleo. Go too,go too :Come hither Sir. 

, Enter tbs Mefenger as before. 

Alex. Good Maicfiic; Herod of Jury darenotlooki 
*pon y< u,but when you arc well plca/d. 

Cleo. That Herods head, lie haue: but how? Whcr 
c Anthony is gone,throwgh whom I might commaund it 
Come thou neere* 

Mef Moft gracious Maieftie. 
fcleo. Did’ft thou behold Ottawa ? 

Afef I dread Queene. 

Cleo. Where? 

Mef. Madam in Rome, Ilookt her in the face; ark 
faw her led betweene her Brother, and Lflfarkc Anthony 
Cleo. Is (he 3stall as me ?* 

Adtf She is not Madam. 

Cleo . Didft hearc her fpeake? 

Is (he fhnll tongu’d or low { 

Afef Madam.I heard her fpeake,fhe is low voiced. 
Cleo. That’s not fogood : he cannot like her long. 
Char. Like her ^ Oh Ifs : Yis impoflible. 

Cleo. ! thinke fo Ckarmia*: dull of tongue, & dwarfift 
What Maiet+ie in her ga t,remember 
If ere thou look’fttm MaieHie. 

^e/.Sht cretpcs: her motion,& her ftation arc as one 
She fbewes abody,racher tnen a life, 

A Statue.then a Breather. 

Cleo. r s thisccrcatne? 

Afsf Orlhauenoobferuance. 

Cba. Three ; n Egypt cannot make better note* 

Cleo ♦ He's very knowing,I doperceiu*c. 

There’s nothing in her yet. 
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The Fellow ha’s good judgement. 

Char. Excellent. 

Cleo . Gucffe at her yearc$,T prythcc. 

Me/f Madam.fhe was a widdow. 

Cleo ♦ Widdow ? Charmta* y hearke. 

Mef. And I do thinke (he's thirtifc. 

CU . Bear*ftthou her face in mind? is’t long or round? 

Mef- Round, euen to faultincfie. 

Cleo. For the molt part too, they are foolifh that are 
f 0 . Her hairc what colour? 

Mef Browne Madam: and her forehead 

low as (lie would vvifb ir. 

Clio. There’s Gold for thee ? 

Thou mud not take my former fharpenefle ill, 

I will employ thee backe againe : i finde thcc 
Moft fit for bufineffc. Go,make thcc ready, 

Our Letters are prepar’d. 

Char. A proper man. 

CUo. Indeed he is fo: I repent me much 
That fo I harned him. Why me think’s by him, 

This Creature's no fuch thing. 

Char. Nothing-Madam, 

Cleo. The n an hath fecne fomc Maiefly, and flhould 
know. 

Char . Hath hcfccne MaicSie }Ifs elfcdefend: and 
feruingyou folong. 

flcopa. I haue one thing more to nske him yet good 
Cbarmian : but Yts no matcer,thoii fhalt bring him to me 
where I will writcjallmay be well enough. 

£bar, l warrant you Madam. Exeunt. 

Enter Anthony and Oclauia* 

Ant. Nay } nay 0&*uia y not onely that. 

That were excufablCithat and thousands more 
Of fcmblable imporc,but he havh wag’d 
New Wanes’gain fkPompey. Made his will, and read it. 
To pubheke eare, fpoke fcantly 4f me. 

When perforce he could not 

But pay me tearmes of Honour: cold and fickly 

He vented then moft narrow meafu c;lmtmr. 

When thebeft hint was giuen him :hcnotlook’c. 

Or did it from his teeth. 

Ottaui. Ohmygood Lord, 

Beleeuc not all,or ifyou mufi bclceue, 

Stomacke not all. A more vnhappie Lady, 

If this dcuifion chance, ne’re flood betweene 
Praying for both parts: 

The good Gods wil mockc me prcfcntly. 

When I flhall prayrOh blefle my Lord,and Husband, 
Vndo that prayer, by crying out as loud. 

Oh bleffc my Brother. Husband winne, winne Brother, 
Prayes, and diftroyes the prayer,no midway 
Twixt thefe extYeamcs at all. 

vint* Gentle Othuia, 

I.et your beft loue draw to that point which feeks 
Beft topreferueit :ifl loofe mine Honour, 

I bofe my fclfe:bctcer I were not yours 
Then your fo branchlcfie. But as you requrfted, 

Your felfe ftiall go between's^the mc3rie time Lady, 

llcraifc the preparation of a Warre 

Shall flaine Vour Brother,make your fooinft haft. 

So your deftres are yours. 

Ocl. Thanks to my Lord, 

The loue of power make me moft \veakc,moft weake, 

^ ou reconciler: Warres ’twixt you twainc would be, 

As if the world (hould cleaue,and that flaine men 
Should foader vp the Rift. 


<L/f ntbony a nd fleopatra^ 

\ ~Anth. Whcnic appcercstoyouwhere.thisbegiDi 


Turnc your difpleafure that way/or our faults 
Can neuer be fo equall.that your loue 
Can equally moue with them. Prouidc youigoing, 
Choofe yourowne eotr.pany,and command what ceft 
Your heart he’s mind too. Exeunt, 

Enter Enobarlw,and Eros. 

Eno, How now Friend Eros ? 

Eros. Ther’s llrange Newes comb Sir. 

Eno. Whatman? 

Era. Cafar & Leptdtu haue made warres vpoa Pempey. 

Eno. This is old,what is the fuccefic ? 

Eros. Cafar hauing made vfc of him in the wsrres 
'gainft Pompey: prcf'titly denied him i iualiry, would not 
let him partake in the glory ofthc a<5}ion,ai.d not reiting 
here, accufes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to 
Pompey. Vpon his owne appe.de fe 17 .es hitn,fo the poorc 
third is vpjtill death enlarge hisConfine. 

Eno. Then would thou hadft apaireof ctiapsnimore, 
and throw betweene them all the foodthouhaft, ihey'Ic 
grindc the other. Where’s Anthony ? 

Eros. He’s walking in the garden thiH,and fpurnes 
The rufli that lies before him. Cries Foole Lepidsti, 

And threats the throate of that his Officer, 

That murored Pompey. 

Eno. Our great Nauiesrig'd. 

Eros. For Italy and Cafar ,more Domitisu , 

My Lord dtfises you prefently: my Newes 
I might haue told hearcafrer* 

£WTwillbe nanght.buc let it be;bring me to Anthony, 

Eros. Come Sir, Exeunt. 

Emer Agrippa,Mecenasand Cafar. 

Caf Contemning Rome he ha's done all tbis,& more 
In Alexandria : hcere’s the manner of’t: 

I’th*Market-place on aTribunall filuer’d, 

Cleopatra and himfelfc in Chaires of Gold 
Were publikely enthron’d : st the feet, fat 
Cxfarion whom they call my Fathers Sonne, 

And all the vnlawfutl iffue,thai their Luft 
Since then hath made betweene them. Vnto her, 

Hcgaue the ftabhftiment of Egypt,made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia,abfoluteQueene. 

Mece. This in the publike eye ? 

Cafar. I'ch’common (hew place,where they excrcife. 
His Sonnes hither proclaimed the King of Kings, 

Great Media,Parthia, and Armenia 

He gauc to Alexander. To Ptolemy he affign’d, 

Syria,Silicia,and Piicenctia : fhe 

In th’abilimcnts ofthcGoddcfley/iV 

That day appeer’d,and oft before gaue audience. 

As’tii reported fo. 

Mece. Let Rome be thus inform’d. 

Agri. Who queaiie with his infolence already. 

Will their good thoughts call from him. 

Cafar. The people knowesit. 

And haue now tecei,u’d his accufation*. 

Agri. Whodoesheaccufe ? 

C:far. Caftr,an& that hauing in Cicilie 
Sextus Pompeitu fpoil’d, we had not rated him 
H'uparto’th'Jfle. Then does he fay,hc lent me 
Some (‘hipping vnrellor’d. Laftly, he frets 
That Lcpidsis of the Triumpherate,{hould be depos’d, 
And being that, wc detaine all hisReuenue. 

Agri, Sir,this (hould be anfwer’d. 

(fafar. ’Tis done already,and the Mcffenger gone : 

I haue told him Lepidtu was growne too cruell, 

y y That 
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That he hi* high Authority abus’d. 

And did deferue hi* change: for what I haue conquer’d, 
I grant him part: but then in his Armenia, 

And other ot his conquer’d Kingdoms,! demand the like 

OMec. Heel peuer yceld to that. 

Caf. Normuftnotchenbeyecldedtoin this. 

Enter Ottawa with her Trair.c. 

Otta. Haile Cafar, and my L. haile molt decrc {'afar. 

Cafar. That euer I (hould call thee Caft-away. 

Otta. You haue not call’d tncfo,nor haue you caufe. 

Caf Why haue you ftoln vpon vsthusfyoucomenot 
Like Cafar s Sifter, The wife of Anthony 
Should haue an Army tor ?.n Vfher, and 
The ncighes of Horfeto tell of her approach, 

Long ere (he did appcarc. The trees by’ch’way 
Should haue borne men, and expe&ation fainted, 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the dull 
Should haue afeended to the Roofc of Heauen, 

Rais’d by your populous Troopes: But you arc come 
A Market-maid to Rome, and haue preuented 
The oftentation of our lone; which left vnfhewne, 

/ Is often left vnlou’d : vve (hould haue met you 
By Sea,and Land, fupplyingeucry Stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Otta. Good my Lord, 

To come thus w a; I not conftrain’d,but did it 
On my free-will. My Lord (JWarke Anthony , 

Hearing that you prepar’d for Warre, acquainted 
My greeued eate withall ; whereon I begg’d 
His pardon for rcturne. 

Caf. Which foone he granted, 

Being an abftraft’twcene his Luft,and him. 

Otta. Do not fay fo,tny Lord. ,. ~ 

Caf. I haue eyes vpon him. 

And his affaires come to me on the wind: wher is he new? 

Otta. My Lord,in Athens. 

Cafar, No my moll wronged Sifter, Cleopatra ‘ 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath gilien his Empire 
Vp to a Whore, who now are Ieuy ing 
The Kings o’ch’carth for Warre. He hath aflrmbled, 
Bochmtht King of Lybia , Archil,uts 
Of Cappadocia, I’biladelphos King 
Of Paphlagonia: the Thracian King Adttllas, 

King Mauchus of Arabia, King of Pont, 

Herod of Iewry, Mithridates King 
Of Comageat, Polsmcn and Amintae, 

The Kings of Mcde,and Licoania, 

With a more larger Lift of Scepters. 

Otta. Aye me moll wretched. 

That haue mybearr parted betwixt two Friends, 

That does affluft each other. (breaking forth 

CVf Welcom hither: your Letters did witb-holde our 
Till we perceiu’d both how you were wrong led, 

And we in negligent danger : cbeerc your heart, 
i lie ycu not troubled with the time, which driues 
O reyour content, ilcefe ftiongncceflitiea. 

But let determin'd things to d^ftinie 

Hold vr.be way I’d their way. Welcome to Rome, 

Nothing more decrc to me: You are abus’d 

Beyond thcpiarke ofthoygln: and the high Gods 

To do you Iuftice, make* hi* Miniflers 

Ofvs, and thole that leue you. Beft ofcomforc, 

And euer welcom toys. Welcome Lady. 

UWec. Welcome dcerc Madam, 

Each hcaoin Rome does ^oue and pitty you, 

Oncly th’adulurous Anthony , moft large 
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In his abhominations, turncs you off. 

And giues his potent Regiment to a Trull 
That noyfes it againft vs, . 

Otta. Is it fo fir? 

Caf. Mod ccrtainc: Sifter welcome; p M y Y 
B: euer knowne to patience. My decr’ft Sifter! V 
Enter Cleopatra,and Enobarbtu. ' 

Cleo. I will becuen with thee,doubt it not 

Eno. But why,why,why? 

Cleo. Thou h aft forefpoke my being i n t h e f c Warr , 
And fay ft it it not fit. wart5 b 

Eno. Well: is it,is it. 

Cleo. If not, denounc'd againft yj, why q, ., 
wc be therein perfon, a 

Enob. Well, I could reply: ifwee fliouldfem,. , • t 
Horfc and Mares together, the Horfe were m eet ] v 

the Mares would beare a Soldiour and his Horfe ^ °* : 

Cleo . What is’t you fay ? 

Enob. Your prefence needs rauftpuzle^ w ^ a . 
Take from his heart, take from his Braine, from'sdmo 
What (hould not then be fpar’d. He is already ’ 

Traduc’d for Leuity, and ’tis faid in Rome 
That Pbotinm an Eunuch,and your Maidcs 
Mannage this wane. 

Cleo. Sinke Rome, and their tongue* rot 
That fpeake againft vs. A Charge wc beare i’ch’Warre 
And as theprefidentofmy Kingdomewill 1 

Appeare there for a man. Speake not againft it, 

I will not ftay behind*. 

Enter Anthony ar-d Camidus. 

Eno. Nay I haue done,here comes the Emperor, 

Ant. Is it not ftrange Camidius , 

That from Tart entum, and Brandufium, 

He could fo quickly cut the Ionian Sea, 

And take in Troine. You haue Heard on’t (Sweet?) 

Cleo. Celerity is neuer more admjr’d. 

Then by the negligent. 

Ant. A good rebuke, 

Which might haue well becom’d the beft of men 
To caunc at flackncffe. Camidius , wee 
Will fight with him by Sea. 

Cleo. By Sea,whatelfe? 

Cam. Why will my Lord, dofp? 

Ant. For that he dares vstoo’c, 

Enob. So hath my Lord, dar’d him to (ingle fight, 

Cam. I, and to wage this Battell at Pnarfalia, 

Where Cafar fought with Psmpey. But thefe offers 
Which feruenotfor his vantage,he fhakes off. 

And fo {hould you. 

Enob. Your Shippes arc not well mann’d, 

Your Marriners arc Militers, Reapers,people 
Ingroft by fwife Imprefle. In Cafars Fleete, 

Arc thofe,that often haue ’gainft Pompey fought. 

Their fhippes are yare, yours heauy: nodifgrace 
Shall fall you for refufing him at Sea, 

Being prepar’d for Land. 

Ant. BySea,bySea. 

Eno, Mod worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The abfolute Soldierftiip you haue by Land, 

Diftratft your Armie, vsfhich doth mod confift 
Of Warre-markr-footmen, lcaue vnexecuted 
Your owne renowned knowledge, quiteforgoe 
The way which promifes aflurance, and 
Giuc vp your felfe mperly to chance and hazard, 

From firme Securicie. 

Ant. He fight at Sea. 

Che 


Cleo. I haue fixty Sailes, Cafar none better. 

A»t. Our ouer-plus of (Lipping will weburne. 

And with the reft full mann’d, from th’head of Action 
geate th’approacbingCe/itr. But if we fade, 

VVc then can doo’t at Land. Enter a Me fencer. 

ThyBufi 0 ^** 

Mef. The Ne wes is true, my Lord, he is deferied, 
Cafar ha’s taken Tory ne. 

Ant , Can he be there in perfon? ’Tis impofublc 
Strange, that his power (hould be. Camidnn, 
Ournineteene Legions thou (halt hold by Land, 

And our twelue thoufaml Horfe. Wee’l to our Ship, 
Away royT&efw. 

Enter a Soldiour. 

How now worthy Souldier? 

Soul. Oh Noble Emperor, da not fight by Sea, 

Truft not to rotten plankes: Do you mifdoubt 
This Sword,and thefc my Wounds; letth’Egyptians 
And the Phcenicians go a ducking : wee 
Haue vs’d to conquer ftanding on the earth. 

And fighting foot to foot. 

Ant. Well, well,a way. exit Ant ,Cleo.& Enob. 

Seal. By Hercules I thinke I am i’th’right. 

Cam. Souldier thou art: but his whole a&ion growes 
Not in the power on’t: fo our Leaders Icadc, 

And we arc Womens men. 

Soul. You keepe by Land the Legions and the Horfe 
whole, do you not ? 

Vets. Marcus Ottauim, 'Mareut Ittfteuo, 

Publico/a, and Celm, are for Sea: 

But wc keepe whole by Land. This fpeede of fafarx 
Carries beyond belcefe. 

Soul. While he was yet in Rome. 

His power went out infuch diftradtioni. 

As beguilde all Spies. 

Cam. Who’s his Lieutenant, heare you? 

Soul. They fay,one Tomtu. 

{am. Well,I know the man. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Otfef. The Emperor cals Camidius. 

Cam. With Newes the times wit n Labour, 

Artd throwes forth each minute, fomc. exeunt 

Enter Cafar yvith his Army, marching. 

Caf. Towrtu ? 

Tow. My Lord. 

Caf. Strike not by Land, 

Keepe whole, prouoke not Battaile 
Till we haue done at Sea. Do not exceede 
ThePrcfcript ofthisScroule: Our fortune lyes 
Vpon this iumpe. 

Enter Anthony,and Enobarbtu. 

Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide o’th’Hill, 

In eye of Cafars battaile, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 

And fo proceed accordingly. exit. 

Camidius tMarcheth with his Land Army one way ouer the 
fiage, and Towrus the Lieutenant ef Ca far the other way : 
After their going in, is heard the noife of a S ea fight. 
Alarum. Enter Enobarbus and Scartu. 

Iw.Naught,naught s al naught, I can behold no longer: 
Tbantoniad, the Egyptian Admirall, 

With all their fixty flye, and turne the Rudder: 


exit. 


To fec’t, mine eyes are blaftcd. 

Enter Scarrus. 

Scar.Gods,\&t Goddeffes,a!I the whol fynod ofthetn! 
Eno. What’s thy paffioo. 

Scar, The greater Camle of the world,is loft 
With very ignorance, wc haue kift away 
Kingdomes,and Prouinccs. 

Eno. How appeares the Fight ? 

Scar. On our fide, like the Token’d Pcflilence, 
Where death is fure. YonribaudredNaggeof Egypt, 
(Whom Leprofieo’rc-take) i’th’midft o’clTfigbt, 

When vantage like a payre ofTwinnes appear’d 
Both as the fame, or rather outs the cider; 

(The Breeze vpon her) like a Co w in Inne, 

Hoifts Sailes,and flyes. 

Eno. That 1 beheld t 

Mine eyes did ficken at the fight,and could not. 

Indure a further view. 

Scar. She once being Iooft, 

The Noble ruine ofher Magicke, Anthony, 

Claps on his Sea-wing, and (like a doting Mallard) 
Leauiog the Fight in heighth,flyes after her; 

I neuer faw an Adlion offuch fhame ; 

Experience, Man-hood,Honor,ne’re before,) 

Did violate fo it felfe. 

E nob. Alacke, alacke. 

Enter Camidius, 

Cam. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath. 

And finkes moft lamentably. Had our Generali 
Bin what he knew himfelfc, it had gone well: 

Oh his ha’s giuen example for our flight, 

Moft groffely by his owne. 

E nob. I } are you thereabouts ? Why then goodnight 
indeede. 

Cam. Toward Peloponncfus arc they fled. 

Scar. ’Tis eafie toot, 

And there I will attend what further comes. 

Camid. To Cafar will I render 
My Legions and my Hotfe, fixe Kings alreadie 
Shew me the way of yeelding. 

E no. He yet follow 

The wounded chance of Anthony, though my reafon 
Sits in the windc againft me. 

Enter Anthony with Attendants. 

Ant. Hearke.the Land bids me tread no more vpon’t, 
Itisafham’d to beare me. Friends,come hither, 

I am fo lated in the wotld, that I 

Haue loft my way for euer. I haue a flhippe. 

Laden with Gold, take that, diuideit :flye. 

And make your peace with Cafar. 

Omnes. Fly? Not wee. 

Ant. I haue fled my felfe,and haue inftru&ed cowards 
To runne.and (hew their fhoulders. Friends be gone, 

I haue my felfe refolu’d vpon a cotiffe. 

Which has no ncede of you. Begone, 

My Treafute’s in the Harbour. Takc it: Oh, 

I follow’d that 1 blu(h to looke vpon, 

My very haires do mutiny: for the white 
Reprouc the browne for raflinefle, and they them 
For feare, and doting. Friends b£ gone, you (hall 
Haue Letters from me to fome Friends, that will 
Sweepcyour way foryou. Pray you looke not fad. 

Nor make replyes of loathnefle,take the hint 
Which my difpaire proclaimes. Let them be left 
Which leaues it felfe, to the Sea-fide ftraight wayj 
I will poflefle you of that (hip and T reafu'rc. 

y z J Leauc 
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Leaue me, I pray a little .* pray you now. 

Nay do To : for indeede I haue loft command, 
Therefore.1 pray you, lie fee you by and by. Sitsdowne 
Enter Cleopatra led by Cbarmian and Eros. 

Eros. Nay gentle Madam, to him,comfort him. 

Iras. Do moft decre Queene. 

Char. Do, why, what elfe .<* 

Cleo. Let me fit downc: Oh Juno. 

Ant. No,no,no,no,no. 

Eros. See you heerc,Sir ? 

Ant. Oh fie,fie,fie. 

Char. Madam. 

Iras. Madam, oh good Emprefle. 

Eros. Sir,fir. 

Ant. Yes my Lord,yes; heat Philippi kept 
His fword e’ne like a dancer. while I ftrooke 
The leanc 3nd wrinkled Cajfus , and ’twas I 
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on Lieutenancry, and no praftife had 
In the braue fquarcs of Warre: yet now : no matter. 

flee. Ah ftand by. 

Eros. The Queene my Lord, the Queene. 

Iras. Go to him,Madam, fpcake to him, 

Hce’s vnqualited with very fhame. 

Cleo . Well then, fuftaine me: Ob. 

Eros. Moft Noble Sir arife, the Queene approaches, 
Her head’s declin’d, and death will ceafcher, but 
Your comfort makes the refeue. 

Ant . I haue offended Reputation, 

A moft vnnoble fweruing. 

Eros. Sir, the Queene. 

oAnt. Oh whether haft thou lead me Egypt, fee 
How I conuey my fliame.out of thine eyes. 

By looking backe what I haue left behind e 
Stroy’d in dilhonor. 

Cleo. Oh my Lord, my Lord, 

Forgiuc my fearfull faylcs, 1 little thought 
You would hauefollowed. 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew’ft too well. 

My heart was to thy Rudder tyed by’th’ftrings. 

And thou fhould’ft fto we me after. Ore my fpirit 
The full fupremacie thou kncw'ft, and that 
Thy becke, might from the bidding of the Gods 
Command mce. 

Clod* Oh my pardon, 

tAnt. Now I muft 

To the young man fend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter in the fhifts of lownes, who 
With halfethe bulke o’th’worldplaidasl pleas’d, 
faking,and matring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, and that 
My Sword, made weake by my affe£tion,would 
Obey ic on all caufe. 

Cleo. Pardon,pardon. 

Ant Fall not a teare I fay, one of them rates 
All that is wonne and loft : Giue me a kiiTe, 

Eucn tl is repayes me. 

We fent ourSchookmafter, is a come backe ? 

Loue I am full of Lead ; fome Wine 

Within there, and our Viands: Fortune knowes, 

We fcorne her moft, when moft flic offers blowes. Exeunt 

Enter Cafar , Agrippa,and DoHabelloyoith ethers. 

Caf. Let him appeare that’s come.from Anthem, 
Know you him. 


The Tragedie of 



Dolla. Cafar , ’tis his Schoolemafter 
An argument that heis pluckc,whcn hfthcr 
fie lends fo poore a Pinnion ofhis Wing 
Which had fuperfluous Kings for Meffenscrs 
Not many Mooncs gone by # 6 9 

Enter Ambaffador from Anthony 

Cafar. Approach,and Ipeake. y * 

Amb. Such as I am, I ccme from Anthony • 

I was of late as petty to his ends, J ' 

As is the Morn.-dew on the Mertleleafc 
To his grand Sea. 

Caf Bee’t fo,declare thine office. 

Amb. Lord ofhis Fortunes he falutesthrfe. 4 

Requires to Hue in Egypt, which not granted 
He Leflons his Rcqucfts, and to thee lues 
To let him breath betweene the Heauens and r 9 „t, 
A priuate man in Athens: this for him. ““ 

Next, Cleopatra dots confcfle thy Greatnefle 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craues* 

The Circle of the Ptolomtes for her heyres. 

Now hazarded to thy Grace. 

Caf For Anthony , 

I haue no cares to his requeft. The Queene 
Of Audience, nor Defire fhall faile, folhee ’ 

From Egypt driuc her all-difgraced Friend, 

Or take his life there. This if fhee performe, 
Shelhallnot fue vnheard. So to them both/ 

Amb. Fortune purfue thee. 
flaf Bring him through the Bands : 

To try thy Eloquence, now ’tis time, difpatcb. 
From Anthony winr.e Cleopatra , promife*^ 

And in our Name, what (he requires,adde more 
From thine inuention, offers. Women ate not 
In their beft Fortunes ftrong ; but want will peeiure 
TWr. touch’d VcBall. Try thy cunning fuj. 
Make thine o Wne Edift tor thy paines,which wc 
Will anlwer as a Law. 

Thid. Cafar, I go. 

Cafar. Obferuc how Anthony becomes his flaw 
And what thou think’ft his very a.ftion fpeakes * 

In euery power that rnooues. 

Thid. Cafar,l lhall. 

Enter Cleopatra,Enobarbtu,Charmian& Iras. ^ 
Cleo. What lhall we do, Enobarbm} 

Eno. Thinke,anddye. 

Cleo . Is Anthony,ovw:\n fault for this? 

Eno. Anthony or ely, that would make his will 
Lord of his Reafon What though you fled, 

From that grei»rface ot Warre, whofe feuet£llranges 
Frighted each other? Why fbould he follow? 

1 he itch of his Affe&ion fhould not then 

Haue nickt his Captain-fliip, at fuch a point, 

When halfe to halfe the world oppos’d, he being 
The mecred queftion? ’Twas a fhame no lefle 
Then was his lode, to courfc your flying Flagges, 
And leaue his Nauy gazing. 

Cleo, Pry thee peace. 

Enter the Ambafftdor,witb Anthony. 

Ant. Is that his an Twer? Amb. I my Lord 

Ant. The Queene fhall then haue courtefie, 
Sofhe willycelu vs vp. 

Am. Hefayesfo. 

Antho. Let her kno w’t. To the Boy Cafar fend t 
grizled head, and he will fill thy wifhes to the brinar 
With Principalities. 

Cleo. That head my Lord ? 


11111111 11 11 I I I I I I 1111 11 

80 L ZOL 90L SOL POL COL ZOL LOL 00L 66 86 £6 96 S6 P6 86 Z6 L6 06 



I 1 I 1 I 1 I 1 I 1 

L2 98 S8 P8 88 Z8 L8 



6 L 8 L LL U S L VL 8Z Z L U 01 69 89 19 99 S9 M 89 Z9 L9 09 6fi 8S IS 9S SS W 8S ZS LS OS 6P 


ea. ’ ^ 


ajfnthony and Qeopatra. 


V7 


Jut. To him againe, tell him be weares the Rofe 
Of youth vpon him: from which, the world fhould note 
j 0 4, et hingparticular: His Coine, Ships, Legions, 

May be a Cowards, whofe Minifters would preuaile 
Voder the feruicc ofa Childe,as loone 
ta i’th’Cotnmand of Caftr. I dare him therefore 
pc lay his S a y Comparifons a -part, 

\nd anfwer me declin’d. Sword again!! Sword, 

Our felues alone: lie write it: Follow me. 

£»o. Yes like enough: hyc barn-I’d Cafar will 
Vnft ate happineffe, and be Stag’d to’th’fhcw 
^,, a jnft a Swordsr. I fee mens Iudgemcats are 
^pjrcell of their Fortunes, and things outward 
po draw the inward quality after them 
p 0 fuffcr all alike, that he ifeould dieamc, 

Knowing all meafures, the full Cafar will 
^nfvoet his empeineffe; Cafar thou haft lubJu’dc 
Hisiudgement too. , 

Enter a Seruant . 

Ser. A Meffenger from Cafar, 

Cleo. What no more Ceremony ? See my Women, 
Againft the blownc Rofc may they flop theirnole, 
Thatknccl’d vnto the Buds. Admit him fit. 

[no. Minehonrfty.andl, beginne to fquarc, 
phe Levalty well held to Fooles, does make 
Our Faith meere folly *. yet be that can endure 
Jo follow with Aliegeancc a falne Lord, 

Docs conquer him that did his Mafter conquer. 

And earnes a place i’tb’Scory. 

Enter Thidi.ts, 

Cleo. Cafars will. 

Thid. Heare it apart. 

Cleo . None but Friends: fay boldly. 

Thid. So haply are they Friends to Anthony. 

Snob. He needs as many (Sir) as Cafar ha’s. 

Or needs not vs. If f<e/^-pleafc,our Mafter 
Willlcapetobehis Friend : For vs you know, 

Whofe he is, we are,and that is Cafars. 

Thid. So.Thus then thou moft renown’djGc/ar intreats, 
Not to confider in what caie thou ftand’ft 
Further then he is Cafars. 

Cleo. Goon.rightRoyall. 

Thid. He knowes that you embrace not Anthony 
As you did iouc, but as you feared him. 

Cleo. Oh. 

Th.d. The fcarre’s vpon your Honor, therefore he 
Does pitty, as conftrained blcnrflrcs, 

Not as deferued, 

Cleo. Hs is a God, 

And knowes what is moft right. Mine Honour 
Was not yeclded, huf conquer’d meerely. 

Eno, To be fure of chat, I will aske Anthony, j 
Sir,fir, thou art fo leakie 
That we muft Icaiic thee to thy finking, for 
Thy deereft quit thee. Exit Enob. 

7 hid. Shall I fay to Cafar, 

What you require of him : for he partly begges 
To be defir’d to giue. It much would pleafehim. 

That ofhis Fortunes you fhould make a ftaffe 
Tolcane vpon. But it would warmc hfs fpirits 
To heare from me you had left Anthony, 

And put your feife vnder his fhrowd, the vniuerfal Land- 
deo. What’s your name? (lord 

Thid My name i- ihidias. 

Cleo. Moftk’indeMeffenger, 

Say to great Cafar this in deputation. 


\ J kifle his conqu’nng hand: Tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my Crownc at’s feete, and there to kneele. ‘ 

Tell him,from his all-obeying breath, I hears 
The doomc ofEgypt. 

Thid. ’Tis your Nobleftcourfe : 

Wifedome and Fortune combatting together. 

If that the former dare but what it can, 

No chance may fliake it. Giue me gra'ce to lay 
Mv dutie on your hand. 

Cleo. Your Cafars Father oft, 

(When he hath mus’d of taking khigdomes in) 

Bcftow’d his lips on that vnworchy place,i 

As it rain’d kides. 

Enter Anthony and Enobarbus . 

Ant. Fauours? By lone rhat thunders. What art thou 
Thid. One that butperformes (Fellow? 

The bidding ofche.fulktt man,and worthieft 
To haue command obey’d. 

Eno. You willbewhipt. 

■xftff.Approch there: ah you Kite.Now Gods &diuels 
Au hority melts from me oflate. When I cried hoa, 
Like Boycs vnto a muffe, Kings would ftart forth, 

And cry, your will. Haue you no eares ? 

I am Anthony yet. Take hence this lack, and whip him. 
Enter a Seruant. 

Eno. ’TU better playing with a Lions yvhelpe. 

Then with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moone andStarres, 

Whip him : wer’c twenty ofchc greateft Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cafar , fhould I finde them 
So fa wey with the hand of flic heere, what’s hex name 
Since fhe was Cleopatra 1 Whip him Fellowes, 

Till like a Boy you fee him ct indge his face. 

And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 

7 bid. CMarke Anthony. 

Ant. Tuggcbsm away : being whipc 
Bring him againe, the Iacjte of Cafars (lull 
Bearc vs an arrant to him. Exeunt with Thidius « 

You were halfe biafted ere I knew you : Ha? 

Haue [ my pillow left vnpreft in Rome, 

Forborne the getting ofa lawful! Race, 

And by a Iem of women, to be abus’d 
Ey one that lookes on Feeders? 

Cleo. Good my Lord. 

Ant. You haue becne a boggeler euer. 

But when wc in our vicioufnefle grow hard 
(Oh mifery on’t) the wife Gods leeie our eyes 
In our owhe filth, drop ourdeare iudgements 9 naakevs 
Adore our errors, laugh at’s while vveftrut 
To ourconfufion. 

Cleo. Oii,is’t coroe to this? 

Ant. I found you as a Morfell, cold vpon 
Dead Cafars Trencher: Nay, you were a Fragment 
Oi Gneius Pontpeyes t beCida what hotter houres 
Vnfegiftred in vulgar Fame you haue 
Luxuiicufly pickt out. For I am fure. 

Though you can gueffe what Temperance fhould be. 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this? 

Ant, To let a Fellow that will take rewards, 

And fay,God quityon, be familiar with 
My play-fellow, your hand y this Kingly Stfale, 

And pitghter ofliigh hearts. Othat 1 were 
Vpon the hill of Bafori. toout-roare 
The horned Heard) for I haue fauage caufe. 

And to proclaime it ciuilly, were like 
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A halter’d necke,which do's the Hangman tfoankc. 

For being yare about him. Itbewhipt? 

Enter a Seruant with Tb idiot. 

Ser. Soundly,my Lord. 

Ant. Cried he? and begg’d a Pardon? 

Ser. He did aske fauour. 

Ant. If that thy Father liue, let him repent 
Thou vwas’t not made his daughter,and be thou forrie 
To follow Cafar in his Triumph, fince 
Thou haft bin whipt. For following him, henceforth 
The white hand of a Lady Feaucr thee, 

Shake thou to looke on’t. Get thee backe to Cafar, 

Tell him thy entertainment: looke thou (ay 
He makes tne angry'With him. For he feemes 
Proud and difdainfull, harping on what 1 am. 

Not whac he knew I was. He makes me angry. 

And at this time mod eafie ’tis to doo’t: 

When my good Starres, that were my former guides 
Haue empty left their Orbcs, and ihoc their Fire* 

Into th’Abifmc of hell. If he nufhkc. 

My fpcech, and what is done, tell him he ha* 

Hiparcbtu, my enfranthed Bondman, whom 
He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture, 

As he (hall like to quit me. Vrge it thou ; 

Hence with thy flripes,be gone. Exit Thid. 

Cleo. Haue you done yet ? 

Ant. Alacke out Terrene Moenc is now Eclipft, 

And it portends alone the fall of Anthany. 

Cleo. I muft ftay hi stime ? 

Ant. To flatter Cafar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that tyes his points.' 

Cleo. Not know me yet ? 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ? 

Cleo. Ah (Deere) if I be fo. 

From nay cold heartier Heauen ingender haile, 
Andpoyfon it in the fourfe.and the ftrft ftone 
Drop in my netke :as it determines fo 
Diffoluc my life, the next Czfarian fmile, ’ 

Till by degree* the memory of my wombe. 

Together with my braue Egyptians all, 

By the difeandering of this pelleted (forme. 

Lye graueleffe, till the Flies and Gnats of Nylc 
Haue buried them for prey. 

Ant. I am fatisfied; 

Cafar fets downe in Alexandria.where 
I will oppofc his Fate. Out force by Land, 

Hath Nobly held, our feuer’d Nauie too 

Haue knit againe,and Flecte, threstning moft Sea-like. 

Where haft thou bin my heart ? Deft thou heare Lady ? 

iVfrcm the Field 1 (Ball returneonce more 

To kiftethefe Lips, i will appeare in Blood, 

I,and my Sword,will earne our Chronicle, 

There’s hope in’t yet. 

Cleo. That’s iny braue Lord. 

Ant. I will be trebblc.fincwed,hcarted,breath’d, 
j And fighr raaliciotifly : for when minehourcs 
\\ ere nice and lucky, men did ranfome Hues 
Of me for icfts: But now, lie fet my teeth. 

And fetul to darkendfe all that flop me. Come, 

Let’s bane one other gawdy night: Call to me 
All my fad Captaincs, fill our Bowles once more: 

Let’s mocke (he midnight Bell. 

Cleo. It i*myBirth-day, 

I had thought t haue held ir poore. Biit (ince my Lord 
Is Anthony againe,I will be Cleopatra. 

Ant. We will yet do well. 
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Cleo. Call all hi* Noble Captaine* to*, t - 
Ant. Do fo, wee’l fpcake to them, ^ ^ 0r ^* 

And to night lie force 
The Winepcepc through their fcarrest 
Come on (my Quecne) 

There’s fap in’t yet. The next time I do fight 
lie make death loue me: for 1 will contend 
Euen with his peftilent Syt »e. 

Eno. Now heel out-ftarc the Lightning. u 
to be frighted outoffeare.and m that mood ' Urioi)S 
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The Doue will pccke the Eftridge; and 
A diminution in our Captaines braine 
Reftorcs his heart; when valour pi aves inr^r 
It cates the Sword it fights with: 1 willfecke ° 0 ’ 
Some way to Ieauc him. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Cafar , Agrippa, & 7 Hecen<u with hie j ytn 
Cafar reading a Letter . 

Caf. He callcs me Boy, and chides as he haring 

To beate me out of Egypt. MyMeffcngcr dp Wer 
He hath whipt with Rods.dares me to petfonal C, u 
Cafar to Anthony : let the old Ruffian know 
1 haue many ocher wayes to dye: roeane time 1 
Laugh at his Challenge. J 

Mece. Cafar muft thinke. 

When one fo great begins to rage,hec’s hunted 
Euen to falling. Giuehim no breath.butnow 
Make bootc ofhis diftraftion: Ncuer anc £r 
Made good guard for it felfc. 

Caf. Let our beft heads know. 

That to morrow, the laft of many Battailes 
We meane to fight. Within our Files there are. 

Of thole that feru’d Afar^e Anthony but late 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 

And Feaft the Army, we hau< (lore to doo’t. 

And they haue earn’d the wafte.Poore Anthony. Extant 

Enter Anthony, Cleopatra, Enobarhtti,Ch«rnHan, 
Irat, Alexaeyvitb others. 

Ant. He will not fight with mzfDomitm} 

Eno. No? 

Ant, Whyffioulci he not? 

Eno.He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune 
He is twenty men to one. * 

Ant. To morrow Soldier, 

By Sea and Land lie fight: or I will line. 

Or bathe my dying Honor in the blood 
Shall makeitliucagaine. Woo’t thou fight well. 

Eno He fluke, and ay. Take all. 

Ant. Well faid, come on: 

Call forth my Houfhold Seruants,lecs tonight 

Enter 3 or q Straitors, 

Be bounteous at our Meale. Giue me thy hand, 

Thou haft bin rightly honeft, fo haft thou, 

Thousand thov.and thou: you haue feru’d roc well. 

And Kings haue beene your fellowes# 

Cleo. What meanes this ? 

Eno' Tis one of chofe odde tricks which forow {hoots 
Oucoftheminde. 

And thou art honeft too : 

I W»fh I could be maae fo many men. 

And all of you c!apt vp together, in 
An Anthony : that I might do you feruicc, 

Ho good as you haue done. 

Omnet* 
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Ontnes. The Gods forbid. 

Ant. Weil, my good Fcllowcs,wait on trie to night: 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me^ 

As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 

And fuflfer’d my command. 

CltOn What ooes he meane? 

Eno. To make his Followers weepe. 

Ant. Tend me tonight; 

May be,it is the period of your duty, 

H^ply you (hall not fee me more, or if, 

A mangled fhadow. Perchance to morrow, 

You'l ieruc another Matter. I looke on you. 

As one that takes his Ieauc. Mine honeft Friends, 

J rurnc you not away, but like 3 Mafter 
Married to your good fefuicc, ftay till death : 

Tend roc to night two houres, I aske no more, 

And the Gods yecld you for’e. 

Eno. What meane you (Sir) 

To groc them this ciiicomfort ? Looke they weepe. 

And 1 an AlTe, am Onyon-cyM; for fhame, 

Transf >rme vs not to women. 
j 4 nt. Ho,ho.ho; 

Now the Witch take me,iff meant it thus. 

Grace grow where thole drops fall(my hearcy Friends) 
You take me in too dolorous a fenfc. 

Fori fpake to you for your comfort, did defire you 
To burne this night with Torches: Know (my hearts) 

I hope well of to morrow, and will Icadc you, 

Where rather lie expect victorious life, 

Then death,and Honor. Lets to Supper, come, 

And drovvnc confederation. Exeunt . 

Enter a Company ofSoldi ours. 

1 .Sol. Brother,goodnight: to morrow is the day. 

2.SoL It will determine one way : Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ftrange about the ftreets. 

1 Nothing : whatnewes ? 

2 Belike ’as but a Rumour,good night to you. 

1 Well fir, good night. 

They meets other Soldiers. 

2 SouldieiSjhauecarefull Watch. 

1 And you sGoodnigh^goodnight. 

They place themfelues in eucry corner oft he Stage. 

2 Hcere we: and if to morrow 

Our Nauie thriue, 1 haue an ablolute hope 
Our Landmen will ftand vp. 

1 ’Tis a braue Army>and full of purpofe. 

Aiuficks of the llohoyes is vnder the Stage # 

2 Peace,what noife? 

1 ) ift lift. 

2 Hcarke. 

I Muficke i’th’Ayre# 

3 Vnder the earth. 

4 It fignes weirdo's it not ? 

3 No. 

1 Peacelfay: Whatfhouldthis meane? 

2 *Tis the God Hercules , whom Anthony loued, 

Now leaueshim. 

1 Walkc.lct’s fee if other Watchmen 
Do heare what we do ? 

2 How now Maifters? Speakjogether. 

Omnes. How now? how now^ do you heare this ? 

1 I,is’tnot ftrange? 

3 Do you heare Mafters? Do you heare? 

1 Follow the noyfc fo farre as we haue quarter. 


1 Let's fee how it will giue off. 

Omnes. Conient: Tis ftrange. 

Enter Anthony and Cleopatrayvtth other f a 


Exeunt. 


Ant. Erot y mine A rroour Eros. 

Cleo. Sleepe a little. 

Ant. No my Chucke, £r<?j,comc mine Armor Eros. 
Enter Eros . 

Come good Fellow,put thine Iron on. 

If Fortune be notours to day, ir is 
Becaufe wc braue her. Come. 

Cleo . Nav, Ilehelpe zoo r u 4 nthony. 

What’s this for? Ahtetbc, let be, thou arc 
The Armourer of my heart: Falfe,falfc : This, this. 
Sooth-law Ilehelpe: Thus it muft bee. 

Ant. Well, well, we (hall thriue now. 

Secft thou my good Fellow* Go,put on thy defences, 
Eros. Bricfcly Sir. 

Cleo. ] s not this buckled well ? 

Ant . Rarely,rarely : 

He that vnbuckle. this, till we do pleafe 
To daft for our Repofe, (hall heare a ftorme. 

Thou fumbledand my Qneenes a Squire 
More tight at this, then thou: Difpatch. O Loue, 

That thou couldft fee my Wanes to day, and knew’ft 
The Rnyall Occupation, thou fhbuld’it fee 
A Workeman in’e. 

Enter an Armed Soldier . 

Good morrow to thee, welcome, 

Thou look’d like him that knowes a warlike Charge: 

To bufinctfe that we loue,we rile berime. 

And go too’c with delight. 

Soul . A thoufand Su*,early thought be, haue on their 
Riueted trim, and at the Port expedt you. Sbowt. 

Trumpets Flour fh - 
Enter Captaines , and Settldicrs . 

Alex. The Morne is fairc: Good roorrbwGencrall. 
All . Good morrow General!. 

Ant. Tis well blowne Lads. 

This Morning, like thefpiricof ayotitb 
That meanes to be of note, begins berime*. 

So,fo :Comc giue me that, this way, well-fed. 

Fare thee well Dame, what ere becomes of ntc. 

This is a Soldier* kifTe: rebukeable, 

And worthy (hamefull checkc it were, to ftand 
On more Mcchanicke Complement, lie Ieauc thee. 

Now like amanofSceclc,you that will fighr. 

Follow me clofe, He bring you too't: Adieu. Exeunt . 
Char. Picafcyou retyre to your Chamber? 

C/to Lead me: 

He goes forth gallantly: That he and Cafar might 
Determine this great Warre in (ingle fight; 

1 Then Anthony ; but now. Well on. Exeunt 

Trumpets found. Enter Anthony >and Eros. 

Eros. The Gods make this a happy day co Anthony. 
Ant. Would thou,& thofe thy fears had oncepreuaild 
To make me fight at Land. 

Eros . HatTft thou done fo. 

The Kings that haue reunited, arid the Soldier 
1 hai his this morning left thee, would haue ftili 
Followed thy hccles. 

Ant. Whofe gone this morning? 

Eros . W ho? one eucr neerc thee,call for $noharhm 9 

Hcc 
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He (hall not heare thee, or from Cafors Canape, 

Say I am none of thine. 

4 »t, Whac fayeft thou ? 

Sold , Sir he is >vich C<cfar 9 \ 

Eros. Sir,his Chcfts and Treafurehe has not with him. 
Ant* Is he gone t 

Sol Mod certnine. * I 

Ant. Go Eros, fend his Treafuie afccr 3 do ic, 

Detaine no lot I charge thee : write to him, 

(l will fubferibe) gentle adieu\and greetings; 

Say, that 1 wifiihe newer finde more caufc 
To change a Mafter. Oh my Fortunes haue 
Corrupted honeft men. Dilpaccb Enobarbm* Exit 

I Flotirijh .. Enter Agnppa f £<tfar,mth Enobarbtu, 
i i and Do!UbeHa. 

C<tf. Go forth Agrippa, and begin the fight: 

Our will is Anthony be tookc aliue : 

Makeitfoknovvne, 

. Agrip. C<efar % \ fhalh 

Cafar. The time of vniuerfall peace is ncere: 
j Prone this a profpVous day, the three nook’d world 
Shall beare the Oliue freely. 

Enter a Afejfenger* 

Ttief. Anthony is come into the Field. 

Caf. Go charge Agrippa, 

Plant thofe that haue reuolted in the Vant, 

That Anthony may feeme to fpend his Fury 
Vponhimfelfe. Exeunt* 

Enob. Alexat did reuolt^nd went to lewrij on 
Affaires of Anthony, there did diflWade 
Great Herod to incline bimielfc to C<efer 9 
And leauc his Matter Anthony. For this paines, 

Cajar hath bang’d him: Cawindiu* and the reft 
That fell away, haue entertainment, but 
No honourable truftj.I haue done ill. 

Of which I do accuic my lette fo forely. 

That I will ioy no mote4 . 

Enter a Soldier of Cafar x. 

Sol. Enob nrbm, Anthony 
Hath after thee-lent all thy Treafure, with 
His Bounty ouer-plus. The Meflengcr 
Caine on my guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Vnioadingofhis Mules* 

Lnot I giue it you* 

Sol. Mockenot Emparbiu, 

3 tell you true: Beft you faf’c the bringer 
Out c£che hoaft., I muft attend mine Office, 

C*r would hauedone’t my felfe, Ycur Emperor 
, Continues fiill a Icue. Exit 

Enob . i am alone the ViJlaincof the earth. 

And fccle I am fo mo ft. Oh Anthony, 

Thou Mme of Bounty, how would’ft thou haue payed 
My better feruice, when my turpitude * 

Thou.doft io Crowne with Gold. This blowcs my hart, 

lffwift thought breake it not: a fwifter mcane 

Shall ouc-ftrike thought, but thought will doo’t. I fccle 

I fight againft thee: No I will go feeke 

Some Ditch, wherein to dye : the foul’ft beft fits 

My latter part of life. Exit. 

A'<arum^Drummsi andTruwpets* 

Enter Agnppa. 

Agrtp Retire, we h3ueengag’d our fclues too farre: 
Cafar himfelfe ha’s worke, and our oppreffion 
Exceeds what vvcexpe&cd,. Exit. 


Alarums . " —— 

Enter Anthony,and Scarrus wounded. 

Star, p my braue Emperor, this is rouohti n(1( , . 

Had we done fo a; firft, we had drouen th^m \ Ct ^> 
Withclowtsabout theirheads. UCn ‘ hemhot »e 
Ant. Thou bleed’ft apace. ^ art i 

Scar. I had a wound hcere that was like a T 
But now S tis made an H. 3 

Ant. They do rctyre. 

Scar. Wee’l beat’em into Bench-holes Th*,, 

Roomc for fix fcotches more. 3 * Uc y ct 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. They arc beaten Sir, and our adua n t acr( . r 
For afaire vi&ory, 8 c *?raes 

Scar. Lee vs (core their backes. 

And fnatch ’em vp, as we take Hares l?ehinde 
'Tii fport to maul a Runner. * 

Ant. 1 will reward thee 
Once for thy fprightiy comforr,and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. He halt after. ' 0 

nxtum 

Alarum, Enter Anthony againe in a (Jblarck 
Scan Hi, with others ., 


A»t. We haue beatc him to his Campe: Runneone 
Bcfofe,& let the Q^ecn know of our guefts: to morrow 
Before the Sun fhaii ice’s, wee’l fpill the blood 
That ha’s to day cfcap’d. I thanke you all. 

For doughty handed are you, and haue fought 
Not as you feru’d the Cauie, but as’c had been. 

Each mans hkc mine : you haue fhewnc all Heitors,, 
Enter the Citty, clip your Wines, your Friends, 

Tell them yourfcats,whil’ft they with ioyfull te’ares 
Wafli the congealenjent from your wounds,and kilfe 
TheHonour’d-gafhes whole. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Giucmethy hand, 

j o this great Faiery, lie commend thy a<fts. 

Make her thankes blefle thee. Oh thou day o'th’world, 
Chaine mine arm’d necke, leape thou,Attyreandall 
Through proofs of HarndTe to my hearc,and there 
Pvidc on the pants triumphing. 

Cleo. Lord of Lords. 

Oh infinite V r ertue,cormn , ft thou findingfroa *i 
The worlds great fnare vneaught. 

Ant. MineNightingalc, 

We haue beatc tliem to their Beds. 

WhatGyrie, though gray 

Do fomthmg mingle with our yonger brown,yet ha wc 
A Braine that nourifhes our Nerucs,and can 
Getgoie for goleofyouth. Behold this man. 
Commend vnto his Lippes thy favouring hand, 

Kifle it my Warriour: He hath fought,to day, 

As ifa God in h«icofMankinde,had 
Deftroycd in fuch afhape. 

Clco* He giue thee Filend < 

An Armour all ofGold } it was a Kings. 

Ant. He has defer^d ic,wcre it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phcebus Carre. Giuemethy hand, 

Through Alexandria make a icily March, 

Beare our backt Targrt u Jikc the men that owe them* 

Had our great Pallaec the capacity 

To Campe this hoaft, we all would fup together* 

And drinkc Carowfes to the next dayes Fate 

Which 
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V’hicb promifes Royall pcrill, Truropetters 
yyith brazen dinne blaft you the Citties eare, 

I^ake mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 

That heauen and earth may ftrike their founds together, 
Applauding our approach. Exeunt. 

Enter a Centerie,and hii Company , Enobarbus followes. 

Cent. If we be not releeu’d within this houre, 

Vtfemuft returne to’ch’Court ofGuard : the night 
ls(hiny,and they fay, we (hall cmbattailc 
By’th’fecond houre i’th’Mornc. 

xJVatch. This lait day was a fhrew’d one too'*. 

Enob. Oh beatc me witneffe night. 

3 Whatman is this? 

1 Stand dofe,and lift him. 

Enob. Be witneffe to me (O thou blelfed Moone) 
When men reuolted fhall vpon Record 
Beare hatefull memory: poote Enobarbui did 
Before thy face repent. ^ 

Cent. Enobarltu ? 

2 Peace :Hearke further. 

Enob. Oh Soueraigne Miftris of true Mclancholly, 

The poy fonous dampe of night difpungc vpon me, • 

That Life,a very Rcbcll tomy will, 

May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart 
Againft the flint and hardnefte of my fault, 

Which being dried with greefe, will breake to powder. 
And finifh all foule thoughts. Oh Anthony , 

Nobler then my reuolt is Infamous, 

Forgiue me in thine owneparticular, 

But let the world ranke me in Regifter 
A Mafter leauer, and a fugitiue; 

Oh Anthony ! Oh Anthony J 

1 Let’s fpeake to him. 

Cent . Let’s heare him, for the things he fpeakes 
May concerne Cafar. 

2 Let’s do fo, but he fleeces. 

Cent. Swooods rather, for fo bad a Prayer as his 

Was neuer yet for fleepe, 

1 Go we to him. 

2 Awake fir.awakc, fpeake to vs. 
i Heare you fir? 

("ent. The hand of death hath raught him. ’ 

Drnrmr.es afarre off. 

Hearke theDrummes demurely wake the fleepers: 

Let vs beare him to’th’Court of Guard: he is of note 
Our houre is fully out. 

* Come on then, hemayrecoueryet. exeunt 

Enter Anthony and Scarrusyvith their Army. 

Ant. Theirpreparationistodayby Sea, 

We pleafethem not by Land. 

Scar. For both,my Lord. 

Ant. I would they’ld fight i’th’Fire,or i’th'Ayre, 
Wee’ld fight there too. But this it is, our Foote 
Vpon the hilles adioyning to the Citty 
Shall flay with vs . Order for Sea is giuen, 

They haue put forth the Hauen: 

Where their appointment we may beft difeouer. 

And looke on their ciidcuour. e&t*it 

Enter Cafvr t and his Army. 

Ctcf, But being charg’d, we will be ftill by Land, 
Which as I tak’t we (hall, for his beft force 
Is forth to Man his Gallics. To the Vales, 


And hold our beft aduantage. exeunt. 

Alarum afarre off, as at a Sea-fight. 
Enter Ant bony,and Scarrtu. 

Ant. Yet they are not ioyn’d; 

Where yon’d Pine does ftand, I fhall difeouer alj, 
lie bring thee word ftraighc, how ’ris like to go. exit. 

Scar. Swallowcs haue built 
In Cleopatra‘sSii\cs their nefts. The Auguries 
Say,they know not, they cannot tell, looke grimly. 

And dare not fpeake their knowledge. Anthony t 
Is valiant,anddeiefted, andbyftarts 
His fretted Fortunes giue him hope and feare 
Of what he has, and has not. 

Enter zAnthony. 

&Ant, All is loft : 

This fowle Egyptian hath betrayed me: 

My Flcete hath yeeldrd to the Foe, and yonder 
They call theit Caps vp, and Carovvfe together 
Like Friends long loft. Tr'ple-turn’d Whore, Yis thou 
HaftfoldmetothisNouice.andmy heart 
Makes onely Warrcs on thee. Bid them all flye : 

For when I am reueng’d vpon my Charme, 
Lhauedoneall. Bid them all flyc, be gone. 

Oh Sunne, thy vprife fhall I fee no more. 

Fortune, and Anthony part heere, euen heere 1 
Do we.(hake hands? All come to this?The hearts 
Thatpannelled meatheeles, towhomlgaue 
Their wifhes, do dif-Candie, melt their fweets 
On bloffoming Cafar : And this Pine is barkt, 

Thac ouer-top’d them all. Betray’d I am. 

Oh this falfe Soule of Egypt J this graue Charme, 

Whofe eye beck’d forth my Wrrs,& cal’d them home: 
Whofe Bofome was my Crownct,my chiefe end. 

Like a right Gypfie, hath atfaft and loofe 
Beguil’d me, to the very heart of Ioffe. 

What Erosfiros ? 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou Spell! Auaunr. 

Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag’d againft his Loue ? 

Ant. Vanifh,orI fhall giue thee thy defeating. 

And blemifh Cafars Triumph. Let him take thee. 

And hoift thee vp to the {homing Plebeians, 

Follow his Chariot, like the g eateft (pot 
OfallthySex. MoftMonfter-likebe fhewne 
For poor’ft Diminitiucs, for Dolts, and let 
Patient OClauia, plough thy vilage vp 
With her prepared naiies. 

Ti> well th'art gone, 

I fit be well to liue. But better ’ewere -- 
Thou fcll’ft into my furie, for one death 
Might haue preuented many. Eros, hoa? . 

The fhirt of Neffim is vpon roc, teach me 
Alcides, thou mine Anceftor, thy rage. 

Let me lodge Licas on the homes o’th’Moone, 

And with thofe hands that grafpt the heauieft Club, 
Subdue my worthieft felfe: The Witch fhall die, 

To the young Roman Boy fhe hath fold me,and I fall 
Vndcr this plot; She dyes for’t. Eros hoa ? exit. 

Enter Cleopatra^CharntianJras^Mardiats. 

Cleo. Hetpe me my women: Oh hee’s more mad 
Then Telamon for his Shield, the Boare ofThcffaly 
Was neuer fo imboft. 

Char. To’ch’Monument, there locke your felfe. 

And fend him word you are dead: 

The 
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exit Cleopatra. 
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The Soule and Body riue not more in parting. 

Then greatncfle going off. 

Cleo. Tb’th’Monument: 

Mardian, go tell him I hauc flaine my felfc: 

Say, that the laft I fpokc was Anthony, 

A '(i word it(prythce)pittcoufly. Hence TiJardian, 

And bring-me how he takes my dea' h to’ch’Monument. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Anthony, and Eros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet bchold’ft me ? 

Eros . INoble Lord. 

Ant. Sometime we fee a dowd that’s Dragonifh, 

A vapour fometime; like a Beare,or Lyon, 

A toward Cittadell, a pendant Rocke, 

A forked Mountaine, or blew Promontorie 
With Trees vpon’t, that noddevnto the world. 

And mocke our eyes with Ayrc. 

Thou haft feene chefe Signes, 

They are blacke Vefpcrs Pageants. 

Eros. I my Lord. 

Ant. That which is now a Horfe, eueh with a thoght 
the Racke diflimes, and makes it indiftin< 5 k 
As water is in W3ter. 

Eros. It does roy Lord. 

Ant . My good Knaue £>«,now thy Captaine is 
Euen fuch a body: Hecre I am Anthony , 

Yet caflnot hold this vifible flrape (my Knaue) 

I made thefe warres for Egypt, and the Qucene, 

Whofe heart I thought I had, for fliehad.mine: 

Which whif ft it was mine,had annexe vntoo’c 
A Million moe, (now loft:) fhee Eros has 
Packt Cards with Cafars, and falfe plaid my Glory 
Vnto an Enemies triumph. 

Nay, weepe not gentle Eros, there is left vs 
Our felues to end our felucs. 

Enter Ttlardian, 

Oh thy vilde Lady,lhe has rob’d me of my Sword. 

Trlar. No Anthony, 

My Miftris lou’d thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. 

Ant. Hence fawey Eunuch pcace,(he hath betraid me. 
And (hall dye the death. 

Mar. Death of one psrfon, can be paide but once, 
And that (lie ha’s difeharg’d. What thou would’ft do 
Is done vnto thy hand: the laft fhe fpake 
Was Anthony , moft Noble Anthony . 

Then in the midd’ft a tearing gronc did breake 
The name of Anthony : it was diuided 
Bctwecne her heart, and lips: (he rendred life 
Thy name fo buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then? 

Mar. Dead, 

Ant. Vnarm tEros, t{ie Jong dayes taskc is done. 

And we muft fleepc: That thou depart’d hence fafe 
Does pay tty? labour richly; Go. exit Mardian . 

Off, pluckc off. 

The fcuen-fold fhield ofAiax cannot keepe 
The battery frpmmy heart, Oh tlcauemy fidcs. 

Heart, once be ftronger then thy Continent, 

Cracke thy ftaile Cafe. Apace Bros, apace 1 . 

No more a Soldier: bruifed peeces go, 

YouhauabiaNobly borne. .From me awhile, exit Eros 
I will o’re-t ; a^e thee Cleopatra, and 
Weepe for my pardon. So it muft be, for now 
All length is Torture: fince theTorch is out, 

Lye downc and ftray no farther. Now all labour 


Tr agedie of 

\ Marres what it does: yea, very force 
It felfe with ftrength : Seale thcn ;3 nd all i, 8 ]'* 

Erot? I come my Qucene. Eros} Stay f or d ° ne ‘ 
Where Soules do couch on Flowers, wee’lh * j • 

And with our fprightly Port make the GhnO ' n ta H 
'Dido, and her t /Eneas fhall want Troop es £ a2f ! 

And all the haunt be ours. Come Eros Fro 
Enter Eros. * 

Sros ♦ What would my Lord? 

*dnt • Since Cleopatra dyed, 

I haue liu’d in fuch difhonour, that the Gods 
Deceft my bafeneffe. I, that with my s Wor ,i 
Quarter’d the World, and o’re grecne Nenm * i 
With Ships, made Cities} condemnc my felfe"!*'? 8 ?' 
The Courage of a Woman, leffe Noble minde ° 8cke 
Then fhe which by her death, our Cafar tell C3 
lam Conqueror of my felfe. Thou art fwornc (?,„ 
That when the exigent fliould come, which na J ’ 

Is come indeed : When I fhould feebehindeme 
Th’ineuirable profecution of difgrace and horror 
Thac on my command, thou then would’ft kill ml • 
Doo’t, the time is come: Thou ftrik’ft not me * 

’Tis Cafar thou defcac’ft. Put colour in thy Cheek. 

Eros. The Gods with-hold me, * 

Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts 
(ThoughEnemy) loft aymc,and could not/ 

Ant. Eros, 

Would’ft thou be window’d in great Rome, and fee 
Thy Matter thus with pleachtArroes, bending downe 
His corrigible necke, his face fubdu’de 
To penetratiuc fhame; whil’ft the wheel’d fcate 
Of Fortunate Cafar drawne before him, branded 
His Bafenefle that enfued. 

Eros. I would not fee’t. 

Ant. Come then: for with a wound I muft be cur'd. 
Draw that thy heneft S word,which thou haft wornc 
Moft vfefull for thy Country. 

Eros. Oh fir,pardon me. 

Ant, When I did make thee free, fwor’ft ^not then 
To do this when I bad thee ? Do it at once. 

Or thy precedent Seruices arc all 

But accidents vnpurpos’d. Draw,and come. 

Eros. I urne from me then that Noble countenance, 
Wherein the worfhip ofche whole world lyes. 

Ant. Loe thee. 

Eros. My fword is drawne. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haft drawne it, 

Eros , My deereMafter, 

My Captaine, and my Emperor. Let me fay 
Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, Harwell. 

«Ant. Tis faid roan, and farewell. 

Eros. Farewell great Chiefc. Shall I ftrike now i 
Ant. Now Eros. Ktlles himfelfe. 

Eros. Why there then : 

Thus I do efcapethe forrow of Anthonies death. 1 

tsfnt. Thrice-Nobler then my felfc, 

Thou tcacheft me: Oh valiant Eros , what 
I fhould, and thou could’ft not, my Queeneand Eros 
Haue by their braue inftru&ion got vpon me 
A Noblcnefle in Record. But I will bee 
A Bride-groome in my death, and run intoo’c 
As to a Louers bed. Come then, and Eros, 

Thy Mafter dies thy Schollcr; to do thus 
I learnt of thee. How,not dead! Not dead ? 

The Guard,how ? Oh difpatch me. 

Enter 


zAinthony and Qeopatra . 


Enter a Guard, 

t.Cuard. What’s the noife?- 
Ant. I haue dorie my worke illFriends: 

Oh make an end of what I haue begun, 

2 The Starrc is faine. 
x And time is at his Period. 

All. Alas,and Woe. 

Ant. Lee him that loues me,ftrike me dead. 

1 NotL 

2 Norl. 

3 Nor any one. _ exeunt 

Derceifsi .Thy death and fortunes bid thy folowevs fly 

This fword but fhewnc to Cafar with thisrydings. 

Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomede:, 
pie. Where's Anthony} 

Deere. There Diomed there. 

*I)iom. Liueshe: wilt thou not anlwerman? 

Ant. Art thou there Diomed} 

Draw thy 1 word, 3nd giue mcc, 

Suffifing ftrokesfor death. 

Diom. Moft abfolutc Lord : 

My Miftris Ctecpatra fent me to thee. 

Ant. When did fticc fend thee? 

Pious. Now my Lord. 

Anth- Where is (lie? 

Dwrw.Lockt in her Monument:flie had a Prophcfying 
Ofwhat hath come to paftc : for when (li e faw 
(Which neucr fhall be found) you did fui'ped: 

She had difpos’d with Cafar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg’d, fiie fent you word fhe was dead: 
But fearing fince how it might worke,hath tent 
Me to prodakne the truth, and I am come 
I dread, too late. 

Ant. Too late good Diomed: cal! my Guard I prythee. 
Dio. Whachoa: the Emperors Guard, 

The Guard,what hoa i Come,your Lord cailes. 

Enter 4 . or 5 . of the Cm ird efaAnthony. 

Ant. Bearenie good Friends where Cleopatra bides, 
’Tis the laft feruice that 3 ftiali command you. 

1 Woe,woe are we fir,you may not liue to weare 
All your true Followers our. 

All. Moft heauy day. 

Ant. Nay good my Fellowes, do not pleafe (harp fate 
To grace it with your forrowes. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to punifh vs,and we punifti ic 
Seeming to bearc it lightly. Take me vp, 

I haue led^you oft, carry me now good Friends, 
Andhauerny thankesforal!. Exit bearing Arthony 

Enter Cleopatra, and her Maides aloft, with 
Char mi an cf Iras. 

Cleo. Oh Chamian, ! will neurr go from hence. 

Char. Be comforted deere Madam, 

Cleo. No, 1 will not: 

All ftrange and terrible euencs arc welcome, 

But comforts we difpiie; our fize of forrow 
Proportion’d to our caufe, muft be as great 
As that which makes ic. 

Enter Diomed. 

How now? is he dead ? 

Dior* His death’s vpon him, but not dead. 

Lookc out o’th other fide your Monument, 

His Guard haue brought him thither. 

Enter Anthony,and the Guard. 


CEt. OhSunne, 

Burne the great Sphere thou mou’ft in, darkling ftand 
The varrying fhore o’th’world.O Antony, Antony ,Antony 
Hclpe Charmian, hclpe Iras helpe: hclpe Friends 
Below, let’s drawLim hither. 

Ant. Peace, 

Not ffaftrs Valour hath o’rcthrowne Anthony, 

But Anthonie's hath Triumpht on it felfe. 

Cleo. So it fiiould be. 

That none but Anthony fliould conquer Anthony, 

But woe’tis fo. 

Ant . I am dying Egypt, dying; onely, 

] heereimportune death a-while, vntill 
Of many thoufand kiffes, the poore laft 
I lay vpon thy lippes. 

Cleo. I dare not Deere, 

Deere my Lord pardon : I dare not, 

Leaft I be taken: nor th’Iroperious fhevv 
Of the full-Fortun’d Cafar,cues ftiali 
Be brooch’d with me, if Knife, Drugges, Serpent* haue 
Edge, (ling,or operation. I am fafe: 

Your Wife Oftauia, with her modeft eyes. 

And ftiil Conclufio’n, fhall acquire no Honour 
Demuring vpon me: but come, come Anthony , 

Helpe me tny women, we muft draw thi e vp : 

Aflfift good Friends. 

Ant. Ohquicke.or I am gone. 

Cleo. HeereV fport indeedc : 

How heauy weighes my Lord ? 

Our ftrengch is all gone into heauineffe. 

That makes the waighc. Had I great Juno’s power. 

The ftrong wing’d Mercury fhould fetch thee vp, 

And (et thee by loues fide. Yet come 3 little, 

Wifhers were euer Fooi'cs. Oh come, come, come. 

They he ewe Anthony aloft to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome. Dye when thou haft !iu’d, 
Quicken with kitting: had my lippes that power, 

Thus would I weare them out. 

All. A heauy fight. 

Ant. I am dying Egypt, dying. 

Giue me fome Wine, and let me fpeake a little. 

Cleo. No, let me fpeakc, and let me ray le fo hye, 
That the falfe HufwifeFortune, breake her Whceie, 
Prouok’d by my offence. 

Ant. One word (fweet Queens) 

Of Cafar feekeyour Honour, with your fafety. Oh. 

Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle hcare me, 

None about Cafar tcuft, but ProcnleuU■ 

Cleo. My Refolution,and my h3nds,Ile truft. 

None about Cafar, 

Ant. The mi ferable change now army end, 1 
Lament nor forrow 3t: but pleale yoi r thought* 

In feeding them with thofe my former Fortune* 
Wherein I lined. The greateft Prince o’th’yvorld. 

The Nobleft: and do now not bafely dye, 

Not Cowardly put off my Helmet to 
My Countreyman. A Roman,by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquiih’d. Now my Spititia going, 

I can no more. 

Cleo. Wobleftofmen,woo’cdye? 

Haft thou no care of me, fhall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy abfence i* 

No better then a Stye ? Oh fee my women: 

„Thc Crowne o’th’earth doth melt. My Loid ? 

Oh wither’d is the Garland of the W arre. 
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The Seuldiers pole is falne: young Boyes and Gyrles 
Are Icuctl now with men :The eddes is gone. 

And there is nothing left rcmarkcabk 
Beneath the vifiting Moone. 

Char. Oh quietneffe. Lady. 
lrat. She’s dead too, our Soueraigne. 

Char. Lady. 

Iras, Madam. 

Char. Oh Madam, Madam .Madam. 

Iras. Royall Egypt: Emprefle. 

(har. Peace,peace, Iras. 

Clee. No more but in a Woman,and commanded 
By fuch poore palTion, as the Maid that Milkes, 

And doe’s the meaneli chares. It were for me. 

To throw my Scepter at the injurious Gods, 

To tell them that this World did equail theyrs. 

Till they had ftolneourlcwcll. All’s but naught i 
Patience is fottifh, and impatience does 
Become a Dogge that’s mad : Then is it finne. 

To rulh inco the fecret home of death. 

Ere death dare come to vs. How do you Women. 1 ’ 
What, what good chceie? Why how now Charmian ? 
My Noble Gyrles ? Ah Women, women! Looke 
Our Larnpe is fpent, it’s out. Good firs-, take heart, 
Wee’lbury him : And then,what’s braue,what’s Noble, 
Let’s doo’t after the high Roman fafhion. 

And make death proud to take vs. Come,away. 

This cafe ofthat huge Spirit now is cold. 

Ah Women, Women ! Come,we hauc no Friend 
ButRcfolution,aod the breefeftend. 

Exeunt, hearing of Anthonies body. 

Enter Cafar,AgrippaDollabella, Afenas.with 
his Com ft ii ofIVarre. 

Cafar. Go to him Doliaheila, bid him yecld. 

Being fofruftrate, tell him. 

He mockes the pawies that he makes. 

Dol. Cafar,\ Hull. 

Enter Deer etas with the[word of Anthony. 

Caf. \Vhcrcforc is that? And what art thou that dar’fi 
Appeare thus to vs? 

Dec, I am call’d Dccretas , 

Marke Anthony I feru’d, who befl was wort hie 

Beft to be feru d : ivhij’ft heftood vp,and (poke 

He was my Mafter, and I wore my life 

Jo fpend vpon his haters. Iftbouplcafe 

To take me to thee, as I was to him, 

lie be to Cafar : if^ picafcft not,I yeild thee vp my life. 

Caftir. VVhat is’t thou fay’ft ? 

Dec, I lay (Oil Cafar") Anthony is dead. 

Cafar. he breaking of io great a thing, (liouldmake 
A greater crackc. The round World 
Should hau.e.fhooke Lyons into ciuilJ ftreccs. 

And Citrisens to their dennes. The death of tAntheny 
Jsnotafingledoomc, in the name lay 
A moiry of the world. 

Dec. He is dead Cafar, 

Not by a publikc.minifter of Iuflice, 

Nor by a hyred Knife, but that felfe-hand 
Whiph writh’u Honor imheAftsitdid, 

Hath with the Courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart. This is hi$ Sword, 

I robb’d his wound of k : behold it ftain'd 
With his moftNobic blood, 

Caf. Looke you fad Friends, 


'‘The Tragedie of 



r ’* fct bef °rehi^| 


The Gods rebuke me, but it is Tyding, 

To wafh the eyes of Kings, ° 

Dot. And ftrangeitis. 

That Nature muft compell vs to lament 
Our moft perfifted deeds. 

MccH\s taints and Honours, wag’d i 
Dola. ARarcrfpirit heuer V^equdvfchj^ 
D<d fieere humani ty : but you Godswill gi„ c v . 

Some faults to make vs men. Cafar is touiLT 

Mee. When fuch a fpacious Mirror 

He needes niufl fee himfclfe. 

Cafar. Oh tAntheny, 

I hauc followed thee to this, but we dolaunri, 

Difeafes m our Bodies. I muft perforce ” 

Hauc fhewne to thee fuch a declining day 
Ot looke on thine: we could not Ball together 

In the whole world. But yet let me lament * 

With teares as Soueraigne as the blood ofheartt 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor 
In top of all oefigne; my Matein Empir’e 
Friend and Companion in the front of Wa*rre 
The Armc ofmine owne Body,and the Heart" 

Where mine hi, thoughts did kindle; that our Starrr, 
Vnrcconciliable, ftiould diuide our equalneffc to this" 
a .care me good friends, lS| 

But I will tell you at fome meeter Seafon, 

The bufineffe of this man lookes out ofhim 
Wee’l hearehim what he fayes. * 

Enter an lAgrptian. 

Whence are you? 

tAgyp. A poore Egyptian yet, the Queen my mifiris I 
Confin’d in all, flic has her Monument 7 1 

Of thy intents, defires, inftruaion. 

That fhe preparedly may frame her fclfe 
To’th’way fiiee’s forc’d too. 

^ Caftir. Bid her haue good heart. 

She ioone fliall knew ofvs,by fome of ours. 

How honourable, and how kindely Wee 
Determine for ber.For Cafar cannoc leauetobe vngentle 
ty£gypt. So the Gods preferue thee. £ Xtt> 

^Caf. Come hither Prociilam. Go and fay 
We purpofc her no fbame: giue her what comforts 
The quality of her pafiion fliall require ; 
t-esfi in her greatnefle,by fomemortall Broke 
She do defeace vs- For her life in Rome, 

Would be eternall in our Triumph . Go, 

And with your fpeedieft bring vs what fhe fayes, 

And how youfinde of her. 

Efo. (ajar l {hill. Exit "Proculem, 

Caf. Callus ,go you along ; where’s Dolaheda, to fe 
cond Proculeim ? ® 

All. Dolabella. 

t Caf. Let him alone: for I remember now 
how hec’s imployd : he fliall in time be ready. 

Go with me to my Tent, where you fliall fee 
How hardly I was drawne into this Warre, 

How calme and gentle I proceeded ftill 
In ail my Writing?. Gc/with me, and fee 
What I can fliew in this. Exeunt 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian. * 

Clee. My dcfolation does begin to make 
A better life :Tis paltry to be Cafar : 

Not being Fortune, hec’s but Fortunes knaue, 

A mini fler of her will: and it is greae 


To 
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djfntkony and Qeopatra. 


3<*5 


fo do chat thing that ends all other deeds, 
vVhicb iKckles accedents, and bolts vp change; 

Which fleepes and ncucr pallatesmorc the dung. 

The beggers Nurfe ,and C<efars. 

Enter 'Proculeim , 

fro. Caftr fends greeting to the Quecne ofEgypt, 
bids thee fludv on what faire demands 
Thou mean’ll to hauc him grant thee. 

Cleo, What s thy name ? 

pro. My name is ProcnletHs . 

Cleo. Anthony 

pid tell me ofycu,bad me trr,ftyou 3 but 
1 do not greatly care to be deceiu’d 
That haue no vie for trufting. IfyourlMafler 
Would haue a Qjeecc his begger, you muft tell him, 
That Maiefty co keepc decorum , muft# 
jnJo leffe begge then a Kingdome: Ifheplcafc 
To gmc me conquer'd Egypt for my Sonne, 

He giucs <nc fo much of mine owne, as I 
Wifi kncelc to him with thankes. 

Pro . Be of good checre : 

Y’are falne into a Princely hand, feare nothing, 

Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 

Who is fo full of Grace, that it flowes ouer 
On all that neede. Let me report to him 
Your fwcctdepcndacie, and you fhall finde 
A Conqueror that will pray in ay de for kinefheffe, 
Where he for grace is kneel’d too. 

Cleo, Pray yon tell him, 

I am his# Fortunes Vaflall, and I fend him 
TheGrcatneflehe has got. I hourcly Iearne 
A Doctrine of Obedience, and would gladly 
Looke him i’th’Face. 

Pro. This lie report (deere Lady) 

Hauc comfort, for I know your plight is pittied 
Ofhim that caus’d it. 

Pro . You fee how eafily (he may be furprizM : 

Guard her t ill Cafar come. 

Iras* Royall Quccnc. 

Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou art takcu Qucene* 

Cleo , Quicke,quicke,good hands# 

Tro . Hold worthy Lady,hold : 

Doc not your fclfe fuch wrongjWho arc in this 
Releeu’d, but not betraid. 

CleO'Whzt ofdeath too that rids our dogs oflangulfh 

Pro. Cleopatra , do not abufe my Matters bounty, by 
Th’vndoing of your fclfe: Let the World fee 
His Noblenefle well ailed, whichyour death 
Will neuer let come forth# 

Cleo, Where arc thou Death ? 

Come hither come; Come,come,and take a Queene 
Worth many Babes and Beggers. 

Tro. OH temperance Lady. 

Cleo . Sir, Twill catc no meate, lie not drinke fir. 

If idle t alke will once be neccfliry 
I le not (leepe neither# This mortall houfe lie ruine, 
DoCc/ir what he can. Know fir, that I 
Will not wiife pinnion’d at your Matters Court, 

Nor once be chafiic’d with the fober eye 
Of dull Oclauia. Shall they hoyft me vp. 

And fhew nie to the [howling Varlocarie 
Ofcenfut ir.g Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypf’. 

Be gentle graue vnto me, rathet on Nylus muddc 
Lay me ftarke-nak*d, and let the watcr*F!ies 
Blow me into abhorring; rather make 
My Countries high pyramided my Gibbet, 


1 And hang me vpinChaincs. 

J Pro . You do extend 

Thcfc thoughts of horror further then you fhall 
Finde caule in Cxfar. 

Enter Dolabella* 

DoL Proculeim , 

What thou haft done, thy Matter Cafar knowei. 

And he hath lent for thee : for the Queene, 

11 c cake her to my Guard# 

Pro « So*Z ’yoUbeda, 

It (hall content me beft; Be gentle to her. 

To Cafir I will fpcake, what you fhall pleafe. 

If you # l imploy me to him. Sxit Ptoculeiae 

Cleo . Say, I would dye. 

, Dol. Moft Noble EmprefTe, you haue heard of me. 
Cleo . I cannot tell. 

DoL Afluredly yotiknow me. 

Cleo. No matter fir,what I haue heard or knownc: 
You laugh when Boyes or Women tell their Dreames, 
Is't not your trickc? 

Dot. I vnderttandnot, Madam. 

Cleo. I dreampt there was an Emperor * Anthony* 

Oh fuch another fleepe, that 1 might lee 
But fuch another man. 

Dol . I fit might plcafeye. 

Cleo . His face was as the Heau*ns,and therein flucke 
A Sunne and Moone, which kept their courfe, & lighted 
The little oWearth. 

T>ol. Moft Soueraigne Creature# 

Cleo . His legges bedrid the Ocean his rear'd ar ms 
Creftcd he world : His voyce was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends: 

But when he meant to quaile,and fhake the Orbc, 

He was as ratling Thunder# For his Bounty, 

There was no winter ioT. An Anthony it was, 

That grew the more by reaping : His delights 
Were Dolphin-like, they fhew’d his backeaboue 
The Eletnenc they liu’d m: In his Liuery 
Wa'k’d Crownes andCrownet$:ReaIm$ & Iflands were 
As places dropc from his pocket. 

Dol. Cleopatra . 

fleo . Thinke you there was,or might be fuch a man 
As this I dreampt of? 

Dol . Gentle Madam, no. 

Cleo . Y ou Lye vp to the hearing of the Gods; 

But if there be, nor euer were one fuch 
It # s paft the fize of dreaming : Nature wanes ftuffe 
To vie ftrange formes with fancic, yet t’imagine 
An isfnthony were Natures peecc, *gainft Fancic, 
Condemning lliadowcs quite. 

Dol. Hearcme,good Madam: 

Your Ioffe is as your felfe, great; and you beare ic 
As anfwcring to the waight, would I might ncucr 
Ore-take purfu'de fuccefic :But I do fcele 
By the rebound of yours, a greefe that fuites 
My very heart at rooce. 

Cleo . Ithankeyoufir: 

Know you what Cafar mcanes to do with me ? 

DoL I am loath to tell you what, Lwoiild you knew* 
Cleo . Nay pray you fir. 

T)ol. Though he be Honourable# 

Cleo. HccT le^de me then in Triumph# 

Dol. Madam he will, I know’t. Tlonrifk . 

Enter Proculeim , Cafar, Calius , Mcccnae % 
and oehers of his Train*. 

AR. Make way there Cafar. 

z z Cafa r 
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c Fbe T rage die of 


Caf. Which is the C^iiceric of Egypt.’ 

DoL It is the Emperor Madam. Cleo.k^les. 

Cafar. Arffc,you fhall'riot kneclc : 

1 pray you rife, n(c Egypt. 

CUo. Sir 3 thc Gods wil! haue i’rthus. 

My Mafter snd my Lord 1 muft obey, 

Cafar. Take to you no hard thoughts. 

The Record of whanhiuries you did vs, 

Though written in our flefh, we (ball remember 
As things but done by-chance.. 

CUo . Sole Sir o’th’World, 

I cannot proieclmine owne caufc fo well 
Tomake itcleare»but doconfcflc Ihaue 
Bene laden with like frailties, which before 
Haue often fham\J our Sex. 

Cafar. Cleopatra know. 

We will extenuate rather then inforce: 

If you apply your fclfe co our intents. 

Which towards you are moft gentle, you (hall findc 
A benefit in this change: but ifyou fccke 
To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking 
Anthonies courfc, you Thall bcrcaue your felfe 
Of my good purpofes, and put your children 
To th3t deftrudion which I Ice Hard them from. 

If thereon you rclyc. lie take my lcauc. 

Cleo .And may through all the world: tis yours, & we 
your Scutcheons, and your fignes of Conqueft fhali 
Hang in what place you pleafe. Here my good Lord. 
Cafar K You fhali aduife me in all for Cleopatra . 

CUo . This is the breefe : of Money > PIatc,& Icwcls 
I am poffcft of, ’tis exaflly valewed, 

Not petty things admitted. Where’s Selene ns > 

S eleu. Heerc Madam. 

CUo. This is my Treafurer, let him fpeake (my Lord) 
Vpon his peril!, that I hauc referu'd 
To my felfe nothing. Speake the truth Selcticns. 

Seleu . Madam,I had rather fecle my lippes,. 

Then to my.pcrill fpepke that which is not. 

CUo . What haue 1 kept backe. 

Sel. Enough to purenafe what you haue madeknown 
£'afar. Nay blufh not Cleopatra, I approue ' 

Your Wifedontein the decdc. 

Cleo . Sec Cafar: Oh behold. 

How pompe is followed : Mine will now be yours, 

And ihotrld we (Lift efiates, yours would be mine. 

The ingratitude of this 'StfeitbUs, does 
Euen make me wilde. OhSlaue, of no more truft 
Then loue that’s byr’d? What goefi thou backe, ^fhalc 
Go backe! Warrant thee: but lie ca'tch thine eyes 
Though they had wings. S : iaye,Sdule.[effc,ViUain,Dog. 
O rarely bafe J r 1 ‘ 

Cafar. Good Queeneplctvs intr'eat^you. 
f; Cleo* O C'aftr, what if vvouoding fh jjhe is this, 

JiThat thou voirchfafinghccre to vifit me, 

Doing the Honour ol thy Lordlineffe 
teTo one lo mccke, that mine owne Seruant fhould 
FParcell the^fumme of my difgraces, by 
i Addition olltfs Eouy. Sayftjb'bd Cafar) 

1 That I fome Lady trifled Haue VdfcrlTd, 

Immomenc toyes, things of fuch Dignitie 

As we greet naoderne friends wkhall,and fay 

Some Noblcj token I haue kept apart 

For Lidia ail d Oclaqia , 16 uici$Ce 

Their me'efisfifon, muff ^ be vrifolded 

With one that I haue bred t.Ttie 6ods! it fmites me 

Beneath the fall 1 haue. Prythce go hence. 



Or I fhali (hew the Cyndcrs of my fpirits 
Through tWlfllfe of my chance: Wtrttbou , m 
Thou would ft haue mercy on me. 

Cstftr. Forbeare Selensus. 

Cleo. Be it known^that vve the greateft are m'f l 
F orthings that others do: and when we falf * ' tho § 
We anfwer others merits, in our name 
Are therefore to be pittied. 

Ctfar. Cleopatra, 

Not what you hauc referu’d, nor what acknowkd >j 
P ut we i’ch’Roll of Conqueft: ftill bee’t yours ^ “ 

Bcftow it at your pleafure, and beleeue 
Cafars no Merchant, to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants fold. Therefore be cheer^ 
Make not your thoughts your prifons: No deere O ^ 
For we intend fo to difpofc you, as ^ ecn 

Your felfe fhali giue vs counicll: Fcede,and fleepe • 
Our care and piety is fo much vpon you, • * 
That we remaine your Friend, and fo adieu. 

Cleo. My MaSer,and my Lord. 

Cafar. Not fo: Adieu. Flomijh. 

Sxemt Cafar, andhU Traint. 

Cleo. He words me Gyrles.he words me 

That I fhould not be Noble to my felfe. * 

But hearke thee Charmian. 

Irat. Ficifti good Lady, the bright day is done 
And weareforthedarke. 1 

Cleo. ,Hyeth eagaine, 

I haue fpokc already, and it is prouided, 

Goput it to the hafte. 

Char. Madam, I will. 

Enter Dolabella. 

Dot. Where’s the Qucene? 

Char. Behold fir. 

Cleo, Dolabella. 

*Dol. Madam, as thereto fworne,by your command 
(Which fny lone makes Religion to obey) 

I tell you this: Cafar through Syria 
Intends his icurney, and within three dayes, 

You with your Children will he fend before, 
Makeyour beft vieof this. 1 haue perform’d 
Your pleafure, and my promife. 

Cleo. Dolabella , 1 dial! remaine your debter. 

‘ Del. I your Seruant: 

Adieu good Queene, I muft attend on Cafar, Exit 

Cleo. Farewell, and thankes. 

Now Iras, what think’H thou ? 

Thou, an Egyptian Puppet (Thall be fhewne 
In Rome afwell as I : MychanickeSIaues 
With grcazic Aprons,RiiTe;j,and Hammers fhali 
Vplifc vs to' the view. In their chickc breathes, 

Ranke of grofle dyet ftiall we be enclowded. 

And forc’d todrinke their vapeur. 

Iras, The Gods forbid. 

Cleo. Nay, 'tismoft certainc Iras : faweieLiftofS 
Will catch at vs like Strumpets, and feald Rimers 
BalladsvsoutaTune. ThecjuickeComedians 
Extempofally will ftage vs,ahdprefent 
Our AlexandrianReuels: Anthony ' 

Shall be brought drunken forth, and I fliall fee 
Somefqueaking CleopatraBoy my gteatnefle 
l’th’poftureofa Whore. 

Iras. O thegoodGods! / 

Cleo. Nay that’s certaine/ . 

Iras. He neuer fee’t ? For I am fure ajineNaile* 
Areftrongcr then mine eyes. 

• Clet 
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lAnthony and Qleopatra. 


0,67 


*Cleo. Why that’s the way to foole their preparation, 
A 0 d to conquer their moft abfurd intents. 

Enter Charmian . 

$ 0 wC r;ar ™ iaft - 

5I1CW m e ro y Women like a Queene r Go fetch 
beft Actyres. I am againc for Cidrns , 

\o inccce Marks dnthoxy. Sirra lras\ go 
/fJoW Noble Charmian, wee’l difpacch indeede,) 

when thou haft done this chare,]le giue rhecleaoe 
j 0 pl{iy tiH Doometilay ; bring our Cr*>wne,and all. 

A noife within. 

Wherefore’s this noife ? 

Enter a Guardfman. 

Gardf Heere is a rural! Fellow, 

That will not bedeny’deyour H^ghncffe p re fence, 

He brings you Figges, 

Cleo. Let him come in. Exit Guardfman. 

\Vhat poore an Inftrument 
jVlay do a Noble deede: he brings me liberty: 

My Refolution's plac’d, and I haue nothing 
Of woman in me :Now from head to foote 
1 am Marble conftant: now the fleeting Moone 
No Planet is of mine. 

Enter Cuardfman^and Clow tie. 

Guardf This is the man. 

Cleo . Auoid,and leaue him, Exit Guardfman. 

Haft thou the pretty wormc of Nylus there. 

That killes and paines not? 

Clow . Truly I hauc him: but I would not be the par- 
tic that fhould defire you to touch him, for his by ting is 
immortall: chofe that doe dye ofit,doe feldome or ne- 
ucrrccouer. 

CUo . Remember’ft thou any that haue dyed on T c ? 
Clow . Very many, men and women coo. I heard of 
one of them no longer then yefterday, a very honeft wo¬ 
man, but fonnething giuen to lye, as a woman fhould not 
do, but in the way of honefty, how fhe dyed of the by- 
ting of it, what paine (he felt; Truely, fhe makes avene 
good report o’ch’wormc :but he that wil beleeue all that 
they fay, fhali neuer be faued byhalfcthactheydo: but 
this is moft falliablc, the Worme’s an odde Wormc. 

Cleo . Get thee hence, farewell. 

CUw m I wifli you all ioy of the Worme. : 

CUo. Farewell. 

Clow. You muft thinke this (looke you,) that the 
Worme will do his kindc# 
fleo. I, I, farewell. 

Clow . Lookeyou, the Wormc is not tobeetrufted, 
but in the keeping of wife people; for indeede, there is 
no goodneffe in the Wormc. 

Cleo . Take thou no care, it fhali be heeded. 

Clew. Very good: giue it nothing I pray you, for it 
is not worth the feeding. 

flee. Will iteateme? 

Clow . You muft not think I am fo fimplc/nur [ know 
the diuell himfelfe will not eate a woman : 1 know, that 
a woman i3 adifhfortheGods, if the diuell drefle her 
not. But truly,thcfe fame whorfon diuels doe the Gods 
great harme in their women: for in cucry tenne that they 
make, the diuels marre fiue. 

Cleo. Wdhget thee gone, farewell. 

Clow. Yes forfooth : I wifh you ioy o’th’worm. Exit 

Cleo. Giue me my Robe,put on my Crownc* I haue 
Immortall longings in me. Nowno more 
The iuyee of Egypts Grape fhali moyft this lip. 

Yarc, yare, good Iras • quickc: Me thinkes I hcare 


Anthony call: I fee him rowfe himfelfe 
TopraifemyNoble A<ftt I hearc him mock 
The lucke of Cafar, which theGods giue men 
Toexcufethcit after wrath. Husband, I come: 

Now to that name, my Courage prone my Title. 

I am Fire, and Ayre; my other Elements 
1 giue to bafer life. So,haue you done r* 

Come then, and take the laft warmth of my Lippes. 
Farewell kindc Charmian, Iras , long farewell. 

Haue I the Afpicke in my lippes ?Doft fall? 

If thou, and Nature can fo gently part. 

The ftroke of death is as a Loners pinch, 

Which hurts,and is defir’d. Doft chon lye ftill? 

Ifthus thou vanifheft, thou tell’ft the world. 

It is not worth leaue-caking. 

Char. Diffoluc thickc clowd,S: Raine, tilde I tnzy fay 
TheGods themfeloesdo weepe. 

C/eo m Thisproues me baft: 

If (lie firft mecre the Curled Anthony, ' 

Hce’J make demand of her, and fpend thalc kific 
Which is my heauen to hauc.Come thou mortal wretch. 
With thy fharpe teeth this knot intrinficate, 

Oflife at once vntye: Roore venomous Foolc, 

Be angry, and difpatcb. Oh could’ft thou fpeake. 

That 1 might hearc thee call great Cafar Afle^vnpolicicd. 
Char . Oh EaftcrneStarre- 
CUo. Peace,peace : 

Doft thou not fee my Baby at cny breaft^ 

That fuckes the Nurfe afleepc. 

Char. O breakc! O breake! 

CUo. A< fweet as Balme, as foft as Ayre, as gentle. 

O Anthony J Nay I will take thee too. 

What fhould I ftay-— - Dyes. 

Char. In this wilde World ? So fare thcc well: 

Now boaft thee Death, in thy pofleflion lyes 
A Laffc vnparalcH’d. Downie Windowcs cloze. 

And golden Phoebus, neuer be beheld 
Ofeyes againe fo Royalh your Crownesaway, 

He mend it,and then play—— 

Enter the Guard ruftltng in y and 7)oDbcUa% 

I Guard. Where’s the Queene? 

Char . Speakefofdy, waKehernou 

i Cafar harhfent 

Char . TooflowaMefTcnger. 

Oh come apace, difpatch, I partly fcele thee. 

1 Approach hoa, 

All’s not well: Ctefar’s beguild. 

2 There’s Dolabella fene from Cafar: call him." 

1 W hac worke is hccre Charmian ? 

Is this well done? 

Char. Jt is well done,and fitting for a Princeffc 
Dcfccnded of fo mariy Royall Kings. 

Ah Souldier. Charmian dyes. 

Enter Dolabella. 

Dot. How goes it heere? 

2 Guard. All dead. 

DoL Cafar y thy thought* 

Touch their effe&s in this: Thy felfe art comming 
To fee perform’d the dreaded A<S which thou 
So fought’ft to hinder. 

Enter Cafar and all his Traine, marchings 


All. A way there, a way for Cafar. 
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3*^8 Fhe 7 ragedie of ^Anthony and^leopatra 


Del. OH (Tr, you aTe too fwx an Augtircr: 

That you did fcare, is done. 

Ca/ar* .Braueft at t,helaft. 

She Jeuell’d at out purpofcs* and being Royall 
Tooke her.Qwne w.ay : the rnanner of their deaths,* 

I do not fee them blende. 

bol* Who was laft with them? 
i ..Guard.A fimple Countryman,that broghc hir Figs: 
This was his Basket. 

Cafar. Royfon\i then. 

I .Guard. Oh Cafar : 

This Cbarmian Iiu’d but now, fhe flood 3 nd fpakc : 

I found her trimming vp the Diadem; 

On her dead Miftris tremblingly flic flood. 

And on the fodaine dropr. 

Ca/or. Oh Noble weakenefie : 
l&hey had Swallow'd poyfon, *t would appeare 
By external! fwelling: but (He lookes like ileepe. 

As fhc would catch another Anthony 
In her ftrong toyle of Grace. 



T^ol. Hccre on her breft. 

There U a vent of Bloud, and fomething blown. 
The like is on her A rme, & vvtle j 

i.Guird. This is an Afpickcs traile 
And thcfeFigge-leaues haue (lime vpon them r , ' 
As th’Afpicke leaues vpon theCaues ofM v i. ’ uch 
Cafar. Moft probable ' * 

That io fhe d^cd: for her Phyfitian tcls trice 

She hath purfu’dcCondufions infinite 

Ofeafie wayes to dye. Take vp her bed 
And beare her Women from the Monument 
She fhall be buried by her tsintbouy. 1 
No Graue vpon the earth flhall dip io it 
A payre fo famous; high euents as thefe 
Strike thofe that make them : and their Storv ‘ 

No lefTc in pitty.then his Glory which 

Brought them to be lamented. Our Army {hall 
In folemne fhew. attend this Funeral!, 1 
And then to Rome. Come Doiabetia, fee 
High Order, in this great Solmemnity. p xtH 
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ETRAGE DIE OF 


C YMBELINE. 


ojf 'diM ‘Primus. Sccena Prima . 



Enter two Gentlemen. 

I. Gent. 

^ Oo do not meet a man butFrownes. 

Our bloods no more obey the Heauens 
|Then our Courtiers: 

^tilliecme, as do’s the Kings. 

^Gentt But what’s the matter? 

I. His daugbter,and the heireof’skingdeme (whom 
He purpos’d to his wiuesd ole Sonne, a Widdow 
That late he married ) hath referr’d her felfc 
Vnto a poore, but worthy Gentleman. She’s wedded, 
Her Husband banifh’d; fine imprilWd, ail 
Is outward forrow, though I thinke the King 

Be touch’d at very heart. 

2 None but the King* 
x He that hath loft her too: fo is the Queene, 

That moil defu’d the Match. But not a Courtier, 
Although they weatc their faces to the bent 
Ofthe Kings lookes, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they fcovvle at. 

2 And why fo? 

1 He that hath mifs’dthePrince{Te,is a thing 
Too bad, for bad report: and he that hath her, 

(I meane,that married her, alackc-good roan. 

And therefore banilh’d) is & Creature, fucb. 

As to feeke through the Regions of the Earth 
For one, his like ; there would be fomething failing 
In him, that fhculd compare. I do not thinke. 

So faire an Outward, and fuch ftuftc Within 
Endowcs a man, buthee. 

2 You fpeake him farre. 

i I do extend him (Sir)within himfelfe, 

Crufh him together, rather then vnfold 
His mcafurc duly. ^ 

Was call'd SicilltHS, who did ioyne his Honor 
Againft the Romanes, with CuffiMan, 

But had his Titles by Tenantitu, whom 
He feru’d with GIpry,and admir’d Succeflc . 

So gain’d the Sur-addition, Leonatm. 

And had {befides this Gentleman in queftion) 

Two other Sonnes, who in the Wanes o’th time 
Dy’de with their $ word* jn hand.Fot which.thcir Father 
Then old,and fond of yffue, tooke fuch lorrow 
That he quit tit ng; and his gentle Lady 


Bigge of this Gentleman (our Theame ) deceaft 
As he was borne. The King he takes the Babe 
To his protection, call him Pofibumm Leonatut, 

Breedcs him, and makes him of bis bed-chamber. 

Puts to him all the Learnings that Ins time 
Could make him the receiuer of, which he tooke 
As we do ayie, fall as ’twas mmifti ed, 

And in’s Spring, became a Harueft: Liu’d in Court 
(Which rare it is to do)moft prais’d, moft loud, 
Alampletothe yongclf: to th'rooie Mature, 

A glaffe that feated them : and to the grauer, 

A Childe that guided Dotards. To his Miftris, 

(For whom h« now is banilh’d)her owne price 
Proclaimcs how flic efteem’d him; and hi* Vcrtue 
By her elctho may be truly read,what kind ol man he is. 

2 I honor hiin,euen out of your report. 

But pray you tell me, is fire foie childe to’th’King ? 

1 His onely childe: 

He had two Sonnes (i! this be worth your hearing, 
Marke it) the eldeft of them at chree yeares o.ld 
I’th’fwathing cloathes,the other from their Nurfery 
Were ftolne,.and to this home, no ghetle in knowledge 
Which way they went. 

2 How long is this ago.* 

1 Some twenty yeares. 

2 That a Kings Children (hould be fo conuey’d, 

Soflackcly guarded,and thefearchfollow 

That could not trace them. 

1 Howfoete,’tis ftrange. 

Or that the negligence may well be laugh’d at ' 

Yetis it true Sir. 

2 I dovvellbeleeueyou. 

i Wemuftforbeare. Heere conies the Gentleman, 
The Queene,and Pritwffc. Exeunt 


deem jecunua. 


Enter the Queene, Pofikumus, and Imogen. 
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Exit 


1 hit locke vp your reftrainc. For you PofthumtUy 
So loone as I can win th’offcnded King, 

1 will be knowne your Aduocate: marry yet 
. The fire of Rage is in him, and ’twerc good 
| You iean'd, vino his Sentence, with what patience 
| Your wifedome may informe you, 

Pofi. ’Pleafe your Highnefle,! 

I Will from hence to day. 

J?*- You know theperilh; 

1 lie fetch aturne abouc.the Garden, pirtying 
The pangs of barr’d Affe&tons, though the King 

Hath charg’d you (hould not fpeake together. __ 

Into. O diffcmbling CurtefieJ How fine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where (he wounds ? My deereft Husband, 

I fomething feare my Fathers wrath, but nothing 
(Alwayes referu’d my holy duty) what- 
Hisragecan do on me. Youmuftbe gone, 

And Khali heere abide the hourely (hot 
Ofangry eyes: not comforted toliue. 

But that there is this Ieweli in the world. 

That I may fee againe. 

Pofi. My Queene, my Miftris: 

O Lady, weepe no more, lcaft ] giue caufc 
To be fufpefted of more tenderneffe 
Then doth become a man, Iwillremaine 
The loyall’ft husband, that did ere plight troth. 

My refidence in Rome, at one Ftlorio’s, 

Who, to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Knowne but by Letter; thither write (my Queenc) 

And with mine eyes, 1 1 c drinke the words you fend. 
Though Inke be made of Gall. 

Enter Queene. 

Be briefe, I pray you: 

If the King come, I (hall incurrc, I know not 
How much of his difpleafure : yetllcmouenim’' 

To walke this way : I neuer do him wrong, 

But he do’s buy my Injuries, to be Friends; 

Payes deere for my offences. 

Pofi, Should we be taking leaue 
As long a terme as yet we haue to liue. 

The loathneffc to depart,would grow: Adieu. 

Imo. Nay,ftay a little : 

Were you but riding forth to ayre your felfe. 

Such parting were too petty. • Looke heere (Loue) 

This Diamond was my Mothers; take it (Heart) 

But keepe it till you woo another Wife, 

When Imogen is dead. 

Pofi. How,how? Another ? 

You gentle Gods,giue me but this I haue. 

And feare vp my embraccmencs from a next. 

With bonds of death. Rcmaine,rcmsine thou heere, 
While fenfe can keepe ic on: And fweeteft, faireft. 

As I (my poorc (elfe) did exchange for you 
To your fo infinite Ioffe; (o in our trifles 
I dill winne of you. For my fake wearcthis. 

It is a Manacle of Loue, lie placeit 
Vpon this fayreft Prifoner, 

Imc. O the Gods J 
When (hail we fee againe I 

Ent er Cymbdineydnd Lords. 

Pofi. AJacke, the King. 

Thou bafcfl thing, auoyd hence.from my fight; 

If after this commend thou fraught the Court 
With thy vnworthineffe, thoudyeft. Away, 

Thou’rt poyfuti to my blood. 

Pofi, The Gods protedf you. 


The Trage&e ofCjmbeline. 

And bltffc the good Remabdcrsofth?Coi.r,. 

Iam gone. ~ 

Irno. There cannotbe a pinch in death 1 

More lharpe then this is. 

Odifloyall thing. 

That (hould’ft repayre my youth, thou heao’fl 
Ayearesageonmee. 

Into. I befecch you Sir,t 
Harme not your felfe with your vexktion 
I am fenfcleffe of your Wrath; a Touch m™.. 
Subdues all pangs,all fcares. rare 

Cym, Paft Grace $ Obedience? 

Imo. Part hope,and in difpaire,that Waypafir, 
Cym. That might’ft haue had "F "Graa 
The foie Sonne of my Queenc. 

Into. O blcffcd, that 1 might not: I chofe an Ew 
And did auoyd a Putrocke. an fca S^ c : 

Cy m. Thou took’fta Brgger,would’fth aucm , 
Throne, a Seate forbafeneffe. ™ aclc n 

Imo. No, I rather added a luflre to ir. 

Cym. O thou vilde one! 

Imo. Sir, 

It is your fault that I hauelou’d Pofihumw : 

You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 
A man, worth any woman: Ouer-buycs mee 
Almoft the fumme he payes. 

Cym. What? art thoumad ? 

Imo. Almoft Sir: Heauenreftorem?: would Iw. 
A Neat-he3rds Daughter, and my Leonatm r< 

Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne. 

Enter jQteeent. 

Cym. Thoufoolifhthing; 

They were againe together: you haue done 
Not after our command. Away with her. 

And pen her vp. 

Mi 1 ' Befeech your patience : Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soueraisne 
Leaue vs to our felues,and make your felf fome comfor 
Out ofyour beft aduice. 

Cym. Nay let her lanApifh 
A drop of blood a day, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. ° £ xiu 

Enter Ptfanto. 

Q& We, you muftgiue way : 

Heere is yourScruant. How now Sir ? What newes ? 
Ttfit. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Mafter. 
Q». Hah? 

No harme I truft is done? 

“Ptf*. There might haue bcene, 

But that my Mafter rather plaid, then fought, 

And had no helpe of Anger: they wereparted 

j By Gentlemen, at hand. 

I am very glad on’t. 

Imo. Your Son’s my Fathers friend, he takeshispart 
To draw vpon an Exile. ObraueSir, 

1 would they were in Affricke both together. 

My felfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke 
The goer backe. Why came you from your Mafter? 

Pifit. On his command: he wouldnot fuffermce 
To bring him totheHauen: left thefe Notes 
Of what commands I Qiould be fubiect too, 

When’t pleas’d you to employ me. 

Mi*' This hath beenc 

Your faithful! Seruant: I dare lay mine Honour 
He will remainefo. 

Pf/d. 1 humbly thankeyour Highneffc. 
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The Tragedy ofCymbelme. 


Exeunt. 


iQtt, Pray walke a-while. 

Into. About forne halfe hourehence, 
pray you fpeake with me*, 

You fhall(at leaft)go fee my Lord aboord. 
For this time leaue me. 

Scena Tertia. 


Entir Clotten^andtrvo Lords . 

I. Sir, T would aduife you to fhift a Shirt; the Vio¬ 
lence of Aftion hath made you reck as a Sacrifice: where 
ayre conies out, ayre comes in: There’s none abroad fo 
vvholefomc as that you vent. 

Qot. If my Shirt were bloody, then to drift it. 

Haue I Hurt him? 

a No faith : not fo much as his patience. 
i Hurt him ? His bodie’s a paffableCarkaffeifhebee 
nothurt. It is a through-fare tor Sceele ifitbe not hurt. 

His Steele was in debt, it went o’th’ 3 acke-fide the 
Towne. 

Clot. The Villaine would not ftar.d me. 

% No,but he fled forward (fill, toward your face, 
x Stand you ?you haue Land enough of your owne: 
gut he added to your hauing, gaue you fome ground. 

3 As many Inches,as you haue 6ceans(Puppies.) 
Clot. I would they bad not come bctweenc vs. 

^ So would I, till yeu had meafuc’d how long a Foole 
you were vpon the ground. 

Clot. And that (hee (bould loue this Fellow, and rc- 
fufemee. 

a If it be a fin to make a true e!e 5 ion,>(hc is damn’d: 
i Sir,as I told you alwayes: her Beauty & her Braine 
»o not together. Shce’sa goodfigne, but I haue feene 
mall reflexion of her wit. 

a She (bines not vpon Fooles, lcaft the reflexion 
Should hurt her. 

Clot. Come, lie to my Chamber : would there had 
?eene fome hurt done. 

a Iwiibnotfo,vnleffeithadbintheifallof an Affe, 
which is no great hurt. 

Clot. You’lgowithvs? 

1 lie attend your Lordftup. 

Clot. Nay come, let’s go together. 

2 Well my Lord. Exeunt. 
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Scena Quarta. 


Enter Imogen,and Pi fan io. 

Imo.l would thou grew’ft vnto the (horcs o’th’Kauen, 
And qucftioned’ft euery Saile: if he (bould write, 

And I not haue it, ’twerc a Paper loft 
As offer’d mercy is: What was the Iaft 
hat he fpakc to thee? 

Pifit. It was bis Oneene, bis Queene. 

Imo. Then wau’d his Handkerchiefc? 

Pifit. And kift it. Madam. 

Imo. Scnfelcffc Linnen,happier therein then I: 

And that was all? 

Pifit. No Madam: for fo long 


As he could make me with his eye, or eare, 
Diftinguifhhim from others, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Gloue,or Hac,or Handkerchife, 

Still wauing, as the fits and ftirres of's mind 
Could beft expreffe how flow his Soule fayl’d on, ; 

How fwife his Ship. 

Imo. Thou (bouid’ft haue made biro. 

As little as a Crow, or leffe, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pifit. Madam,fo I did. 

Imo . I would haue broke mine cye-ftrings; 
Crack’d,them,but to looke vpon him,till the diminution 
Of (pace, had pointed him ftiarpc as my Needle : 

Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
The fmalncffe of a Gnat, to ayre : and then 
Haue turn’d mine eye,and wept. But good PfmUf. 
When (ball weheare from him. 

Pifit. Be affur’d Madam, 

With his next vantage. 

Imo. 1 did not take my leaue ofhim,but had 
Mofl pretty tilings to fay : Ere I could tell him 
Howl would thinke on him at certaine houres. 

Such thoughts, and fuch: Or I could makehim fweare. 
The Shees of Italy (bould not betray 
Mine In.ereft, and his Honour: or haue charg’d him 
Ac the fixt houre of Morne, at Noonc, at Midnight, 
T’encountermc with Orifons, for then 
I am in Heaucn for him: Or ere I could, 

Giue him that parting kiffe, which I had fee 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my Father, 

And like the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 

Shakes all our bud des from growing. 

Enter a Lady. 

La. TheQnecne(Madam) 

Defiresyour Highnefle Company. 

Imo. Thofe things I bid you do,'gct them difpatch’d, 
I will attend the Queene. 

Pifit. Madam,I (ball. Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta . 


Enter Ploilario , laebimo: a FrenchmanDutch¬ 
man,and a Spaniard. 

Iach. Beleeue it Sir, I haue feene him in Britaine; hee 
was then ofaCreffentnote, cxpe&ed to proue fo woor- 
thy, as fince he hath beene allowed the name of. But I 
could then haue look’d on him, without the help of Ad¬ 
miration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had 
bin tabled byhisfide,andItoperufehimby Items. 

Phil. You fpeake ofhim when he was leffe furnifh’d, 
then now hee is, with that which makes him both with¬ 
out, and within. 

French. I haue feene him in France: wee had very ma¬ 
ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as firme eyes as 
hcc. 

Iach. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter, 
wherein he muft be weighed rather by her Yalew, then 
his owne, words him (I doubt not)a great deale from the 
matter. 

French. And then his banifhmenc. 

Iach. I, and the approbation of thofe that weepe this 
lamentable diuorce vnder her colours, are wonderfully 
to 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


to extend him,be it but to fortifie her iudgement,which ) 
elfc3fl>e ifie battery might hy flst/or taking a Begger j 
without lefie quality,But how comes it,he is to foiourne 
with you ? How crcepes acquaintance ? 

Pbd. His Father and I wrrcSouldiers together, to 
whom I haue bin eften botmd tornoleffc then my life. 
tinier VoUhumm . 

Heere comes the Britainc, Let him be to entertained a- 
mong'ftyou,as fuites withGentiemen of your knowing, 
to a Stranger of his quality, jbefeechyou all be better 
knowneto this Gentleman, whom I commend to you, 
as a Noble Friend of mine. How Worthy he is, 1 will 
lease to appeare hereafter, rather that ftory him in his 
owne hearing. 

French - Sir^wchaueknowne togithcr inOrleance. 

/^.Since when,I haue bin debtor toyou for courte- 
lies,which T will be euer to pay,and yet pay ftilt. 

French. Sir,you o’rc-rate my poorekindnefle,! was 
: glad I did attone my Countryman and yotirit had beenc 
pittyyoa fhould haue* beene put together,with fomor- 
tallapurpofe.at then each bore, vpon importance of fo 
flight and triuiall a nature. 

Toft. By your pardon Sir,I was then a young Trauel- 
ler, rather fhur/d togoeuen with what I heard, then in 
my euery aftion to be guided by others cxpericnccs:but 
vpon my mended iudgement (if I offend to fay it is men- 
ded) my Quarrell was not altogether flight. 

French . Faith yes. to be put to the arbiiermenc of 
Swords, and by fuch two,that would by all likHybood 
haue confounded one the other„or haue faf c both. 

Inch, Can wc with manners, askc what w*' the dif¬ 
ference ? 

French . Safely, I thinkc/twas a contention in pub- 
licke, which may (without contradiction) fuffe? the. re¬ 
port. It was much like an argument that fell out laft 
night, where each of vs fell in praifeof our Country* 
Miftreffes. This Gent!eman,at that time vouching./and 
vpon warrant of bloody affirmation) his to be more 
Faire,Vertuous. Wife, Chaftc,Conftanr; Qualified,and 
lefle attemptiblc then any, the rareft of our Ladies in 
Frauncc* 

Inch, That Lady is not nowliuing;or this Gentle¬ 
mans opinion by thi$,wbrne our. 

Pofi. She holds her Vercue flil^and I my mind. 

lack. You muff not fo farre preierre her, Tore ours of 
Italy, 

Pofih . Being fo farre prouok’d as I was in France:! 
would abate her noching^hough I profefle my felfc her 
Adorer,not her Frieqd. 

Inch. As faire,and as good:a kind ofhandinhand 
comparifon, had beenc fomething too faire, and too 
good for any Lady in Britanie; if (he went before others. 

I haue feene as that Diamond ofyours out-lufters many ] 
I haue beheld, I couldnot beleeue fhe excelled many: 
but I haue not fccne the moft pretious Diamond that is, 
nor you the Lady. 

Pofi. I prais’d her 3 as I rated her: fo do I my Stone. 

Inch. What do you efteeme it at? 

Pofi. More then the world enioyes. 

Inch. Either vour vnparagon’d Miftirs is dead, or 
(be sout-priz’dby a trifle. 

Pofi. You are miflaken: the one may be folde or gi- 
ucn.or if there were wealth enough for the purchafes.or 
merits for the guifr. The other is nor a thing for fale, 
and onely the guifc ofthe Gods. 

Inch. Which the Gods haue giuen you? 



Pofi. Which by their Graces Jwillkeepe. 
dach. You may wesre her in title yourhb,. 
know ftrangc Fowle light vpwi neighbouring n y ? u 
Your Ring may be ftolne too.fo your brace of L 
bleEftimations.the one is but fraile, and the othir?* 
all;. Acunning Thiefe, or a (that vv ay ) acco «». 
Courtier, would bazzard the winning both of firft ^ 

Pofi. Your Italy .containes none fo acconmliibM 
Courtier to conuince the Honour of my,Mifl r j 5 d 3 
holding or lofle of that, you termc her fraile i d” tlle 
thing doubt you haue ftore ofThceucs,notwithfl h" 0 ' 
I fe are not my Ring. 3n “ ln 

Phil. Let vs leauc hcere,Gentlemen ? 

Pofi. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy sj pn - 
thanke him, makes nofirangerofme, wearefat^li^ * 
firfi. ^ 

Jack. With flue times fo much conuerfation, I fho M 

get ground of your faire Miflris; make her gobackeT 
uen to theyeilding, had!admittance,andopportuniS 

to friend. r tie 

Pofi. No,no. 

lack. I dare thereupon pawne the moytie of my E 
ftate, to your Ring, which in my opinion o’re.values it 
fomething: but I make my wager rather againft y 0Ur 
Confidence.thcn her Reputation. And tobarreyouref 
fence heerein to, Idurtt attempt it againlt any Lady J 
the world. * 

P&ft. You are a great dealc abus’d in too bold ap er . 
fwaflon,and I doubc notyou fuftainc what y are worthy 
of,by your Attempt. ^ 

Iach. What’s that? 

Po/tb. ARepulfe though your Attempt (as you call 

it)defetue more;a punifhment coo. 

Phi. Gentlemen enough of this, it came in toofo- 
daindy ,let it dye as it was borne,and 1 pray you be bet. 
ter acquainted. 

Inch. Would I had put my Fflate.and ray Neighbors 
on ih’approbation of whatl hauefpoke, 

Pofi. What Lady would you chufe to affaile? 

Inch. Yours,whom in conftancie youthinke Hands 
Co fife. I will lay you ten thoufands Duckets to your 
Ring, that commend me to the Court where your La. 
dy is,with no more aduancage then the opportunitie of a 
fccond conference, tand I will bring from thence, that 
Honor ofheri,which you imagine fo referu’d, 

PoslhntM. I will wage againft your Gold, Gold to 
it: My Ring 1 holdc deere as my finger, ’cis pactof 
it. 

laeh. You are a Friend, and there in thewifer :ifyou 
buy Ladies flefii at a Million aDram,you cannot pre- 
feure it from tainting; but I fee you haue fome Religion 
in you,that you fearc. 

Pofihti . This is but acuftome in your tongue: you 
beare a grauer purpofe I hope. 

loch, lam the Mafter of my fpecches,and would vn' 
der.go what’s fpoken,! fweare. 

Pofibu. Will you? I (hall but lend my Diamond till 
your returue :let there be Gouenants drawne between’?. 
My Miftris exceedes in goodnefle,the hugenelfe of your 
vn worthy thinking.I dare you to this match: heere smy 
Ring. 

Phil. I will haue it no lay. 

Inch. By the Gods it is one: if 1 bring you no film- 
cient teftimony that I haue enioy’d the deereft bodily 
part of your Miftrisitny ten thoufand Duckets arcyoursj 

fo 


The Tragedy of Cy mbeline. 


[o is y Diamond too : if I come off, and leaueher in i 
fuch honour as yon bstoe truft in; Shee your lewell, this 
yourlevrell, and my Gold areiyour j: prouided I haue 
your commendation, for my more.free entertaiaraeVc. 

p$ft. I embrace chcfc Conc!itionsdctvk?haub Articles 
betwixt vs : onely thus farre jioti r flTa'li *anlWerc^ if* you 
inake your voyage vpon Jicr, anrfgitiC me dire£i:ly to vn- 
derftand^you haue preuayfd, I ammo further your^the- 
IT1 y f fheeis not worth our debate. if.fliee:rcmaine*- vnfe- 
duc’djyo.u noc making k appeare. okherwiic :fbr your ill 
opinion,and th’atlauityouhaue made to her chaflity,you 
(hall anfwer me with your Sword. ‘ 

lack. Your hand, aCouenant: wee will Kaur’thffe 
things fet downe by lawlull Cpimibll-. and ftraight away 
for Britaine,!eaftrhe Bargaine fhould cauh colde, and 
fterue: I will fetch my Gold, and-haaeour two Wagers 
recorded. -I n;••• .. : . : 

Pofi, Agreed. 

french. Will this hold, thinkcyciu. 

Phil . Signior lachimV will not from it. 

Pray let vs follow ’em. • Exeunt 


Seen a Scxta. 


Enter Queeve ^Ladies y and CorneliM, 

Qu. Whiles yet the dewe's on ground. 

Gather thole Flowers, 

Make haftc. Who ha's the note of them ? 

L*dy. I Madam. 

Ov en* Difpatcb, Exit Ladies, 

Now Mafter Doitor, haue you brought thofe drugges ? 

Cor.Pleafeth your Highnes,!: here they are,Madam: 
But I befeech youi Grace, without offence 
(My Confcience bids measke) wherefore you haue 
Commanded of me thefe moft poyfonous Compounds, 
Which ate the moouers of a languifliing death: 

But though flow, deadly. ^ 

Off, I wonder, Doftor, 

Thou ask’ft mefuc-h a Q^eftionr.Haue I not bene 
Thy Pupil! long ? Haft thou not learn’d ms how 
To make Perfumes? Dift»il?Preferue? Ycafo, 

That our great King hhrilelfe doth woo me oft 
For my Confeffions ? Hauing thus farre proceeded, 
(Vnlclfe thou think’ft me diuelhfh) is’t not rneetc . 

That I did ampltfie my ludgement in 
Other Conclufions? I will try the forces 
Of thefe thy Compounds, on fueh Creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 

To try the vigour of them* and appty 
Allayments to their Aft. and by them gather 
Their leuerall vercues, and eft efts. ' 

Cor . Your Hxghneffe 

Shall from this praftife, but make hard your heart: 
Befides, the teeing thefe effefts will be 
Both noyfome, and/infeftious. » 

Qff Ocontentthee, c; 

*• Friil *i' • *' ■ • 

Enter Pifanio, 

Heere comes a flattering RaicaM >: vpon him 
Will Ifirftworke iHee'sfor hisJMafter^ 

And enemy to my Sopne. How now .Pffanio^ . 

Dcftor, your lernice for this time is ended, 

Takey^urowneway. ^ 


Cor . Idofulpcft you.Madam, 

But y ou (hall do no hatnic, 

ifu. Hearkethee,a word. 

Car. I do not like her. She doth chinke (he b^. 
Strange lingering poyfons: 1 do know her fpiric. 

And will noc cruft one ofher malice, with 
A drugge of fuch damnM Nature. Thofe fheha’s, 

Will ftupifie and dull the Scnfe a-whilc. 

Which firft (pcrchsncc) fhce 7 l proue on Cats and Dogs' 
Then afterward vp higher: but there is 
Nodangerin what fliew of death ic makes, • .. 

More then the locking vp the Spirits a cime. 

To bemorefrefii, remuing. Sheis fopTd 
With a moft falfc efteft: and i, the truer, 

Sotobefa.Ife with her. 

£lu. No further feruice, Doftor, 
VutdlIfendforih.ee. 

Cor . J humbly take my leaue. Exit. 

Ou. Wecpcs flic ftill(laift thou?) 

Doft thou thinkc in time 

She will not quench, and let inftruftions enter 

Where Folly now poddies ? Do thou workc: 

When thou fhalc bring me word fhe louesmy Sonne, 

lie cell thee on the inftant, thou art then 

As great as is thy Mafter: Greater, for 

His Fortunes all lye fpcechiefle, and his name 

Is at laft gaspc, Rccurne he cannot, nor 

Continue where he is : To ihife his being, - 

Is to exchange one mifery with another, i i 

And eticry day that conies, comes to decay 

A dayes worke in him. What fhaU thou expeft 

Tobcdepender on a thing that leanes? 

Who cannot be new built, nor ha’s no Fi iends 
So much, as but to prop him ? Thou cak’ft vp 
Thou know’ll not what: But take it for thy labour. 

It is a thing I made, which hath the King 
Fiuc times redeem'd from death. I do not know 
What is more Cordiall. Nay, I prythcc take it. 

It is an carneft of a farther good 

That I meane to thee. Tell thy Miftris how 

The cafe ftands with her: doo'c, as from thy felfc; 

Thinke what a chance thou changcft on,but thinke 
Thou haft thy Miftris ftill, to boote,my Sonne, 
Whofhall take notice of thee. lie moue theKing 
To any fhape of thy Preferment, fuch 
As chou’lt defirc : and then my felte, I cheefely. 

That fet thee on to this defert, am bound 
Toloadechy meric richly. Call my women. Exit PIJa. | 
Thinke on my words. A flye, and conftane knauc. 

Not to beflaak’d : the Agent for his Mafter, 

And die Remembrancer of her, to hold j 

The hand-fafl to her Lord. I haue giuen him that, 

Which if he take, (hall quite vnpeople her 
Of Leidgers for her Sweetc : and which, fhe after 
Except flic bend her humor, lhall be afflit’d 
Totaftcoftoo. 

E nter Plfanio^nd Ladies. 

So ,fo : Well done, well done: 

The Violets, Cowflippes, and the Primc-Hofcs 
Bearc to my Cloifct: Fare thee well, Pifamo . 

Thinke on my words. Exit £>u. and Ladles 1 

Pifa a And dial! do s 

But when to my good Lord, I proue vntrue, 

lie choakc my felfc : ebere’e all lie do for you. Exit . 

Scena 
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The Tragedy of Cymkeltne . 


Seem Septima. 


Enter Imogen alone, 

Imo* A Father cruel),and a Scepdame falfe, 

A Fooliih Suitor to a Wedded* Lady, 

That hath her Husband banifh’d : 0,that Husband, 

My fupreame Crownc of griefe 5 and rhofc repeated 
Vexations of it. Had I bin Theefc-ftolne, 

As my two Brothers,happy: butmoft mifcrable 
Is the defircs that’s glorious. Blefl'ed be thofe 
How meane fo erc,that haue their honeft wills, 

Which fcafons comfort. Who may this be } Fye. 

Enter Pifiinio y and Iacbimo. 

Pifa. Madam,a Noble Gentleman ofRome^ 

Comes from my Lord with Letters. 
lach. Change you, Madam : 

( The Worthy Leonattts is in fafety, 

And greetes your Highneffe decrely. 

Imo . Thanks good Sir, 

You’re kindly welcome. 

lack. All of her,that is out of doore,moft rich : 

If fbebe furnifil’d with a mind forarc 

She is alone tn’ArabiamBird; and I 

Haue loft the wager. Boldneflc be my Friend; 

Arme me Audacicie from head to foore, 

Orlikc the Parthian 1 fhall flying fight, 

Rather dirc&ly fly* 

Imogen read;. 

He is one of the JVoblefl ?i otefo whofe kfndneffes lam mofi in¬ 
finitely tied . Refietl vpon him accordingly , as you value your 
truft. Lconacus. 

So farre I reade aloud. 

But euen the very middle of my heart 
Is warm’d by’tlTrcft,andrake it thankefully. 

You areas welcome(worthy S»r)as I 
Haue words to bid you,and fhall ftndc it fo 
In all that I can do. 

lack. Thankes fai reft Lady: 

What are men mad? Hath Nature giuen them eyes 
To fee this vaulted Arch,and the rich Crop 
Of Sea and Land,which candiftinguifh’cwixt 
The firie Orbes aboue, and the t winn’d Stones 
Vpon the number'd Beach 5 and can we not 
Partition make with S’pcdiales fo precious 
Twixt faire,and foule ? 

Imo . Whac makes your admiration? 

Iach . It cannotbe i’ch’eye : for Apcs,and Monkeys 
’Twixt two fuch She’s,would chatter this way,and 
Contemne with mowes thcother. Nori’ch’iudgment : 
For Idiots in this cafe of fauour,would 
Be wifely dcHnic: Nor i’ch’Appetite. 

Sluttcry to fuch neare Excellcnce,oppos’d 
Should make defire vomit emptineffe, 

Not fo allured to feed. 

Imo . What is the matter trow f 
lach . The Cloyed will: 

That fatiateyet vnfatisfi’d defirc,tbat Tub 
Both fill’d and running: Rauening firft the Larnbe, 

Longs after for the Garbage. 

Imo. What, dccrc Sir, 

Thus rap’s you ? Arc you well ? 


Exit 




lath. Thanks Madam well: Befeechy^siT 
Defue my Man’* abode, where I did leaue him.^ 
He’s ftrange and peeuifh. 

Ptfu. I was going Sir, 

To giue him welcome. 

Imo. Continues well my Lord ? 

His health befcech you ? 

Inch, WelljMadam. 

Imo. Is he difpos’d to mirth ? I hope he is, 
lack. Exceeding pleafant: none a Granger there 
So merry,and fo gamefomc: he is call’d * 

The BritaineReueller, 

Imo. When he was heere 
He did incline to fadneffe,andofc times 
Notknowiug why. 

lack. I neuer faw him fad. 

There is a Frenchman his Companion,one 
An eminent Monfieur,that it feemes ranch loues 
A Gallian-Girle at home. He furnaces 

I he thicke fighes from hit»;whiles the iolly Britaine 
(Your Lord I meane)laughes from’i free lungs scrieso 
Can my fides hold,to think that man whoknowes 
By Hiftory,Reporter hisowneproofe 

What woman is,yea what (he cannot choofe 
But muft be.'will’sfrcehoureslanguilh: 

For aflured bondage ? 

Imo. Will my Lord fay fo ? 

lack. I Madam,with his eyes in flood; with laughtt 
It is a Recreation to be by 
And heare him mocke the Frenchman: 

But Heauen’s know fomc men are much too blame. 
Imo. Not he I hope. 
lach. Not he : 

But yet Hcauen’s bounty towards him,might 
Be vs’d more thankfully. In himfelfe ’tis much; 

In you, which I account his beyond all Talents, 
Whil'ft I am bound to wonder,! am bound 
To piety too. 

Imo. What doyoupittySir? 
lach. Two Creatures heartyly. 

Imo. Am I one Sir? 

You looke on me: what wrack difeerne you in n>e 
Defei ues your pitty ? 

Inch. Lamentable: what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun,and folace 
I’th'Dungeon by a Snuffe. 

Imo. 1 pray you Sir, 

Deliuer with more opennefle your anfweres 
To my demands. Why do you pitty me ? 

lach . That others do, 

(I was about to fay)e»ioy your —but 

II is an office of the Gods to venge it. 

Not mine to fpeake on’t. 

Imo. Youdofeemetoknow 
Something of me, or what concernes me; pray you 
Since doubting things go ill,often hurts mote 
Then to be fore they do. For Cerrainties 
Lither ate pafl remedies; or timely knowing. 

The remedy then borne. Difcouer to me 
What both you fpur and ftop, 
lach' Had 1 this cbeeke 

To bathe my lips vpon : this hand, whofe touch, 
(Whofe euery touch) would force the Feelers foule 
To’th’oath of loyalty. Thisobie&.which 
Takes prifoner the wild motion of mine eye, 

Bering it onelyheere.lhould I (damn’d then) 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeimi. 




Zuawcr with lippes as common as the ftayres 
That mount the Capitoll: Ioyne gripes, with hands 
Made hard with hourcly faKhood (faMhcod as 
VVith labour:) then by peeping in an eye 
gafe and illuftrions as the fmba|ie light 
yhat’ s fed with (linkingTallow': it were fie 
‘That all the plague* of Hell fhduTif atone time 

Encounter fuch ieu'olc. 

[mo . My Lord, I feare 

Ha3f° r g oc ^ fluainc ' • 

Jach .And himfelfe, not I . 

Inclin’d to this.intelligence, pronounce 

geggeryof his change: bu^’tisyoitr Graces' 

That from my niuteftConfcience, to my tongue, 
Qiarmcs this report out. 

Into. Let me heare no shore. 

Jach. O deerell Soule : yourC.ilife dothftnkc my hart 
With pitty, that doth make triefickc. A Lady 
Sofaire,and fatten’d to an Erripcfie 
Would make thegrcat’ft K.iii» : tfotihlc, to.be partner’d 
WithTomboyes hvr’d’with’fhat felfe exhibition 
Whichyour owne Coffers yeeld: with diteas’d ventures 
Thatplav with aH Infirmities for Gold, 

Which rottenrieiTe'canlendNaftire. Suchboyl’d ftuffc 
well might poyfon Poyfonf ’”Bereueng'd,' 

Or (lie that bore you .was iio Queenc,and you 

Recoylcfromyodr greit Stocke. 

Imo. Reucng’d: 

How (hould I be rcueng’d ? If this be true, 

(As I haue fuch a Heart, that both mine care* 

Muft notinhatteabufe)ifitbetruc, 

How (hould I be reueng’d ? 

lach’. Should he make me 
Liuc like ©/Vjwia’sPridl, betwixt cold flreets. 

Whiles he is vaulting variable Ratnpes 
In your defpighr, vpon your ptlrTe: reueiigie it. 

I dedicate my felfe to youettveetpleafufc, 

MoreNoble then that runnagateto your bed. 

And will continue fail to your'Affeffcion, 

Still clofe, as fure, 

Imo. Wfiathoa iPifamol 

lach. Lct'riie iihf r feruite tender on your lippes. 

Imo. AvVay.'Tdocdndeinn'cmmcearcs.that haue 
So long.anended the'e. If'ffibuvvertHonbtirablc 
Thou Vtfoufd’ft haue told this talc for Vertue, not 
For fu c h an en d i h ou feek’ft; a s b afe ,a s‘ ft r a n ge: 

Thou wrong’d aGentlerrtap. vvho i; as farre 
Fromthy report, Vs thou from Honor: and 
Solicites heere a Lady, thijVdifdaines ’ 
Thcc,andthe"D'iffell'a!ike. Wbatlioa fPifamo ? 

The King my Falhfcf'fliail’be made acquainted 
0? thyAfl’imlt: if he (hall thinks it fit, 

A fawey Stranger in his Court .’to Mart 
As in aRomiihStew, and to expound 
His beaftly mindc to vs; jrchath a Courc 
He little cares for, and a.Dapghtetywho 
He not refpeiflsatall. Whathoa, Ptfanio} 

Tech. O happy lyoonatui 1 may fay, ——- 

The credit that thy Lady hath of thee 
DsCesues thy truft,'add thy rtioft perfe/t gopdnefle 
Her afTur'ti’credit. BldTedJibe'you long, 

A Lady tq the wprthieft Sir, that eucr ' 

.Cftttntty caff’J hi s; ^ndySjB Hi i Miftr'is£&fie!V ‘ 

j^r the mofl wdfth’ieft fit. ^iie me ‘^burpardob, 
IhauefpokelhistoknoWffybur Affiance ’ 

\yere deeply rooted, and fhall make your Lord, 


That which he is, new o’re: Arid he is one - 
The trueft manner’d: fuch a holy Wi tch. 

That he enchants Societies into him: . 

Halfe all men hearts arc his. 

Imo. You make amends. 

lach. He fits ’mongft men, like a defended Gbd; 

He hath a kinde of Honor fets him off, 

Mote then amortall feeming. Be not angtfd ’ 

(Mott mighty Princeffe) thac I haue adueririV’di 
To try ycur taking ofafalfereport, which ndtli 
Honour’d with confirmation your great ludgdrrierit. 

In the ekefionofa Sir.fo rare, ...... . 

Which you know, cannot erre. The loue IlSdartL'iAi, 
Made me to fsn you thus, but the Gods madeyqu 
(Vnlike ail others) chaffeleffe. Pray yot;r pardon. 

Imo. All’s well Sir : V. - ~ * 

Take my powre i’tb'Court for your?. c: 

lach. My humble thankes: I had aitpoft fofgqt 
T’intreat your Grace, but in a fmall requeff,: u ' 

And yet of moipenc too,for it concernes: ' ( ' 

Your Lord, my felfe, and other Noble Friends * 

Are partners in the bufineffe. 

Imo. Pray what is’t? 

lach. Some dozen Romanes of vs, and your Lord 
(TITe beft Feather ofour wing)haue mingled fummes 
To buy a Prefent for the Emperor : 

Which I (the Fadtor for ti.e rytt) haue done 
In France: ’tis Plate ofrarc dcuire, and lewds 
Of rich, and exquifite forme, their valewes great, 1 
And I am fomething curious, being ftrange 
Tohauethcmin fafeftowagc : May it plcafeyou 
To take them in protebfion. 

Imo. Willingly: 

And pawne mine Honor for their fafety, fincis 
My Lord hath intcreft in them, I will kcepC them 
In my Bcd-chamber. 

lach. They are in a Trunke , ! 

Attende d by my men: 1 will make bold 
To fend them to you, onely for this night: ' ! 

I muftaboGid tomorrovr. y ' 

Imo. O no,no. 

lach. Yes I befeech: or I fhall fhort rny vvofd : • 4 ; 

By length’ningmy recurne. From Gallia; j 

I croft theSeas on purpofe,and on promife • 

To fee your Grace. s \ 

Imo. 1 thanke you for your paincs: ; 

But not away to morrow. 

lach. OI muft Madam. *j 

Therefore lffiall befcech you,if you pleafe - ! p . - 
To greet your Lord with writing, doo’tto bight, 

I haueout-ftood my time, which is materihll 
T o’th’tender cf pur Ptefent. 

Imo. I will write: ’ ’ 

Send your Trunke to me, it fhall fafe be kept, 

And truely y tdded you: you’re very welcome. Exeunt. 


_ t 

x i 


uer 


uov 


Jctus Secundus. Scena Erma. 
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Enter Clotten y and the two Lords ♦ 

Clot ♦ Was there euer man had iuch lucke 5 whcfi Iliiflj 
the Iacke vpon an vp-caft, to be hie away? Iliads iuin -5 
dred pound on*c : andthen a whorion l4tkc-an*Apes^ 
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The Trag edy ofCymkeline. 


niuft take mevptor (Wearing* as if I borrowed mine 
oathes of him,and mighi not fpend them at my pleasure, 
i* What got he by that ? you hauc broke his pate 
with *your Bowie, 

a-If his wit had bin like him that broke it: it would 
hauerun all out. 

Clot . When a Gentleman is tiifpos’d to fwesre*itis 
not for any danders by to curtail his oathes, Ha ? 

2 No my Lord; nor crop the cares of them. 

Clot Whorfon dog ?I gauehim fatisfaction?would 
he had bin one of my Ranke. 

2* To hauefrnell'dlikcaFoole. 

Clot . I amnotvext more at any thing in th'earth : a 
pox on t, lhad rather not be fo Noble as 1 am: they dare 
not fight with me, becaufe of the Queene my Mo¬ 
ther : cuery I acke-Slauc hath his belly full of Fighting, 
and I mud go vp and downe like a Cock, chat no body 
canomch. 

2. You arc Cocke and Capon coo, and you crow 
Cock, with your combe on. 

Clot . Saycftthou ? 

*. Itisnot fityou Lordfhip fhould vndertake cuery 
Companion, that you giue offence too. 

Clot . No,I know that: but it is [fit I fhould commit 
offence to my inferiors. 

1- Lit is fit for your Lordfhip onely. 

Clot. Why fo I fay. 

I, Did you hccrc of a Stranger that’s come to Court 
night? 

Clot . A Stranger,and I not know one ? 

2* He’s a ftrangc Fellow nimfelfe,and knowes it not. 

I. There’s an Italian come,, and ’tis thought one of 
heonattu Friends. 

Clot, Loonarasi Abanifiit Rafcall; and he’s another, 
whatfoeucr he be. Who told you of this Stranger l 

1, One of your Lordfhips Pages, 

Clot . IsirficI wencto lookc vponhim?Is thereno 
derogation in’t? 

2. You cannot derogate my Lord. 

Clot . Notcafily I thmke, 

2. YouatcaFooie graunted, therefore your Iffues 
being foolifh do not derogate. 

Clot « Come, He go fee this Italian: what I haueloft 
to day at Bowles,lie winne to night of bim. Come :go. 

a. He attend your Lordfhip. Exit* 

That filch a crafcic Diucll as is bis Mother 
Should ycild the world this Affc:A woman, that 
Beares all downe with her Braine,and this her Sonne, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

Aud leatiecjghceene. Alas poore Princcfle, 
Thoudiuinc/wflfw, what thou endur’d. 

Betwixt a Father by thy Srcp-damc gouern’d, 

A Mother hourcly coyning plots: A Wooer, 

Morc hacefull then the foule expufion is 
Of thy dccrc Husband. Then that horrid A< 5 t 
Ofchcdiuorce, heel’d make the Heauens holv firme 
The walls of thy tieerc Honour. Keepe vofhak’d 
That Temple thy faire mind,that thou maift ftand 
TcuWy tfiy b^mfh’d Lord ; and this great t*and.£**#*// 

- Scena Seam da. 


Enter lmogenyn her 7 i ed t and a Lady, 
Imo, Who’s there ? My woman: Helene t 
La. Pleaic you Madam. v 

Inn. Whathoaeisit? 


L«dj. Almoft rajdnight,Madam. 

In". I haue read three houres then* 

Mine eyes are wcake. 

Fold downe the leafe<wherel haue left: to b A 

Take not away the Taper, leaue it burning • ”* 

And if thou eanft awake by foure o’th’clock 
I pry thee call me .• Slecpe hath cciz’d roe whollv 
To your prote&ion I commend m e,Gods y ' 

From Fay fies.and the Tempters of the nip hr 
Guard me befcechyee. ® * 

l<*chimo fronttL 

lach. The Crickets fing,and mans orSabori??^ 
Repaircs it felfe by reft : Our Tarquine thu s d fen k 

Did foftly prelfe the Rufhes.cre he waken’d 
TheChadicie he wounded. Cytherea 
How brauely thou becom’ft thy Bed;’fre(h Lill 
And whiter then ihcShcetcs; that I miehttnJk 

Butkiflc, onekifle. Rubies vnparagoiui C ’ 

How deerely they doo’t: Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the Chamber thus: the Flame ohh’Tan 
Bowes toward her,and would vnder-pecDc her lu 
To fee th’indofed Light*,now Ca.,opted ’* 

Vr.der thefe windowes, White and Azure lac’d 
With Blew of Heauens ownt tin#. Butmvdefim, 

To note the Chamber, J will write all downe, 8 ** 
Such,and fuchpi#ures: There the window fuch 
Th’adronemenr of her Bed; the Arras, Figures 
Why fuch, and fuch; and the Contentso’th’Stoiy 
Ah,but fome naturall notes about her Body, 

Aboue ten thoufand meaner Moueables 
W ould tedifie, t’enrich mine Inuentorie. 

O fleepe,thou Ape of death,lye dull vpon her 
And be her Senfebut as a Monument j 
Thus in a Chappell lying. Come off,coroe effj 
Asflippcry astheGotdjan-knot was hard. 

*1 is mine, ind this will witneflc outwardly. 

As dror.giy as the Confciencedo*s within: 
To’th’madding of her Lord. On her left bred 
Amole Cinque-fpotted: Like the Crimfon drops 
T th’botrome of a Cowflippe, Hcere’s a Voucher, 
Stronger then euer Law could make; this Secret 
Will force him chinke I haue pick’d the lock,and t’ane 
1 he treafure of her Honour. No more: to whac end f 
Why fhould I write this downe, thac’s tiuete, 

Screw’d to try memorie. She hath bin reading late, 
The Tale of 7 <r«« > hecrcchelca£fc’s turn’d doyvne 
Where Philomels gaue vp. I haue enough, 

To’chT runcke againe,and (hut the fpring of it. 
Swift.fwift.you Dragons of the night,that dawning 
May beare the Rauens eye: I lodge infeare. 

Though this a hcaucnly Angell: hell is beere. 

Clocks ftrikes 

Ooe,two,three: time,time. Exit. 


Scena Tertia . 


Enter Clottcn^and Lords, 

j. Your Lordflhip isthemoftpatientfnaninloffc,tbe 

rrtoft coldeft that euer turn’d vp Ace. 

Clot. It would make arty rrian cold to loofe. 
i. Butnot edery man patient after the noble temper 
©f your Lordfhip 5 You are mod hot, and furious when 
you winne- 

cut 
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The Trage die of Cymheline. 


ginning will put any man Into courage: if I could get 
(bis foohlh Imogen, 1 fhould haue Gold enough: it’s al- 
m oft morning, js’c not ? 

1 Day,my Lord. 

Clot. I would this Muficke would come: Iamadui- 
fed to g* uc h cr Muficke a mornings,they fay it will pene- 
tt4 te. Enter Mufittans. 

Come on, tune: If you can penetrate her with your fin¬ 
gering / 0 : wee’l try with tongue too : ifnone will do,let 
jj er remainc: but lie neuer giuc o’re. Firft, a very excel¬ 
lent good conceyted thing; after a wonderful fweet aire, 
v»ith admirable rich words to it, and then let her confi- 
der. 

SONG. 

Hearki, hearke, the Larky at Heauensgate fings,'. 

and Phoebus gins arife t 
}Jis Steeds to water at thefe Springs 
on chaUc d Flowres that lyes: 

And linking LOiary-bads begin to ope their Golden eyes 
With essery thtng that pretty is , my Lady fweet artfe : 

Artfe ,arife. 

So, get you gone: if chi' pen trate, I will confider your 
Muficke the better: if it do not, it is a voyce in her cares 
which Horfe-haires, and Calues-guts, nor the voyce of 
vnpaued Eunuch to boot,can neuer amed. 

Enter Cymbaline,and Quecne. 

1 Heere comes the King. 

Clot. I am glad I was vp folate, for that’s thereafon 
I was vpfoearely: he cannoc choofe but take this Ser- 
uice I haue done, fatherly. Good morrow to your Ma- 
iefty, and to my gracious Mother.. 

Cym. Attend you here the doore of our ftern daughter 
Will Ihe not forth ? 

Clot.I haueaffayl’d her with Mufickcs,but (he vouch- 
fafes no notice. 

Cym. The Exile of her Minion is too new. 

She hath not yet forgot him, fome more time 
duft wearejhc print of his remembrance on’t, 

And then fhe’s yours. 

Jjltt. You arc mod bound to’th’King, 

Who let’s go by no vantages, that may 
5 rcferre you to his daughter: Frame your felfe 
To orderly folicity, and be friended 
With aptnefle of the feafor.: make denials 
mcreafeyour Seruices: fofeeme, as if 
You were infpit’dtodothole duties which 
You tender to her: that you in all obey her, 

Saue when command to your difmiflion tends. 

And therein you are fenfcleflc. 

Clot. SenfelcflePNotfo. 

Afef. So like you (Sir) Ambaffadors from Rome; 

The one is fains Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy Fellow, 

Ubeit he comes on angry purpofe now; 

Jut that’s no fault of his: wemuft receyuehim 
According to the Honor of his Sender, 

And towards himfclfe, bis goodnefle fore-fpent on vs 
We mull extend our notice: Our dccre Sonne, 

When you haue giuen good morning to your Miftris, 
Attend the Queene, and vs, we (hall haue neede 
^’employ you towardsjthis Romane. 

Come our Queene. Exeunt. 

Clot. If (ne be vp, Ilcfpeake withher: ifnot 
Let her lye dill, and dreame: by your leaue hoa, 
know her women are about her: what 
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Ifldo line one oftheir hands,’tis Go/d 
I Which buyes admittance (oft it doth) ytfa,and makes 
Dtana s Rangers falfe themlelues, yecid vp 
Their Deere to’th’fiand o’th’Scealcr: and ’tis GSfa 
Which makes the True-man kill’d,and faues theThsefe: 
Nay.fometime hangs both Theefe.and True-man: whac 
Can it not do, and vndoo? I will make 
One of her women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not vnderlland the cafe roy felfe. 

By your leaue.' Knocks, 

Enter a Lady. 

La. Who’s there that knockes? 

Clot. A Gentleman. 

La. No more. 

Clot. Yes,and a Gentlewomans Sonne. 

La. That’s mere 

Then fome whofe Taylors are as deere as yours. 

Can iuftly boad of: what's your Lord/hips pleafutc ? 

Clot. Your Ladies perfon, is (he ready? 

La. I, to keepe her Chamber. 

Clot. There isGold for you, 

Sell me your good report. 

La. How,my good name ? or to report ofyou 
What I (hall thinkc is good. The Princcflc. 

Enter Imogen. 

Clot. Good morrowfaireft, Sifteryour fweet hand. 

Imo. Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much paines 
For purchafing but trouble: the thankes I giuc. 

Is telling you that I am poore of thankes. 

And fearfe can fpare them. 

Clot. Still I fweare I loueyou. 

Imo. If you buefaidfo,’twercasdeepewithme; 

If you fweare dill, your rccompcnce is dill 
Thatlregard itnot. 

Clot. Thisisnoanfwer. 

Imo. But that you (hall not fay, I yeeld being filent, 

I would not fpcake. I pray you (pare me,’faith 
I (hall vnfold equall diicourtcfie 
To your bed kinduede: one of your great knowing 
Sh< U d Icarnc (being taught) forbearance. 

Clot. To leaue you in your madneffe, ’twei c my fin, 

I will not. 

Imo. Fooies are not mad Folkes, 

Clot. Do you call meFoolc ? 

Imo. As I am mad I do: 
if you’l be patient, lie no more be mad. 

That cures vs both. I am much forry (Sir) 1 
You put me to forget a Ladies manners 
B/ being fo verball: and learne now, for all. 

That I which know my heart, do heer .‘pronounce 
By th’very truth of it, I care not for you. 

And am fo neere the lacke ofCharitie 
To accufc my (elfe, I hate you: whichl hadrather 
You felt, then make’t rny boad. 

Clot. You finne againd 
Obedience, which you owe your Father, for 
The Contra# you pretend with that bafe Wretch, 

One, bred of Aimes, and foder’d with cold diihes. 

With feraps o’th’Courc: It is no Contra#, none; 

And though it be allowed in meaner parties 
(Yet who then he more meane) to knit their foulea 
(On whom rhcrc is no more dependancie 
But Brats and Beggcry) in fclfc-figur’d knot, 

Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement, by 

a a a The 
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The Tragedy of Cjmbeline. 


T he confequence o’th’Crownc,and muft not 4 foyle 
T he precious note ofit; with a bafc Slauc, 

AHilding for a Liuotie,a Squires Cloth, 

A Pander; not fo eminent. 

Imo. Prophanc Fellow ; 

Wert thou the Sonne of/»/»/ 7 er,and no more, 

But what thou art befides: diou wer'c too bafe, 
TobehisGroome : thou wer’t dignified enough 
Euentothe point of Enuic. if’twercrnade 
Comparatiue for your Vertues } to be ftil’d 
The vnder Hangman of his Kingcloinc; and hated 
For being prefer’d fo wel I. 

Clot. The South-Fog rot him. 

Imo. He neuer can meete more mifchance.thcn come 
To be but nam’d of thee. His mean’ll Garment 
That cuer hath but dipt his body; is dearer 
In my refpe< 5 t,then all the Heires aboue thee. 

Were they all made fuch men : How now Pifanio ? 

Enter Pifanio, 

Clot, His Garments ? Now the diueJI. 

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee prefently. 

Clot. His Garment? 

Imo. Iamfprightedwith aFoole, 

Frighted,and angred worl'e: Go bid my woman 
Search for a Iewcll, that too cafually 
Hath left mine Arme: it was thy Mafters. Shrew me 
Ifl would loofe it for a Reucnew, 

Of any Kings in Europe. I do think, 

I faw’t this morning: Confident I am. 

Laft night ’t was on mine Arme; I kifs’d it, 

I hope it be not gone,to tell my Lord 
That I kifle aught but he. 

Pif. Twill not be loft. 

Imo. I hope fo : go and fearch. 

Clot. You haue abus’d me: 

Hi smeaneft Garment ? 

Imo. 1,1 faid lo Sir, 

If you will make’r an A$ion,caIl witnelTc to’t. 

Clot.. I will enfermeyour Father, 

Imo. Your Mother too : 

She’s my good Lady; and will concieue,Ihope 
But the worft of me. So I leane your Sir, 
To’th’worftofdifcontcnt. Exit. 

Clot, lie ibereueng’d: * 

His mean’ft Garment ? Well. Exit. 


Scena Quart a. 


Enter Poflhumw y and P hilar to. 

Pofi. Fearc it not Sir: I would I were fo furc 
To winne the King, as 1 am bold, her Flonour 
Will retnaineher’s. 

Phil. What meanes do you make to him ? 

Pofi. Not any: but abide the change of Time, 
Quake in the prefent winters ftarc,and wiftr 
That warmer dayes would come: In thefe fear’d hope 
I barely gratifie your loue; they iaylingi 

I muft die much your debtor. 

Phil. Your very goodncfle.and your company, 
Ore-payes all I can do. By this your King, 

Hath heard ofGreat Aagtsfitts: Cants Lucius , 

Will do’s Commiffion throughly. And I think 




Hee’le grant the Tribute: fend th’Arrerages, 

Or looke vpon our Romaines,whofc remembran 
Is yet frelh in their griefe. ce 

Pofi. I do beleeue 

(Statift though I am none,Dor like to be) 

That this willproue a Warre; and you {Rail heare 
The Legion now in Gallia,foonct landed 
In our not-fearing-Britaine,then haue tyding* 

Of any penny T ribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are men more order’d,then when lttlnu Cafar 
Smil’d at their lacke of skill,but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at. Their difcipline, 

(Now wing-led with their courages)will make kn„,. 
To theif Approuers, they are People,fuch Wne 

That'mend vpon the world. Enterlaehino 

Phi. See Iachimo? 

Pofi. The fwifteft Hart?,hauepofted you bv laM. 
And Windes of all the Corners kifs’d your Sailcs * 
To make your veffell nimble. 

Phil. Welcome Sir, 

Pofi. I hope the briefenefle of your anfwerejtnade 
The fpeedmefle of your returne. 

Iachi. Your Lady, 

Is one of the fayreft that I haue look’d vpon 
Pofi. And therewithall the beft.or let her beauty 
Looke thorough a Cafcmcnt to allure faife hearts * 1 
And be faife with them. 1 

Iachi. Heere are Letters for you. 

Pofi. Their tenure good I truft. 
lack, ’Tis very like. 

Pofi. Was Cains Lucius in the Britaine Court 
When you were there ? 

lack. He was expected then. 

But not approach’d. 

“Pofi. All is well yet. 

Sparkles this Stone as it was wont,or is’tnot 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

lack If I haue loft it, 

I fhould haue loft the worth ofit in Gold, 

He make a iourney twice as farre,t’enioy 
A iecond night of fuch fwcet fhortneffe, which 
Was mine in Britaine, for the Ring is wonne. 

Pofi. The Stones too hard t© come by. 
lack. Not a whit. 

Your Lady being foeafy. 

Vofi. Make note Sir 

Your loffe.your Sport; I hope you know that we 
Muft not continue Friends. 

Inch. Good Sir,we muft 
I f you kcepe Couenant: had I not brought 
The knowledge of your Miftris home,I grant 
We were to queftion farther; but I now 
Profeffemy iclfe the winner of her Honor, 

Together with your Ring; and not the wronger 
Of her,or you hauing proceeded but 
By both your wiJIes. 

Pofi. If you can mak’t apparant 
That yon haue tatted her in Bed; my hand, 

And Ring is yours. If not,the foule opinion 
You had of her pure Honour; gaines,orloofcs. 

Your Sword.or mine,or Mafterleffeleaueboth 
To who {bail fiude them. 

Inch. Sir,my Circumftances 
Being fo nere the Truth,as I will make them, 

Muft firft induce you to beleeue; whofe ftrength 
Iwill confir me wit h oath,wbtcb I doubt not 
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you’l giue me leaue to fpare, when you (hall finde 
youneedeit noc. 
pofi. Proceed. 

Uch. Firft, her Bed-chamber 
(Wb cre 1 corifeffe I flcpt not, bur profeffc 
^ad that was wel! worth watching) it was bang’d 
\Vith Tapiftry of Silke.and Siiuer, the Story 
proud Cleopatra, when (he met her Roman, 
aboue theBankes, or for 
The preffe of Boates, or Pride. A peece of Worke 
Sobratjcly done, id rich, that it did ftriuc 
j n Workcmanfhip, and Value, which I wonder’d 
Could be fo rarely, and exactly wrought 
Since the true life onk Was— 
pofi. This is true: 

^ n d rhi^ you might haue heard of hecrc, by me. 

Or by fome other. 

lack. More particulars 
Muft iuftifie my knowledge. 

Pofi. So they muft. 

Or doc your Honour injury. 

Ucb. The Chimney 

Is South the Chamber, and the Chimncy-peecc 
Chafte Dian, bathing : neuer faw I figures 
So likely to report themfelues; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dtmibe, outwent her. 

Motion,end Breath left out© 

Pofi. This is a thing 

Which you might from Relation likewife reape. 

Beings as ir. is, much fpekeof. 

Jack. rheRoofe o’th’Chamber, 

With golden Cherubim is fretted. Her Andirons 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Siiuer, each on one foote (landing, nicely 
Depending on their Brands. 

Pofi +This is her Honor : 

Let it be granted you haue feene all this (and praife 
Be giuen to ybur remembrance) the defeription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faucs 
The wager you haue laid. 
lack. Then if you can 

Be pale, I begge but lcaue to ayre this Iewcll: Sec, 

And now ’tis vp againc: it muft be married 
To that your Diamond, He keepe them. 

Pofi . loue .- 

Once more let me behold it: Is it chac 
Which I left with her? 

lacb. Sir (I thanke her)that 
She ftript it from her Arme : I fee her yec: 

Her pretty Aftion, did out-fell her guife, 

And yet enrich'd it too: (lie gauc it me, 

And laid, (lie priz’d it once. 

Pofi. May be> flic pluck’d it off 
To fend it me. 

Inch. She writes fo to you ? doth (bee f 

Pofi. Ono,no,no,’tis true. Hccre, take this too, 

It is a Bafiliske vnto mine eye, 

Killes me to looke on*t: Let there be no Honor, 

Where there is Beauty: Truth>whcrefemblance: Loue, 
Where there’s another man. The Vowes of Women, 

Of no more bondage be, to where they are made. 

Then they arc to their Vertucs,which is nothing: 
O,aboue meafure faife. 

Phil. Haue patience Sir, 

And take your Ring againe/tis not yet wonne t 
It may be probable flic loft it; or - 


Who knowes ifone her women, being corrupted 
Hath ftolne it from her, 

Pofi . Very true. 

And fo I hope hccamcby’tibackemy King, 

Render to me fome corporall figne about her 
More euident then this: for this was ftolne, 
lack. By Jupiter, I had it from her Arme. 

Pofi . Hcarkcyou,hcfweares: bylupiterhc fweares. 
’Tjstrue, nay keepe the Ring; 'tis true :I am fure 
She would not loofe it :her Attendants are 
All fwornc,and honourable j they induc’d toflealeit? 
And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enioy’d her, 

1 The Cognilancc of her incontinencie 
! Is this: (lie hath bought thename of Whore,thus dcerly 
! There, take thy hyre, and all the Fiends of Hell 
: Diuidc thcmfelues betweene you. 

Phil. Sir, be patient: 

Thisis not ftrong enough to be belecu’d 
Of one per (Waded well of. 

Pofi. Neuer tolkcon’c: 

She hath bin coked by him. 

Iach t Ifyotsfeeke 

For further fatisfying, vnder her Breaft 
(Worthy her prefting) lyes a Mole, right proud • 

Ofthat mofl delicate Lodging. By my life 
I kift it, and it gaue me prefent hunger 
Tofeedcagaine, chough full. You do remember 
This ftaincvpon her? 

Pofi. I, and it doth confirme 
Another ftainc, as bigge as Hell can hold. 

Were there no more but it. 

Jack. Will you heare more? 

Pofi. Spare your Aiechmaticke, 

Neuer count the Turnes: Once, and a Million# 
lack. Ilebc fworne. 

Pofi. Nofwearing: 

ifyou will i weare you haue not done't, you lye, 

And I will kill thee, if thou do’ft deny 
Thou ft made me Cuckold•< 
lacb , lie deny nothing. 

Pofi. O that I had her hcere,to teare her Limb»nieale:} 
I will go there 3nd doo’t, i’th’Court,before 
Her Father, lledofomething. Sxit. 

Phil t Quite bclides 

The gouernment of Patience. You haue wonne : 

Let's follow him, and peruert the prefent wrath 
He hath againft himfelfc. 

Inch. With all my heart. Exettnt. 

Enter Pofi burnt** 

Pofi. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Muft be halfe-workers? We are all Baftards, 

And that moft venerable man, which I 
Did call my Father, was, I know not where 
When I was ftampt. Some Coyner with his Tooles 
Made me a counterfeit: yet my Mother fcem*d 
The Dim of that time: fo doth my Wife 
The Non-pareill ofthis. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance! 

Me of tny lawfull pteafure (he reftrain’d, 

And pray’d me oft forbearance: didit with 
A pudencie fo Rofte, the fweet view on’c 
Might well haue warm'd olde Saturn* $ 

That I thought her 

As Chafte, as vn-Sunn'd Snow. Oh,all the Diuels!' 

This yellow Jachimo in an houre, was't not ? ] 

aaa: Or I 
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Or leffe; at firft i Perchance he fpoke not,buc 
Like a full Acorn’d Boare,a Iarmen on, 

Cry’de oh, and mounted; found no oppofition 
But what he look’d for, fhould oppoic, and fhe 
Should from encounter guard. Could I findc out 
The Womans part in me, for there's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but 1 affirme 
It is the Womans part: be it Lying, note it. 

The womans : Flatter ing, hers; Dccciuing, hers: 
Luft,andrankc thoughts,hers,hers : Rcuengcs hers: 
Ambitions, Couetings, change of Prides, Difdaine, 
Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability; 

All Faults that name, nay, that Hell knowes, 

Why hers, in part, or ail: but rather all For cuen to Vice 
They are not conftant, but arechanging ftill; 

One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Not halfe fo old as that. He write againft them, 

Deteft them, curfc them: yet’tis greater Skill 
In a true Hate, to pray they haue their will: 

| The very Diuels cannot plague them better. Exit. 


Actus Ter tins. ScenaTrima . 


Snttr in State,Cymbeline i Queene.Clotten, and Lords at 
one doore, and at another , Cams } Lucius ± 
and Attendants. 

Cym. Now fay, what would Augujhts Cafar with vs? 
hue. When hditu C<tfar (whofe remembrance yet 
Liues in mens eyes, and will to Eares and Tongues 
Be Theame, and hearing cuer)was in this Britain, 

And Conquer’d it, CaJJtbulan thine Vnklc 
(Famous in Cafars prayfes, no whit leffe 
Then in his Feats deferuing it) for him. 

And his Succeffion, granted Rome a Tribute, 

Yeerely three thoufand pounds; which(by thce)lately 
Is Ieftvntendcr’d. ■ 

And tokill themeruaile, 

Shall be fo euer.' 

Clot . There be many Cafars , 

Ercfuch another Iultus : Britamc’s a world 
By it fclfe, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our ownc Nofcs. 

SH*. Thac opportunity 

Which then they had to take from’s, to refume 
Wehaucagaine. Remember Sir, my Liege, 

The Ki ngs your Anceftors, together with 
The naturall brauery of your Ifle, which Bands 
As'Ncptunes Parke, ribb’d, and pal’d in 
With Oakes vnskaleable, and roaring Waters, 

With Sands that will not bcare your Enemies Bootes, 

But fucke them vp to’th’Top- maft. A kinc.e ofConqucft 
Cafar made hcere, but made not heere his bragge 
Of Came, and Saw, and Ouer-came: with fliamej 
(The firft that euer touch’d him) he was carried 
From off our Coaft, twice beaten : and his Shipping 
(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas 
Like Eggc-fhels mou’d vpon their Surges, crack’d 
As eafily’gainft bur Rockes. For ioy whereof. 

The fam’d Cajfibulan, who was once at point 
(Oh giglet Fortune) to mafter Cafars Sword, 

Made Luds. 7 ovene with reioycing-Fires bright. 



Stem Secunda. 


Enter Pifanio reading of a Letter, 

Pif. How? of Adultery ?• Wherefore writeyounot 

What Mongers her accufc ? Leenatut .* 

Oh Mafter, what a ftrange infection 



And Britaincs ftrut with Courage. 

Clot. Con.c, there’s no mote Tribute to b 

Kingdome is ftronger then it was at that { i m J; Pa ’ d: °u 
faid; there is no mo fuch Cafars .other ofrU ' 3ntl ( J s 
crook’d Nofcs, but to owe luch flraite Arm ni 1)31 
Cym . Son, let your Mother end, ei > n oi)e. 
Clot. We haue yet many among vs can 

as Cajfibttlan, 1 doc not fay I am one: but ! P’ peas h ard 
Why Tribute? Why Ihould we pay Tribute^Tf t ' an<J ’ 
can hide the Sun from vs with a Blanket,or 
in his pocket,we will pay him Tribute for jL„. ,? 0on 
no more Tribute pray you now. ® nt ’ e ' c Sir, 

Cym. You muff know. 

Till the injurious Romans, did extort 

ThisTribute from vs, we were free. Ca/L< a .. 

Which lwcll’d fo much, that it did almoft , {10lj > 
The Tides o’rh’WorId,againftall colour heere"" 

Did put the yoake vpon’s; which to (hake off' 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Our fclues to be, we do. Say then to Cafar 
Our Anceftor was that Aiulmutius, which * 

Ordain’d our Lawcs, whofe vfe the Sword ofC.fi. 
Hath too much mangled; whofe repavre and c: 

Shall (by the power we hold) be our g^od deed* 11 ^ 

J" Rome u be ' h " r ?n madeowl avVf 

Who was the firft of Britaine, which did put ** 

His browes within a golden Crowne,and call'd 
Himfelfc a King. 

Luc. I cm lorry Cymbdine, 

That 1 am-to pronounce Auguftus f*far 
{Cafar, that hath moe Kings his Seruants.thcn ' 

Thy fclfe Dojnefticke Officers) thine Enemy j 
Receyue it from roe then, Waxre, and Confulion 
In Cafars name pronounce I ’gainft thee: Looke 
For fury, not to be refilled. Thusdefide, 

I thankethec for my fclfe. 

Cym. Thou art welcome Caius, 

I hy Cafar Knighted me; my youth I fpenc 
Much vnder him; ofhiro, I gather’d Honour, 

Which he, to feeke ofme againe, perforce, 

Behooucs me keepe at vtterance. I ampeifctSI, 

That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their-Libcrties are now in Armes : aPrefidcnt 
Which not to rcadc, would fhew the Britaincs cold: 

So Cafar (hall not finde them. 

Luc, Letproofefpcake. 

Clot. His Maicfty biddes you welcome. Make pa. 
ftiroc with vs, a day, or two. or longer : if you feck vsaf 
rewards in other tearmes, you (hall finde vs in our Salt. 
water'Girdle: if you Deate vs out of it, it is yours: if you 
tall in the aduenture, our Crowes (hall fare the betterfoi 
you : and rhere’sau end. 

Luc, So fir. 

Cym. I know your Mafters pleafure,and he mine: 

All the Rcmainc, is welcome. Extant. 
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jsfalncinto thy earc? What falfe Italian, 

(As poyfoaoustongu*d*shanded)hath prcuailM 
On thy too * cac ty hearing ? Difloyall ? No. 

She ? s punifh’d for her Truth; and vndergoes 
More Godde(Te-like,then Wite-likc; luch A (Faults 
^s would take in fome Vertue. Oh my Mafter, 

Jby mind to her,is now as lowe,as were 

Thy Fortunes. How?That I fhould murtherh^r, 

Vpon the Loue,and Truth,and Vowcs;which I 
Haue made to thy command ? I her i Her blood ? 
]fitbefo,to do good fcruicc,neoer 
Let me be counted fcruiceable. How looke I, 

That I fhould feeme to lacke humanity, 

So much as this Fadt comes to f Doo’t :iThc Letter* 

'fbat l haue fent hereby her oxvne command. 

Shall vine thee offlortunitte. Oh damn’d paper, 

BUcke 35 the Inks that’s on thee: fenfeieffe bauble, 

Art thou a Fcedaric for this A<ft; and look’d 
So Virgin-like without ? Loe here fhe comes. 

Enter Imogen* 

I am ignorant in wha: I am commanded. 

Imo. How now Pifanio} 

pif Madam,heere is a Letter from my Lord. 

Imo . Whojthy Lord ? That is my Lord Leonattn ? 
Ol^learn’d indeed were tha: Aftronomer 
That knew the Starres,a$ I his Characters, 

Heel’d lay the Future open. You good Gods, 

Let what ishcere contain’d,rellilh of Loue, 

Of my Lords healthjO-f his content: yet not 
That we rwo are afunder, let that grieuc him; 

Some griefes arc medcinablc.that is one ofthew. 

For it doth phyficke Loue,ofhis concent, 

All but in th3t. Good Wax,thy leaue : bleft be 
You Bees th3t make chefe Lockes of countaile. Loucrs, 
And men in dangerous Bondcs pray not alike. 

Though Forfey touvs you caft in prifor,vet 

You clafpe young Cupid; Tables: goou NewcsGods. 

I tAfice and your Fathers wrath ( fhould he take me in hU 
Domimon)couldnot befe crueHto me,as you ; (oh the dee- 
resl of Crexttires)would cuen renew me mthyour eyes < Take 
notice that / am in Cambria at Milford-Hauen : what jour 
owns Louc y mil out ofthis aduife yore, follow. So he withes you 
allhappinefjejhat remames loyall to his Vow,andyour encrca- 
fwgin Lotte, Leonarus Poftbumus . 

Oh for a Horfc with wings: Hear’ft thou Pifanio ? 

He is at Milford-Hauen: Read,and tell me 
HowfarreYis thither. If one of mcane affaires 
May plod it in a weeke,why may not I 
Glide thither in a day? Then tru € Pifanio, 

Whoiong’ft like me,tofeechy Lord; wholong’ft 
(Oh let mebate)but not like me: yet long’ft 
But in a fainter kindc. Oh not like me: 

For mine’s beyond,beyond : fay,and ipeake tlgicke 
(Loues Couofailor fhould fill the bores of hearing, 
To’th’fmothcring of the Senfe)how farreit is 
To this fame bletTsd Milford. And by’th’way 
Tell me how Wales was made lo happy,as | 
Tinheritefuch aHauen. But firft of all, 

Howwcimay fteale from hence: and for the gap 
That we fliall make in Time, from our hence-going, 
And our recurne, to excufe: but firft, how ger hcn^c. 
Why fhould excufe be borne or ere begot ? 

Wcclc talke of that heereafeer. Pry thee fpeake. 

How many ftore of Miles may we well rid 


Twixc ho*re,and houre? 

Pif One fcorc’twixt Sun,and SutHi^ 

Madanfs enough for you: and too much too, 

Imo. Why,one chat rode to’sExcutionMan ? 

Could neucr go fo flow; I haue heard ot Riding wagers, 
Where Horfes haue bis nimbler then the Sands 
That run i’th’Clocksl^halie^ But this is Foolrie, 

Go,bid my Woman faigne a SickncfTc,fay 
She le home to h* Father; and prouide me prefendy 
A Riding Suit: No coftlicr then wouldlfit 
A Franklins Hufwife, 

Tift. Madam,you’rc beft confider. 

Imo. I fee before me(Man) nor heere,not heere; 

Nor whatenfues but haue a Fog in them 
That I cannot looke through. Away, I prythce. 

Do as I bid thee: There’s no more to fa y: 

Acceffible is none but Milford way. Exeunt. 


Seem Tertia. 


Enter 2 ?elar ins ,Gaideritts Aruiragist. 

Bel. A goodly day.notto licepeboufe with fuch, 
WhofeRoofc’s ajlowe asours: Slecpc Boyes,this gate 
Inftru£b you how c’adorethe Heauens; and bowesyou 
To a morning* holy office. TheGatcs of Monarches 
Arc Arch’d fohigh,that Giants may iet through 
1 And keepe their impious Turbondson,withouc 
Good morrow to the Sun. Hade thou faire Heauen, 

We houle i’th’Rockc,yct vie thee not fo hardly 
As prouder liuers do. 

(J uid. Haile Heauen. 

Aruir. Haile Heauen. 

Bela. Now for our Mountaine fport, vp to yend hill 
Your kgges are yong: lie tread thefe Flats. Confider, 
When you abcue pcrceiuc me like*a Crow, 

That it is Place, which leffen’s.and let* oft, 

Ar,d you may then reuolue what Tale*,I haue told you. 

Of Courts.of Princes; of the T rick* in W arre. 

This Seruice,is not Seruice; fo being done. 

But being fo allowed. To apprehend thus, 

Drawcs vs a profit from all things we fee; 

And often to our comfort, {hall we finde 
The (harded-Beetle,in a fafer hold 
Then is the full-wing’d Eagle. Oh this life. 

Is Nobler,then attending for a checke; 

Richer/nen doing nothing for a Baber 
Prouder, then ruftling in vnpayd-for Silke J 
Such gaine the Cap of him,that makes him fine. 

Yet kcepcs his Booke vneros’d: no life to ours. | 

< 7 «/.Ont of your proofe you fpeak:we poore vnfledg’d 
Haue neuer wing’d from view o’th’neft; nor knowes not 
What Ayre’s from home. Hap’ly this life is beft, 

(If quiet life be beft)fweetcr to you 

That haue afharper knownc. Well correfponding 

With your ftiffe Age; but vnto Vs, it is 

A Cell oflgnorance : trauailing abed, 

A Prifon,or a Debtor,that not dares 
Toftride alimit. 

Ami. What fhould we fpwkc of 
When we are old as you? When we (hall heare 
The Raine and winde beate darke December ? How 
In this our pinching Caue,fhall we difeourfe 

aaa 5 The 
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^ be freezing Injures away ? We haue feene nothin o 
Weare beaftiyj lubcJe as the Fox forptey, 

Like warlike a i the Wolfe, for vyba'c we eare ; 

Our Valour is to chace^h«,ffjrciCage 
We make a Quire, as dptbchc prifon’d Bird, 

And fing our Bondage &ee!^. 

Bel. How you fpcake* 

Did you but know ViHies, 

And felt them knowingly: flic Art o’ti^Coiirt, 

As hard to lcauej^ps kcepc; whole top to clinibe 
Is certaine falling : or fo fiipp'rv, that 
The feare’s as bad as failing! The toyle o’th’Warre, 

1 A paine that oncly feennes to feeke out danger 
I’ch’name of Fame^andjdonor, which dyes i’th'fearcb. 
And hath as ofc a fland’rous Epitaph, 

A s Record of fairc Adt. Nay, many times' 

Doth *11 deferue,bydping well: what’s worfc 
Mufl curt’fie at theCcnfure. OhBoyes, thisStoric 
The World may readeinme: My bodies mark'd 
With Roman Swords; and my report, was once 
Firft, with the beft ot Note. f'ymbetine icu’d me, 

And when a Souldier was the Thcame, my name 
Was not farre off: then was I as a Tree 
Whole boughes did bend with fruit. But in one night, 
A Stormc, or Robbery (cal! it what you will) 

Shookc downe my mellow hangings : nay my Leaucs, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Cut. Vncertaiae fauour. 

'Bel. My fault being nothing (as I haue coldyou oft) 
But that .two Viilaines, whofe falfe Oathes preoayl'd 
Before my perfect Honor, fvyorc to Cymbehne , 

1 was Confederate with the Romanes: fo 
Followed my Baniffuneor, and this tweutyyeeres. 

This Rockc,and thefe Detnefnes, haue bene my World, 
Where I haue liu’d at boneft fi ccdome, payed 
More pious debts to Hcauen, then in all 
The fore-end of my time. But, vp to. tl.’Mountaines, 
This is ndtHunters Language j he thot-ftrikes 
Tlie Venifon firft,ftiaji be the Lord </tK’.Fcaft, 

To him the other two fhali minifter, 
j^Aad we will feare no peyfou, which attends 
; In place of greater Srate; 

He mcetc you jn the Vallcyes. Sxemt. 

| How hard it is to hide the iparkes of Nature? 

| Thefe Boyes know little they are Sonnes to’ch'King, 

Nor Cjmbeline dreames that they are ahue. 

'They thinke they are mine. 

And though train’d vp thus meanely 
fl’th’Caue, whereon the Rowe their thoughts do hit. 

The Roofes of Palaces* japei Nature prompts them 
J In fimplc andJovvc things, to Rrince it, much 
■Beyond the tricke of others, f bis Paladottr , 

The l)eyreo{;Q't»^Av<? ai;d B.rjta.ine v whc> 
j he King hi l rather eid V&GHtderius . Ioue, 

When oamy.thfc^pt-^ple I fit, and tell 
The warltktfcfcacs ! hahedone,his fpirits flyeout 
Jnco my Story : fay thus miqc Enemy fell, 

:Ann d>u$ J.fct f my foote 9n^,necke s euen then 
The Piinccly blood fiowes inhj$ Checke,he fweats, 
Suaines bisyong Ncrues, artdputshirofelfe in pofturc 
;rhat a&5 my words. The yonger Brother Cadwall, 

Once ^ruiragus, in as like a figure 
Stnkcslite into my fp_cec'!)».ana fhewes much more 
His owne^oneqyujng. H<a.rke t theGame is rows'd, 

Oh Cywbeline and my Confidence knovves 
Thcu didd ft vniuftiy banj/ft me ; whereon 


At three, and two yeeres oldTTrtdTft^^ 
Thinking to barre thee of Succt ffibn as “ cs > 

Thou reft* me of my Lands. EunphiL 
1 nou was’t their Nurfe, they took thee for rk • 

And euery day do honor to her graue:~ h * lr ™°die; 
My lelfc Belarus*, that am Mergan call’d 
They take for Naturall Father. The Game is 

V P* Exit. 


Scena Quarta . 


Enter Pifanio and Imogen. 

Thou told’ft me when vveca < e fro hot* - < 

Was ntereac hand : Ne’re long’d my Mother, ,yplsce 
Tof,c o,efirrt „ n,aoe„o» ™ 

Where is Pofthumta t What is in thy mind * 

1 hat makes thee Rare thus ? Wherefore h™-,!, t 
From th’mward of thee ? One, but painted thus ^ figh 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex’d 
Beyond iclfe-expiication. Put thy feife 
Into a hauiour ofleffe fcare, ere wildni (fe 

Vanquifhmy ftayde, Senfcs. WhatY the matter? 

Why tender ft thou that Paper to mc,w Jt h 
A lookc vntender ? If c be Summer Newes 
Smile coo’t before : if Winterly, thou need’ft 
Butkeepethatcount’nanceftil. MyHu,band.ha Q< J? 
That Drug-damn d Italy, hath out-ciafoed him, 

Ai d nee s at iocne hard point. Speakcman rUT 
May take off feme extreamitie, which to reade 7 ^ 
vv oiiid be euen mortall tome. 

Ptf. Picafeyou reade, 

Ana you ftiall finde me (wretched man) a thine 
The muiidifdain’d ofForcune. 


__ Imogen reade;. 

T hath p/aide the Strumpet 

Bed.- the Teft internes whereof, lyes bleedingin me.I liU 
notoutofwe.keSurmfts, but from proof; of ft rone 13 
greefe and at certain^ lerpellmy Reuenge. That part ftl\ 
( ™»(t Me for me,tft hj Faith be net tainted mth the 

b 'etch efbers ; let thine owne hands take mat her life • IM 
gtuet hee opportunity at Milford Haiten. She hath my letter 
fr thepurpofe-, were, if thoufeare toftrrke, and to make met 
certaine u is done , thou art the Pander to her d,/honour ad 

equally to ynedfayall. 1 1 

P/f ■ W hat fhal! I need to draw my Sword,thePaper 
Hath cut her throat alreadie ? No, 'tis Slander, 

Whole edge is ftiarper then the S word,who(e tongue 
Ouc-venomes all the Wormc* of Nyle, whofe breach 
Kideson the porting wmdes,and doth belye 
Ad corners of the World. Kings,Queenes,and States, 
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Graue 
f ms viperous flander enters. What checre.Madam? 

Imo. Fat le to his Bed ? What is it to befalfe ? 

To lye in watch there, and to thinkeon him? 

To wcepe’twixt clock and clock?Iffleep charge Nature. 
To brenkeir with a fearful! dreameofhim 
And cry my feife awake ? That’s falfe to’s bed ? Is it ? 
Ptfa. Alas good Lady # 

lmo ' } klfe • Thy Confidence v/hneffcilachimo, 
ou didd ft accufe him ofjncontmencie, 
ou t ^ cn look’dft like a Villaine: now, me thitikes 

Thy 
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Thy fauours good enough. Some lay of Italy 
(Whofe mother was her painting) hath betraid him : 
poore I am ftale, a Garment out of fafhion, 

And for I am richer then to hang by th’walles, 

I n^uft beript: Topeeces with me : OH ! 

Mens Vowes arc womens Traitors. All good teeming 
By thy reuolt (oh Husband) fhaii be thought 
put on for Villainy ; not borne where c grower 
But wornc a B)ite for Ladie? # 

Pip(* Good Madam,hcaie me. 

Imo. True honeft men being heard,Iikc falfe *s£ne<Uy v 
Were ini)is time thought falfe; and Synods weeping 
Did fcandall many a holy teare: tookc piety 
From mo ft true wrctchcdnefle. So thoia PP'ojthHmiu 
Wift lay the Lenuen on all proper men ; 

Goodly,and gallant, fhiU befalfe and periur’d 
From thy great fade : Come Feii'OvV, be thou honeft, 

Do thou thy Matters bidding. When thoufeeft him, 

A little witneffe my obedience. Locke 
I draw the Sword ttiy feife, take it, and hit 
The innocent Manfion of my Loue (my Heart:) 

Feare not, ’tis em|>cy of a!! things, but Grccfc: 

Thy Mafter is not there, who Was indeede 
The riches of it. Do his bidding, ftrike. 

Thou may ft be valiant inabetcercaufe; 

But now thou fecm’ft a Coward. 

PiJ. Hence vile Inftrurnenr, 

Thou flialt not darrine Vny hapd. 

Imo. V\' hy, I muft dye: 

And if I do not by thy hand, ebou'dfc 
NoSeruantof thyMafters. Againft Scllc-flaiightcr, 

There is a prohibition fo Diuine, 

That craucns my weake hand : Come.hcerc’s my heart: 
Something’s a-foot: Soft,fofc, wec’l no defence. 

Obedient as the Scabbard. Whacishecre, 

TheSctiptures orrhe Loyall Lconattts, 

All turn’d to HTerefie ? A\V3y 3 away 
Corrupters of niy Faith, you ftiall no more 
Be Stomachers to my heart: thus rnav poore Fooles 
Beieeue falfeTeachcrs: Though thole that arc betraid 
Dofeele theTreafon fhirpely, yet the Traitor 
Stands id worfe cafe of woe. And thou Pojlfamw^ 

That didd’ft fet vp my difobediencc ’gainft the King 
My Father, and makes me put into contempt the iuites 
Of Pfiriccly PeiloWci) fhalc hcereafcei finde 
It is no a&e of commcTi psffage, but 
A ftraine of Rarenefte: and I creeuc my feife. 

To thinke, when thou fhalc'bc dlfcdg’d by her. 

That now thou tyreft on, how thy memory 
Will then be pang’d by me. Prythce difpatch, 

The Lambc entreats the Butcher. Wher’s thy knife? 

Thou art too flow to do thy Mafters bidding 
When rdefireittoo. 

Pip. Oh gracious Lady : 

Since I rcceiu’d command to do this Bufinefie, 

I haue not flept one Winke. 

Imo. Doo't,and to bed then. 

Ptp. 11c wake mine ^yc-b^lles fifft. 

Imo. Wherefore then 

Didd’ft vndertake it ? Why haft thou abus’d 
So many Miles, with a pretence? This place ? 

Mine A dlion ? and thine owne ? Our Horfe^ labour ? 

Th e Time hunting thee ? The perturb'd Court 
For my being abfent ? whereuntol neuer 
Purpofe i cturne. Why haft thou gone fo farre 
To be vn-bent ? when thou haft 'cane thy ftand. 


. 11 

-;- 

V.* . . 


Th'clciTcd Deere before thee ? 

Pp. But to win time # * 

To loofe fo bad cmployroenc r jyB the which 
I haue confidet’d of a courfer good Ladie 
Heare me with patience. 

Imo . Taikethy tongue weary, fpcake: 

I haue heard I am a Slfrumpet, and mine care 
Therein falfe ftrooke, can take no greater wound, 

Nor tent, to boftome chat. But fpeakc. 

Pip. Then Madam, 

I thought you would not backe sgaine. 

Imo « Moft like, 

Bringing me heere to kill me. 

Pp\ Not fo neither: 

But if I were as wife, as honeft, then 
My purpofe would proue well: it cannot be, 

But that my Mafter is abus'd. Some Villaine, 

Land fingular in his Art, hath doncyou both 
This curled iniurie. 

Imo. Some Roman Curtezan.^ 

P/fa. No.onrnylife: 

He giue but notice you are dead, 3nd fend him 
Some bloody figne of it. For tis commanded 
I fhould do fo : you fholl bemift 3. Court, 

And that will well confirme it. 

Imo , Why good Pel!ow. 

What Uia.ll 1 do the while? Where bide? How line { 
Or in my life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband ? 

P.p. Ilyou’l backe to’th’Courc. 

Imo. No Conn, no Father, nor no more adoe 
With that bar ft), noble, Ample nothing: 

That Ciotfcn, whofe Loue-iuitc hath bene to me 
A-s tcarefull as a Siege. 

Pf. Ifnot at Court, , 

Then not in Britaine muff you bide. 

Imo. W here 1 hen. ? 

Hath Britaine all theSunne that ftiines? D^y ? Night? 
Are they not but in Britaine t rch’wotlds Volume 
Our Britaine leemcs as of it, but not in c: 

In a great Poole,aSwannes-ncft,prychee thinke 
There’s liucts out of Britaine. 

Pp. I am moft glad 

You thinke of other place : Th’Ambaffador, 

Lhcuu the Romane comes to Milford-Hauen 
Tomorrow. Now, ifyou could weare3 minde 
Darke, as your Fortune is, and but difguife 
That which t’appcare it feife, muff not yet be. 

But by felfc-dangcr,you ft^ould tread a courfe 
Pretty,and full of view : yea, happily, ncere 
The rcfidcncc of Pofthtirmis ; fo nie (at leaft) 

That though his A dions were not vifible, yec 
Report fhould render him hourely to your eare, 
Astruely as hemooues. 

Imo. Oh for foch meanes. 

Though pcrill co my modeftie^ not death on# 

I would aduVnturc. 

P/f. Well then, heere’s the point: 

You muff forget to be a Woman: change 
Command, into obedience. Feare,and Nicencffe 
(The Haadraaides of all Women, or more uuely 
Vdoman it pretty feife) into a waggifh courage* 

Ready in gybes, quicke-anfwer'd/a wcie,and 
As quarrellouf. as the Weazell: Nay, you rcuft 
Forget that rareft Trcafure of your Cheek e, 

Expofing it (but oh the harder heart, 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


Alacke no remedy ) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kiffing Titan: and forget 
Your labourlome and dainty Trimmes,wherein 
You made great Iuno angry. 

/jjm# Naybebrecfe? 

I fee into thy end, and am almoft 
A man already. 

Pif. Firft > make your fclfe but like one. 
Fore-thinking this. I haue already fit 
(Tis in my Cloake-bagge) Doublet,Hat,Hofe,all 
That anfwer to them; Would you in their feruing, 
(And with what imitation you car. borrow 
Fromyouth of fuch 3 fcafon) ’foreNoble Lucius 
Prefent your fclfe, defire his feruicc: tell him 
Wherein you’re happy; which will make him know, 
If that his head haue eare in Muficke, doubtleffe 
With icy he will imbraceyou: for hcc’s Honourable, 
And doubling that, mod holy. Your meancs abroad : 
You haue me rich, and I will neucr faile 
Beginning, nor fupplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 
The Gods will diet me with. Prytbee away. 

There’s more to be confidcr’d: but wee I cuen 
All thet good time will giuc vs. This attempt, 

I am Souldicr too, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, I pryrhee. 

Pif Well Madam, wc muft take a (bore tare well. 
Lead being mift, 1 be fufpe&ed of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miftris, 
Hcere is a boxe,I had it from the Queenc, 

What’s in*t is precious: If you are tick eat Sea, 
OrStomacke-qualm’d at Land, a Drammcofthis 
Will drtue away diftemper. To fome fhade, 

And fit you to your Manhood: may the Gods 
Dire# you to the beft. 

Imo # Amen : I thanke thee. % Exeunt . 


Scena Ouinta. 


Enter Cymbrltnt, Queene t Cloten , Lucius } 
and Lords. 

Cym. Thus fatre^nd fofarewell. 

Lhc. ThankcsjHoyall Sir: 

My Emperor hath wrote,! muft from hence, 

And «m right forty, that I muft report ye 
My Mailers Enemy. 

Cym. OurSubiecfts (Sir) 

Will not endure his yoake; and for our fclfe 
To fliew IclTc Soueraignty then they, mull needs 
Appeare vn-Kingtike. 

Luc. So Sir: I dehreofyou 
A Conducloucr Land.ro Milford-Hauen. 

Madam, all ioy befa]lyourGrace,and you. 

Cym. fJiy Lords,you are appointed for that Office : 
Thedue ofHohor, in no point omit : 

So farewell Noble Lucius . 

Luc. Yourhand.my Lord. 1 

Clot. Receiue it friendly: but from this time forth 
I wcarc it as your Enemy, 

Luc. Sir, the Euent 

syet to name the winder. Fare you well. 

Cym. Leaue not the worthy Lucius ,good my Lords 
Till he haue croft the Seuern. Happines. Exit Lucius tfc 


aursvs 
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Htgocshenceftowijl^Tb^rj^ 

That we haue giuen him caufe. ° 

Clot. ’Tis all the better. 

Your valiant Britaines haue their willies in it 
Cym. Luctus hath wrote already tothpP™ 
Howitgoeshecre. ItHtsys therefore ripely P ' r ° r 
Our Chariots,and our Horfemen be in reading 

The Powrei chat he already hath in Gallia Ct 

Will foone be drawne to hcad/rom whence k. 
HiswarrcforBnraine. ® 0u es 

Qu. ' Tis not fleepy bufinefle. 

But muft be look’d too fpeedily.and ftrongjy, 

Cym. Our expe&ation that it would be thus 
Hath made vs forward. But my gentle Qu een . 
Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear'd* 
Before the Roman, nor to vs hath tender’d 
The duty of the day. She looke vs like 
A thing more made of malice, then of duty, 

We haue noted it. Call her before vs, f or * 

Wc haue bcene too flight in fiiffcrance. 

Qu. RoyallSir, 

Since the exile of Poftbttmsu, moft retyr’d 
) Hath her life bin: the Cure whereof, my Lord, 

Tis time muft do. Befeech yourMaiefty, 

Forbeare fharpe fpecches to her. Shec’s a Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are ftrokc* ' 

And ftrokes death to her. 

Enter a Meffeuger. 

Cym. Where is fne Sir ?How ^ 

Can her contempt be anfwer’d ? 

Mef. PleafeyouSir, 

Her Chambers are all lock’d, and there’s no anfwer 
That will be giuen to’th’lowd ofnoifc.wc make. 

Qu. My Lord, when laft I went to vifit her, 

She pray’d me to cxcufe her keeping dofe. 

Whereto conftrain’d by her infirmitie, 

She fhould that dutie leaue vnpaide to you 
W Inch dayly fhe was bound to proffer: this 
She wifh’d me to make kno wne: but our great Court 
Made me too blame in memofy. 

Cym. Herdooreslock’d? 

Not leeneoflare? Grant Hcaucns, that which I 
Feare,prouefa!fe. £ A . i( 

Qu. Sonne.l l^y,follow the King. 

Clot. That man of hers, Tsfanh, her old Seruant 
I haue not lerne thefc two dayes. Exit 

Qu. Go, looke after: 

Psfamo, thou that ft and’ft fo for Voflbumus, 

He hath a Drugge of mine : I pray, his abfencc 
Proceed by (wallowing that. For he belceues 
It is a thing moft precious. B uc for her, 

Where is (he gone? Haply difpaire hath feiz’d her: 

O r wing’d with feruour of her loue, (he’s flo wne 
To her defir’d Pofthumus : gone lhc is, 

To death, or to difhonor, and my end 
Can make good vfe of either. Shee being downe, 

I haue the placing oftheBrittilhCrowne. 

Enter Cloten. 

How now, my Sonne ? * 

Clot. ’Tis certaine Ihe is fled; 

Go in and cheere the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 

Qu. All the better j may 

This night fore-flail him of the^omoning day. Exit Qy. 

Cl». I loue, arvd hate her: for fhe’s Faire and Royall, 
And that (he hath all courtly parts mote exquifice 


The Tragedie of Qimbeline. 


585 


Then Lady, Ladies, Woman, from euery one 
The beft fhe hath, and fhe of all compounded 
Out-felles them all. I loue her therefore, but 
Difdaining me, and throwing Fauotirson 
The low PoflbunntS) danders fo her judgement, 

That what’s clfc rare,“is dnbak’d : and in that point 
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeede, 

Jobe reueng’d vponher. Fdi i 3 whenFoo!esfhalI— 
Enter Vtfan to. 

Who is heere? What, are you packing firrah? 

Come hither: Ah you precious pandar, Villainc, 

Where is thy Lady t In a woid, orcllc 
Thou art firaigbtway with the Fiends. 

Pif Oh, good rnv Lord# 

Clo . Whereis thy Lady ? Or,by Iupiier, 

I wiH not aske againe. Cioie Villaine, 
lie haue this Secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to findfc ii. Is fhe with Poflhwnus ? 

From whofe lb many weights of bafenefle, cannot 
A dram of worth be drawne. 

Pif. Alas,nay Lord, 

How can (he be with him ? When was fhe mHVd ? 
Hc']«in*Ronie. 

Clot . Where is (heSir? Come ncercr: 

No farther hairing : fatisfiemehomc. 

What is become of her ? 

Pif Oh, my all-worthy Lord. 

Clo. All-worthy Villaine, 

Difcouer where thy Miftris is, at once. 

At the next word; no more of worthy Lord: 

Speake, or thy filence on the inftant, is 
Thy condemnation, and thy death# 

Pif Then Sir: 

This Paper is the hiftorie of my knowledge 
Touching her flight# 

Clo . Let's fee’t: I will purfue her 
Euen to jiuguflu* Throne. 

Pif. Or this, or perifh. 

She's farre enough, and what helearnes by this, 

May proue his traucll, not her danger. 

(flo. Humh. 

Vif He write to my Lord ftie’sdead : Oh Imogen y 
Safe mayft thou wander, fafe rcturne agen. 

Clot. Sirra, is this Letter true ? 

Pif. Sir 3 as I thinke# 

Clot . It isP^/y^whandjIknow’t. Sirtah, if thou 
would'fi not be a Villain, but do me true feruice: vnder. 
go thole I employments wherinl fhould haue caule to vfc 
thee with a ferious induftry, that is, what villainy foere I 
bid thee do to performed, direftlyand truely, I would 
thinke thee an honeft man : thou fliould’ft neither want 
my mcanes for thy rclcefc, normy voyccfor thy prefer¬ 
ment. 

Pif. Well 5 rny good Lord. 

Clot. Wile thou fcruemec? For fince patiently and 
conftantly thou haft ftucke to the bare Fortune of that 
Beggcr Pofihumusf thou canft not in the courfe of grati¬ 
tude, but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou lerue 
nice? 

Pif Sir, I will. 

Clo. Giuemecthy hand, heere^smy purfe. Haft any 
of thy late Mafters Garments in thy po(fe(Tion? 

Pi fin* I haue (my Lord) at my Lodging, the fame 
Suite he wore, when he tooke leaue of my Ladie & Mi- 
ftreffe. 

Ch. The firft feruice thou doft mee, fetch that Suite 


hither, let it be chy firft feruice, go# 

Pif I (hall my Lord. Exit. 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Hauen: (I forgot to aske 
him one thing, lie remember’t anon:) euenthefe, thou 
villaine Poflbumut will I kill thee. 1 would thefe Gar¬ 
ments were come. She iaide vpon a time (the bitternefie 
of it, I now belch from my heart) that fhee held the very 
Garment of Poftbumus y in more refpetft, then my Noble 
andnaturall perion; together with the adornement of 
my Qualities. With that Suite vpon my backe wil I ra- 
uifhher: firft kill him,and in her eyes; there (hall (he fee 
my valour, which wjl then be a torment to hir contempt. 
He on the ground, my fpcech of infultnent ended on his 
dead bodie,and when my Luft hath dined (which, as I 
fay, to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathcs that {lie fo 
prais'd:)to the Court lie knock her backe,foot her home 
againe. She hath defpis’d nice reioyciogly, and He bee 
merry in my Reuengc. 

Enter Pifavio . 

Bethofe the Garments? 

P if I ,my Noble Lord* 

(flo. How long is't fince flic went to Milford-Hauen? 

Pif She can fcarfe be there yet. 

Clo . Bring this Apparrell to my Chamber, that is 
the fecond thing that I haue commanded thee. The third 
is, that thou wilt be a voluntaric Mute to my defigne. Be 
but durious, and true preferment ihall tender it felfe to 
thee. My Reuenge is now at Milford,would I bad wings 
to follow it. Come^nd be true. Sxjt 

Pif. Thou bid’ft me to my Ioffe : for true to thee, 
Were to prouc falfe, which 1 will neuer bee 
To him that is moft true. To Milford go. 

And findc not her,whom thou purfueft. Flow,flow 
You Heauenly bleflings on her: This Fooles fpeede 
Be croft with (lowneffe; Labour be his meede* Exit 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Imogen alone- 
Imo . I fee a mans life is a tedious one* 

I haue tyr'd my fclfe: and for two nights together 
Haue made the ground my bed. I fhould be ficke. 

But that, my refolution helpes me; Milford, 

When from the Mountaine top, Pifanio fbew’d thcc, 
Thou was’c within a kenne. Oh loue, I thinke 
Foundations flye the wretched: fuch I meane, 

W here they fhould be releeu’d. TwoBeggcrs toldmc, 
I could not miffe my way. Will pocre Folkcs lyc 
That haue AffluSflons on them, knowing 'tis 
A punifhment, or Triall ? Yes; no wonder. 

When Rich-ones fcarfe tell true. TolapfcinFulncfle 
Is forcr, then to lye for Neede: and Falfhood 
Is worfe in Kings, then Beggers. My dcerc Lord, 

Thou arc one o'th’falfe Ones: Now I thinke on thec^ 

My hunger’s gone; but eucn before, I was 
At point to finke, for Food. But what is this? 

Hecre is a path coo’c; ’tis fome fauage hold: 

I were beft not call; I dare not call: yet Famine 
Ere clcanc it o’re-throw Nature, makes it valiant. 
Plentie,and Peace breeds Cowards • Hardncffc cuct 
OfHardineffe is Mother. Hoa? who’s hecrc? 

If any thing that’s ci«ill, fpeake: if fauage. 

Take, 
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Take, or lend. Hoa? No anfwer? Then lie enter. 

Bell draw my Sword ; and ifmine Enemy 

But feare the Sword like mc,hee’I fcarfely looke on’t. 

SuchaFoe,goodHcauens. Exit. 


Seem Soptima. 


Enter Belarius fSttideyitu, and Aruiragtu. 

Bel . You Volt dore hauc prou'd beft Woodman, and 
Are Mailer ot the Feait: Cadwall, and I 
Will play the Cooke, and Seruant, *tis our match: 

The lwcat of induftry would dry, and dye 
But for the end it workes too. Come,our ftomackcs 
Will make what’s homely, fauoury : Wearinefle 
Can fnore vpon the Flint, when reftic Sloth 
Findes the Downc-pillow hard. Now peace be heere, 
Poore houfe, that keep’ll thy felfe. 

Gtti. I am throughly weary. 

Art*i. I am weake with toyle,yet llrong in appetite. 
Gut. There is cold meat i’ch’Caue, wc'l brouz on that 
Whil’ft whac we hauc kill’d, be Cook’d. 

Bel. Stay, come not in: 

But that it cates our vidluallcs, I fhould thinkc 
Heere were a Faiery. 

Gui. What’s the matter, Sir ? 

Bel. By Iupiter an Angcil: or if nor 
An earthly Paragon. Behold Diuincneffe 
No elder then a Boy. 

Enter Imogen. 

Into. Good mailers harme me not: 

Before I enter’d heere, I call’d,and thought 
To haue begg’d.or bought,what I haue tookrgood troth 
I haue lldlne nought,uor would not,though I had found 
Goldftrew’di’th’Floore. Hecre’s money for my Mcatc, 
I would haue left it on the Boord, fo foone 
As 1 had made my Mealc; and parted 
With Pray’rs for the Prouider. 

Gui. Money ? Youth. 

tAru. All Gold and Siluer rather turne to durt. 

As ’tis no better reckon'd, but of thofe 
Who worfhip durty Gods, 

Into. I fee you’re angry: 

Know, ifyou kill rnc for my fault, I fhould 
Haue dyed, had I not made it. 

Bel. Whether bound ? 

Imo. ToMilford-Hauen. 

"Bel. What’s your name? 

Imo. Fidcle Sir: 1 haue a Kinfman, who 
Is bound for Italy; he embark'd at Milford, 

To whom being going, almolf fpent with hunger, 

13m falne in this offence. 

"Bel. Prythce (Taircyouth) 

Thinkc vs no Churles: nor tneafure our good mindcs 
By this rude place wc hue in. Well encounter’d, 

Tis almolf night, you lhall haue better cheete 
Ere you depart; and chankes to Bay,and eate it: . 

Boycs, bid him welcome. 

Gui. Were you a woman, youth, 

I fhould woo Hard, but be your Groomc in honclly: 

I bid for you, as I do buy. 

Arui. He make’t my Comfort' 

He is a man, lie loue him as my Brother: 

And fuch a welcome as I’ld giue to him 


(After long abfence) fuch is yours. -■ 

Be fpnghrly, for you fall mongft ; 

Imo. Mongft Friends ? 

If Brothers: would it had bin l’o, that they 
Had bin my Fathers Sonnes, then had my 
Bm leffe, and lo moreequall ballaftina r 
To thee Pofthamu. 0 

Bel. He wrings at fome diflreffe. 

Gui. Would I could free r. 

Arui. Or I, what ere it be, 

What paine it coft, what danger: Gods’ 

Bel. HcarkcBoyes. 

Imo. Great men 

That had a Court no bigger then this Caue 
That did attend themfelues, and had the vertue 
Which theirowneConfcience feal'd them : ! ayin u 

That nothing-guife of differing Multitudes “ ^ 

Could not out-pecre thefe iwaine. Pardon me Gods 
l id change my iexe to be Companion with them * 

Syice Leon at ns falfe. * 

Bel. Jtfhall befo: 

Boycs wce’l godreffcourHunt. Faire youth come in- 
/ Uiicourfc is hcauy, fafting: when we h3ue fupp’d * 
Wee’l mannerly demand thee of thy Story, 

So farre as thou wile fpeake ir. 

Gui* Pray draw neere. 

•Ami. The Night co-th*Owle, 

And Morne to th'Larkc leffe welcome. 

Imo. Thankca Sir, 

Arui. I pray draw neere. 


Seem OBaua. 


Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes. 
l.Sen. This is the tenor ofthe Emperors Writ* 
That fince the common men are now in Action * 
Gainff the Pannonians,and Dalmatians, 

And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 
Full weake ta vndcrcake our Warres againft 
Thefalne-offBritaincs, that wc doincite 
The Gentry to this bufinefle. He creates 
Lucius Pro-ConiuJI: and to you the Tribunes 
i For this immediate Leuy, he commands 
HisabioluteCommiffion. Long hue Cafar. 

Tri. Is Lucitu Generali ofthe Forces ? 

2 -Sen. 1, 

Tri. Remaining now in Gallia? 
l.Sen. With thofe Legions 
Which I hauc fpoke of whereunto your leuie 
Mutt be fupplianc; the words ofyour Comroilfion 
Will tye you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their difpatch. 

Tri. We will difeharge our duty. Exeunt 

_ 

oA3us Quartus. Scena Trima. 

Enter Clotten alone. 

Clot . I am neere to’th’place where they fhould meet, 
if Pifanio haue mapp’d it truely. Ho w fit his Garments 
feme me? Why fhould Ins Miftri* who was made by him 
-* thai 




| | 1 1 I I I I I I I I I I I I I I 1 I I I 1 I 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 

801 101 901. SOI WH COL ZOL IQl OOt 66 86 46 96 S6 W 06 26 16 06 68 88 18 98 S8 W 08 28 18 08 61 81 LL 9 L SI frl 01 2 L U 01 69 89 



19 99 S9 W 09 29 !9 09 6S 8S IS 9S SS PS 0S 2S IQ OS 6fr 



TJLZZL - gL ’ VST T EL-TEL ' 




‘The ^Trage die of Cymbeline. 


that made the Taylor, not be fit too? The rather (fauing 
reucrence ofthe Word ) for’tis faide a Womans fitnelfe 
comes by fits: therein I mutt play the Workman, I dare 
fpeake it to my felfe, for it is not Vainglorie fora man, 
and his GlalTe, to confer in his owne Chamberjl meanc, 
the Lines of my body arc as well drawne as his; no leffe 
young, more Wrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be¬ 
yond him in the aduantage of the time, aboue him in 
Birth, alike conuerfant in gcnerall feruices, and more re- 
markeable in fingleoppofitions; yet this imperfeuerant 
Thing loues him in my defpighc. What Morcalitic is? 
Pojlbumus, thy head (which now is growing vppon thy 
{boulders) (hall within this houre be off, thy Miftris in- 
forced, thy Garments cur to peeces before thy face: and 
all this done, fpurne her home to her Father, who may 
(happily)bc a little angry for my fo rough vfage: but my 
Mother hauing power of his teftinefle, fball turne all in¬ 
to ray commendations. My Horfeis tyed vp fafe, out 
Sword, and to a fore purpofe : Fortune put them into my 
hand: This is the very defeription oftheir meeting place 
and the Fellow dares not deceiue me. Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Belarim fiuideritu ^Aruiragtu ,and 
Imogen from the Caue. 

Bel. You are not well f Remaine heere in the Caue, 
Wec’l come to you after Hunting. 

Arui. Brother, ftay heere: 

Are we not Brothers ? 

Imo. So man and man fhould be. 

But Clay and Clay, differs in dignitie, 

Whofe duft is both alike. I am very ficke, 

Gtti. Go you to Hunting,Ilcabidcwith him. 

Imo. So ficke I am not, yet I am not well: 

But trot fo Citizen a wanton, as 
To feeme to dye, ere ficke: So pleafe you, leauc me, 
Sticke to your Iournal! courfc: the breach of Cuftome, 
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society, is no comfort 
To one not fociable: I am not very ficke. 

Since I can reafon of it: pray you truft me heere, 
lie rob none but my felfe, and let me dye 
Stealing fo poorely. 

Gui. I loue thee: I haue fpoke it,’ 

How much the quantity, the waight as much, 

As I do loue my Father. 

Bel, What?How?how? 

Arui. If it be finne to fay fo (Sir) I yoake mee 
In my good Brothers fault: I know not why 
I loue this youth, and I hauc heard you fay, 

Loue’s reafon’s,withoutreafon. The Becre at doorc. 
And a demand who is’t fliall dye, l’ld fay^ 

My Father, not this youth. 

Bel. Oh noble ftraine ’ 

O worthineffe of Nature, breed of Greatnefic! 
“Cowards father Cowards ,& Bafe things Syre Bace; 
“Nature hath Meale, and Bran ; Contempt, and Grace. 
True not their Father, yet who this fhould bee. 

Doth myracle it felfe, lou’d before mee. 

Tis the ninth houre o’cb’Mornc. 

Arui. Brother, farewell. 


Imo. Iwifhyefport. 
virus. You health.. 


-So pleafe you Sir 




/ mo. Thefe a re kinde Creatures. 

Gods, what lyes I haue heard : 

Our Courtiers fay, all’s fauage, but at Court; 
Experience, oh thou difproou’ft Report. 

Th’emperious Seas breeds Monfters; for the Difh, 
Poore Tributary Riuers, as fweet Fifh : 

I am ficke Hill, heart-ficke; Pifanio , 
lie now tafte ofthy Drugge; 

Gui. I could not ftirre him: 

Hefaid he was gentle, but vnfortunate; 

Difhoncftly affliefed, but yet honeft. 

Arui. Thus did he aufwcr me: yet faid heereafeer, 

I might know more. 

Bel. To’th’Field.to’th’Field: 

Wee’l leaue you for this time, goin,anc?icft 
Arui . Wee’l not be long away. 

Bet. Pray be not ficke. 

For you mutt be our Hufwife. 

Imo. Wei!,or ill, 

I am bound to you. Exit. 

Bel. And fhal’t be euer. 

This youth, how ere diftreft,appearcs he hath had 
Good Anceffors. 

Arui. How Angell-likehefings? 

Gui. Bui hisneateCookcrie } 

Arui. He cut our Rootcs inCharra&ers, 

And fawc’ft our Btothes, as Ittno had bin ficke. 

And he her D ieter. 

Arui, Nobly he yoakes 
A finding, with a figh; as if the fighe 
Was that it was, for not being fuch a Smile: 

The Smile, mocking the Sigh, thacit would flye 
From fodiuine a Temple, to commix 
With windes, that Saylors raiie at. 

Gui. I do note. 

That greefe and patience rooted in them both. 

Mingle their fpurres together, 

Arui. Grow patient. 

And let the ftinking Elder (Greefe) vntwine 
His perifhing roote, with the encreafing Vine. 

Bel. It is great morning. Come away. Who’s there? 
Enter Cloten. 

Clo. I cannot finde thofe Runnagates, that Villaine 
Hath mock’d me. I am faint. 

Bel. Thofe Runnagates ? 

Meancs he not vs ? I partly know him, ’tia’ 

Cloten , the Sonne o’ch’Qucene. I feare fome Ambufh: 

I faw him not thefe many yeares, and yet 
I know ’cishc: We arc held asOuc-Lawes: Hence. 

Gui. He is but one: you, and my Brother fearch 
What Companies are neere; pray you away. 

Let me alone with him. 

Clot. Soft, what arc you 
That flye me thus ? Some villainc-Mountainers? 

I haue heard of fuch. What Slaue art thou? 

Gui. A thing; 

More flauifli did I ne’re, thenanfwering 
A Slaue without a knocke. 

Clot. Thou art a Robber, 

A Law-breaker, a Villaine: yeeld theeThecfei 

Gui. To who? to thee ? What art thou ? Haue not Ii 
An arme as biggeas thine r A heart,as bigge: 

Thy words I grant are bigger: for I weare not 
My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art: 
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Why I (hould yecld to thee? 

C/tff. Thou Villaine bafe, 

Knovv'ftmenotbymy Cloathei? 

Gui. No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcall: 

Who is thy Grandfather ? He made thofc cloathes. 
Which (asit feemes) make thee. 

Clo. Thou precious Varlet, 

My Taylor made them not. 

Gui. Hence then, and thanke 
The man that gauc them thee. Thou art fotlifc Fodle, 

I am loath to beate thee. 

Cist. ThouinitiriousTheefe, 

Heare but my name, and tremble. 

Cut. What’* thy name t 

Clo. Cloten, thou Villaine. 

gut. P oteH > l hou double Villaine be thy name, 

I cannot tremble at it, were it Toad,or Adder, Spider, 

’ Twould moue me fooner. 

Clot. To thy further fearc, 

Nay, to thy meere Confufion, thou (Halt know 
I am Sonne to’rh’Quecne. 

Gui. I am forry for’t: not feeming 
So worthy as thy Birth. 
pot. Art not afeard ? 

gut. Thofc that I teuercnce, thofc I fearc : the Wife: 
At Fooles I laugh : not feare them. 

Clot. Dye the death : 

When I haueflaine thee with my proper hand, 
lie follow thofc that euen now fled hence: 

And on the Gates of Luds-7owne let your heads: 

Yecld Rufticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exeunt. 

Enter Belaritu and Aruiragui, 

Bel. No Companie’s abroad ? 

Arui, None in the world: you did miftake him fure. 
Bel. I cannot tell: Long is it fince I faw him. 

But Time hath nothing blurr’dthofe lines of Fauour 
Which then he wore: the fnatches in his voice. 

And burft of fpeaking were as his: I am abfolute 
*Twas very Cloten. 

Arui. In this place wc left them; 

I wifh my Brother make good time with him. 

You fay he is fo fell. 

Bel. Being fcai fe made vp, 

I meane to man; he had noc apprehenfion 
Of roaring terrors: For defeft of iudgement 
Is oft the caufe of Feare. 

Enter Guidtrius. 

But fee thy Brother. 

Gui. This Cloten was a Foole, an empty purfe, 

There was no money in’t: Not Hercules 
Could haue knock’d out his Braincs, for he had none; 
Yet I not doing this, the Foole had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

'Bel. What haft thou done ? 

Gut. 1 am perfeff what: cut off one Clotens head, 
Sonne to the Qnecnc (after bis owne report) 

Who call’d me fraicor, Mountaineer, and fwore 
With his owne (ingle hand heel’d take vs in, 

Di fplace our head s, w here (thanks the Gods) they grow 
And let them on Luds-Towne. 

“Bel. We are all vndonc. 

Gui. Wby,worthy Father,what haue we to loofe. 
But that he fwore to take, our Liues ? the Law 
Proteus m t vs, then why (Hould we be tender. 

To let an arrogant peece of flefh threat vs ? 

Play Iudge, and Executioner, all himfelfe ? 



For we do feare the Law. Whatcon^T 
D ifeouer you abroad ? ‘ 1 

*BcL Nofinglcfoule 
Can we fet eye on: but in all fafe reafon 
He muft bauc fomc Attendants. Thoosh hi. u 

Was nothing but mutation, I, and that 6 ion °* 

from one bad thing to worfc: Not Frenzie 
Not abfolute madnefle could fo farre haue rau'd 
To bring hina heere alone: although perhaps 
It may be heard at Court, that fuch as wee^ 

Caue heere, hunt heere, are Ouc-Iawes, and in ‘ 

May make fome ftrongcr head, the which he h^ 6 
(As it is like him) mighc breake out, and nn S» 

Heel’d fetch vs in, yet is’t not probable C 
To come alone, either he fo vndercaking. 

Or they fo fuffering: then on good ground w , f . 

Ifwe do feare this Body hath a taile fsar< » 

More perillous then the head. 

Arui. LetOrd’nance 
Come as the Gods fore-fay it: howfocre 
My Brother hath done well. 

Bel. Ihadnomindc 

To hunt this day: The Boy Ftdeles fickencffe 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gui. With his owne Sword, 

Which he did waue againft my throat, I haue tane 
His head from him: lie throw’c into the Creekc 
Behinde our Rocke, and let it to the Sea, 

And tell theFHHes, hec’s the Queenes Sonne Clot « 

Tl *"’sall Ircake. Exit. 1 

Bel. I feare ’twill be reueng’d: 

Would (Polidore) thou had’ft not done’t: thoueh vaW, 
Becomes thee well enough, ® 1 

Arui. Would I haef flone’t: 

So the Reuenge alone purfu’dc me: Polidore 
I loue thee brotherly, but enuy much 
Thou haft robb’d me of this deed: I would Reuenge* 
Thatpoffible ftrength might meet,wold feck vs through 
And put vs to our anfwer. 6 

Bel. Well,’tis done: 

Wce l hunt no more to day, nor feeke for danger j 
Where there’s no profit. Iprythee to our Rocke, 

You and Fidele play the Cookes: lie flay 
Till bafty Polidore returnc, and bring hina 
To dinner prcfently. 

Arui. Poore fickc Fidele. 

He willingly to him, to gaine his colour, 

Il’d let a parifii of fuch Clotens blood. 

And praife my felfe for charity. Exit. 

Bel. Oh thouGoddeffe, 

Thou diuine Nature; thou thy felfe thou blazon’d 
In thefe two Princely Boyes: they are as gentle 
AsZephires blowing below the Violet, 

Not wagging his fwcet head; and yet,as rough 
(Their Royall blood enchaf’d) as the rud’ft winde, 

1 hat by the top doth take the Mountaine Pine, 

And makehimftoopetoth’Vale. ’Tis wonder 
That an iRuifible inftin&fhould frame them 
To Royalty vnlearn’d, Honor vntaught, 

Ciuility not feene from other: valour 
That wildely growes in them, but y eclds a crop 
As ific had beene fow’d: yet ftill it’s ftrange 
What Clotens being heere to v* portends. 

Or what his death will bring vs. 

Enter Guiderttu. 

Cut. Where’s my Brother? 


I haue fene Clotens Clot-po le downe the ftreame, 

Jn Einbiffie to his Mother; his Bodie’shoftage * 

For his return* t Solemn JHu/ick, 

Bel , My ingenuous Inftrument, 

(Hearke Polidore) it founds: but what occafion 
Hath Cadwal now to giue it motion ? Hearke, 

Gui. Is he at Home? 

Bel. He went hence euen now. 

Gui. What does he meane ? 

Since death of my decr’ft Mother 
It did not (peakc before. All foiemne things 
Should anfwer foiemne Accidents. The matter ? 
Ttiumphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes, 

Is iollity for Apes, and greefc for Boyes. 

Is Cadwad mad ? 

Enter Aruiragus, with Imogen dead, hearing 
her tn his Armes. 

Bel. Looke, heere he comes, 

And brings the dire occafion in bis Armes 
Of what we blame him for. 

Arui . The Bird is dead 
That we haue made fo much on. I had rather 
Haue skipt from fixteene yearcs of Ag , to fixty : 

To haue turn’d my leaping time into a Crutch, 

Then haue feene this. 

Cut. Oh fwceceft, fayreft Lilly : 

My Brother weares thee not the one balfe fo well. 

As when thou grew’ft thy lclfe. 

Bel. Oh Melancholly, 

Who euer yet could found thy bottome? Finde 
The Ooze,to (hew what Coaft thy fluggilH care 
Might’ft eafileft harbour in. Thou blefled thing, 
loue knowes what man thou might’tt haue made: but I, 
Thou dycd’ft a moll rare Boy, oQMelanchoJly. 

How found you him ? 

Arui. Starkc,as you fee : 

Thus finding, as fome Fly had tickled (lumber. 

Not a*deatns dart being laugh’d at: his right Checks 
Repofing on a CuCbion. 

Gui. Where? 

Arui. O’ch’floore: 

His armes thus leagu’d, I thought he flcpt.and put 
My elowted Brogues from off my feete, whofc rudeneffe 
Anfwer’d my fteps too lowd. 

Gui. Why,he but fleepes: 

If he be gone, hec’l make hisGraue, a Bed: 

With female Fay ties will his Tombc be haunted. 

And Wormes will not come to thee. 

Arui, With fayreft Flowers 
Whil’ft Sommer lafts, and I liue heere, Fidele, 
lie fweeten thy fad grauc: thou (halt not iacke 
The Flower that’s like thy face. Pale-Pnmrofe, nor 
Theazur’d Hare-bell,like thy Veincs: no,nor 
Theleafe ofEglancine, whom nor to (lander, 
Out-fweetned not thy breath: theRaddockc would 
With Charitable bill (Oh bill fore (haming 1 
Thofc rich-left-heyrcs, that let their Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this. 

Yea, and furt’d Moffe bcfidcs. When Flowrcs arc none 
To winter-ground thy Coarfe———. 

Gui, Prythee haue done. 

And do not play in Wencb-like words with that 
Which is fo ferious. Let v* bury him, 

And not protraft with admiration,what 
’snowduedebt. To’th’grauc. 

Arui. Say,where fliall’s lay him ? 


l Fhe Fragedieof Cymbeline. 




Cut. By good Furtphtle, our Mother. 

Arui. Bec’t fo: 

And let vs (Polidore) though now our voycc* 

Haue got the mannifli cracke, fing him to’th’ground 
As once to our Mother: vie like note, and words. 

Saue that Eurifhile, muft be Fidele. 
gut. CadsvaS, 

I cannot fing: lie wcepe,and wbrd it with tbee; 

For Notes of forrow, out of tunc.arc worfe 
Then Priefts, and Phanes that lye. 

Arui. Wec’l fpeake it then. 

Bel. Great greefes I fee med’eine the lefle: For Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a Queenes Sonnr,Boyes, 

And though he came our Enemy,remember 

He was paid for that: though meane,and mighty rotting 

Together haue one duft, yet Reuerence 

(That Angcll of the world) doth make diflineftion 

Ofplacc eweene high,and low. Our Foe was Princely- 

And though you tooke his life, as being our Foe. 

Yet bury him,as a Prince. 

Gui. Pray you fetch him hither, 

7 herfites body is as good as At ax. 

When ney ther arc aliue. 

Arui. Ifyou'l go fetch him, 

Weel fay our Song the whil’ft: Brother begin. 

Gui. Nay Cadwall. wc muft lay his head to th’Eaft, 
My Father hath a reafon for’t. 

Arui. ’Tis true. 

Gui, Come on then,andremouehim, 

Arui. So, begin. 

SONG. 

Guid. Feare no more the heate oth'Sun t 
Nor the furious Winters rages. 

Thou thy worldly tas(hafi don. 

Home artgon.and tane thy wages. 

Golden Lads,and Gtries all mufi. 

As Chimncj-Sweepers come to duft. 

Arui. Fearenomore the frowned ttiGreat 
Thou art paft the Tirants firoake, 

Care no more to cloath and ease, 

To thee the Reede is as the Oake : 

The Scepter,Learning,Phjftcke muft. 

All follow this and come to duft. 

Guid. Feare no more the Lightningflajh. 

Arui. Nor th‘all-dreaded Thunderftone. 

Gui. Feare not Slander, Cenfttrerafh. 

Arui. Thou haft finifb d loy andmone. 

Both. All Loner syoung,all Louers muft, 
pnftgne to thee and come to duft, 

Guid. No Exorcifor harmethee, 

Arui. Nor no witch-craft charme thee* 

Guid. ghoft vnlaidforbeare tbee. 

Arui. Nothing tilcomeneere tine. 

Both. Quiet confumatton haue , 

And renowned be thygraue. 

Cuter Belaritu with the body of Cloten. 

Cui. We haue done our obfequies: 

Come by him downe. 

2?e/.Heere’s a few Flowres.but 'bout midnight more j 
The hearbes that haue on them cold dew o’th’night 
Are Brewings fit’ft for Graues: vpon tbeir Faces. 

You were as Flowres, now wither’d: euen fo 
Thefe Herbelets (hall,which we vpon you drew. 

Come on.away.aparc vpon our knees: 

The ground that gauc them firft, ha’s them againe s 
Their pleafures here are paft,fo arc their paine. Exeunt. 

b b b _ Imogen 
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The Tragedieof Cjmheline . 


Imogen awakes. 

Yes Sir, to Milford-Hauen, which is the way? 

I thanke you,: by yond bufb? pray how farre thecher f 
,’Ods jutt/kins; can it be fixe wile yet ? 

I haue gone all night: 'Faith,Lie lye downc r and fleepe. 
But Toft; no Bedfellow ? Qh Gods,and GoddcfTes/ 

Thefc Flowres are like the picafures of the World ; 

This bloody mao the care on’t. 1 hopel dreamc: 

For fo I thought 1 was a Caue-keeper, 

And Cooke to honeft Creatures. But tis not fo: 

'Twas but a bolt of nothing, fhot at nothing, 

Whi/rh the Braine makes of Fumes. Our very eyes,. 

Are ibmetime* like our Iudgements.blindc. Good faith 
1 tremble ftiii with feare: but if there be 
Yet left jn H.eauen, as fmall a drop of pittie 
As a Wrens eye; fear’d Gods, a part of it. 

The Dreame’s hecre flill: cuen when I wake it is 
Without me,as within me i not imagin’d,felt. 
Aheadlcffe man ? The Garments of Poflhumm ? 

1 know the lhape oPs Legge: this is his Hand: 

His Foote Mercuriall: his martial! Thigh 

The brawnes of Hercules : but his louiall face——— 

Murtherinheauen?How ?’cisgone. FiJamo ? 

All Curfes madded Hecuba gaue the Greekes, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee j thou 
Confpir’d with that Irregulous diuell Clot at, 

Hath hecre cut off my Lord. To write, and read, 

Be henceforrh treacherous. Damn’d Ttjanio, 

Hath with his forged Letters (damn’d Pfanto') 

From this mod braueft veffcll of the world 
Strooke themaine top l Oh P eft humus, alas. 

Where is thy head?where’s that? Aycme j where’s that ? 
Pifanio might haue kill’d thee at rhe heart. 

And left this head on. How fhould this be, Pifanio ? 

’Tis he, and Cloten :Malicc, and Lucre in them 
Haue laid this Woe hecre. Oh ’tis pregnant, pregnant! 
The Drugge he gaue me, which hec faid was precious 
And Cordiall to me, haue I not found it 
Murd’rous to’th’Senfes ? Thatconfirmcs it home; 

This is Pfanio'i deede, and C hteH : Oh • 

Giue colour to my pale cheekc with thy blood. 

That we thehorrider may fcetiie to thole 
Which chance to finde vs. Ob, my Lord J my Lord 1 
Enter Lucius t Captaines .and a Soothfajer. 

Cap. To them,the Legions garrifon’d in Gallia 
After your wil I, haue croft the Sea, attending 
You hecre at Milford-Hauen, with your Shippes • 

They are heere in readinefle. 

Luc. But what from Rome? 

Cap, The Senate hath flirr’d vp the Confinew, 

And Gentlemen of Italy, molt willing Spirits, 

That promife Noble Seruice: and they come 
Vnder the Condu6t of bold Uchimo , 

Sjcnna's Brother. 

Luc. When expert you them? 

Cap. With the next benefit o’ch’winde/ 

Luc. This forwardneffe 

Makes our hopes fa ire. Command our prefent numbers 
Be mufter’d : bid the Captaines looke too’t. Now Sir, 
What haue you dteatn’d of late of this warres purpofe. 

Sooth. Laft night,the very Gods fhew’d me a vifion 
(I faft,and pray’d for their Intelligence) thus: 

I faw Ioues Bird, the Roman Eagle wing’d 
From the fpungy South, to this part of the Weft, 

There vanifh’d in the Sun -beames,which portends 
(V nlcfle my finnes abufc my Diuination) 


,ii , _• 


Succeffc to th’Roman hoaft. 

Luc. Dreamc often fo," 

Andncuerfaffe. Softhoa,whattrunckeisheere > 
Without his top rTheruine fpeakes: that 
It was a wort hy building. How? a Page ? Ct ■ me . 

Or dead, or fleeping on him ? But dead rather • 

For Nature doth abhorre to make his bed 

With the defumft, or fleepe vpon the dead. 

Let’s fee the Boyes face. • i 

Cap. Hee’s aliue my Lord. 

Luc. Hec’l then inftruft vs of this body • V otm 
Informe ys of thy Fortunes, for it Teethes ® otle 

They craue to be demanded: who is this 
Thou mak’ft thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
That (otherwife then noble Nature did) 

Hath alter’d that good Pifturc? What‘$ thy i nt „ e A 
In this fad wracke? How came’t ? Who is’t? “ 
What art thou? 

Imo. I amnothing; orifnot, 

Nothing to be were better: This was my Mafter 
A very valiant Britaine, and a good, f 

That heere by Mountaineers lyes flaine: Alas 
There is no more fuch Matters : I may wander 
From Eaft to Occident, cry out for Seruice 
Try many, all good: ferue truly: neuer * 

Finde fuch another Mafter. 

Luc. ’Lacke,goodyouth: 

Thou mou'ft no lefle with thy complaining then 
Thy Maifter in bleeding: fay his name,good Friend. 

Imo, Richard du Champ : If I do lye,snd do 
No harme by it, though the Gods heare, I hope 
They’l pardon it. Say you Sir? 

Luc, Thy name ? 

Imo, Ft dele Sir. 

Luc. Thou doo’ftapproue thy felfe the very fame; 

Thy Name well fits thy Faith; thy Faic’n.thy Name: ' 
Wilt take thy chance with me? 2 will not fay 
Thou fhialt be fo well maftcr’d, but be fure 
No lefle bclou’d. The Romane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Confull to me, ftiouid not fooner 
Then thine owne worth preferre thee: Go with me. 

Imo. lie follow Sir. But firft.and t pleafe the Gods, 
He hide my Mafter from the Flies,as deepe 
As thefe poore Pickaxes can digge: and when 
With wild wood-leaues & weeds.I ha’ftrew’dhis graue 
And on it faid a Century of prayers 
(Such as I can)twice o’re, Jle weepe,and fighc, 

And leauing fo his feruicp/ollowyou, 

So pleafeyou entertainemcc. 

Luc. I good youth, 

And rather Father thee, then Mafter thee: My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught vs manly duties: Let vs 
Finde out the prettieft Daxied-Plot we can. 

And make hira with our Pikes and Partizans 
A Graue: Come, Arme him: Boy hee’s prefert’d 
By thee, to vs, and he fhall beinterr’d 
As Souldiers can. Be cheeiefull; wipe thine eyes, 
Some Falles are theanes the happier to arife. Exeunt 

Scena 7 ertia. 


Inter Cymhline,Lords } and Pfanin. 

Cym. Againe: and bring roc.word how ’tis with her, 
A Fcauour with the abfence of her Sonne; 
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The 7 ragedie of Cjmheline. 391 


A madnefle, ofwhich her life’s in danger : Heauens, 

Hovv deeply you ac once do touch me. Imogen, 

Thegrcacparcofmy comfort,gone; My Queene 

Vpon a defpera: e bed,and in a time 

When feavefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gonc^ 

Sonecdtull for this prelent rltftrikes 

The hope of comfort. But for thee,Fellow, 

Who needsmuft know other departure, and 

feeme lo ignorant, wee*l enforce it from thee 
By a fharpe Torture. 

Tif Sir, my life i* yours, 

I humbly fet it at your will: But for my Miftr is, 

I nothing know where {he remames: why gone, 

{slor when fhc mirpofes recurne. Bcfeech your Highncs^ 
Hold me your loyall Seruant. 

Lord. Good my Liege, 

The day th2t (lie was milling, he war heere; 
i dare be bound hce’s true, and (LaiJ performs 
All parts of his lubiediion loyally. For Cloten 9 
There wants no diligence in lecking him. 

And will no doubt be found, 

Cym> Thetimeistroub'eCome: 

Wee s l flip you for a feafon, but our lealoufe 
Do’s yet depend. 

Lord. Sopleafeyour Maiefly, 

ThcRomame Legions,all from Gallia drawne. 

Are landed on your Coaft 4 with a lupply 
OfRomaine Gentlemen, by the Senate fenr. 

Cym. Now for the Counfaile of my Son and Q^ccn, 
J am amaz’d with matter* 

Lord . Good my Lieg<% 

Your preparation can affront no lefle (ready: 

Then what you heare of. Come more, for more vouVc 
The want is>but to put thofc Powres in motion, 

That longtomoue. 

Cyme I thanke you : let’s withdraw 
And mecte the Time, as it kekes vs* We fcare not 
What can from Italy annoy vs, but 
Wegveeueac chances heere. Away. Exeunt 

Ptfa. I heard no Letter from my Mafler,Gnce 
I wrote him Imogen was flaine. Tis ftrange: 

Nor heare I from my Miftris, who did promife 
Toyecld me often tydirigs. Neither know I 
What is betide to Cloten , but remaine 
Pcrplcxtin all. The Heauens flill muflworkc : 

Wherein I amfalfe, Ism honeft : not true, to be true. 
Thefeprefenc warres (hall finde I loue my Country, 

Euen to the note o’tl/King, or He fall in them: 

All other doubts, by time let them be cleer’d. 

Fortune brings in fomc Boats^that are not fleer’d. Exit, 


Scena Quart a. 


'Bel. Sonnes, 

Wee’l higher to the Mountaines, there fecure v*. 

To the Kingsparty there’s no going: newneffe 
Of Clotens death (we being not knowne, not mufter’d 
Among the Bands) may dnuc vs to a render 
W here we haue liu’d; and fo extort fronts that 
Which we haue done, whole anfwer would be death 
Drawnc on with Torture. 

Gut, This is (Sir)a doubt 
In fuch a time, nothing becoinming you. 

Nor fatisfying vs. 

j4rui. It is not likely. 

That when they heare their Roman horfes neigh. 

Behold their quarter’d Fires; haue both their'eyes 
Avjid cares fo cloyd importantly as now. 

That they will wafte their time vpOn our note^ 

To know from whence we are. 

Bel. Oh,I am knowne 
Ofmany in the Army : Many ycercs 
(Though Cloten then but young) you fee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And befidcs, the King 
Hath not deferu'd iny Seruice, nor your Loucs, 

Who finde in my Exile, the want ofBreeding * 

The certainty of this heard life, aye hopeleffe 
To haue the courcefie your Cradle promis’d, ° 

But to be flill hot Summers Tanlings,and 
The fhrinking SJaues ofWinccr. 

Ghu Then be fo, . 

Better to ceafe to be. Pray Sir, to’th’Army ; 

J, and my Brother are not knowne; your felfe 
So out of thought, and thereto fo ore-grow ne^ 

Cannot be queflion’d. 

Avtii. By this Sunne chat flhines 
I!c thither: What thing is’t, that I neuer 
Did fee man dye, fcnrle euer look’d on blood. 

But that ofCoward Hares,liot Goats, and Vcnifon ? 
Neuer beflrid a.Horfefauc one, that had 
A Rider like my felfe, who ne're wore Rowell, 

Nor Iron on his heele 1 1 am aCham’d 
To looke vpon the holy Sunne, to haue 
T he benefit ofhis biefl Bcamcs,remaining 
So long a poore vnknowne. 

Gut By heauens lie go, 

Ifyou will bldlemeSir, and giuemeleaue, 
lie cake the better care: but if you will not. 

The hazard therefore due fall ontne,by 
The hands ofRomaines. 

Arm. So fay I, Amren. 

Bel. Norcafonl (finceofyour liuesyou fcc ,, 

So flight a valewacion) fliould referue 

My crack’d one to more care. Haue with you Boyes; 

If in your Country warres you chance to dye. 

That is my Bed roo (Lads)and there He lye. 

Lead,lend; the time feemslong, their blood thinks fcorn 
Till it flycouc,and fhew them Princes borne. Exeunt. 


Enter Bel&riws^Gmieriwgf? Aruirag&s. 

Gut . The noyfe ss round about vs. 

Bel. Let vs from it. 

Artti. What plea fure Sir,we finde in life, to loekt it 
From Adion,and Aducnture. 

Gui. Nay,what hope 

Haue we in hiding vs? This way the Romaines 
Muft or for Britaines flay vs or receiue vs 
For barbarous and vnnaturail Reuolts 
During their vfc,andflay vs after. 

:- - -- - 


Actus Quintus. ScenaTrima. 


Enter P oft humus alone. 

Poft. Yea bloody doch s lle keep thee :forIamwiflic 
Thou fhould’ft be colour’d thus. You married ones. 

If each of you fhould take this courfc, h<Sw many • ‘ 
Muft niurther Wiues much better then themfclues 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


For wrying but a little? O\?ptfanio t 
Eucry good Scruant do’s not all Commands: 

No Bond, but to do iuft ones. Gods, ifyou 
Should haue ‘cane vengeance on my faults, Ineuer 
Had liu’d to put on this: fo had youfaucd 
The noble Imogen^ to repent, and Brooke * 

Me (wretch) more worth your V engcancc. But alack e. 
You fnatch fome hence for Jittle faults; thars louc 
To haue them fall no more : you fome permit 
To fccond illes with iiles, each cider worfe. 

And make them dread it, to the dooers thrift. 

But Imogen is your owne, do your beft vvillcs, 

And make me bleft to obey. I am brought hither 
Among th’Jtalian Gentry, and to fight 
Againft my LadiesKingdome: ’Tis enough 
That (Rritaine) I haue kill’d thy Miflris: Peace, 

He giue no wound to thee: therefore good Heauens, 
Heare patiently my purpofe. lie difrobe me 
Oftbefe Icalian weedes, and fuicc my fclfc 
Asdo’s a Britaine]? ezzni :fo lie fight 
Againft the part I come with :fo He dye 
For thee (O Imogen ) euen for whoni my life 
Is euery brcath,a death : and thus, vnknownc, 

Pittied, nor hated, to the face of pcrill - 
My felfelfe dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, then my habits fhow. 

Gods,put theflrength o’chX^^' in me : 

To fhametheguizco’th’world, ! will begin. 

The fafhion leffc without, and more within- Exit* 


ScenaSecunda. 


Enter Lucius > lachimo,and the Romane Army at one doore : 
and the 'Britain? Army at another : Leonards Pofihumus 
following Itke a poore Sculdier. They march ouer 7 andgoe 
cut. Then enter againe in Skjrmifh lachimo and Potthu* 
mus : hevanquifbcth and difarmetb lachimo , and then 
leaues him. 

lac. The heauinefie and guilt within my bofome, 

T akes off my manhood : I haue belyed a Lady, 

The Princdfc of this Country; and the ayre on’c 
Reuengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 

A very drudge of Natures/hauc fgbdu’de me 
In my profdfion ? Knighthoods,and Honors borne 
As I weare mine)are titles but of fcorne. 

If that thy Gentry (Britaine ) go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes 
Is,that wc fcarfe are men, and you are Goddes. Exit. 

The Battaile continues , the Britaines fly ,Cymbe line is 
taken: 7 hen enter to his refeue , Bellarius, Guiderius , 
and Amiran us. 

c 

Bel. Stand, frand^we haue th’aduantagc of the ground, 
The Lane is guarded : Nothing rowts vs,but 
The viliany ofonr feares. 

Gui # Arm . Stand,ftand,land fight. 

Enter Poflhuimsi^andfcconds the Brit nines. They Refeue 
Cyfabeline, and Exeunt. 

Then enter Lucius , lachimo , and Imogen. 

Luc . Away boy from the Troopes,and faue thy felfe: 
For fripids kil frieiKls,and the diforder’s fuch 


As warre were hood-wink'd* 

lac. ’Tis their frefb fupplic*. 

Lae. It is a day turn’d ftrangely : orbetimes 
Lctsre-inforccjorfiy. ' 


£xeu> 


Seem 7 ertia. 


Enter Pcfihumtu, and a Britaine Lord 

% I did' thOU fr ° m WhCrC thcy macic tl,e ^nd ? 

Though you it feemes come from the Fliers ? 

lo f I did. 

Pofi. No blame be to you Sir/or all was loft 
But that the Heauens fought: the King himfelfe 
Of his wings deftitute, the Army broken. 

And but the backes of Britaines feene; all flying 
Through a ftrait Lane, the Enemy full-hearted^ 
Lolling the Tongue with flaught’ring: hauine woflte 
More plentiful!, then Tooles to doo’t: ftrooke doVne 
Some mortally, fome flightly touch’d, fome falling 
Meerely through feate,that the ftraitpafle was danim’d 
W ith dcadmen,tiurt bchinde,and Cowards liuiog 
To dye with length’ned fhame. ® 

Lo. Where was thisLane? 

Pofi. Clofeby the batteil,ditch’d, & wall’d with turph 
Which gaue aduantage to an ancient Soldiour 
(An honeft one I warrant) who deferu’d 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 

In doing this for’s Country. Athwart the Lane, 

He, with two ftriplings (Lads more like to run * 

The Country bafe, then to commit fuch flaughter. 
Withi faces fit for Maskcs, cr rather fayrer ° * 

Then thole forpreferuation cas’d, or fhame) 

Made good the paflage, cryed to thole that fled. 

Our Britaines hearts dye flying, not our men, 

To darknefle fleete foulcsthat iflye backwards; ftand 
Or\we are Romanes, and will giue you that 
Like beafts,which you ftiun beaftly, and may faue 
But to looke backc in frowne: Stand,ftand. Thefe three, 
Three thoufand confident, in adteas many: 

For three performers are the File, when all 
The reft dp nothing. With this word ftand,ftand. 
Accomodated by the Place; more Charming 
With their owne Noblcnefle, which could haue turn’d 
A Diftaffe, to a Lance, guilded pale lookes; 

Part fhame, part Ipirit renew’d, thac fome turn’d coward 
But by example (Oh a firme in Warre, 

Damn’d in the fir ft beginners) gan to looke 
The way that they did, and to grin like Lyon* 

Vpon the Pikes o'th’Hunsers. Then beganne 
A ftop i’th’Chafer; a Retyre: Anon 
A Rowt,confufion thick#: forthwith they flye 
Chicken&jthe way which they ft opt Eagles: Slaues 
The ftrides the Vidfors made: and now our Cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
The life o’th’need: hauing found the backe doore open 
Of the vnguarded hearts: heauens,how they wound* 
Some flaine before lome dying; fome their Friends 
Ore-borne i’th’former wauc,ten chac’d by one, 

Are now each one the flaughter-man of twenty: 
Thole that would dye, or ere refift, are growne 
The mortall bugs o’th’Field. 
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The Tragedie of Cymbeline. 




Lord . This was ftrange chance: 

A narrow Lane.an old man,and two Boycs. 

Po/l « N^y.do not wonder at it: you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hearc. 

Then to woikeany. W ill you Rime vpon’c. 

And vent it tor a Mock’rie ? Hcere is one: 

**T»o Bayes y an Oldman (twice a Boy)a Lane> 

<<preferu d the Britaines , was the Romanes bane. 

Lord. Nay,bc not angry Sir. 

Pofi'. Lacke,to what end ? 

Who dares not ftand his Foe, lie be his Friend : 

For if hee’l do, as he is made to doo, 

I know hee’i quickly flye my fricndfhip too. 

You haue put me into Rime. 

Lord. Farewell, you’re angry# Exit . 

Pop. Still going? This is a Lord : Oh Noble mifery 
Jo be fth’Fieldjand aske what newes of me: 

To day, how many would haue giuen their Honours 
To haue fau*d their Carkafles ? Tookcheele to doo^t. 
And yet dyed too, I,in mine owne woe charm’d 
Could not finde death, where I did heare him groanc. 
Nor feelc him where lie ftrooke. Being an vgly Monfter, 
’Tis ftrange he hides him in frefli Cups,foft Beds, 

Sweet words; or hath moe nainifters then wc 

That draw hiskniues fch’War. Well I will finde him : 

For being now a Fauourer to the Britaine, 

No more a Britaine, 1 haue refum’d againc 
The part I came in. Fight I will no more. 

But yecld me to the verieft Hindc, that (Ball 
Once touch my fhoulder. Great theflaughter if 
Heere made by’th'Romanc; great the Anfwer be 
Britainesmuft take. Fo? me, my Ranfomc’s death. 

On eyther fide I come to fpend my breath; 

Which ncyther heere lie keepc, norbeateagen, 

But end it by fome mcanes for Imogen. 

Enter two Capttunes,and Soldiers . 

1 Great Iupiter be prais’d, Lucius is taken, 

Tis thought the old man,and his fonnes, were Angels, 

2 There was a fourth man,in a filly habit, 

That gaue th’Affront with them, 

1 So‘tis reported : 

But none of’em can be found. Stand, who’s there ? 

Pofi , A Roman, 

Who had not now bcenc drooping hcere,if Seconds 
Had anfwcr’d him. 

2 Lay handsonhirn: aDogge, 

A legge of Rome (hall not retuinc to tell 

What Crdws haue peekt them here: he brags his feruice 

As if he were of note: bring him to’th’King. 

Enter Cymbeline > Be!ariuSyCt*iderius i AruiragusTifanio.and 
Romane Captives. The Captaines prefent Pofihumus to 
Cymbelinejwho deliuers.him over to a Gaoler # 


Scena Quarts. 


Enter Pofi hum in,and Gaoler. 

Gao. You (ball ivor now beftolne. 

You haue loekes vpon you: 

So graze, as you finde Pafture. 
t.Gao. I,or a ftomacke. 

Pofi. Moll welcome bondage; for thou art a way 
(t thinke) to liberty: yet am I better 
Then one that’s ficke o’th’Gowt, fince he had rather 


Groane fo in perpetuity, then be cur’d 
By’th’furePhyfitian,Death; who is the key 
T’ynbarre thefe Lockes.My Confcicnce,thou art fetter’d 
Mote then my (hanks,& wriftsiyou good Gods giue nie 
The penitent inftrument to picke that Bolt, 

Then free for eucr. Is’ienoughlam lorry? 

So Children temporal! Fathers do appeafe; 

Gods arc more full of mercy. Muft 1 repent^ 

I cannot do it better then in Gyucs, 

Defil’d,more then conftrain’d, tofatisfie j 

I fof my Frcedome ’tis the maine part, take 
No ftri£tcr render of me, then my All. 

I know you arc more clement then vilde men, 

Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 

A fixe, a tenth, 1 etting them thriuc againft 
On their abatement; that’s not my defire. 

Vorlmogent deere life, take mine, and though 
’Tis not fo deere, yee ’tis 3 life; you coyn’d it, 

’T weene man,and man,they waigh notcucry flampe; 
Though light, take Pceces for the figures fake, 

(You rather) mine being yours: ana fo great Powres 
Ifyou will take this Audir, take this life. 

And cancel! thefe cold Bonds. Oh Imogen, 
lie fpcake to thee in filehce. 

* 

Solemnc Mufic\e. £»ter(aii»anj4pparation)SiciRim Leo - 
nattu, Father to P«fihnmtu,an old man,attyred tike a rear- 
riour, leading in his hand an ancient Matron (his mfe t & 
Mother to Poslhumiu ) mtb Mu ficke before them. Then, 
after other Muficke,follow es the two young Ltonaii ( Eroi 
then to Foflhumiu) with wounds as they died in the warn. 
They circle Pofi hum tu round as he liesJleeping. 

Sicil. No more thou Thunder-Maftcr 
fhew thy fpight.on Mortall Flies: 

With Mars fall out with Iuno chide,that thy Adulteries 
Rates,and Reuenges, 

Hath my poore Boy done ought but wcl!,l 
whofe face I neuer faw : 

I dy’de whil’ft in the Wombe he ftaide, 
attending Natures Law. 

^Vhofc Father then (as men report, 
thou Orphanes Father art) 

ThoU“fhould’ft haue bin, and fheeldcd him, 
from this earth-vexing fmart. 

\JMoth. Lucina lent not me her ayde, 
but cooke me inmyThrowes, 

That from me was Pofibumus ripe, 

came crying ’mong’ft his Foes. 

A thing of pitty. 

Sicil. Great Nature like his Anceftrie, 
moulded the ftuffe fo faire: 

That he d. feru’d the praife o’th’Wofld,’ 
as grea t Siciltus hey rc. 
i .Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
in Britaine where was betf 
That could ftand vp hisparalell ? 

Or fruitfull obiedi bee? 

In eye »f Imogen , that beft could deeme 
his dignitie. 

Mo. With Marriage wherefore was he mptkt 
to be exil’d,and tbrowne 
From Leonati Seate, and caft from her,' 
his deereft one s 
Sweet e Imogen ? 

Sic. Why did you (ufFer Atcfewo,flight thing df Italy, I 
bbb 3 Tof 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


To taint his Nobler hart & brainc,with necdleffeieloufy, 

And to become the geeke and fcorne o'th’dthers vilany? 
z\Bro. For this, from {filler Seats we came, 
our Parents,and vs cwainc. 

That ftriking in our Countries catife, 
fell brauely,arid were flaine. 

Our Fealty ,& Tenant ins right,with Honor to maintaine. 
I Bro . Like hardimem Eofihunm* bath 
to Cymbdtne perform’d: 

Then Iupiter,^ King of Gods,why haft y thus adiourn’d 
The Graces for his Merits due,bcing all to dolors turn'd? 
Sictl. Thy Chriftnll window ope; looke, 
looke out, no longer cxercife 
Vpon a valiant Racc,thy harfh % and potent injuries : 
Moth. Since(Iupiter)our Son is good, 
take offhbmiferies. 

Sictl. Pccpethrough rhy Marble Manfion, helpe, 

I or we poorc Ghofts will cry 

To’th’fliining Synod of the rcft,ag3inff thy Deity, 

! Brothers. Helpe (Iupiter) oc wcappeale, 
and from thy iufticc flye. 

I Iupiter defiends in Thunder and Lightnings fitting vppon an 
Eagle, heethrowes a Thunder-bolt. 7heChoftesfill on 
their knees. 

Iupiter . No more you petty Spirits of Region low 
Offend our hearing :hufb’. How dare youGhpftes 
Accufe the Thunderer, whofe Bolt (you know) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coafts. 

Poore fliadowes ofElizium, hence, and reft 
Vpon your neucr-withcring bankes of Flowrcs. 

Be not with mortall accidents oppreft. 

No care of yours it is, you know ’tis ours, 

Whorabcft I loue,I croffe; to make my guife 
The more delay’d, delighted- Be content. 

Your low-laide Sonne, our Godhead will vplife: 

His Comforts thriue, his Trials well are fpent ; 

Our louiall Starrereign’d at his Birth, and in 
Our Temple was he married : Rife,and fade. 

He {hall be Lord of Lady i?mgcn y 
And happier much by Ins Affliction made. 

This Tablet lay vpon his Brcff,wherein 
Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine. 

And fo away; no farther with your dtnnc 
Exprcffe Impatience, ieaft you ftirre vp mine: 

Mount Eagle, to my Palace Chviftallinc. Afiends 
Sicit. He came in Thunder, his Celeftiall breath 
Was fulphurous to fmel!: the holy Eagle 
Stoop'd, as to fcote vs: his Afccnfion is 
More fwcec then our bleft Fields: his Royal 1 Bird 
Primes the immortall wing, and cloyes hisBeake, 

As whenhisGod is pleas’d* 

AIL Thankes Iupiter. 

• Sic. The MarblePauement clozes, he is enter’d 
His radiant Roofc : Away, 3nd to be bleft 
Let vs with care per forme his great benefl. Vanifh 

Peft. Slcepe, thou haft bin a Grandfire, and begot 
A Father to me : and thou tuft created 
A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh lcorne) j 

Gone, rhey wembence fo foone as they were borne: 

And fo I am awake, poorc Wrecches,that depend* 

On Greatnc fie, Fauour; Dreamc as I haue done. 

Wake,and finde nothing. But(alas) I Iweruc: 

Many Dreamc not to finde, neither deferue. 

And yet are (fcep’d in Fatiours ; fo am I 

That haue this Golden chance, and know not why: 

What Fay cries haum this ground ? A Bock?Oh rare one, 


tfe not, as is our tangled vy orld, aGarmcnt 
Nobler thetuhacit couers. Let thy effects 
So follow, to be moft vnlikoour Courtiers 
As good, as promile. 

Reades. 




out feeding Jinde , ana bee embrac'd byapeeccJ , 
Ajre: And when from a {latelyCedar [hall be loot U 
which being dead many yearcj.fhallafter teume be 
the old Stocke, andfrefhly grow, then {had PofihumT^i 
miferies } Brttaine be fortunate, andfl&unjh in Peace and Pi 


*Tis ftili a Dreamc: or clfc fucb ftuffe as Madmen 
Tongue, and brainc not: cither bother nothin® 

Or fenieleffe fpeaking.or a fpeaking fuch b ’ 
As fenfc cannot vneye. Be what it is. 

The A6tion of my life is like it, which He keepe 
If but for fimpathy. f 

Enter Cjaolcr. 

Gao. Come Sir, arc you ready for death? 

Pofl. Ouer-roafied rather: ready long ago. 

Gao. Hanging is the word. Sir, ifyou be^c readie 
} that, you are well Cook’d. 


Pofl. So if I prouc a good rcpafl to the Spcaators the 
difhpayesthc(hot. 5 

Gao. A hcauy reckoning for you Sir: But the comfort 
is you (hall be called to no more payments, fear no more 
TauerneBils, which arc often the fadneffe of parting, a5 
the procuring of mirth: you come in faint for want of 
meate, depait reeling with too much drinkc : forric that 
you haue payed too much, and forry that you are payed 
too much :Purfeand Braine. both empty; the Brain the 
heauier, for being too light; the Purfccoo light, being 
drawne of hcauinelfe. Oh,of this contradiction you (hall 
now be quic: Oh the charity of a penny Cord,itfummes 
vpthoufands inatrice: you haue no true Debitor, and 
Creditor but it : of what’s pafl, is, and to cotne, the dif- 
charge: your necke($is)is Pen, Booke,and Counters; fo 
the Acquittance followes. 

Pofl. I am merrier to dye,theca thou art to line. 

Gao. Indeed Sir.he that fleepes,feeles not theTooth- 
Ache: but a man that were to fleepeyour fleepe, and a 
Hangman to helpe him to bed, I think he would change 
places with his Officer: for, look you Sir,you knownot 
which way you (hall go. 

Pofl. Yes indeed do I, fellow. 

Gao. Your death has eye* in’s head then : Ihauenot 
ieenc him fo pictur’d : youmuft either bee direfted by 
fome that t ake vpon them t o know,or to take vpon your 
fdfethat which I am fure you do not know ;toriumptbe 
after-enquiry on your owneperill: and how you (hall 
fpeed in your iournics end, I thinkeyou’l neuer returnc 
to tell one. 

Pofl . I tell thee. Fellow, there are none want eyes,to 
direftthem the way! am going,but luchas winke, and 
will not vfe them. 


Gao. What an infinite mocke is this, that a man (hold 
haue the b eft vfe of eyes, to fee the way of blindncffe: I 
am fure hanging’s the way of winking! 

Enter a Afejfenger. 

TtJef. Knockeoffhis Manac!es,bringyourPrifonerto 

the King. 

Pofl. Thou bring’ft good newes, I am call’d to bee 
time free. 

Gao. Ilebehang’dthen. 

P°fl. Thou (halt be then freer then aGaolcrjno bolts 

for 
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for the dead, v&r 

Gao. Vnleffie a man would marry a Gailbvyes. & be'- 
get yong Gibbets, I neuer faw one fo probe : yet o.n my 
Confcience. frhece are'verier Knatjcs defire'tc tiud for all 
he be a Roman ; and there be fome of diem too ehat dye 
againft their vvilles; fo fhotddT, 1 if [ were one. 1*would! 
we were all of one minde,ard r>ue minde good: O there 
were deflation of Gaolers ant! GaJowfes : I ipcake a- 
gainft myprefentprofit.butmy wilhhath a preferment 
jn’t. £ ?f*ht. 


> Sccna Quinta. 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarizes^ GuideriuSy Arui - 
ragtu, P tfan island Lords * 

Cyrn. Stand by my fide you, whom the Gods hade made 
l?referuersofmy Throne: woe is my heaff. 

That thepooK’Souldicrthat forrehly folVghc, 

Whofe ragges, fliam’d gilded Arme8,whoTe'nakcii breft 
Stept^ before Targes of proofe, cannot be found ; 

He ill all be happy that can finde him,if 
Onr Grace can make him fo. 

! Bel . I neuer faw 

Such Noble fury in fopocre a Thing; 

Such precious deeds, in one that pronfift nought 
But beggery,and poore lookes* 

Cym . NotydingsoHum? 

fifa. He hath bin fcarch’d among the deadjSw lining,;. 

But no trace of him. 

Cym a To my greefe, I am 
Thcheyrcofhis Reward, which I will adde 
To you (the Liuer, Heartland Brainc of Britaine) 

By whom (1 grant) {he Hues. Tismowthc tinic 
To askc of whence you are. Pveporcir. 

Tel. Sir, 

In Cambria are w^aorne, and Gentlemen: 

Further to boaft, were ney ther true, nor modeft, 

Vnlcfle I adde, we are honeft. 

Cym . Bow your knees: 

Arife my Knights o’th’Battell, I create you 
Companions to our perfon, and will fit you 
With Dignities bccommingyour eftates. 

Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 

There’s bufinefle in thefc faces: why fo fadly 
Greet you our Victory ? you !ooke"likc Romanies, 

And not o'th’Court of Britaine. ? 

Corn . Hayle grcacKing, 

Tofowreyour happinefle, I muft report 
The Quceneisdead. 

Cym . Who worfethen a Phyfitian 
Would this report become ? But I confider, 

By Med’cine life may be prolong’d, yer death 
Will feizethe Doftor too. How ended flic ? 

Cor . With horror, madly dving, like her life, 

Which (being crucll tothc world) concluded 
Moft cruell to her felfe. What fhe confefl, 

I will report, foplcafe you. Theiehcr Women 
Can crip me.it I erre, who with wet cheekcs 
Wereprefent when (he finifh'd. 

Cym* Pry thee fay.; ' j 

Cor. Firftjflie confcft flic neuer loifd you : onely j 
Affected Greatnefle got by you : not you : / 

Married your Royalty, was ifcifc to your place : 


Abhorr’d your perfon. ’ ' ^ 

Cym . She alone knew this; 

And but fhe lpokeic dying, I would nor 
Bcleeue her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cory. Your daughter # whom fhe bore in hand to loue 
With luch integrity, flic did confeffe r 

Was as a Scorpion to her fight, whole life 
(But that her flight preuented ic) flie had 
Taneoffby poylbn. 

Cym. O moll delicacfc pie.nd ! 

Who r i'sY can reade a Woman ? Is there mo?e ? 

Corfu 'MbreSir 5 andVorfe. Shedid confeflefhehad 
For you a mortall Mineral}, which being tookey 
Should byjhe minute feedeon life^and hng’riog, 
Byinchesjwarte you. In which time, {he purpos’d 
By watctiipg, weeping, tendance, kiffing^o 
Orecomeyou with her flaew; ana in time 
( When {he had fitted you with her craft, co worke 
HerSor.ne into tlfadopcion of the Crownc: 

Rue fayling of her end by his flrange ablcnce,, 

Grew flianic 1cfiedefperare, open’d (in defpighe 
Of Hcauen and Men) herpurpofes : repented 
The euils (he hatch’d, were not effeded ; fo 
Difpayringjdyed. 

Cym. Heard you all this,her Women ? 

La. Wc djdjfo plcafcyour Highneffe. 

Cym. Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for flic was beautiful!: 

Mine eares that Keare her Battery, nor my heart. 

That thought her like her feeming. It had beene vicious 
To haue mirtrufted her: yet (Oh mv Daughter) 

That ic was folly in me, thou mayfl fay, 

And proue ic in thy feeling. Heaiicn mend all. 

Enter Lucius Jachimo.,and other Remanprifor;cr> ? 

Leon at ns behind^nd Imogen . 

Thou comm’ft not Caius now for Tribute, that 
The Britaine: haue rac’d out? though with the Ioffe 
Of many a nold one : whole Kinfmcn haue made fuite 
That their good failles may be appeas'd, with {laughter 
Of you their Cap tiues, which our felfe haue granted, i 
So thinke of your efface. ' % 1 

Luc. Confider Sir, the chancecf Warre, the day 
Was yours by accident: had it gone with vs. 

We fhould not when the blood was cool t haue threatend 
Our Pnfoncrs with the Sword. But fince theGeds 
Will haue it thus, that nothing but our Hues 
May be call’d ranfome, let ic come : Sufficeth, 

A Roman, with a Romans heart can fuffer : 

«Augufitu Hues to thinkc on’t: and fo much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing onely 
I will cncreate, my Boy (a Britaine borne) 

Lit him be ranfomk]; Neuer Maftcr had 
A Page fokinde,loduteous, diligent. 

So tender ouer his occafions, true, 

feate, fo Nurie-like : lcc his venue ioyne 
With my requeff, which He make bold,your Highnc{fe 
Catmot deny ; he hath done no Britaine harme. 

Though he li3ue feru’d a Roman. Saue him (Sir) 

And (pare no blood befide. 

Cym. I haue furely feenchim ; 

His fauour is familiar to me : Boy, 

Thou haff look’d thy felfe into my grace. 

And art mine owne. I know not why, wherefore^ 

To fay, liue boy: ne’re thankc thy Mafter, Hue: 

And aske of Cymbeline what Boone thou wilt. 

Fitting my bounty, and thy flace, He giue ic: 
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Yca, though thou do demand a Prifoncr 
The Noblcft tane. 

Ime. I humbly thanlfc your Highnefiev< 

Lhc. 1 do not bid thee begge my life, good Lad, 

And yet I know thou wilt. 

Imo. No,no.alacke, 

There’s other woikc in hand: I fee a thing 
Bitter to me, as death : your life,gooclM after, 

Muft (liufflc for it felfe. 

Lue. The Boy difdainrsme, 

Heleauesmc,fcornssnt)c : brieielydye their ioyes, 

That place them on the truth ofGyrles,and Boycs. j 
Why Bands he fo perplexe ? 

Cym. What would’ft thou Boy ? 

I loue thee more,and more: thinke more and more 
What’s beft to aske. Koow’ft him thou look’ft on?fpeak 
Wilt haue him hue? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend ? 

Imo. He is a Romane.no more kin to me. 

Then 1 to your HighnelTc, who being born your vaifaile 
Am fomething neerer. 

Cym. Wherefore ey’ft him fo ? 

Imo. lie tell you (Sir)in priuatejif you pleafe 
. To giue me hearing. 

Cjm. I,with all my heart. 

And lend my beft attention. What’s thy name ? 

Imo. Fidele Sir. 

Cym. Thou‘rt my good youth : my Page 
lie be thy Mafter*. walke with me :fpcake freely. 

Bel. Is not this Boy reuiu’d from death ? 

Arui. One Sand another 
; Not more refembles that fweetRofie Lad : 

Who dyed, and was Fidele: what thinke you i 

Gut. The fame dead thing aliue. 

Bel. Peace,peace, fee further: he eyes vs not, forbcarc 
Creatures may be alike: were’t he,l ara Cure 
He would haue fpoke to vs. 

Gut. But we fee him dead. 

“Bel. Be filenc: let’s fee further. 

Pipe. It is my Miftris: 

Since fhe is liumg, let the time run on. 

To good,or bad. 

Cym. Cotne, Band thou by our fide, 

Make thy demand a!owd. Sir,ftep you forth, 

Giue anlwer to this Boy, and do it freely, 

Or by our Greatneffe, and the grace ot it 

(Which is our Honor) bitter torture fhall 

Winnow the truth from falfhood. Onefpeaketohim. 

Imo. My boone is. that this Gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this Ring. 

Pofi. What’s that to him ? 

Cym. Th3t Diamond vpon your Finger, fay 
How came it youts f 

Inch. Thou’lt torture me to leaue vnfpokcn, that 
Which to be fpoke, wou’d torture thee. 

Cym. How?me? 

Inch. I amgladtobeconftrain’dtovttcrthat 
Which tormcncs me to conceale. By Villany 
I got this Ring; 'twas Leonnttu Iewcll, 

Whom thou did’ft banifla: and which more may greeue 
Asitdoth me : aNoblerSir,ne’rcliu’d (thee, 

'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hearc more my Lord ? 

Cym. Aft that belongs to this. 

Inch. That Paragon, thy daughter. 

For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe fpirits 
Quaile to remember. Giue me leaue, I faint. 

Cym. My DaughterPwhat ofhitrRencwthy ftrength 


l had rather thou Ihould’ftliue, while Natur^TiT^'' 

Then dye ere I hear® more : flriue man, and fpi’ 
loch. Vpon a time, vnnappy was the clocke ‘ 

That ftrookc the houre: it was in Rome, accurft 
The Manfion where : ’twas at a Feaft, oh Wft „u 
Our Viands had bin poyfon’d(or at leaft 
Thofe which I heau’d to head:) the good Paflu* 

(What ftiould I fay? he was too good to be 

Where ill men wcrc,and was the beft of all 
Among’ft the rar’ft of good ones) fitting fadly , 
Hearing vs praife our Loucs of Italy 
For Beauty, that made barren the fwcll’d boaft 
Of him that beft c M ld fpeake: for Feature, l an , ta 
i he Shrine otVemu, or ftraight-pight Alineruh b 
Poftures, beyond breefe Nature. For Condition 
A (hop of all the qualities, that man * 

Loues woman for, befides that hooke ofWilling 
Fairenefle,which ftrikes the eye. 

Cym, I ftand on fire. Come to the matter. 

Inch. All toofoonelfbail, 

Vnleffc thou wouid’ft greeue quickly. This 
Moft like a Noble Lord, in loue, and one 
That had a Royall Louer, tooke bis hint, 

And (not difptaifing whom we prais’d, therein 

He was as calme as vercuc) he began 

His Miftri* pidlurc, which,by his tongue, being made 

And then a mindeputin’t, either our bragges * 

Were crak’d of Kicchin-TrulleSjOr his defeription 
Prou’d vs vnfpeaking fotres. 

Cym. Nay,nay,toTh’purpofe. 

Inch. Your daughters Chafticy,(thereitbeginnes) 
He fpake ofher, as T)inn had hot dreames, 

And fhe alone, were cold: Whereat, I wretch 
Made fcruple of his praife, and wager’d with him 
Pceces of Gold, ’gainft this, which then he wore 
Vpon his honour’d finger) to attaine 
In fuite the place of’s bed, and winne this Ring 
By hers, and mine Adultery : he (erucKnightj 
No lefler of her Honour confident 


Then I did truly finde her, ftakci this fting, 

And would fo,had it beene a Carbuncle 
OfPhcebus Wheele; and might fofafely, had it 
Bin all the worth of * Carre. Away to Britaine 
Pofte I in this defigne : Well may you (Sir) 
Remember roc at Court,where I was taught 
Ofyour chafte Daughter,the wide difference 
Twixt Amorous,and Villanous. Being thus qtienrh’d 
Of hope,not longing; mine Italian braine, 

Gan in your duller Britaine operare 
Moft.vildely: for my vantage excellent. 

And to be breefe, my pradlife fo preuayl d 
That I return’d with fimularproofeenough. 

To make the Noble Leonatw mad. 

By wounding his beleefe in her Renowne, 

With Tokens thus,and thus: auerring notes 
Of Chamber-hanging, Phftures, this her Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how I got) nay fome markes 
Of fecret on her perfon, that he could not 
But thinke her bond ofChaftity quite crack’d, 

I hauing ’tane the forfeyt. Whereupon, 

Me thinkes I fee him now- 
Pofi. I fo thou do’ft, • 

Italian Fiend. Aye roe, moft credulous Foolc, 
Egregious murtherer,Theefe,any thing 
That’s due to all the Villaincs part,in being 
To come. Oh giue me Cord,or knife,ot poyfon, 

Some 
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Some vprighc Iufticcr. Thou King,fend out 
por Torturors ingenious : it is I 
Xhat all th’abhorred things o’ch’earcb amend 
By being worie then they, I am Pofthumrtf, 

That kill'd thy Daughter: Viliain-like, I lye, 

That caus’d a lefler villaine then my felfe, 

A facrilegious Theefc to door. The Temple 
Of Venue was fhe; yea,and flie her felfe. 

Spit, and throw (tones, caft myre vpon me, fet 
The dogges o’ch’ftreet to bay me: euery villaine 
Be call 'dPofihumta Leonatw, and 
Be viflany leffe then’twas. Oh Imogen] 

My Quesne, my life, my w vtt: oh Imogen, 

/ mo genfim ogen w 

Imo. Peace my Lorchheare heare. 

pofi, Shaft's haue a play of this ? 

Thou fcornfall Page, there lye thy part, 

Ptf. OhGemIcmcn,he}pe, 

Mine and your Miftris: Oh tny Lord Pofikumits, 

You ne’rc kill'd Imogen till now: helpe,hdpe. 

Mine honour* d Lady. 

Cjm . Does the vyorld go round? 

Tofik. How conies thefe daggers on mec ? 

Pifdo Wake my Miftris. 

Cjm . If this be fo, the Gods do meane to ftrike me 
To death,with mortall ioy. 

Pifa. How fares rriy Miftris? 

Imo. Oh get thee from my light. 

Thou gau’ft me poyfon : dangerous Fellow hence. 

Breath not where Princes are. 

Cjm. The tunc of Imogen. 

Pifa. Lady,the Gods throw ftones offulpher on me,if 
That box I gaue you, was not thought by mec 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queenc. 

Cjm . New matter ftill. 

Imo . It poyfoifd me. 

Corn . Oh Gods ! 

] left our one thing which the Qucenc confeft, 

Which muft approue thee honeft. If Pafanio 
Haue (laid flie) giuen his Miftris that Confection 
Which I gaue him for Cordiall, (he is feru d. 

As I would ferue a Rat. 

Cym. What’s this, Cornelius} 

Corn. The Q^ueene (Sir)very oft importun’d me 
To temper poyfons for her,ftill pretending 
The fatisfaftion ofher knowledge, onciy- 
In killing Creatures vilde,as Cats and Dogges 
Ofnoeftecme. I dreading, that her perpoie 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A ccrtaineftuffe, which being tane,would ccafe 
The prefent powre of life, but in fhort time, 

All Offices of Nature, (hould againe 
Do their due Fun&ions. Haue you tane of it? 

Imo. Moft like I did,for I was dead. 

7Iel+ My Boyes,thcre was our error. 

Cm* This is fure Fidele. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you ? 
Thinke that you are vpon a Rocke, and now 
Throw measainc. 

Pofi. Hang there like ftuicc, my foule, 

T ill the Tree dye. 

Cym. How now,my Flefh?my Childe? 
Whar.,mak’ftthou meadullardinthis A ft? . 

Wilt thou not fpeake to me ? 

Imo. Your blefling. Sir. 

Se/. Though you did loue this youth, I blame yenot, 


You had a motiue for’t. 

Cym. My tearcs that fall 
Prouc holy-water on thee; Imogen, 

Thy Mothers dead. 

Imo. I am forry for't,my Lord. 

Cym* Oh, fhe was naught; and long ofher it was 
That we meet heere fo ftrangely ; but her Sonne 
Is gone, we know not how 5 nor where. 

Pifa. My Lord, 

1 Now feare is from me, lie fpeake troth. Lord Cloten j 
Vpon my Ladies miffing, came to me 
With his Sword drawneftoam’d at the o^outh^nd fwore 
If I aifcoucr’d not which way ihe was gone. 

It was my inftant death. By accident, 

I had a feigned Letter of my Mafters 

Then in my pocket, which directed him 

To fccke her on the Mountains neerc to Milford, 

Where in a frenzic, in my Mafters Garments 
( Which he inforc’d from me) away hepoftes 
With vnehafte purpofe, and with oath to violate 
My Ladies honor, what became of him, 

I further know not. 

) Gui. Let me end the Story: I flew him there. 

Cym . Marry, the Gods forefend.. 

I would not thy good deeds, fhould from my lips 
Plucke a hard fcntcnce rPrythce valiant youth 
Deny’c againe. 

Cui. I haue fpoke it,and I did it. 

Cym. He was a Prince. 

Gui. A moft inciuill one. The wrongs he did mec 
Were nothing prince-like 5 for he did ptcuoke me] 

With Language that would make me fpurne the Sca^ 

If ic could foroare tome. I cutoffs head. 

And am right glad he is not (landing heer£ 

To tell this tale ofminc. 

, Cym. 1 am forrow for thee: 

By thine owne tongue thou art condemn’d, and muft 
Endure our Law : Thou’rt dead. 

Imo. That ncadleffc man I thought had Bin my Lord 
Cym. Binde the Offender, 

I And take him from our prefence* 
c Bel. Stay,SirKing. 

This man is better then the man he flew. 

As well defeended as thy felfe v and hath 
More of thee merited,then a Band of Clotens 
Hadeuer fc3rrefor # Let his Aimes alone, 

( They were not borne for bondage. 

Cym. Why old Soldier: 

Wilt thou vndoo the worth thou art vnpayd for I 

By tafting of our wrath ? How of defetnt 
As good as we? 

Arui. In that he fpake too farre. 

Cym. And thou (halt dye for’t. 

Tlrt. We will dye all three, 

But I will prone that two one’s are as good f 

As I haue giuen out him. My Sonnes, I muft 
For mine ownc parr, vnfold a dangerous fpecch. 

Though haply well for you. I 

Arui. Your danger’s ours. 

Guid. And ouc good his e 
Bel. Haue at it then, by leaue 
Thou hadd’ft (great King)a Subie<ft,wbo 
Was call'd Belarius. 

Cym . What of him?He is a banifh’d Traitor. 

Tel. He it is, that hath \ 

Aflum’d this age: indeed a banifti'd man, 
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7 he Tragedy of Cymbelwe. 


I know not how *a Traitor* 

Take him hence. 

The whole world LhalJ not faue him. 

Bel. Not too hot; 

Firft pay me for the*Nurfing of thy Sonnes, 

And let it be connfcatc all/o foonc 
A$ I haue receyu'd it* 

Cym . NurfingofmySonnes? 

Bel. lam tooblunt^andiawcy :hccrc*$ my knee: 
Ere I ari(e ? I will preferre my Sonnes, 

Then fparc not rhe old Father. Mighty Sir, 

Thefe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 

And thinke they are my Sonnes^arc none of mine. 
They arc the y flue of your Loyncs, my Liege, 

And blood ofyonr begetting. 

Cym. HowPmylflue. 

"Bel So fure as you, your Fathers : I (old Morgan) 
Am that Belavins, whom you fometimcbaniflVd: 
Your pleafure was my ncere offence, my puniflimcnc 
It felfe, and all my Treafon that I foffer’d. 

Was all the harmcl did. Thefe gentle Prince? 

(For fueffand fo they are) thefe twenty yeares 
Haue I train’d vp; thofc Arts they hauc,as I 
Could put into them. My breeding was (Sir) 

Asyour Highncffc knowes rTheir Nurfe Etsnphtle 
(Whom for the Theft I wedded) ftole thefe Children 
Vpon my Sanifhmcm: I moou d her too’t, 

Hauing receyu’d the punifnmen: before 
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyaitie, 
Excited me to Treafon. Their deere Ioffe, 

The more ofyou’evvas felt, the more itfliap’d 
Vntomy end of dealing them. But gracious Sir, 
Heere are your Sonnes againe,andl muff loofe 
Two of the fweec’ft Companions in the World. 

The benedidbon of thefe couering Hcauens 
Fall on their heads liks dew, lor thev arc worihic 
To in-lay Heatien with Starres. 

Cym. Thou wccp’ft^and fpcak’ft : 

The Scruice that you three haue done,is more 
Vnlike, then this thou telVft, I loft my Children, 
Ifthefebc they, I know not bow to wifh . 

A payre of worthier Sonnes. 

Bel Be pleas’d awhile ; 

This Gentleman, whom i call Polidore , 

Moft worthy Princess yours, is true Guiderim: 

This Gentleman, my CadwaR y Arniragtu* 

Your yongcr Princely Son,he Sir,was lapt 
In a rnoft cujious Mantle, wrought by th’hand 
Of his Queene Mother, which for more probation 
I can with eafe produce. 

Cym. Guidertus had 

Vpon his necked MolCjafanguineStairc, 

It was a rnarke of wonder. 

Bel. This is he. 

Who hath vpon him (1 ill that naturall (Jamfe: 

It was wife Natures end, in the donation 
‘To be his euidenccnow. 

Cym. Oh,what am I 

A Mother to the byr:h of three ? Nere Mother 
Reioyc l d delmeraace mote : BIcft,pray you be. 

That after tins Grange darting from your Orbcs, 

You may ragneip them now : Oh Imogen, 

Thou haft loft by this a Ivingdome. 

Imo. Np,myLord: 

I haue got two Worlds by*c. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Haue we thus met ? Oh neuer fay heercaftcr 



mam. 




But I am trueft fpeaker, You cairTmT^hT 
When I was but your Sifter: I you Brother, 

When we were fo indeed. * 

Cym. Did you eremcetc? 

Ami. I my good Lord. 

Gni. And at firft meeting lou’d, 

Continew’d fo, vntill we thought he dyed 
Corn. By the Queencs Dramme (he fwailow’rl 
Cym. O rare inftinft J Wd * 

When (hall I heareall through? This fierce abri^ 

Hath to it Circumftsntiali branches,which °2 men t, 

Diftin&ion fhould be rich in. Where? how liu’d' 

And when came you to ierue our Romane Capr • j U? 
How parted with your Brother ? How firft JL'If' , 
Why fled you from the Court? And whether th f 
And your three motiues to the Battaiie ? with e ? 

I know not how much more fhould be demanded 
And all the other by-dependanccs ’ 

From chance to chance ? But nor theTime,r,orPla 
Will ferue our long Interrogatories, See, CC 

Pefthumsu Anchors vpon Imogen • 

And fhe (like harmlefle Lightning) throwes hcreve 
On him: her Brothers, Me: her M after hitting 7 
Each obie&withaloy : the Counter-change 
Is feuera'ly in all. Let’s quit this ground. 

And fmoakc the Temple with our Sacrifices. 

Thou art my Brother, fo wec’l hold thee eucr. 

Imo. You are my Father too, and did releeue me • 
To fee this gracious fealon. * 

Cym. Allore-ioy’d 

Sauc thefe in bonds, let them beioyfull too 
For they fhall taftc our Comforc. 

Imo. My good Mafter,I will yet do you feruice. 
Luc. Happy be yotu 

Cym. The forlorne Souldier,that no Nobly fought 
He would haue well becom’d this place,and grac’d 
The thankings of a King. 

Pofi. lam Sir 

The Souidicr that did company thefe three 
Inprorc befteming :’twas a fitment for 
Thepurpofe I then follow’d. That! was he, 

Speake lochimo , I had you downe, and might 
Haue made you finifti. 

lack. 1 am downe againe: 

But now my hsauie Confidence finkes my knee, 

A i then your force did. Take that life, befeechyou 
Which I fo often owe: but your Ring firft, 

And hcere the Bracelet of the trueft Piincefle 
That euer fworc her Faith. 

Pofi. Kneele not to me : 

Thcpowre that Ihaueonyou 5 isto fpareyou: 

The malice towards you, to forgiue you. Liue 
And dealc with others betcer. 

Cym. Nobly doom’d : 

Wee’l learne our FreenefTe of a Sonne-in-Law: ( 
Pardon’s the word to all. 

Arui. You holp e vs Sir, 

As you did meane indeed to be our Brother, 
loy’d are we,that you are. 

Pofi. Your Seruant Princcs.Good my Lord of Rome 
Cal! forth your Sooth-fayer: As I flept, me thought 
Great Iupiter vpon hi s Eagle back’d 
Appear’d to me, with other iprightly ftiewes 
Of mine owne Kindred. When I wak’d,! found 
This Labell on my bofome; whofe containing 
Is fo from fenfe inhardneffc, that I can 

Make 


• ^^JnoColle&ionofit. Lethimlhew 

His skill in the conftru&ion. 

Lue. Philarmontu . 

Sooth■ Hcere,my good Lord. 

Luc. Read,and dcclire the meaning. 

Reades. • 

Jen as a Lyons vohrlptfi^all to himfelfe vnknowr.,with¬ 
out feelyitgfindi, and tee embrac’d by a peece of tender 
Jjre-‘ And when from a ftately Cedes (hall be lopt branches , 
which being dead many yeares, fisall after reuisse , bee ioynted to 
the old Stocke , andfrejhlj grew, then fhall Poflhttmw end his 


"The Trag edy of Cymbeline. 


Promifes Britaine, Peace and Plenty. 

Cym. Well, 

My Peace we will begin : And Cains Lucius > 
Although the Vi<ftor,we fubmit to Cafar, 

And to the Romane Empire ; promifing 
To pay our wonted Tribute. from the which 
We were diffwaded by our wicked Queene, 

Whom heauens in Iuftice both on hcr.and hers, 
Haue laid moll heauy hand. 

Sooth. The fingers ofthcPowresaboue, do tune 
The harmony of this Peace; the Vifion 
^ Which I madeknowne toZ.#r««erethe ftroke 


vsiferies, Britaine be fortunate, and'flourfs in Peace and Plen - | Of yc c thi s Icarfe -cold-Battaiie, at this inftant 

Is full accomplifh’d. For the Romaine Eagle 


I 


The fit and apt Uonltruction ot thy name 
Bein" Leonattu, doth import fo much: 

The peece of tender Ayre,thy vertuous Daughter 
Which we call Mollis Aer, and c JMollis Aer 
VVc termc it Mttlier ; which Mulier I diuine 
Is this molt conftant Wife, who euen now 
Anfweringthe Letter of the Oracle, 

Vnknownc to you vnfoughr,wcrc dipt about 
With this moft tender Aire. 

Cym. This hath fomc feeming. 

Sooth. The lofty Cedar,Royall Cymbeline 
Perfonates thee: And thy lopt Branches.point 
Thy two Sonnes forth : who by "Belarius ftolne 
For many yeares thought dead,are now rcuiu’d 
To the Maicftickc Cedar ioyn’d; whofe Iffue 


So vanilh’d ; which fore-ftiew’d cur Ptincely Eagle 
Th’Imperiall Cafar , fhould againe vnite 
His Fauour.with the Radiant Cymbeline , 

Which flhineshcere in the Weft. 

Cym. Laud we the Gods, 

And let our crooked Smoakes climbc to their Noftrils 
From our bleft Altars. Publifh we this Peace 

A Roman,and a Brittiih Enfignc waue 
j Friendly together : fo through Luds-Townc march. 
And inthe Temple of great Iupiter 

E.reunt, 








1111111 j 1111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 T|T|i|TjTjijT|T 1111111111111111 j 111111111111111111111111111111111111 i 1111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 i 111111 11 

06 68 89 i8 98 S8 rt E8 28 18 08 6 L 8 L Zi9iSi»i£iZiU0i 69 89 £9 99 S9WE939l9 09 6S8SiS9SSSWESSSlS0S 69 81 it 91 » rt » 29 19 09 69 89 iC 99 S9 99 99 28 18 08 62 82 £2 92 S2 92 82 22 12 02 61 81 £1 91 SI 91 81 21 11 01 6 8 £ 9 S 9 8 2 l 0 





































































































.v. ->-\V 





c . 

• . * li ' ,v 1 .Ul\ ‘ 

1 vn> v. . - t . 


■ 






^ \ Vy V" 

y, ,v. 

. * O I 

1 r •• ’ *it»' 




* • . 

: :r:i ;::; ; 


f 1 VV< * 11 § i he 5D 2f: ^ L*0f! 


0?. 2 Vi IT 




• t \ 




■ • 




- 


2£ 


»; < ” i # 


. 


^ '* 
//>y 

{4-■* 

■$9 








i 


^ rfl 




8(H £0L 901 SOL ML COL 201 LOL 00L 66 86 L6 96 S6 W C6 26 L6 06 68 88 £8 98 S8 PC 08 28 



18 08 6£ CL LL U S L PL C L ZL U 0 L 69 89 L9 99 S9 



W 09 29 L9 09 6S 8Q LS 9S SS PS 0S 2S LS OS 6fr 8fr LP 9P SP PP CP ZP IP Ofr 60 80 Z0 90 S0 frC 00 20 L0 00 62 82 LZ 92 S2 PZ 02 22 L2 02 6L 8L LI 9L SL PI 0L 2L LL OL 


imuor nun m ■ kii \i^wnn nnr»o in pnnwiin^unj 


6 


8 L 


9 


S 


P 


0 2 L 0 

SVOId 


























































imuor nun m i mi \i^wio nnAC> j r\ o-ir^wi j 












































1111111111111) 111111 i 111111 j 111 

801 201 901 SOI 801 EOL ZOL 101 001 66 86 26 96 S6 86 86 36 16 



J J | I I [II I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I | I 

88 Z8 98 88 W 08 28 18 08 6Z 8Z ZZ 9 L 8 L U 0Z 2 L U OZ 69 89 Z9 99 89 W 09 29 19 09 68 88 ZS 98 88 W 08 28 IS 08 6fr 


I I I I I I I I I I II | I | I | I | I | I | I | | | I 

28 98 98 88 88 28 18 08 68 88 28 98 98 88 88 28 18 08 62 02 22 92 92 82 82 22 12 02 61 81 21 91 91 81 81 21 11 01 6 8 2 


11 n 111 


nun ni i mi nnnc 1 i a rnnwi 


8 V e 2 l 0 

SVOId 






























































































M DC XXIII 


GretagMacbeth'” ColorChecker Color Rendition Chart 


mm 


MAM 



























































That the great Body of cur State may go 
In equall rankc, with the beft gouern’d Nation, 
That Warre ? or Pcace,or both at once may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to vs, 

In which you (Father) fhall haue formoft hand. 
Our Coronation done, we will accite 
(As I before remembred) all our State 
Andhcauen (configr ‘ 

No Prince, nor Peer 
Heauen (horten Ha\ 



9 8 The fecond Tart of Ffng Henry the Fourth. 


Stl. Fill the Cuppc, and let it come, 
mile to the bottome. 


c y°u a 


Shal, Honcft Bardolfe, welcome : If thou w >n 
thing,and wilt not call ; befhrew thy heart. We] 30 '" an ? 
little tyne theefe,and welcome indeed too: l] ^ 0rne 
'iA.’Bardolfe^nA to all the Cauileroes about Lond' 0 ^ 0 


Dau . I hope to fee London,once etc I di 


The fecond Tart ofKfng Henry the Fourth, _ 9jf 


l^lnaocre 

Sadie my Hot ft,* 

fd' * J shallow t choo(c what Ofhce thou wilt 
0 et■ thinc# pifi 9 i t i w iH double charge thee 

the U na >. 


Seem Quinta . 



Enter Faljla } 


Shal Nay, you 
Arbor we will eate a 
fing, with adifhof* 
fin Silence ^and then \ 

Fal. You haue he 
Shal. Barren, bar: 

Sir lohn: Marry,goa 
Well faid Dante. 

Falfl. This Dauie 
Seruingman,and you 
Shal. A good V; 
let, Sir lohn: I haued 
goodVarlec. Now 
Cofin. 

Sil. Ahfirra(quot] 
and make good cheeri 
yeerc: when flefh is c| 

Lads romc heere,and 
fo merrily. 

Fal. There’s ameri 
you a health for that a 
Shal. Good M.2?, 

T>a. Sweet fir, fit: 
fir,fit. Matter Page, 
you want in meatejW 
the heart’s all. 

Shal. Be merry M 
therc,be merry. 

Sil. Be merry, be 
For women are Shrew 
*Tis merry in Hall, whi 
And welcome merry " 

Fal. I did not thin: 

Mettle. 

Sil. Who in haue 
now# 

T)auy. Thereisadi! 

Shal. TDauic. 

Datt. Your Worfliip: He be with you ftraight, A cup 
ofWmc,fir? 

Sil. A Cup ofWine,that*s briske and fine, &drinke 
tnto the Leman mine: and a merry heart liues long-a, 

Fal . Well faid, lA.Silence. 

Sil. If we (hall be merry,now comes in the fwecce of 
the night. 

Fal. Hcalth,and long life to you,M .Silence. 


ice. 

[ere they cornel 
Exit Groo. | 

land Page. 

Shallow fl will 
vpon him, as 
ance thathcc 


e. O if I had 
uld hauebe- 
|fyou.But it is 
s doth inferre 


ion* 
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Shal VfifJer 1 

Pifl. Harry the Fourth? or Fife ? 

Shal Harry the fourth. 

Fiji. A footra for chine Office. 

Sir lohn. thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King, 
Harry the Fife’s the man, I fpeake the truth. 
When Piftoll lyes, do this, and figge-me; like 
The bragging Spaniard. 



U 


!ale. 

le you Rogue, come: 
puietoaluftice. 

—J W‘ Yes, come you ftaru’d Blood-hound 
Wd»1- Goodman death, gootlman Bones. 

■ *tfl. Thou Anatomy, thou. 

M. Come you thinne Thing; 

Comeyou Rafcall. 

Off. Very well. 


Exeunt. 


and fweating 
elfe, putting 
ing els to bee 

Heft. ’Tisall 


|bte Liuer, and 
noble th oghts 
0 :l Hail’d thi- 
{, Rowz.evppe 
o’s Snake, for 


ipet Clangour 
'nriethe 


uloyall HaB. 
Fepe, moftroyall] 

ImpeoFFame. 

Fal. ’SauctheemyfweetBoy. 

King. My Lord Chiefe luff ice, fpeake to that vainej 
man. 

Ch.Iujl. Haue you your wits ? 

Know you what’tis you fpeake ? 

Falfl. My King, my Iouc ; I fpeake to thee, my heart. | 
King. 1 know thee not,old man; Fall to thy Prayers r 
How ill white haircs become a Foole, and letter ? f 

1 i!i*/ 
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9 8 ThefecondPart offing Henry the Fourth . 


That the great Body of cur State may go 
In equall rankc, with the bed gouern’d Nation, 

That Warre, or Peace^or both at once may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to vs, 

In which you (Father) fhall hauc formoft hand. 

Our Coronation done, we will accitc 
(As I before remembred) all our State, 

And heauen (configning to my good intents) 

No Prince, nor Peere, fhall haue iuft caufe to fay, 
Heauen fhorten Harries happy life, one day. Exeunt* 


Seem Fertia. 


Enter Faljlaffe , Shallow, Silence , Bardolfe , 

?age y and Piftoll . 

Shal Nay, you (hall fee mine Orchard: where, in an 
Arbor we will eate a laft yeares Pippin of my ownc graf- 
fing, with a difti ofCarrawaycs,and fo forth.(Come Co¬ 
fin Silence,znd then to bed. 

Fal. You haue heere.a goodly dwelling,and a rich. 

Shal. Barren, barren,barren: Beggers all,bcggers all 
Sir lobn: Marry,good ayre. Spread Dauyftptezd Dauie : 
Well faid Dauie . 

Falft. This Dauie ferucs you for good vfes; he is your 
Seruingman,and your Husband. 

Shal. A good Varlet,a good Varlet,a very good Var- 
let. Sir lohn: I haue drunke too much Sacke at Supper. A 
goodVarlet. Now fit downe, now fiedowne : Come 
Cofin. 

Sil. Ah firra(quoth-a) we fhall doe nothing but cate, 
and make good cheere, and praife heauen for the merrie 
yeere: when flefh is chcape,and Females dcere,and luftie 
Lads rome heere } and there : fo merrily, and euer among 
fo merrily. 

Fal. There’s a merry heart, good M. Silence, Uegiue 
you a health for that anon. 

Shal. Good M FBariolfe: fomc wine, Dauie. 

Da. Sweet fir, fit: lie be with you anon : moft fwcete 
fir,fit. Mafter Page,good M.Page,lit: Proface. What 
yo u want in meate > wee , l hauc in drinkc: but you beare, 
the heart’s all. 

Shal . BemerryM.2?mfo//r,andmy little Souldiour 
there,be merry. 

Sil. Be merry, be merry,my wife ha’s all; 

For women are Shrcwcs,both fhort,and tall: 

Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wagge all; 

And welcome merry Shrouetide. Be merry,be merry. 

Fal. I did not thinkc M .Silence had bin a man of this 
Mettle. 

Sil . Who V I haue beenc merry twice and once, ere 
now* 

Dauy. There is a difh of Lether-coats for you. 

ShaL Dauie . 

Dan. Your Worfhip: lie be with you ftraight. A cup 
of Wine,fir? 

Sil. A Cup ofWine,that*s briske and fine, & drinkc 
ynto the Leman mine: and a merry heart liues long-a, 

Fal. Well faid,M .Silence. 

Sil. If we fhall be merry,now comes in the fwectc of 
the night. 

Fal. Hcalth,and long life to you,M .Silence. 


s>l. Fill the Cuppe, and let it come. Ti7„uj 

mile to the bottome. P e °8 e yotu 

Shal. Honcft Bardo/fe, welcome : If thou wa ’ft 
thing,and wilt not call, befhrew thy heart. W 1 " Jn ! 
little tyne theefe,and welcome indeed too • ii* ^ onie ®] 
M.Bardolfe^rui to all the Cauileroes about Lond"^* 1 

Dau. IhopetofceLondon,onceereIdie d ° n * 

Bar. Ifl might fee you there, Dauie. 

Shal. YoulcrackeaquarttoeetherfHa twin 

M .Bardolfe} 1 k a,Wl11 ? °«n 0t 

'Bar. Yes Sir,in a pottle jaot. 

Shal, I thanke thee: the kr.aue will fti c k e Jj y t . 
can allure thee that. He will not out.he is true hr T* * 
Bar. And lie fticke by him,fir. ' 

SW.Why there fpoke a Kingilack nothing be m 
Looke.who’s at doorc there,ho: who knockes? ^ 
Fal Why now you haue done me right, 

Sil. Do me right,and dub me Knight, Saminoo T> 
notlo? £ Jst 

Fal. ’Tisfo. 

Stl.Is’t fo? Why then fay an old man candof 0 m w |„ 
lf..p^rcyo„rWo,n,ip p e, 

come rrom trie Court with newes. J 

Fal. From the Court? Let him come in. 

Enter F/fioll. 

HownowPiftoll ? 

Fiji. Sir lohn , ’l'aue you fir. 

Fal. What windc blew you hither, Piftoll ? 

Fiji. Not the ill windc which blowes none to good 
fweet Knight : Thou art now one of the grcaceft men in 
theRcalme. 


Sil. Indeed, I thinke he bee, but. Goodman ?4 t 0 f 
Barfon. ' 11 

Pifl. Puffe? puffe in thy teeth,moft recreant Coward 
bafe. Sir lohn, 1 am thy Piftoll, 3ndthy Friend : hclter 
skelter hauc I rode to thee, and tydings do I bring, and 
luckie ioyes, and golden Times, and happie Nevvcsof 
price. 

Fal. Ipretheenow deliucr them, like a man of this 
World. 

Pift. A footra for the World,and Worldlings bafe, 

I fpcake of Affrica,and Golden ioyes. 

Fal. O bafe AfTyrian Knight, what is thy newes ? 
Let King CouithaVnov* the truth thereof. 

Sil. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and lohn. 

Pift. Shall dunghill Curres confront the Hcllicm) 
And fhall good newes be baffcl’d ? 

Then Piftoll lay thy head in Furies lappe. 

Shal. Honeft Gentleman, 

1 know not your breeding. 

Pift. Wby then Lament therefore. 

Shal. Giuc me pardon,Sir, 

If fir, you come with news from the Court, I take it,there 
is but two wayes, either to vtter them, or to cenccale 
them. I am Sir, vndcr the King, in fome Authority. 

Pift. Vnder which King? 

Devonian , fpeake,or dye. 

Shal. Vndcr King Harry. 

Pift. Harry the Fourth? or Fift ? 

Shal Harry the Fourth. 

Pift . A footra for thine Office. 

Sir lohn , thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King, 

Harry the Fife’s the man, I fpcake the truth. 

When Piftoll lyes, do this, and figge-me; like 
The bragg'”g Spaniard. 


Osl 



“ lD 
CO 


—I 
oo ~o 


"CD 

-co- 


-lO 
- Lo¬ 


gs cn 


mg Henry the Fourth^ _ 99 


n\. 

fill■ A sna 

,e eking 15 _ 

n ihc Land,! 

om 

■-oold>not if 

V wha 

ftl, Carrie 

SW^’I 

pyBarMf* • 

Mgf c l 

mecLct v*ta- 

jodarcatmy 

lS uebcenemy 

uftice. 


-LO 3 




I 


303 

g-—J 

aoo 

SCO 


- lO 

- CO — 




cn 


dUc^c . 5 

"*— 1 11 § 


■. LetVj 
VV'hereis the If 
Why heerc ic 


I S3p 

’■cam t _ 

i^gviltiPaTTi Fortur 
rt3|all tnghf. Oh fv 
Pj$) 1I, iSittFmore i 
„ = ■ cajlo t^' felfc goo 

- S the^fc&ng Kir 

- s ooians^orffe: The La 

■§ J Tient. 

s V4SI woe-vn 

S D = — 

nr Z= — lo 

J2. _g_= CD 

|-j . irdeftizs^iTTi 

s S — C3 

s s r tie~rtj fe pie^i 


SCO 

dcF 


•co 


CD 

Q_ 


< 

5 




" ^ 


co 


~—OT— 

-CD 


Enter 


ml Teat 

r Emies 


CD 

LU 

Q 

m 


_ CD_ 
CD 


arr 


iTRlo 

or 


LO 


0efe. 

that I mi^ht h -^ _. 
flinnlderoutf^g 

Of. The«te 

andllieelhalkjg 
her. Therehrirj-s 
her. | 

<Dol. Nut " s 
tell thee what 1» im^Trip-vifag’ 

Childe I now ^ dsSiifcatr^-thou 


O 

<lh 

CD 


esbatfl dclrttF" 

:fS c ^„ 

c a-m® or-tvfe^Tac 


CC 

CL. 


CC 


•fi- 


s 


1 ® 

cvj 




thou had'ft ^^Afeher^thou Pape 

^ f Ef S ^ t -3 ES- , 

Hoft. Otb j ^ »r®re CBme, nee wo 
this a bloody toiinefe)c?y wo 

ofhcrWomfeoS 
Officer, If| 
againe,youlf 

bothgowitl|EK5 thc^a: 
doll beatean fcg --Sr. 

T)ol. Ileti ^^e j ^ha^g ioulhin mil | 
will haue l ^ d ly^i vin t | 

Bottefd Ro ^I - | ~-ewnth^a m im d C o rr etft i o t 
bcnotfwingfzKJ ^fwcaic halfeJiiLtles; 




55 OO 

sfe- 

sen . 


f. cn 


, 00 'lifer 

=" , “i= —Q — 

s ur. cues : —^ 


" LO 
"CO” 


s 


Of. Comf-s 2 i 1 ?, . oq^rce^Kmoht-w'ar j§ 
Hofi, O, ” g t llto Sd thuit 9 recomc n. § 
offufferanceMl cJ =^ _ 




Dol t Confer^- j ^ 

orris:: 

Brinpmpfn 2 ^ ° ^ % 

— _LO_ 

Hofi. Yesfe' 

^i~fSuM^ood»hour 

Dol, Go(j:_= r? 

: dnSrBonci 

Hofi ThrL- « s <=> 

: OLI~ 

Dot. Confe-- J 
Come you Ri=rS S 

g^LO- 

Off.Vc ryfc 0 

—Z= -CD— 

1 

IECIMAL 

INCHES 

LU 00 

b yj 

< -Z_ 

< - 1 


s —J 




Seem Quinta . 


Enter tm Grooms. 
i.Groo. MoreRuflies,more Rufhcsi 

i.Groo. The Trumpets haue founded twice. 
i.Groo. It will be two of theClocke, ere they come 
from the Coronation. Exit Grot, 


Enter Faljlaffe^hallow, Fiji oil, Bardoife.and Fage. 


Faljlaffe. Stand heerc by me, M. Robert Shallow J. will 
make the King do you Grace. I will leere vpon him, as 
he comes by: and do but markc the countenance that hcc 
will giue me. 

Piflol. Bleffe thy Lungs,good Knight. 

Faljl. Come heerc Pijlolfi .and behind me. O if I had 
had time to haue made new I.iuerics, I would hauebe- 
ftowed the thoufand pound I borrowed ofyou.But it is 
no matter, this poore fhew doth better: this doth inferre 
the zeale I had to fee him. 

Shal. Itdothfo. 

Faljl. It flaewes my earneftnefle in affe&ioo, 

Fiji. Itdothfo. 

Fal. Mydeuotion. 

Fiji. It doth.it doth.it doth. 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night. 

And not to deliberate, not to remember. 

Not to haue patience to flaift mc.i 

Shal. It is moft certaine. 

Fal. But to ftand ftained with Trauaile, and fweating 
with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elfe, putting 
all affayres in obliuion,as if there were nothing els to bee 
done, but to fee him. 

Fiji. ‘Tisfemper idem: for oBfqtte hoc nihil eSl. ’Tisall 
ineuerypart. 

Shal. ’Tis fo indeed. 

Fiji. My Knight,I will enfiame thy Noble Liuer, and 
make thee rage. Thy Del, and Helen of thy r.oble thoghts 
is in bafe Durance, and contagious’ prifon :l Hall d mi* 
ther by moft Meclaanicall and durty hand, Rowzc vppe 
Rcuenge from Ebon den, with fell Aledto s Snake, tor,,- 
Dolls in. Piftol,fpeakes nought but troth* 

Fal. I will deliuer her. 

Fijlol. There roar’d the Sea: and Trumpet Clangour 
founds. 


The Trumpets found. Enter King Henrie the 
Fife, Brothers , Lord Chiefe 
lufitce. 


coat. 


Faljl. Sane thy Gracc.King Hall, my Royall Halt. 
Tijl. The heauens thee gU3rd,and kcepe, moft royall 
ImpcofFame. , 

Fal. ’Sauc thee my fweet Boy. 

King. My LordChiefeluftice, fpeaketo that vaine 
man. 

Ch.IuJl. Haue you your wits ? 

Know you what ’tis you fpeakc ? 

Falfi. My King, my lone ; I fpcake to thee, my heart. 
King. 1 know thee not,old man: Fall to thy Prayers: 
How ill white haircs become a Foole, and Ieftcr ? . 

_I haue/ 
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